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THE PRIZD WINNERS
‘Northern Messengers"

The .

*year, is :t vreat impiovement on. that

"piovement much gteater still,

" First, (Senior)* Prire—Maiy Al Du1kee,
Hebton, N.S.

Sccond (Seniox) Piizc——Hclcn M Chis-
holm, Supemor, Wis. -
: Tirst - - (Tunior)  Prize—James
,.:L‘mf'staﬁ? ‘Richmond Hill, Ont.
~8eécond (Junior) Prize—Katic P. \Inc—
‘lennan, Hoath Head, Ont. B
Bosxdes the prize winners, those \vnt-

‘ing under the following mottoes deserve |-

'specm.i mention :—
Seniors——Ina, Lady of the Lake, Vme,

'.L‘hc World for Christ, Ivan. Vaska, O.|

'Orton, TFern Gordon, Blizabeth,
Juniors—James Williams, Maud Rod-
gers, For Ghrist and the Chureh, ;Put
Your irustin the Lord St. John, Hamy
Hunter, Edward Coombes, " Mildred
Louise Gouid Pure and Holy was-the
Life of Our Saviour, To Seek and to
Save.
FOUR MORXY PRIZES

Por the last quarter. ot the year, . the
‘same offer holds good. I‘our prizes: wuil
again be given for the best sketch ‘of
'ithc -Sunday-school ‘Jessons, studied “dur-
ing October, November and’ December
.of this ‘year.

I‘nst Prizes " (Junior and Semoi)—-A

'handsome morocco pocket Bibie, wlth i.

f’refelences, Psalms -and. maps.

; Second Puzes ‘(Junior and Senior)-—A
: volume of missioniuy biogiaphy illus-
_trated SR S

! "CONDITIONS OF cmmnrn'm\' By

than 700 .words, - and ‘must be -written
on one-side of the paper only, (paper
‘thesize of note). The sheets must be
fastened together at the left hand upper
corner. On the . right hand  upper
corner of the first page write a fictitious
name or nom de plume, and the name
of your Sunday-school Write your
pom de piume also on an envelope, and
within this envelope seal a slip contain-
ing your full name and postoflice ad-
dress. Mail all essays without volling
‘or folding. All essays must:be mailed
"before the close of the first week in
January. With nom de plume be sure
to give your age. .

———

A CHILD’S THANKSGIVING.
BY SUSAN COOLIDGE.
(Rhymes and Ballads for Boys and Girls.)

Dear little child sitting with folded bands’
- And down-bent head, and blue eyes full
of dream, '
Wondering and puzzled how to understand
Just what these words, ‘Praise’ and
‘Thanksgiving,’ mean. .

Say, shall I try to help you? Tell me then
. 'What you like best of aii things. 1Is it
" play,
Hiding among the roses, and again
Laughing and chasing all the summers
day? .

Is it the quiet hour on'zmother's knee
"'In the warm firelight, ‘when the day is
© done?
or that still dropping into sleep, when she
‘Lays In soft bed her drowsy little ons?

Is it the book whose pages charm your eye".
1s it the sound of music In ‘your ear?
Is it the sister or the brother tie, .
«.The Joy of every day, delightful, dear? .
‘Then, darling, listen. | Bach and all of these—
VRN K N i Chray oo

AleaNS ey, ),

mpetition of: the third quaiter of this. .

the plevmus qualter. Tor the iast; Which never: is too tired to help and- ble

-quaiter of -the year we. hope for &n im-' : !
- Each separate thing he gives azid each is

“The. following are the. prize wmneis

M: es ’_

§ iace. —Luke 7
'Thé ‘sketch must mnot conts, iore .

must be the Son of God.

Fgn B T T T v A

- The cheering iire-light 'and the resttul

Bible s : : :
The merry love which makes your happineSs,

sleep, :

" The- tender iove, unfailing, deep and hroad

Yes, even mother isra girt from God )

“His;.

need .
'Aud kinder than the: tenderest pnrent is -
That mighty wisdom ‘which’ is Love indeed

This is the day chosen and set apart

. .To thank the gracious'Father up in. heaven.

‘The mightyv chords are made of little strings,

Each voice hae part in the great chorus
" elear:
And so, dear child, happy in childish things
.-Say -‘Thank you sottiy, and the Lord will
hear. . .
: _____.____.
RL‘FUSE IT..

".l‘he water Will not hurt me, but the
rum will’ This was the brave answer
of one of the native headmen on Kusaie,
Micronesia, when the American captain

of a trading vessel threatened to throw

him overboard because e -refused to

'| take -the glass. of strong drink offered

him. = What a change 1t would ‘make

in. the world if all. men .who regard

themselves a8 - civilized, would' choose
fo be overboard at sea rather than cor-

rupted . by strong dnnk ‘\Iission’ary,
Herald' ‘ ) R

. L ", . E“ ", ’
T T SCHOLARS’ NOTES

(From Westminster Question Book)
. LESSON IX., DECEMBER 2 1804,
CHRIST’S TEsTIMONY TO JOHN —-Luke 7

Commit to memory vs. 27 28

‘GOLDEN' 'I‘EXT

" ‘Behold, . I sen? my. messenger before thy

. THE LESSON STORY

* You have not forgotten John the ‘Baptist, |

who came before :Jesus, declaring that the
Messiah was coming. Cruel men had thrown
him in prison, and maybe he thought Jesus
had - forgotten him.
friends to ask Jesns if he was reaiiy the
Messiah,

Jesus went on healing the’ sick, making

the blind see, the deaf hear, and the lame |

walk, and John’s friends saw what he did.
Then Jesus told ‘them to go back and tell
John what they - had seen.
then ,that he had not been mistaken, . but
the One who could do such mighty .works
When John's
friends had  gone, Jesus spoke to the peo-
ple about John. He sald that although.John
was such a great prophet, yet the smallest
one in the new kingdom of love and faith
was greater than ne! Do you wonder what
he meant ? John belonged to the old age
of the law. But the new age of the Gaspel
was so much better that a child who be-
leves the Gospel and lives by it pleases
God more than the wisest' man who keeps
all the law. The Pharisees. and wise Jews
would not receive the teachings of Jesus,
but' the ways of Wisdom, or God, are al-
ways right and just. —‘Bereen Lesson Book.

LESSON PLAN,

1. The Mission of John. vs. 24-27.
II. The Greatness of John. vs. 28, 29,
IIL The Rejection of John. vs. 30-36.

' HOME READINGS.

M. Luke 7 ; 11-23.—John’s Message to Jesus..

T. Luke 7' 24-85~—Christ’s Testimony to

Joh:

W John 5
 Chri

Th. John 5 36-47.—Testimony of the Scrip-

ures,

F. Matt. 14 : 1-12.——The Death of John.

S. Jobn'10 : 11-42.—The —ews’ question. .
S. Matt. 17 : 1-13. -The Fathers Testi-
- mony. -
Time.—A.D, 28, midsummer, -3 short time
before the preceding lesson; Tiberius Caesar
emperor of Rome; Pontius Pilate. governor

“{of Judea; Herod Antipas governor of Galllee

and Perea, .
Place.—Bither in ' the neighborhood of
Nain' or at Caperzaum.

-OPENING WORDS.

John the Baptist had beén imprisoned by.
. Herod Antipas.in' the fortress of Machaerus,

near the north-eastern end of the Dead Sea.

(See :Matt. 14 : '3-5.): His ‘confinement was,‘
not 80 rigorous as ‘to- prevent his - disciples

e Y

. trom l:.aving aceess to him., »
.| master :of - the “miracles ‘of Jesus: (Luke ‘) was!;

18), and he sent two of: them ito: Jesus; ‘With-“takes" it iav
‘the"inquiry;. ¢ Art thou he'that’ sh
or ook we: for” anether 7% -

by the ‘wind,

. He ¥nows. each little want and wish and-

> 1. For us to count the good gitts he has given,
‘And for each blessing with a grateful heart

| lawyers -take ?:-

-} counsel ‘of God against themselves ? . Why
.were they led to"do this ? -What did Jesus

now - say - to -the:people ? To whom did he:
| liken that . generation ?
shown ' their - inconsistency ?
.| had they shown: by this conduct ? Whet did
‘| Jesus'.declare-in:v; 35 .2

bf greatness,’

He sent two of his’
rejects it to his own. injury

John kpew"

21-35 —~John's Testimony toi

’l‘h Y.

ld come

C o4 A reed—-a rush’ or flag, easily moved‘
:He. whom you went to see was'. ' . =~
‘| not-a’ fickle, wavering character, but firm in |’
~| his “principles.. '
‘not live’ luxuriously and 'in. palaces."
‘More . than  a. prophet—not a prophet 0n1y,’~
‘but the forerunner of- Christ.
.Senger—in ."Mal.
his-own na.me here the words are applied to],
.Cbrist..
.| Christian knows more of the great plan of
‘_ salvation than John did.’
'bore 'witness. that' God was just.-
jected the counsel of God against them-
- |'selves~—Revised: Version, *

-| selves: the counsel of God.’
mon- people, John -was received; among ‘the
rich and-learned he was despised.- 32, They:
are like .unto
John- the Baptist for his austerity,which they
attributed to’ demoniacal.- possession.; -and
‘condemned- Christ for' his-genial tenderness
by calling him & man-fond- of good: living.
35. Wisdom -is  justified—receives' the - wit~
pess .0f being just at the hands ot aii her
chiidren._ 8 .

.26, Soft raiment—-John %iﬁd

27. My ‘mes-
3: 1, God. is speakinggin’

28, He. that -is ‘least—the humblest

29. Justified’ God—’
30. Re- |-

Rejected for them~
Among the. com-

"children—they . condemned.

QUESTIONS

Introductory.-—-Who was John the Baptist 7
Where was he at-the.time.of this lesson ? 2
.| Why was he cast into prison ?. Upon what
errand did ‘John send two of his disciples?
-~ How did"-Jesus
Golden . Text ?
Place? Memory verses?

Title ?
Time ?

anawer John 7
" Lesson plan ? .

‘I, The Mission of "John. vs, 24-27 —-What

did Jesus say to the people ? How was John
unlike a reed ? What kind -of clothing- did.

he wear ? Mark 1; 6. )
than g prophet ?
thus prophesied of him ? -

Why was he more
Who was he ? Who had-

IX. The Greatness of John. vs, 28, 29 ——What

did Jesus 'say- of the greatness of John ?
How is the-least in the kingdom of Godf 13
‘greater than he ? : What was'the éffect upon-
the . people ‘and - the publicans ? Meaning of
justified God-? ‘What relation da- they bear:
to Jchn 7 (See ch, 3: :
: III. The Rejection of John. 'va.. 30-35—— .
‘| What -course :did the Pharisees and the

12.).

" Meaning -of rejected :the

How had ’they
What spirit

’ PRACTICAL LESSONS LEARNED

~ 2. 'Relation ‘to Christ is the true measure_

3,-We. can ha’

‘no greater honor than to

be the disciples.of Christ.

4. To be in tha kingdom is greater than to

ge the greatest prophet foretelling the king-
om.

6. He who rejects what God commands’

REVIEW QUESTIONS,
1 Whom aid- Yobn send to Jesus? Ans.—

Art

Two of his disciples..

2, What was his inquiry ? .  Ans—

thou he that should come ? or look we for
another 7

3. How did Jesus answer John ?’ Ans—

By telling him of his works which proved
him to be the Messiah.

4. What. testimony did he give to John ?

Ans.—This is he of whom it is written,
Behold,’ I send my messenger before thy
fﬁce, ‘which shail prepare thy way - before
thee. - «

5. What turther did Jesus testify concern-

ing John ? ‘Ans.—I say unto you, Among
those that are born of women there is not
a greater prophet than John the Baptist :
but he ‘that s .)east in the kingdom. of God
is greater than- he. - .

LESSON X-—DECEMBER 9, 18.94-

|CHRIST TEACHING " BY PARABLES—.—

Luke 8 : 4-15.
Commit to memory vs. 11-15.
GOLDEN TEXT.
“The seed {s the word of God.”—Luke 8: 11.

THH LESSON STORY.
When you bear of the crowds that fol-

lowed Jesus everywhere, do you wonder that
so few believed in him? They liked to hear
him and to see his wonderful works, but
tbey did 'not care .much.for the good news
he brought.
thefr own little thoughts and plans.

They were - careless, full of

One day Jesus began to teach them .ln a

rew way. Instead of telllng the truth plain-
Iy he taught by parables.
story that has a meaning. Jesus knew that
-everybody likes a story, end he thought that
those who wanted to know the' meaning
would come and ask him.

A parable is a

This time Jesus was on the seashore

again, and the pecple -crowded around him
so that he-sat in a.boat to teach them. The
parable wag about a.mah sowing seed. He
told what happened to-the seed; How some
was picked up by birds, how some fell on
stony ground, and how some grew a.nd bore
a. good: harvest.

The discipies asked Jesus to teii them the

! the thorns are-like .the-cares: and’ riches;of

‘the -Toots -of thorny - weeds;

. o vmeT
1L ‘To do nobl work 18! better than to live (
‘in fine houses and:wear rich clothes. = -

way, ‘as birds pick upvseeds, “and

But a good heart is. like goodrground !
d Berean L ss m'’

id :
W John 6 60—71 —The Seed upon-
Seed

"‘l\. Marilt1 10 ;. 17 27. -—The .
T
26 40. —The See

0N Acts 8 :
L Ground

III Seed among- Thorns, V8 :

. IV. Seed in . Good Ground,-vs.. 8 15 .
- Time=A. D." 28, autumn; Tiberius Caesar
Emperor of Rome' Pontius ‘Pilate governor:
of ‘Judesn; Herod Antipas governor ot Galiiee
and -Perea. ‘ A

Place. ——Near Capernaum on’ the shore oE, ‘
the Sea of Galilee. -~ . .

OPENING.. WDRDS

Our-~ Lord had been teaching dn. a
‘bouse in Capernaum. (see’ Liesson VIIL. and.
Matt, 12 : 46-50; 13 : 1), and now went to the
seashore.” The multitude followed him, and.
he entered a fishing bhoat and from it:spoke
to the people on the beach. Our lesson is
the first of the parables Wwhich he delivered:
that day. Parallel passages, Matt. 13 ¢ 1-23 R
Mark 4 : 1-20. _ !

. HELPS IN STUDYING

B. Wayside——where the hard-trodden path.
crossed . the field; explained in verse 12. 6.‘
Upon a Rock—where there was a thin cover-:
ing. of “earth over_rock; explained in verse

.. " 7..Among . thorns—ground - filled . with:
- explained " in.
verse |14, .8, Good~ ground——-rich soll, “well
titled; explained in verse 16. -10.’ The. mys--
teries—the great truths of the gospel, . 1L!
The 'parable is this—an explanation’ oi it.
There is the same sower and the same seed
throughout the. parable; the difference is in
the soil. The seed is the word of God; the;
sower is the one who makes it known, the
ground is-the heart. of the -hearer.. Four
classes of hearers are described; the wayside

_or careless hearer (vs, 5,-12),-on_whose heart,

hardened ‘by:'sin,” no impression is made; the:
rocky-ground’or.. impulsive hedarer (vs.'6,713);:
the thorny—ground -or . worldly-minded hearer
7 14), ‘from whose heart other ecares-and
pursults -exclude the truth;: the' good-ground
hearer :(vs." 8, .15), Wwho~ receives the truth_:
and “brings’ forth fruits: - of: holy living. e

QUESTIONS

son Plan? -Time?. Place? Memory verses?

1. Seed by the Wayside, vs. 4, 5, 11, 12.~
Who came to Jesus? = How did he teach
them? What did the sower do? Where did-

1 some . of the-seed fall? . Who is the sower?

Whot is meant by the seed? What became.
of the seed by qthe wavside" ‘What ‘are we
taught by this? °

IIg Seedy on the Rock.-vs. 6, 13.—Where did
another part of the seed fall? What became
of it? -Meaning of some fell upon .-a rock?
How did our Lord explain this? .

I1I. Seed among thorns. -vs. 7, 14. —-Where
did another part of the seed fal17 What hin-
dered its bearing fruit? How did our Lord
explain this part of the parable? ' How can
we keep our Christian life from being de-
stroyed by worldly cares?:

‘Seed on good ground. vs. 8, 16.—
Where did another part of the seed fall?
What was the result? Who are -they that
receive the seed on good ground? What kind
of fruit should the word of God produce in
our ‘lives? Ps, 119: 11; Gal. b: 23, 23.
What must we do if we wouid have our heart
1ike good ground"

" PRACTICAL LESSONS LEARNED )

1. It is a great privilege to- ‘hear the gos-
pei we must take heed how we hear.

9. We.should prepare our hearts to recelve
the word by casting out. everything tha.t is.
contrary to it. °

3, We should not let the ‘world creep in
and destroy the good Christ puts in our
heart.

4, We should prize the word of God, hear
it prayerfully, receive it gladly.

5. We should seek In ‘turn to becoms sow-
ers of the seed, to teach others the truth.

"“REVIEW. QUESTIONS.

1. What is shown by the parable: of ‘the
sower? ‘Ans. The different ways in which
men- hear the.word of God. ]

2, Who are they by the wayside? - Ans,
Careless hearers who neglect and- lose the
truth, :

3. Who aré .they on the rock" Ans. Those:
who have no root in-themselves, and in time
of temptation faill away. ..

4. Who are represented by that which fell

.among thorns? ~Ans. Those .who are full of.
"worldly cares, and bring 1o truit to. perfec-

tion.
6. "'Who are- deecribed by that on good:
grourd? -Ans, Those. who' receive the word_
and’ live according to it. . .
- 6. How . did.-Jesus close the pa.rable? Ans.

He that hath ears. to hea.r. let him hea.r

. Introductory.—Title? Goiden Text” Les- B B




-into open conflict ;

-anger:

‘short seasons of  recreation,

. NORTHERN MESSENGER.
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THE HOUSEHULD

TWO WAYS OP GOVERNING
- The child comes” in: fmm play and

throws ‘his cap’ cmelessly on: the . floor.
_{"The mother tells him to piek'it up.and|
& 5 {11)?1];1: it-in.its place.” The ¢hild refuses.
‘The

. mothet repeats - the  command
somewhat more sternly.
fuses somewhat more - -vigorously. The

: . mother. is irritated, -and’ shows her irri-
: tation. .
to awaken the corresponding passion in’

The tendency of any.. 13.1.ss1011 is

another, and.the mother's irritation irr-

. tates . the child, The mother:slaps thé

child ;. the child slaps back. A contro-

versy is begun, The two wills are set
.against cach other.

- Possilly the mother
tuumphs, and the chiid,. sullen and
angry, -picks up the cap, embutmed
against the mother, and resolved -when
it gets-older and st1on"e1' not to yield,

and quite ready, the next time it comes
.into the house, to fling its cap upon tha

floor in -mere deﬁ.mcc Perhiaps tle
child triumphs, and looks -with secret
or even: open contempt on . the mothel
who. failed to compel obedience.
Another mother telis her-child to pick
up the cap; - the ehild refuses ; the
mother quletly picks it up, and then in-
flicts some puaishment on the child for
Dbis disobedience. It need not be a severe
one. All that is necessary is that it
shall always be inflicted, and that it
shall be inflicted not only without irri-
tation expressed, but without irritation
felt. The next day the secnme is repeat-
ed. -Day after day it re- -occurs.  The
child learns that it does not pay to dis-
obey. The two wills are never brought
there  is” never a
battle; the child’s ‘combativeness is
never . aroused by . the: mother’s insist-
ence ; his self-will is never excited by
her: self—wﬂl ; she suffers the humilja-

tion of a disobedient child, he the penal|

consequences of .his disobedlence She
suffers- more than - he does, but he
learns the lesson in time, and, after five
or ten years of such’ experience, pro-
vided it is continuous and without ex-
ception, obeys: because disobedience in-
volves :penalty. We . yepeat that the
penalty need not be severe. -If-physical
punishment “is -inflictéd, ' it:should ‘be
severe—severe. enough to ' expel

his fist through 'a pane of - glass is

startled out of his anger by the crash

of the glass and the cut and bleeding
hand. ’.Lhese words from a writer in
the ‘Qutlook’ ave profoundly true and
worth reading.
ALONE WITH MOTHER.

_In a family where the mother’s atten-
tion is divided Dbetween several chil-
dren, it is well, occasionally, to plan a
little quiet tlme with each. -

The stern realities of life permit only
Living
implies' hurry, 1ntenuptxons of  family
interviews, and it is only by planning
judiciously that each and every young
‘member of the family can be assured
of their 11«htfu1 poxtlon of mother’s |
company.

‘I wish you and I could go alone,’ a
boy said to his mother ; and when she
questioned - the justice of his request,
saying, ‘But you wouldn't be selfish,
would you 2 h1s answer brou"ht con-
vietion :

‘ You aud I never- go about togethe:
and I love to be alone with ‘you ; the
'others can go another time.’

Mothers need to be taught, and their
children unconsciously .ufoxd them ob-
jeet lessons worthy of their close ‘atten-
tion. Truly, the others could go at other
times, and thus mother’s attention
might be centred upon one instead of
being divided between several.

- The child’s enjoyment is keener ; little
secrets otherwise remaining untold are
confided to that most symmthetm and
ready listener, and a closer friendship
is formed between the two.

Perhaps no -condition is
ducive to home content than that which

‘affords separate rooms to each member

of the household ; little places they may
be, but large enough to . permit quiet
thought, a time all our own ; and partly

‘beeause of the ‘mental healthfulness of| -

this solltude, chxlchen should be. given
separate 1ooms ‘as emly as they have

leatned t6~ care for themselves during

the night.,
There are no more- uncomfortnble 01

unploﬁtable companions than those

The child. re-,

thie’
‘as an angry child who stnl\es‘

more con- |

-people who .Ifave a teuor of | belng alone
‘Home Notes’ S .
____'.0;____'

TRAINING o™ GHILDRDN

Never scold a- chzld for m:stakes and
do mot nervously ‘and impatiently .fret
and nag and worry at it because it does
not learn to-do a thing after.once tell-
ing. When baby be"ms to 'sit at the
table-and use & spoom, there is need.of
continuous quiet and judicious watch-
ing and training: in order to cultivate
proper habits and teach ‘it to use. thn
spoon and fork correctly..

There is nothing, at all lnvitmg. cun
ning or pretty in seeing a child - play
with {ts food or make unsuccessful and
awkward: attempts to get the spoon’ to
its mouth.

‘Teach the child pxecxselv what is 1o
be done and do not stop until it under-
‘stands. then mildly but firmly. insist on
its doing the right thing as nrarly as it
is able, every time. There are children
of five years ivhose table-manners -are
everything that could be - desired,
There are others, children of larger
growth, who all their lives are a source
of annoyance to their friends because
they either do not know or do not care
what proper deportment is.

It is nonsense to say that one cannof:
teach echildren. Bvery mother of a
f'umly shotld take time herself,.or,:if
she is not capable of doing this, should
employ  some trustworthy -person to do
it for her. .

It is almost always possxble to ﬁuﬂ
time for the things we want to do most,
and certainly. thexe can be nothing more
‘important than the judicious. care that
assures for the child in after years
1easonab1y good table- -manners. . -

ST P

HOME TALKS WITH GIRLS.

1 suppose some of you girls who read
this letter ave.about to - 'be married.
You have chosen a.good man, and soon
you mean to-‘Dbegin. life’ together. I
wish you all happiness and -all suceess,
and I ask you to pause-a little and
malke some good resolutions.

An old proverb says, all bonnie: m-nﬂs'

are good, but where do all the bad wives |~

come from ? Now, I"daresay you. thijik
that whoever has friled, you will- not.
But let me remind you that the  bad
wives did not enter matrimony with the
intention of being bad. I Dbelieve that
the threshold of matrimony is ‘paved
with good intentions.” It is not what
a girl -intends to do, but what she re-
solves to do, with God’s lhelp, that
matters. We intend to do many things,
but we seldom resolve-with a steadfast
will and ask God to help us in' our re-
solution,

There are two things that are snid
to be good in marriage ;:—-

A good wife and health
Is a man’s best wealth.

Try to remember that, for very few
young married folks have any other
kind of wealth ; so you ought to be
thnnl\ful for such things as you have.

If you are a.good woman, and your
‘husband is & man who can properly.
value your goodness, that is something’
to be grateful for. There are. many
women who have to be content with a
clear conscience. A good wife includes
much. . You may be beautiful, a good
housewife, and a good cook. and yet a
bad wife, To be a good wife a woman
requires to be sympathetic. . She re-
quires to be unselfish and to have com-

mon sense. These three things do noty

always go togetber. Some very unsel-
fish people are not at- all blessed with
common sense, and some common-
sensed women are very unsympathetic.
It is by combmmg all three that the
‘good wife’® comes out. An o0ld Scottish
DIOVGID says — .

‘He that. gets a guid, gutd wife
. Gets gear. enough :

and another one says in wotds that I'm
sure you will understand :—

. The guid-or i1l luck.-

Of a guid or iUl life
_Is the guid or ill pick , .
Of a guid or i]l wife.

When T was’ a very litle girlel used to.
-with my old grandmothel .
She was very old-fashioned and ‘very.

be much

reserved ; but~ she was full of "three-

“wife.

‘2’ pretty fullness to the skirt.

things—the Psalms, Brskine's Sonnets, ,
‘and. Proverbs. And she was often giv-

ing me: advice or warnings when she
was not telling me ]ong stories-of things

‘that happened in the ‘coaching days.’

I remember that once we, spoke of -a
bad: w1fe, and she said m her soft, low
voice (— .

A man may spend and- aye mend
-If his wife be ought,

But-a man will spare, and aye be bars,
If his wife be nought.

Thus you see that much depends on a
Her goodness and her badness
make or mar the marriage, and it will
not be what you girls intend, but what
you resolve to be, and do, and with
God’s help carry out, that will help you.
You :may have poverty, you may have
trials, you may have a rough road to
travel, but if you have a heart resolved
to go steadfastly on in the face of all
difficulties, God will bless you. And on
the man you choose much of your happi-
ness will depend. I-hope you have
chosen wisely, and I trust you both will
resolve to have the three good qualities
—sympathy, unselfishness, and common
sense ; above and Dbeyond all these—
the blegsing of God and fmth in Him.—
¢ Word 'md Work.
_—_—0—.—-—,—

NIGHT WRAPPER FOR MOTHERS.

Those who have to rise often in the
night to care for little children, for the
aged or for invalids, will find this
simple slip a great convenience. It is
made of washable cotton goods, prefer-
ably soft white print thickly. dotted with
tiny figures in black, blue, pink or red.
It is as easily washed and ironed as is
a white nightdress, which it takes the
place of—though some prefer to keep

'the wrapper by the bedside and slip it

on over the nightdress. In such a
wrapper the wearer is ready to rise and
go about her nursing whénever called ;
she need not be abashed if seen by
those outside the nursery or sick-room,
aud it does mnot soil easily—three fm-
portant items in its favor., There are
only three pieces in the body, two plain
sack fronts with three small plaits at
the neck and a single back piece with
three plaits at each side of the centre

to match the fronts, only the plaits are

underfolded - much more deeply to gilh
‘he
plaits are laid smoothly down a short
distance from the neck and three cross-
rows of feather stitching, in wash floss
of the same color as the figures, confine
them to the underfacing, which is as
deep as .an ordinary yoke, front and
back. A single row of feather stitching

.gives a neat finish to the rolling collar,

to the wrists of the balloon sleeves and
to the edge of the hem at the bottom.
There is a-handy. breast pocket on the
left side, and small pearl butrons are
used for the. closing. These wrappers
are usually made in sets of three. Often
a separate color is chosen for each one,
but only fast colors should Le used.—
¢ Agriculturist.” .
. -

DOUBLE BEDS.

drashion has given its sanction to the
use of the single Led ; and large num-
bers of so-called ‘twin. bedsteads’ are
pow in the market, many of them made
of costly woods, rich . with -carving.
They are so designed. that, ‘when placed
side by side, the effect is that of- one
wide ~ bedstead, whereas 2a ' separate
spring-mattress and bed—clothcs are pro-
vided for each one. :

e O sl e Cae LAt N L i

{come in a -single sheet.

'oven, but the large cake will- take con-

| makes a -cake four .inches tliick wheén

It is weli: I\nown thnt ‘the double bedr’
is unhygienic ;' '.and ‘medical journals
have been ‘condemning it for some time
past,: one . writer claiming -that injury.
to one or the other of -two.people sleep-
ing in - this. way - is sure to result in
time. - Particularly is this true with re-
gard to the young and the aged ; but
by-the use of the twin_bed they may-
occupy .the same room, and sleep side
by side without harm to either.- :

There is no class,” perhaps, who need
the refreshment and: rest: which come
of occupying a DLed alone so wmuch' as
household servants; and they are’ the:
people of all others who are condemnéd
to the very pomest sleepmg accommo-
dations.

Two iron bedsteads . pmnted \VhiLe
(each three feet wide, placed side by
side, look well, if dressed with a spredad
of - pretty - Itghf;-colored chintz. and - a -
round bolster covered to mateh. This [§
is the meatest and most tasteful way: of-
arranging a bed in the daytime, and
seems to be coming into very general
use. The old-time valance has also heen
revived, and this, if used, should be of
the same chintz as the coveun"-—
‘Stand'n'd’ )

" SPONGE-CAKE.

In the following rule for sponge-cahe
the ingredients are measured, instead
of bemg weighed, which renders the
work less troublesome, and’the cake is
as perfect in every way as if made by‘
the old method.

Ten eggs, 2% cupfuls of sug:u, 21/,
cupfuls of pastry flour, and the juice
and grated rind of:1-lemon are re-
quu'ed : S S

Beat the yolks and sugar together
until’ very light,. and@ add the lemon.
Beat the whites to a stiff froth, and
stir them-in quickly at the last, after
the flour. This may Ve baked in one
large sheet, or, which is better, in-a
dozen small cakes and one large one.:

Use for the small cakes the  ovdinary
gem pans, either round or oval, ‘which
- Half- an-hour
will suffice to baké these in a moderate

siderably - longel, the time- depending
upon the thickness of the batter.. The
writer uses a small-sized cake tin, which

buked, and this requires an hour and a
qumter» It will- keep moist - several |
days, and even the small cales, unlike
bakers' * sponge-cakes, 'are ‘good the
second or third day if I\ept in a closely
covered box. .

One of the tin cups with graduated
marks, which holds half-a-pint, is best
to- use for measuring.

This cake may Dbe cut into ﬁnﬂ'el-
length strips and used for the home-
made chiu]otte russe. .

P

' MODERN UTENSILS IN THE
KITCHEN.

There is no reason, for instance. why
any woman should be lifting about the
old, unmerciful iron kettles weighing
some part of a ton, when she can have
those of agate iron. ware to be moved
casily by the feeblest arm. As an im-
mediate .practical - 1esomce, it - is not
much for a man to bring in an armful
of wood or a pail of watex Have a
@ood waod-box or coal-box. and a kind-
ling-box by your stove, and let' your.
husband or the hired man make it his’
business to keep them full. It is ounly
good oexercise for strong - museles, but
desolation and sometimes death for
weak omes. Wherever heavy museular
strain is involved, man should contrive,
somchow, to make it his work—and wo-
man should contrive to have him.

TO CLEAN INDIA RUBBERS. - .

In. these days, when India rubber
shoes arc so often made.of shoddy ma-
terial, it is especially necessary to take
good care of them. It is. a great mis-
take to wash an India rubber to frce it
from mud. Soap always injures tlhem,
and cven clear water applications are
of no special advantage. The best way,
as an -exchange says, is to allow the
overshoes  to Decowme thorouglhly dry.
Then brush them free from all dust and
mud, and rub them thoroughly: with
vaseline. - This not -only cleans ‘them,:
but leaves an oil -surface, which makes
the ovérshoe move impew ous to watel

—The thchm'm

—

p—

I




”TNO'R‘THERN MESSENGER'

'JANE PRUDI}\I’S THANKSGIVING
By Rebecca. Ha.rding Davis. -

: " (Concluded.) 2
A wan little woman in black, ushered
them into a neat; chilly room; in Which
‘2 lamp burned feebly. {Rent' is three
_dollars a: week,” she said. Her eyes

‘in :the thm air ; she was but the lean
B suggestion of a-live thing. The chill
‘grip ‘of - penury -which held ‘the’ town,
had been too strong for this poor little
‘woman,

~¢*And: where is Dwxght’s 2’

VMary 41 want to be a “mealer” .at
once. I am very hungry.

. “Nobody here furnishes.supper after
.8ix o’clock—nowhere, mem.’

- ¢I.think that my cousin, Miss Pruden,
probably expects us to suppel, mter
posed John,

‘Jane ? Supper!’ Mrs. Pierce gave
‘g shrill laugh, *She only kindles her
-stove on wash-days, and then she cooks
a bit of fish. The rest of the week she
eafs the cold fish and bread and milk.’

John started wup. ‘Is she—are her
means so straitened '—

‘Not ‘straitened at all!’ smd Mus.
Pierce, with dignity. ¢ She’s a well-to-
do woman. She lives like her neigh-
:bors. North Wayne folks is generally
“well-to-do because they're no wasters.
Jane set herself twenty years ago to
save four thousand dollars, and I guess
she's done it.’-. She began to examine the
wick of the lamp as an excuse t0 go on
talking. Gossip was her one luxury—it
cost nothing.

‘ Nobody knows,’ the feeble @roning
continued, ¢ what Jane will do with that
-J| there money. Some thought she’d adopt

. her brother’s boy ; but they forgot the
-quarrel she had with his father. She's
‘Dever give him a cent. He's growed .up
in ‘Walker's stables. Matt's a good boy,
crazy” for books, t0o.’

‘That starved - lad, Wil Pruden’
“son !’ exclaimed John, -

‘Just so—Will’s .son. He's lrkely to
£o.in ‘a decline like his father. Liftin’
baggage i8 no work for a child like that,
I:say. He's a.good Latin scholar, Matt
Dr. Johns saw that the boy used to
study nights, after he'd curried: ~the
horses ; 50 he hears him his:lessonsy

¢ New Dnglanders are never mggardly
of education,’ - said - John, proudly.
‘There is. always some Dr. Johns to
help.’

‘ Yes, Matt’s a good boy,’ continued
Mrs. Pierce. ‘I told him, last year, he
could sleep in my attic frec. Stables is
no fit sleepin’ piace for a child’

‘You were very good. Thank you!’
Mary burst forth with a kind of sob.

‘It didn’t cost me nothin’, said the
widow, grimly. . ‘¢ Washin’ sheets isn't
money,’ she said to herself, “and it's
none of her concerns neither’ :

‘Is he in the attic now ?’ said Mary,
eagerly. .

‘I guess he be.’ .

¢ Will you bring him down in about—
say twenty minutes ? gnd come your-
self, dear friend 7 I am so glad you
were kind to him I’ Mary’s soft, warm
hands -"caught the widow's cold ones,
and her smiling eyes, full 6f tears, were
close to hers. She put her out of the
door and closed it. i

¢‘Now Kkindle this ﬁre, John, and let
us see what is left in the lunch-basket.
The poor boy! the poor little fellow !
Studying at pight in a stable! And
your cousin! I am so glad we came!’

An hour later Jane Pruden tapped at
the door. YWhen it opened, .a strange
scene was disclosed. A bright fire

spread with some kind of feast; a
chubby little woman was pouring out
tea, and Mrs. Pierce and the stable-boy
Matt, were eating and lauf'hing—actu-
ally langhing—together,

John Warriner, turning, saw a lean.
high-featured woman, standing amazed
in the doorway. She looked old enough
to be Mary’s mother.. Long chronic
hunger had yellowed her sharp features
and dulled her watery cyes, her hair
was knotted t1ghtly back in a gray
wisp.

“How do you do ?’ she “said, in &
high, rasping tone. ‘This is your wife,
Jonathan ? You seem to be .at home
already, ma’am.’

‘It is my wife’s habit to make friends
readlly and to give them a hearty wel-
come,’ said John, dryly.’

I Virginia bam, ‘you know.’
Jane’s- chilled body. like ﬁre :

“were ‘faded, her voice died. out weakly.

asked |

‘dark ?

burned in the grate, a little table was|.

“There was a wlcked sparkle in \Iary S:

eye as she seated .Tane in- the Warmest

corner -and brought her a- cup of {ea.

“You must have a sandwxch Our old

‘The hot- tea seemed. to go throuvh
It was
years.since she had eaten such a hearty|
meal. . And these people ate such meals
every.day, and -were happy and loving
together and welcomed . their friends.

-“You've grown very big andstout,
Jonathan,’  she said. ‘And your : wife,
she ‘don’t appear to have any quarrels
with life. What photographs are those
on the mantel-shelf ?' -

‘ My children, Jape, 1 have four) He
handed them to hei. -She looked at them
with a grim face, but her hands shook
as she held them. :

¢They favor you, she said, calmly,
as she handed them back. -

She had the Puritan quality of stern
self-control ; she talked civilly a while
and bade them a cold good-night. But
the real woman wlthm her, who for
twenty. years had seemed only intent
on hoarding penny after penny, sudden-
1y rose, alive, svretched and defiant.

Why should God have given this
.| commonplace. woman everything
her nothing ? Jonathan’s wife
bome, ' comfort, joy, a husband,
dren to love. T

¢ And I—well, I'm not so bare neither,’
she chuckled, sourly, as she thought of
a bank-book hidden in her mattress

As she opened the hall-door going out,
something crouched in the stairway.
It was Matt—Will's son. The boy's face
looked oddly like his father's when -the
light struck it.

‘He’s hiding from me.  He always
does,’ she thought ‘ Lord. knows I've
nothin’ agen ‘the boy.” .That strange
woman had been but an hour in the
place and she had taken the lad home,
been like a mother to him, ¢He mx«ht
hav been my child all of these yea.rs,

had
chil-

Jane thought ; ‘he might have slept-in

my arms When he. was a baby—have
called me mother.’

What fantastic - folly was this! She

forgot it as soon as. she reached her

own house. 'Was it always so cold and’
She was tempted to bring. in
those chxps in the, yard and mahe ay
fire. They really had cost her nothing:
Smiling at her own wild - -fancy, she
h"hted a candle long enough to take
out the bank-book to see that it was
safe. Six thousand dollars! The ten
that she deposited yesterday made the
sum complete. She blew out the candle

with a satisfied nod and prepared fory.

bed.

At last! Six thousand dollars‘ ‘I've
a right to keep Thanksgiving to-mor-
row,' she muttered. Then she began to

calculate, as she had done every night)

for years : ‘ Supposin’ I live forty year
more ; compound interest will bring
that up very nigh double. It will make
ja grand show in the graveyard!’ For
she meant to spend it on a huge monu-
ment, a stone angel on whose trumpet
should be - emblazoned — Pruden. It
would be the pride of North Wayne for
generations to' come! . As she crept
into bed and - drew the thin blanket
over her lean body, she tried to rejoice
as she had done for thousands of nights
on the big stone angel blowing its horn
over her grave. .But, instead, she burst
into passionate crying.

‘What did it mean ? She had not shed
a tear for years. And the last payment
made on the six thousand—

That hateful woman with ber sweet
smile and her pretty children! Even
Will's boy had gone to her. . ]

: ¢ Q God ! I'm so lonely ! I'm so .lone-
y1! 1

The woman sat up in the bed and
beat her breast on wh:ch a child had
never lain, -

It was the sight of her married lover
which had shocked lier into life.. Yet,
oddly enough, ‘it was unot of him she
thought now, but of her brother. ‘Love
in the thin-blooded woman had. been a
feeble flame which soon died. But Wil

had been the one dear, cheerful part of

life to her until they quarrelled, and shke
hated him. The hate to-night, in her
mad longing for: love and ‘happiness,
seemed to have vanisbed unaccounta-

bly. She tried to: go back to the stone|-

angel, but instead she said, ‘Only two
Prudens left. .. All- dead but me - and
‘Will's son, Zed ‘Walker's stable boy.’

A sudden vision ‘roge before her of
Mntt at school;, of Matt at Harvard, of "

and’

):.tlie/ doctor.. came out.

Matt in “the pulp)t she lookmg on proud
and happy She shut her. teeth With a
click. .

.For twenty years she had planned that
stone .angel. . It should yet stand in
North Wayne graveyard. - And with her
teeth set, she fell asleep K

‘Jane rose early. It was a cold morn-
ing. She ate the piece of cold, soggy
pie which was the usual breakfast"in
North ‘Wayne, brushed. up two solitary
crumbs, “wiped -the table, ‘and - after a
-survey of the bare, spotless rooms, sat
down, shivering. - Jonathan’s wife might
come now ; she would find no cleaner
house in New England.

Two or three ‘hurried steps sounded
.on the bricks outside ;- some men ran
past; Sarah Pierce, her shawl over her
head, followed. -

#What has. happened ?’ °
from her doorway.

‘Nothing that will interest’ you.’
Sarah spapped out with amazing vigor.
¢ Little Matt Pruden’s been Llched by a
horse. He's dyin’.’

Jane followed her. She did not run;
her feet were lumps of iron ; she could
not lift them. When she reached the
stable the crowd was there, but the boy
was gone. :

‘Jont’ ‘Warriner’s back,’ Walker told
her. .* He kerried Matt home. His
wife's a master one, I tell ye. She
‘handle@ Matt as if he was a hahy
There ‘goes Dr. Johns now. I guess
there’s no chance. - It was Dragon
kicked him plump in the side. Well,
no man can say I didn’t'do my dooty to
Matt, when his own kin left him in the

J ane asked

gutter, raising his voice as Miss Pruden' '

marched away.
She had to wait in Sarah’ Prerces

liftle entry for an hour, while the doec-|

‘tor made his examination. She sat on
the “stairs, her grim .face immovable,
her eyes shut as if she were -asleep.
She knew the boy would. die. It seemed
as if Will was beside her and said:
‘What have you dope with: my boy ?
3hat care did you take of ‘my boy ?
‘Then it seemed as if:she could hear
Will call her “Jinny,’ as he used to do
whén.they were little children together.

‘The door of the bedroom opened, and
Jonathan ' was

vx{;h ‘him ;- he ‘saw - her, and. going

thr.ough the other - women, ’took - her| .

‘haud“led -herinto™the room, and shuf
tlie"door.

* \Iary, be said, in a low vorce, ‘here
is. Jane.’

She- stood, where he left her, by the
door. -

They did not know that it was she
who had murdered him ; they did not
know that she bad let the child starve
that she might build a stone an"el to
her own glory. -

Mary left the bed, on which a little
figure lay motionless under the sheet,
and came to ber. Her face was pule,
but her eyes shone.

‘Qur boy will live, she whispered ;
‘but he is badly hurt and weak. The
doctor.says he must have long care and
rest. We are going to take him home
with us; he shall be as one of our own
children'

‘No, no !’ Jane said, with Whrte lips.
‘Give him to me. I will ‘be his—his
mother.’

John's face reddened angrily.

‘To you!’ he said. ‘Why, Jane, you
have ’—

But Mary drew him aside hast:ly
‘This is God’s work, John,” she whis-
pered. ¢ He has given the child to her.
Looking back they saw that Jane had
kneeled down and was holding one of
the thin llttle hands to her face.

There was no Thanksgiving dinner
cooked in the house that day. Nobody
probably knew what they ate or when ;
but there was a new tenderness and
soffness in their tones when they spoke
to each other. The story went out
through the town, foo, that Matt had
been near to death and that Jane Pru-
den had forgiven his father and taken
the boy as her own ; and there came a
sudden conviction to each man or wo-
man that heard it, that there were
higher virtues in life than iron self-
control.

Jane Pruden sald little as she helped
to nurse -the boy: that day. Habit was'
strong insher, and she shuddered when

-| Mary laid another. stick of wood on the

grate or brewed a strong broth for him
out .of pounds -of meat. She . said

ety o
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‘den bade him call her * Aunt Jane,

‘the’. solicitor's  face,

humbly, at last with a queer smile
““ I'm- not used to’children.- If you a 'Y
willing, T'll take Matthew -down and:

Ways:
him. . . -

‘For her answer M‘ary gave her a hlss

‘You shall stay 'a yéar,’ she said:.’

-+ You -are too-good, Polly,’ said Joha, .

when they were alone. ‘A year of. that

-woman would drive me ‘mad.’ .
"Mary ‘laughed, more indeed than’ the

remarlk seemed to warrant. -He used to
call her - Polly When they we1e ﬁrst
married.

Matt nodded gravely when Miss Pﬁu—

e
had been a pauper in the" vrllage He
quite understood what it ‘was to have a
home and a family, with school and
Harvard in the distance. Jane Pruden
was queer ; but she was now' his- kin,
his property. He would- stand. hy her

) wh1le she lived.

‘As Jane sat by the bed and Wu.tched
his childish, fine face,
possibilitiesA and happiness ‘began to
dawn upon her. He would be a great
man, he and his children would love
her. Qut in the world there was com-
fort, and plenty, and friendship waiting
for her the sky seemed to lift above
the chﬂl starved village, and a wider,
warmer. horizon of life opened.
forgot Wholly the money which sle had
been saving for twenty years. It was

for something intangible and .sweet and.

new that she looked up now to the
heavens and made thanksgiving.
A CONVER_TED‘PURSE.
; AN INCIDENT l'ilOl\[ LIFE .
(By Louise -Manning . Hodglnns)

‘Certainly ‘I-'am grateful to you for
asking me. Put me down for twenty-
five dollars.’

A look of plea.sed surprlse passed over
succeeded by an-
other of perplexrty., for it happened
that he knew that his friend had pre-

‘cisely the same salary as be, and that

twenty~ﬁve dollars was a generous flac-

tion of - bis month’s income.

4Oh.! thot’s more than we, expect,
Frank,—and than- you can_ aﬂ’ord too,
I fear, he added, with the freedom of
a comrade. .

" ¢Oh, no! Let me tell you how it is

Jack. You know I turned right-about-
face when I became a Christian, last

winter ; and I resolved at the start not
to enter into a jumor partnership ‘with

the world, and a senior partnershlp with

the ehmch

‘You knew my habits. I was not an
inordinate smoker. Three cigars a day,
with a treat to the fellows now and
then, cut off, reduced my expenses a
hundred dollars a year. Then I had a
careless fashiom, ruinous to my diges-
tion, of- adding a bottle of claret, or
some fancy, indigestible puddmg or
cream, at least twice a week, to a
wholesome lunch.

was an indulgence of unlawful appe-
tite ;- so I made seventy-five dollars a
year by stopping that. Sunday head-
aches, too, went at the same time,

‘ One day I.was looking over my neck-
ties to find some particular ‘color, and
I found I had thlrty-seven, ‘with atleast
ten scarf-pins... That made  me. run
through my accounts next day—they
weren’t very- well kept, but I guessed
as nearly as I could—to see what there
was in my wardrobe that would leave
me better dressed, from a Christian and
artistic point of view, too, for that mat-
ter, if I never wore it again; and I
am ashamed to say I found I had a
hundred and fiffy dollars worth of dry.
goods on hand that was the price, not
of good taste, but mere caprice,

‘ Now, I don’t propose to submit to a
tamtron in behalf of my weaknesses
and vices, and be niggardly with the
church I've promiséd before God and
man to support and increase. " ’

¢ There, you have it ail ! I spent over
three hundred a year, you see, in. the
service of appetite and  fashion, for
things that made me less a man. I've

‘transferred that mortgage ; yes, I can

afford easily that- twenty-five - dollars,
especially - when -

Come to think of it, make:it, thlrtyl

The other - five: is a- thank—oﬁerlng!’

board.with you this winter to learn your|§.
X don’t know how to mother,:

1mm'easu1ahle'-

She-

Looked squarely -in-
the face, and given its right name, it

it is to rescue some ||
‘other -~ fellow - deeper. in thin ' I was.

——
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the - fingers.
reading this

blind 'persons

. those who use it.

be called superficial,

LATNAT -

guest cordially.

mind,’

remember Mary Hadleigh?

‘breathed. “What about her?

she?
voice: :
‘would look around this room.
slowly—take it all
Jack’s letter.

usual racy nonsense.

‘answer. 2 ]
through the south windows;

rance filled the air.

“sonality.
survey, ‘what next?

1y,-and read from her letter:

"B 'side a dugout I saw a woman
4! lee side with a tub of clothes.

in—then I'll

HE BENEFACTOR OF THE BLIND
The -death’ of -Dr. William Moon, of
.Brighton, the inventor; over fifty years
-2g0, of 'the embossed. alphabet letters
.for.endabling: the blind “to-read, claims
.some recognition of a .precious boon to
‘an:affiicted ‘class of mankind. Himself
.bécoming blind in 1840, he turned his
‘attention to this remedy, in attempting
-to provide which, by the sense of touch,
;he ‘had " been preceded Dby other . in-
-ventors—the French M. Valentin Hauy,
Ar-in 1785; Mr. Gall, of Edinburgh ; Mr.
~Alston, of Glasgow ; and Messrs. Lucas
and Frere, who used stenographic char-
acters ;- but Dr. Moon was the first to
-adopt large Roman letters, raised on the
‘paper, with the needful modifications
‘to -render them  easily discernible by
1e - f More than two hundred
. thousand copies. of’ books, including the
-Bible, and nearly 'a thousand different
works, bave been produced in Moon’s
-embossed type. Most people have seen
T _ literature
-yith much’ facility. - The system has
.been applied to books in many foreign
languages, and is a great comfort to

A LETTER FROM A SHEEP RANCH.

- ‘If there was one thing Elizabeth Day
prided herself upon, it was her thorough-
ness, that she was not a “dilettante” in
anything; and certainly a girl who  read
" Kant in the original, and quoted Dante
in the “soft Tuscan tongue,” could not

To-ddy she had been hard at work
since early morning finishing up.a
water-color sketch. It was coming out
beautifully, and she sighed a little im-
“patiently when the maid anpounced one
'of her friends.. However, she turned the
easel to the wall, drew two easy chairs
in front of the grate, and welcomed her | .

“ ‘Bvidently Kate bhas something on her | -

she thought, as Miss Forbes| -

.seated herself with a preoccupied air|
and drew a letter from her pocket. :
. *'Lizbeth,’ she began abruptly, ‘do you

. ‘Remember her? I don’t think any of
our class will ever forget her, for she|
took first ‘honors.all round and didn’t

leave a ghost of a.chance for the rest of |
us. Besides,” she added, warmly, ‘she
was the sweetest little saint that ever

‘Well, listen. You know brother Jack
has a sheep ranch out in Colorado, and
he’s always roaming over those western
wilds prospecting for mines and things.
He'll date a letter in Idaho, finish it up
in Texas, and between times send a tele- |
gram from San Francisco or Yankton.
To-day, this letter came from Choctaw
Guleh, if you know where that is.

‘T certainly do not. 'What has it to do
with Mary? -She is not out there, is

Miss Forbes did not answer at once.
‘She unfolded the letter deliberately ;
then said, with an odd inflection in her

" ‘Before I begin, 'Lizbeth, I wish you

Look
read

It was very: queer, So unlike Kate's
‘What did she
‘mean? Hlizabeth looked curiously about
her room ' to see:if she could find an
The afternoon sun shone in
its rays
-‘were flashed back from the silver
fittings of the dressing table; they lit the
-face of her favorite Madonna with a new
glory. and lingered caressingly on the
-owl of roses and mignonette whose frag-
It was a beautiful
‘room, and . expressed well, she often
thought complacently, her- own per-

“*Well,” she said, as she ‘completed the

< “Phis is next,’ said Miss Forbes, guiet-

. “T'met one of your school friends th
~other day under rather unusual circum-
B stances.. I was riding slowly over a bad

'bit of prairie, and as I came up along-

on the
It was

‘| blowing fifty miles an-hour, and she was

“trying to rig up.a clothes line. Just as
she got one end tied fast and started for
2 -pole . with the other, the norther
whisked round the corner, lifted that tub

like-a thistledown, and in two seconds
there .wasn’t a rag in. sight. I roared;
it was the neatest thing I ever saw.
But when the little woman turned round
and .started back for the house, lead
down, fighting the. wind .and fighting
the tears ‘back, too, I didn’t laugh any
more.  The next thing I knew, Bill and
I were loping over the prairie after that
washing. We Dbrought back all that
were left in the county.’ - - -
‘Both girls broke out into an irresistibl
laugh. - - o
‘Just imagine Jack careering over the
plains” with his arms full of wet linen?
said Kate. . ’ - :
‘It must have been more exciting than
polo,” said Elizabeth, dryly. .
- Kate read on:—‘Perhaps you can take
in my astonishment when I found my
Madonna of the Tub was your friend,
Miss ‘Hadleigh (Mrys. Grant). In ten
minutes we were chatting away like old
cronjes, with the small fry hovering
arvound, My arm .aches like the tooth:
ache, writing, but I'm bound - to per-
severe (“He never wrote such a letter
before .in his life,” interjected. XKate.)-

‘We .men peeled potatoes for supper, 'she answered; hardly knowing ivhjféh@. :
and talked political economy and evolu- ' felt so unlike anything of the.sort. - .

tion, - Grant’s a Yale man, same frater-,

nity as I, and as level-headed a fellow.
as I've'met. The menu for supper was
bread and potatoes, with fried mush and
coffee for dessert. No butter and no
milk. - They’re raising the infant on con-
densed milk, so the rest of the family
can’t indulge. . . T

- ‘I was making my adieux about nine
o’clock, when some men stopped at the
house and wanted to know the way to
the Gulech. Grant asked them in and I
offered - to pilot them, but Grant got in a
prayer-meeting first. . He did it so
‘easily that we all dropped on it as if we
went to them every night in the week
(I haven't been in one for ten years).
We sang some hymns; Grant read some
verses that screwed into a fellow’s con-
science—and then he prayed. I tell you,
Kate, I never meant to be a “professor;”
but-if T could get hold of the sort of re-
ligion that man has, I'd go for it. He
has a grip on the Almighty that means
something.
gilt-edged religion that prays.in plush

THE LATE DR,

sisters in the effete east knew how some
of your substitutes live out here. ‘You
know what these dugouts are like. I
could stand up straight in this one and
an inch to spare (“Jack’s six feet one.”)
There was a lean-to curtained off where,
I suppose, the dominie and his wife
slept. The walls were lined with build-
ing paper; the cooking stove was on one
side of the room, the table on the other;
there were two chairs, the baby’s cradle,

about all there was room for. They are’
‘living here, two miles’ from anything,
because since  the railway struck the
Gulch,, nobody but a saloon-keeper can
pay the rents. ‘ .

‘Grant came home soon with a couple
of bundles, and I heard one youngster
sing out, ‘Oh, mamma, papa's got some
meat!? and the. other piped up, ‘And
ginger snaps? They were hushed up
quickly, but I drew.my own inferences.
In the course of the evening I found.out
ithat their salary was.overdue, they were.
in debt,.and Grant had just two dollars
and thirteen cents to lay in winter sup-
plies with. S ) F

and a wash-bench. That was all, and |

WILLIAM NMOON.

It's time you Kkid-gloved saints and ' pews and don’t pay it's missionaries (I

don’t mean you and mother, Katchen),
but to know God—to belieye—

But Kate -sprang up with a choking
sob. ‘I can’t read any more, 'Lizbeth.
To think of Jack, dear, darling Jack,
wanting to be a Christian, and mamma
and I have been praying for that so long
—and the first one to make him think is-
a home missionary—and in debt—and
this suit cost me a hundred dollars for
making—'

The tears were coming too fast to be
held back, and, more afraid of Eliza-
beth's cool sarcasm than of anything
else in the world, Kate did not try to
finish' her sentence, but ran downstairs
and disappeared as suddenly as she
came, . N

Blizabeth could not go on with her
painting that afternoon. The light was
still perfect; Kate's call had not been a
long one; but after itrying a few half-
hearted touches, she put her colors away.
and dressed for a walk. As she passed
through the hall, her mother called to

‘her: .

‘Blizabeth, are, you going shopping? -
‘T think not this -afternoon, ‘mother,’

I havep’t any use for the:

{out there to preach, they have no right

1 “ye have not done it unto me,” and vhe

‘her that she was not content with mere-

She walked slowly down town in the
brilliant sunlight, fighting a battle with
her -conscience, and- strangely at vari-
ance with her own seclf and. the beauty:
of tbe day. S

‘Why:do they send such ‘people out
to those western savages? she argued
indignantly. ‘L believe in adaptation of
means to ends. Who would think.of
using a delicate watch spring to move a
trip hammer? (with ap approving mental
pat. at the metaphor) and cultivated
people have no right to bury themselves
in that way. It's sheer waste.’

‘But,’ answered ' conscience, ‘a wateh
spring could carry the electric ‘current
which would move a thousand trip ham-
mers, and God did not think it a waste
to give His only Son to save sinners.
Besides, men like Jack Forbes are not
savages.’ ’ .

Elizabeth winced. She knew why Jack
had chosen to ‘bury’ himself out in the
indefinite, limitless ‘West.” It was a
sore point, and she shifted her argu-
ment. "~ . :

‘Well, if they do send men and women

to let them frecze and starve, Wby
don't they pay up their salaries prompt-
Iy, like any respectable business firm?
1 don't se¢ why everything in church
work should be done in such g -shiftless,
haphazard way.’ . . )

‘YWho make up the chureh,” answered
conscience, sternly. ‘Mcn and women
like yourself, and upon each individual
member lles the burden of the responsi-
bility. Inasmuch as each one of you has
pnot done his or her duty in this matter,

sin lies at your door. You cannot shift

the blame upon a “Board” and say, *I
am innocent: see ye to it”. What have
you done, Elizabeth Day ?’

"And then, as suddenly as the light
flashed upon Saul of Tarsus, God sent.
an arrow of convietion into her soul.
The Sunday before had been the one
after Thanksgiving, and for years this
day had been chgsen, above all others,
for the annual Home Mission collection.
Usually, she put ten dollars on the plate
—she prided herself upon her liberality
—Dbut she had forgotten it this time, and
one solitary dollar bill lay in her purse,
with a cheque her father had given her
the night before. - -

The pastor had made an especial ap-
peal for the debt of the Board. Very
tenderly and solemnly he had pressed
home God’s claim upon the silver and
gold of His people, and still more ear-
nestly the honor of being ‘workers to-
gether with him,” and the sacred joy of
giving, beeause He gave Himself for us.

Heart and conscience had pleaded to-
gether for the cheque that lay snugly in
the dainty purse, but she had resisted.
She had excellent excuses. ‘Perhaps
father would not like it, and, with the
pride which apes humility, ‘It would
look like affectation for me to give a
hundred dollars,” and finally—stiffening
her resolution as the plate passed by,
enriched with the one-dollar bill — ‘It
would be giving from mere impulse, just
because I'am affected by the sermon.

It all came back to her now, argument,
appeal, resistance, with a burning sense
of guilt and shame. She walked home,,
fighting no longer, but crying out for
forgiveness and light. ¢ I have besn
called a Christian nine years,’ she
thought bitterly, ‘and I never brought
one soul to Jesus, and I never denjed
myself one single thing to help anyone
else do It = .

From that time a new life began for’
BElizabeth Day.. It was characteristic of

ly giving more money. She gave her-
self, ‘soul and body, a living sacrifice,’
and giving ‘until .she felt it’ was only
one phase of the rich and manifold de-
velopment of the spiritual life springing
from the full consecration. Life was
radiant with new meéaning when paint-
ing, study, social duties, were all done
‘as unto the Lord. ° .

And if, as the years ran on, and she
became a leader. and worker in every
good cause, some of the old interests
were crowded out, there could be no re-
gret, for the lesser joys were merged in
the infinitely. greater—even the ‘joy of

the Lord.’—Jeanette W. Judd, in ‘Home
Mission Leafiet.” - v - v+ = 0 Lo
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A RUSSIAN BOY SECURES A TES-
TAMENT.

The colporteur of the Bible Society at
Tobolsk, writing of a tour made by
him from Omsk to Petropaviovsk, says:
* Nowhere have I been so touched and

cha, where'I visited a well-to-do peas-
ant, and found them .all drinking and
making merry, for il was a Russian
holiday. Entering, I laid out my books

on the table ;" the landlord was busy en-
tertaining his guests. His son, a small
boy about eight years of age, was
greatly interested, and told me proudly
that he attended the village school and
could ‘now read a littlee He was de-
lighted to see my books, and ran up to
his father, shouting excitedly, “Hi!
Jather; Dbuy me a New Testament.”
The father, who had two Dbottles of
vodka on the table before him, apswer-
ed him harshly, * Clear out, you and
your book! Impudence! Where am I
to find the money to buy you a book ?”
The lad came back sorrowfully, and
went next to his mother, who was sit-
ting ‘at ‘tue other end. of the table, and
appealed to her, now with tecars in his
eyes.. . The mother also answerced him
roughly, so that the little boy went out ;
but in a minute or.two he was back,
and in a-sobbing tone said to his father,
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THE LAST OF THE HARVEST.

K Yes, you ‘have moncy for vodka, ‘but

none to buy Christ’s Gospel !” The
tipsy father at once rose, looked at the
lad in stupid astonishment, and then
very slowly beckoned to me to draw
near with my books. My little pleader
got his Testament ; his eyes brightened
and his face beamed with joy.'—* Chris-
tian Herald. :

el

ONE EFFORT TO P_RAX. ]
A friend of mine, the son of a most

-eminent Congregational minister, was

visited, when a young man, by Mr. John
B. Gough. The visit was made at the
request of the young man’s mother, who
thought Mr. Gough might succeed in
winning her dear-son to Christ..

The great orator found the young man

stuffed full of skeptical notions, imper-|

vious to argument, and, seemingly, well
satisfied with himself. :

Finally, Mr, Gough' asked him if he
would promise to make one prayer, just
one, for light.. - -

¢ But,’ the young man replied, ‘I do
not know anything perfect to whom or
to which I could pray.’ ’

fHow about your mother’s . love ?°
asked the, orator,- ‘isn’t that perfect ?
Hasn’t she always- stood by you, and
been ready. to take you in and care for
You when:even your.father had really
kicked you out 2’ .. _—

‘doctrine.”

The young man choked with emotion,
and said : ¢ Y-e-s, sir, that is so.’

‘Then pray to love—make a prayer to
love, and though that seems an ab-
straction, if you will kneel to-night, and
do that, it will help you. -I know it
will,” said the old veteran to his young
friend, and he added: ‘Ed., will you
promise 2’ . ‘ )

The young man hesitated a moment,
and then faintly, but earnestly replied :
‘I will? )

The young man told me the rest after
this fasbion : *That night I retired to
my room, and, before going to bed,
kneeled down, closed my eyes, and,
struggling o moment, uttered the words,
“0O Love!”

Instantly, as if by lightning flash, the
old Bible.text came to me—God is love
—and I said, brokenly, “O God!”

¢Then another, flash of divine truth,
and a voice said, “God so loved the
world that he gave his only bUegotten
Son,” and there, instantly, I exclaimed:
“.0 Christ, thou incarnation of infinite
divinest love, show me the light and
truth 1777 ’ -

That young man is to-day an eloquent,
consecrated minister of Jesus Christ.

As an unbeliever, .stubborn and wil-

ful, he had to. do something—some little

thing—some one thing, He did’it, and
learned, how quickly, that ‘if any man
will do His will, he shall know of the

P

none, but obey their father’s command,:

will’ And ho-didn’t. -

‘Human things must be known_ere
they are loved. Divine things must be
loved "ere they ecan be kmown.—* Bp-
worthk Herald) S
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- A LITILE RECHABITE.

‘A story is told of the days when the-

temperance movement . was somewhat

of o novelty. A little boy of four yeais’
old, seeing others signing the. pledge,

wanted to wilte his-name too. He .in-

‘sisted, and- with the aid of some one

holding -his hand, scrawled it on the
paper. His father tried to explain to
him its meaning, and told him the story
of the. Rechabites,  impressing on him

the verse, ‘unto this day  they drink

none, but obey their father's command-
ment.’ The little fellow, on being told.

the paper he signed. was a promise to
obey his father and never touch liquor,-
, “member.’
Three years after he was stopping with :
his uncle, and a visitor who- was drink-:
ing a glass of cider, offered him some.-
The. boy twice refused, and ‘then his
uncle interposing said," ‘ My boy, I com-

replied, ‘Yes, favver, I'll

mand you to do as the gentleman asks.
You must obey me.’ Rising to his feet,

with flashing eyes the little seven-year-:

old declared, * Unto . this day ‘they drink:

and I promised my father, and I never




‘and sing:
-And how mamma Ilaughed and called |
‘him a big boy when he got down on the
foor and played circus with us?

-‘And don’'t you .remember how we |
jhelped mamma make cherry pie for| \§
dinner one day? You were on the door- |- |

.comforted.

.to get home by noon.
‘took Steven with him, for that was the

BIG BROTHER i ,
Annie Fellows-Johnston -
(Contlnnecl )
metlmes he took him up eznly to

;_lymg on- the slde of the bed, made np
more : ‘marvellous - stories than any the

bo__ol: contained, -
Often they drew the big wooden 1ock-

-‘Don’t you remember,’ he would say,
‘how .papa used to-come home in the
évening and take us both on his knees,
‘Kingdom Coming’ to us?

step -‘with some dough in your hands,

-and .8 greedy old hen came up and|
,gobbled it right out of your fingers.’

Robin would laugh out gleefully at

:each fresh remimscence, and then say:
r'members, Big]|

*Tell - some more
Brother!” And so Big Brother would go
on until a curly head drooped over on
his .- shoulder, and a  sleepy: voice

l -yawned ‘Sand-man’s a-comin’.’
The hands that undressed - him were |
as patient and deft as a woman’s. He '

missed no care or tenderness.
‘When: he kpelt down in his white
gown, just where the patch of moon-

-light lay on the floor, his chubby hands

crossed on Big Brother's knee, there

‘was a gentle touch of caressing fingers

on his curls as his sleepy voice repeated
the evening prayer the far away mother

‘had taught them.

There was always one ceremony that
had to be faithfully - performed, no
matter. how “sleepy he might be. The
black dancing bear had always to be

Il put to bed in'a cracker box and covered

with-a piece of red flannel.

- One night he looked up gravely as he'

folded ‘it around- his treasure and said,
‘Robin tucks ze black -dancin’ bear in
bed, an’ Big Brother tucks in Robin,
Who puts Big. Brother to bed?
‘Nobody, now,’ answered Steven ‘with

8 quivering lip, for his child’s heart

ached many a night for the lullaby and
bedtime petting he so sorely missed.
. ‘Grammma Deebun do it? suggested
Robin quickly.
‘No: Grandma Dearborn has the rheu-
matism. She couldn't walk upstairs.’
‘She got ze wizzim-tizzim,’ echoed
Robin solemnly. Then his face lighted
up with a happy thought. ‘Nev’ mind;
Robin’ll put Big Brother to bLed all ze
nights when he's a man.’ “And Big Bro-
ther kissed the sweet mouth and was

- During the summer, Mr. Dearborn
drove to town with fresh marketing
every morning,. starting early in order
Saturdays_ he

day he supplied his butter customers.
The first time the boy made the trip

he carried Mrs. Bstel's address in his

pocket, which he. had carefully copied

from the fly-leaf of the book she had

given him.  Although he had not the

-remotest = expectation of seeing her,

there was a sense of companionshlp in
the mere.thought that she was in the
sa.me town with him.

“He watched the lamp-posts carefnlly
as. they went along, spelling out the
names of the streets. All of a sudden
his heart gave a bound. They ‘had
‘turned a corner and were driving.along
Fourth avenue. He took the slip of
paper from his pocket. Yes, he. was
right. That was the name of the street.
Then he began to watch for the num-
‘bers. 200, 300, 400; they passed- on
several more blocks. Mr., Dearborn
drove up to:the pavement and handed
him the reins to hold, while he took the
‘erock of butter into the house.” Steven
‘glanced up at-the number. It was 812.

~{t: Then -the next-one-—no,: the -one after
that—must be thé place.
o It-was a large, elegant house, hand-‘

R

ing-chair’ close to the window, and, sit-
‘;ting with their arms around each dther,.
.looked out’ on the moonlit stlllness of
’-the summer night.” . Then, with their
E 'eyes tumed starward “they talked of
) _-the “far country beyond for Steven

: j_tned to keep undimmed in Robm's baby:
memory, a living picture of the father
;,vand mother he was so soon forgetting. -

| somer thau any they had pussed on the"

avenue. "As long as it was in: siglit,

'. | Steven. strained his eyes for a. backward
‘Jlook, ‘but saw no.one. -,

Week ‘after week | he w'xtchcd and
Waited " but the- blinds were
closed, and he saw- 1o sighs. of life
about the place. Then one day he saw
a carriage stop at the gate. A lady all

11in black stepped out and.alked slowly

towards the house.  -‘Her long, heavy
veil hid her face, but he thought he re-
cognized her.” He .was almost .sure it
was Mrs, Bstel. . He could bardly vesist

the inclination to run after her and

speak to her; but while he hesitated, the

‘great hall door swung back and  shut

her from sight:  He .wondered what
great trouble had come to her that she
should be dressed in deep black.

The hope of seeing her was the only

‘{thing about his weekly trips to town
that he anticipated with. any pleasure.

It nearly always bappened that some
time during the morning while he was
gone, Robin got into trouble. Nobody

seemed to think that the reason the
child was . usually so good, was due
largely to Steven’s keeping him happily
employed. He always tried to contrive
something to keep him busy part of the
morning; -but Robin found no pleasure

very long in solitary pmsuxts, and soon

abandoned them,

‘Once he took a ball of ya.rn from the
darning-basket to roll after the. white
kitten, He did. not mean ‘to be mis-
chievous any more than the white kit~

:ten did, but the ball was part of Grand-|.
When |
she found the needles pulled out and |

ma Dearborn’s knitting work.

the stitches-dropped, she scolded him
sharply. All her children had been
grown up so long, she had quite for-
gotten how to make allowances for
things of that sort.

There was a basket of stiff, highly
colored wax fruit on the marble-topped
table in the parlor. Miss Barbara Dear-
born had made it at boarding-school
and presemted it to her sister-in-law
many ~years before. How Robin ever
managed to lift off the glass case with-
out breaking i, no one ever knew.
That he had done so was evident, for
in every waxen, red-cheeked pear and
slab-sided apple, were the prints of his
sharp little teeth. It seemed little short
of sacrilege to- Mrs. Dearborn, whose
own. children had regarded it for years
from an admiring distance, fearing to
lay -unlawful fingers even on the glass
case that protected such a work of art.

He dropped a big white china button
into the cake dough when Molly, ‘the
help,” had her back turned. It was all
ready to be baked, and she unsuspect-
ingly whisked the pan into the oven.
Company came to tea, and Grandpa
Dearborn happened to take the slice of
cake that had the button in it. Man-
like, he called everyone's attention to
it, and his wife was deeply mortified.

He left the pasture gate open so that
the calves got into the garden. He
broke Grandpa Dearborn’s shaving-
mug, and spilled the lather all over him-
self and the lavender bows of the best
pin-cushion. Fle untied a bag that had
been left in the window to sunm, to see
what made. it feel so soft inside. It was
2 bag of feathers saved from the pick-
ings of many geese. He was consider-
ably startled when the down flew in all

directions, sticking to carpet and cur-

tains, -and making Molly much extra
work on the busiest day in the week.
But the worst time was when Steven
came home to find him sitting in a cor-
ner, crying bitterly, one hand tied- to his
chair.

s

‘always.

He had been ‘put there .for pun-

-ishment lt seemed that busy mommg
- that evexythlng he
‘trouble for somebody. At last his ex-

touched ~ made

ploring little fingers found the plug of
the patent churn. The next minute he
was' a4 woe-begone spectacle, with the
fresh buttermilk pouring down on him,
and spreading in creamy rivers all over
the dairy floor.

These weekly trips Were - times of

great. anxiety for Steven. He never
knew. what fresh. trouble mlght greet
him on his return.

One day they sold out much earlier
than usual. It was only eleven o'clock
wlhen they reached home. Grandma
Dearborn was busy preparing dinner.
Robin -was not in sight. - As soon as
qteven had helped to *unlntch the horses
he ran into the house to look. for him.
There was no answer to his repeated
calls. - He searched all over the garden,
thinking maybe the child was hiding
from him and might jump out any. mo
ment from behind a tree. .

-He was beginning to feel alarmed
when he saw two little bare feet slowly
waving back and forth above the tall
orchard grass.  He slipped over the
fence and mnoiselessly along under the
apple-trees. Robin was lying on his
stomach watching something on the
ground so mtently, that sometimes the
bare feet forgot to wave over his baclt

.and were held up motionless.

With -one bhand he was pulling along
at a snail’s pace, a green leaf, on which
a dead bumble-bee lay in state With
the other he was keeping in order a
funeral procession of caterpillars. It
was a motley crowd of mourners that

i | the energetic forefinger urged along the

line of march. He bhad evidently col-
lected them from many quarters,—little
green 'worms that spun down from the
apple boughs overhead; big furry brown
caterpillars that had hwrried along the
honeysuckle trellis to escape his fat
fingers; spotted ones and striped omes;
horned and smooth. They all straggled
along, each one travelling his own gait,
each one bent on going a different di-
rection, but all kept in line by that
short, determmed forefinger.

Steven laughed so suddenly that the
little master of ceremonies jumped up
and turned a startled face towards
him. Then he saw that there were

traces of tears on the dimpled face and
one eye swollen nearly shut.

‘O Robin! what is it now? he cried
in distress. ‘How did you hurt yomseK
so dreadfully?

‘Ole bumble! answered Robin, point-
ing to the leaf. ‘He flied in ze kitchen
an’ sat down in ze apple peelm s. I jus’
poked him, nen he flied up an’ bit me.
He’s dead now,’ he added triumpbantly.
‘Gramma killed him. See all ze cattow-
pillows walkin’ in ze p’cession?

So the days slipped by in the old
farmhouse. Frost nipped the gardens,
and summer. vanished entirely from or-
chard and field. The happy outdoor
life was at an end, and Robin was like
a caged squirrel. Steven had his hands
Tull keeplng bim amused and out of- the
way.

‘Well my lad, isn’t it about time fm
you to be starting to school? Mr. Dear-:
born would ask occasionally. ‘You know
I agreed .to send you every winter, and
I must live up to my promises.’

But Steven made first one pretest and
then another, for delay. He knew he
could not take Robin with him. He
knew, too, ~ how-restless and trouble-
some the child would become if left at
home all day : . .

"1 All sorts of improbable plans flocked

“ So he could not he)p- feelmg glad when
Molly went home ons visit, and Grand-

ma Dearborn said- lex rheumatlsm Was:

so bad that she necdl-ed his help. - True,
he had-all sorts of lsks that he hearti-
ly despised, -—Washdng dishes, kneading
‘dough, sweeping ani dusting,—all under
the crxtical old. ladr's. exacting super-
vision. But he prederred even that to
being sent off to sclvwol alone every day.

One evening, jusiabout sundown, he
was out in the comeerib, shelling corn
for thé large flock o turkeys they were
fattening for marlkd. -He heard Grand-
ma., Dearborn go o the barn, -where
her husband was meilking. They were
both a little deaf, 1nd. she spoke loud
in order to be hean .above the noise of
the milk patteringi:nto the pail. She
had come out to Iook at one of the
calves they intenckd selling.: .

‘It's too bad,’ helmeard her say, after

a while. ‘Rmdy his just set her heart
on him, but Arad, e thinks it’s all fool-
ishness to get suclia young one. He's
willing to t’llxe om- big enough to do
the chores, but heicesn't want to feed
and ‘keep what *ul- only be a care to’
‘em. He always wms closer’'n the bark
on a tree. After gl, I’d hate to see the
little fellow go.” ' . o

‘Yes,” was the aiswer, ‘he’s a likely
Iad; but we're geffi o' old, mother, and
one is about all we can do well by.
Sometimes I thizk- maybe we've bar-
gained for too mud, tryin' to keep even
one. So it's best { let the little one go
before we get to seettin’ sech store bv
him that we can’t

A vague terror seized Steven as he
realized who it wus they were talking
about. He Jay awrke a long time that
night smoothing lobin’s tangled curls,
and crying at (Be thought - of the
motherless baby av-ay among strangers,
with no one to smuggle him up warm
or sing him to #eep. There was an
other thought that wounded him deep-
ly. Twist it whidmever way he might,
he could constrew Mr. Dearborn’s last
remark to mean bwit one thing. - They
considered him & burden. How many
plans he made night after night before’
he fell asleep! Ee would take Robin by
the hand in tht morning, and they
would slip away 1nd wander- off to the’
woods . together. ®Whey could sleep in
barns at night, ail he could stop at the
farmhouses  and do-chores to pay for
what they ate. Then they need not be
a trouble to anyae. Maybe'in the sum-
mer they could fmd a nice dry cave to
live in. Lots of people had lived that
way. Then in a.few years hie would be
big enough to hare & house of his own.

into his little bain under cover of the
darkness, but dsvays vanished -when
the daylight cawe-,

The next Saturday that they went to
town, was a cold, Dlustering day. They
started late, takiLg a lunch with them,
not intending to-come home until the
middle of the aflesrnoon.

The wind blev a perfect gale Ly the
time they reachd® town. Mr. Dearborn
stopped his team in front of one of the
principal groceres, saying, ‘Hop out
Steven, and set what they're paying
for turkeys to-diw.’

As he sprang over the Wheel an old
gentleman canp running around the
corner after ‘his hat, which the wind
had carried away.

Steven caughi &t and gave it to hiin.
He clapped it e his bald crown -with
a good-natured iugh, “Chanky, sonny!
he exclaimed leswtily. Then he dis-
appeared insidetlhie grocery, just as My,
Dearborn called out, ‘1 believe L'l hitch
the horses and go in too; I'm nearly
frozen.’

Steven followwid him into the grocery,
and they stood with their hands spread
out to the stow while they waited, for
the proprietor. Kle was talking to the

old gentlemam wvhose hat Steven had

rescned, . ..
He seemed b be a very particular
kind of s custoaer. .
‘Oh, go onlzgo on! he exclaimed
presently. ‘Wat on those other 1)eopl(,
while I make W my mind’

(To b« Continued.)

B - : N
- It is alwaysa step upward to even
think. of giving-the heart to God.. It is

the highest-giound = upon which the
sinner has eve stood. .
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Yol SU\’DAY-SCHOOL WORKERS

The attentlon of Sunday school
uteachers and. supenntendents is especi-
ally directed to our offer of prizes for
‘Blble study, on.another page. Thereis
‘no" more. valuable aid - to successful
teaching than- the- judicious. use of
prizes. Our day .schools recognize. this,
and’ every .year spend large sums: of
-money for rewards for lemnmg, ‘and the
Sunday-schools which do tlie same, h'we
the best success. -

The -editor of the ‘Northern ‘Messen-
ger’ feels this very strongly, and we
.propose to do all that such a paper can
to further this end.” We: hope to see
every school into which the ¢ Messenger?
goes, taking part in this 0ompet1t10n

——— .
RIDING THE HUMP-DURGIN.-

‘Of course you’'ll take a ride on the
hump-durgin,’ said the vice-president of
the company, as he handed me a note
of introduction to the forem.m of the
logging camp.

* “What is this hump-dur, Jn ?2° I asked.
‘I have heard the name several times
.before, but can’t learn to what it ap-
plies.- Is it an animal or a machine ?°’

‘You'll find out fast enou"h ' lau"hed
the vice-president.

I was about to visit a logging camp
in the foot-hills of the Cascade Moun-
tains, amid the vast forests of fir and
cedar with which the North-West coast
is so densely covered.

The Northern Pacific train from Ta-
coma, after devious windings up the
mountains, brought me.to the coal-min-
ing camp of Wilkeson, where I was to
‘spend the night. )

This Wilkeson mine is one of the
oldest and most important in Washing-
ton, and the discipline of ‘the works
is as perfect as the order
tained in this model mining camp, and
both are due to the far-sighted wisdom
and unbending firmness of manager
‘J. H. Scott. a man who is famed
throughout- the far West f01 his skill
in handling men.

. The following - morning ‘we boarded a
train of empty. - flat cars, 'that were
pushed a2 few miles up a branch _track
leading into the very heart of the forest.
- The bit of level beside +which we
halted, was known as the “landing,
and was paved with logs solidly em-
'hedded in fhe mound l-u(l a few feet

'l‘hc upper surface of these was worn
white and smooth by the constant fric-
tion of other logs. for whose passage
they: afforded a solid roadway. At one
side, and a couple of hundred feet apart,
stood two stationary engines of about
_thirty horse-power each. One of them
~was used to ‘yank’ the greatl logs up a
-set of skids on to the flats, while the
other rolled in over a drum a slender
wire cable that trailed its apparently
endless length from somewhere far up
the guleh.

““Yes/’ 1ephed Mr. Scott. in answer to
my inquiry,.¢it is a cable system. By
means of it we are enabled to beat the
world in getting out lumber.’

The bottom of the gulch up which the
eable disappeared was laid - with log
cross-ties until it resembled a railway
minus its rails. This was the central
‘skid road,” which extended from the
landing two miles into.the forest, and
connccted with an . - arterial system of
other skid roads that branched from it
throngh every lateral ravine. Down
these skid roads the huge logs are
drawn by half-mile relays of wire cable,
in tandem teams, or ‘turns,’ of from
three to seven at a time.

As we-watched the movement of the
snake-like cable, there came from up
“the guleh a sound of bumping and slid-
ing that rvapidly increased in volume
until finally the butt end of a log ap-
peared swinging around a corner. The
first monster was followed by a second.
closely chained to it. Then came a third,
fourth’ and fifth, wuntil
groaning procession was at length com-
pleted by 2 nondescript affair looking
like a cross between a horse-trough and
a dugout canoce. It was about twenty
feet long, was pointed at both ends,
was made fast to the- last log of the
‘turn,’ and in it sat 2 man, who, as soon
as the landing was reached, sprang out,

cast 'loose his novel craft, and left it
standing at the foot of the skid rond.
‘That.’ said my commnion. pointing to
“the’ eanoe-like affair, ¢is the famous
hump-durgin, and if you care’to, you

1tmp, .

‘main-

the swaying

‘in” a few

Which wlll be made
minutes. . -
Al 1ight I answered ‘It ‘1ppears
a sea—worthy craft But why hump-
durgin 2’

‘It is a hump dur oin,’ 1ephed the

manager, ‘because the captain of -the
first one ever launched called it so, and
the word is derived from- toboggan,

which was the name originally applied

to:it. .It's captain was not familiar with
toboggans, however, ‘and the word
proved such a puzzler to him; that the
first- time he was asked what he called
his eratt, he answered : “The boss was
calling it by the name of one of them
Canuck 'sliding machines, - hump-durgin,
I think he said it was.” - This word was
of course too good to lose, and hump-
durgin ‘it has-ever been since. :

A few minutes later I was seated in
the after-end of the dugout. It-was
Jladen with the iron dogs and ' chains
with which the logs just arrived had
been fastened to"ether and the captain
was  stationed well forward to look out
for snags.- We had been made fast to
the return cable, a telephonic signal had
been transmitted -to the first relay en-
gine, half-a-mile away, and the voyage
was begun. My instructions were to
hold on tight, watch out for °‘slews,
and take care that my fingers didn't
get jammed against the sheer skids.
These were logs, so placed at the sharp
turns in the guleh as to divert passing
logs or hump durgins from the bank
and sheer them into the main channel.
At such points the proper position of
the cable was maintained by both ver-
tical and horizontal steel rollers. It was
here, too, that the ‘slews’ occurred, the
hump-durgin ‘being jerked around the
corners and: made -to slide or ‘slew’
across the .road-bed with- such sudden
violence: that an unwary paSsenger
must inevitably have ‘been flung out.
On tangents the motion of the craft
was generally - smooth and bearable,
though there came times when it pitehed
and pounded as though encountermg a
head-sea.

As our.rate. of speed was about four
miles per hou1, in less than ten minutes
we reached the first relay station, where
the hump-durgin “was run into a-snug
berth, protected from . descending . lo"s
by a heavy side skid. Flere, ihoused in
a rude shed, an upright engine of—t’hirty-
five horse-power was winding .ini:two
wire cables at once—the one that had
drawn us up from the landing, and a
second that was hauling a ‘turn’ 'of
logs down from further up ' the line,
The length of these cables was so regu-
lated that the logs arrived about half-
a-minute after our craft had been safely
docked, and on their appearance, fol-
lowed by a second hump-durgin, I dis-
covered that this was a transfer as well
as a relay station, the original durgin
being about -to return from this point
to the landing.

Hump-durgin No. 2, being intended
for - casier grades and less violent
‘slews’ than the other, was a much
lighter affair and differently construct-
ed. It was formed of two small logs,
squared, pointed at both' ends, set a
couple of feet apart, and jJoined by
a solid platform with slightly raised
sides. - As the other durgin suggested a
canoe, so this one resembled a catamar-
an.

No. 3 relay engine we found placed
a hundred or more feet higher than the
one we had just left. Here oceurred a
second transfer and a repetition of the
scene - witnessed at the preceding sta-
tion. Hump-durgin No. 3 was also a
catamaran, and its route was the most
interesting yet traversed. In places
the hills were so precipitous that the
outer edge of the road was protected
by heavy log guards, while all the skids
sloped toward the inner side. It some-
times though rarely happens, when the
road is wet and slippery, that logs will
begin sliding on “their own account, be-
come unmanageable, gather speed like
an avalanche as they rush down the

glade, leap or sweep away the barrier:

at some curve, and plunge with a
crushing roar into the valley below. At
such a time it is policy for the captain
of a hump-durgin to desert his craft as
quickly as possible, for he might as
well be attached to the. tail of a comet
as to be hurled through. space in the
wake of a .runaway ‘tmn of . these
mammoth logs. -

As the luxuries of all travel gradually

| hump-durgin ; passengers - were - forced
to-walk, and the final length of cable|

half-mile .of this skid road there was no

was d1awn Dby a team of horses back
to the 'scene of * ‘active’ logging ‘opera-
‘tions.”  Here was the virgin forest of
lofty " firs and . giant cedars, whose
mighty trunks shot upward, ‘smooth, un-
blennshed and straight as the columns
of a temple, from two hundred to. three
hundred feet in height, It was a place
of silence’ and deep cool shadows, flecked
by scattered points of golden sunlight.
But it was o songless f01est ‘and. sdve
for the presence of mquxs1tue squirrels,
and softly flitting jays clad in complete
suits of dark navy Dblue,. 1t seemed de-
void of animal life.

In- sh'up contrast  to the profound
silence reigning elsewhere throughout
the mighty forest, the scene at the. ter-
minus of the skid road was one of noisy
animation. - The wooded aisles rang
with ‘incessant axe strokes, the raucous
swish of long, fierce-toothed saws, the

jangle of chains, and the shouting of | [#=

teamsters.  There was the laughter and
sm"'mg of light-hearted men, and above
all ‘came the occasional thunderous
crash of stately woodland kings de-
posed and hurled from their lofty
thrones. - .

Of this magmﬁcent tlmher while much
is taken, a far greater’ quantlty is left,
for the loggers of this generation are
but skimming  the cream of - the vast
North-Western forests, selecting for

present use only the largest and finest|

trees, and leaving those .of inferior
growth. for their as yet unborn succes-
sors. ~ Still, the present waste of timber
is prodigious and inexcusable.” A per-
nicious custom of the coast is to cut all
trees at a height of from eight to ten
feet above the ground, leaving stumps
containing millions of feet of the finest
fumber to useless - decay. Not only is
the waste of fir timber at both top and
bottom “of the tree most prodigal, but
as there is little present demand. for
ceday lumber, cedar shingles having sold
on Puget Sound. last year as low as
sixty-five cents per thousand, the finest.
cedar trees, superh great fellows from
three to five feet in dxameter are being
used in the construction of skid roads,
because they are easy to split, and with
them. -large surfaces may be quickly
covered.

In these Western forests there 1s no :
waiting for snow nor for high water,
no sledding, rafting, nor ri.ver driving,
and by the aid of engines, cables, and
railways, the fir-tree of to-day may
easily become the lumber of to-morrow,|.
and be voyaging in Pacific waters to
ports of far-away China or Japan the
day after.

Under these conditions, the work of
a North-West logging camp never
ceases, and it quickly assumes a per-
manent and village-like aspect, un-
known to similar communities in the
Bast. In a camp that originally con-
tained only the familiar dining-shed,
stable, blacksmith’s shop, and big log
dormitory in which all hands may bunk
at night, numerous other buildings soon
begm to appear. The foreman, certain
of an’all-the-year-round job, decides to
bring his wife to camp, and must build
a hous'e for her accommodation. Some
of the men follow suit.. Others, desir-
ing a privacy that is not afforded by the
public dormitory, or something’ in the
nature of a home, devote their lexsure
to the building of - little *shacks’ of
cabins, of which sides,. roofs, . floor,
doors and furniture are all made of
split cedar. Their further leisure is
spent in -the furnishing and embellish-
ing of these tiny houses. They run out
porch roofs, construct comfortable loung-
ing seats, and. by-and-by they experi-
ment warily with garden seeds.
Flowers and vines put in a timid ap-
pearance and decide t0 remain, the
winding .paths among the stumps take
on the aspect of 1ude streets, a store
becomes a necessity, and the patient
hump-durgin comes up from the landing
laden with many a package .of goods
besides logging tools. - All ‘at once it
becomes apparent that the camp is no
longer a’'camp, but.has become a village,
that in the near future, when its sur-

rounding’ forests shall be supplanted by|-

fields an(l orchards, may be the centre
of an agricultural district yielding. even
greater: wealth than the sombre ‘wood-
lands: to "which" it owes its existence.—

n'[ disappear in’a wilderness, so on’ the'last| -
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