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Publishers’ Note.

REQUESTS FOR MORE STORY GRANTED.
- .'
Many ‘Messenger’ readers have been urging
more story matter in the ‘Messenger,” but as
that involved encroachment on various im-
portant *departments it was not thought
wise to give more space to stories in a
twelve-page paper. It was impossible to in-
crease the gize of the paper at the present
rate of subscriptions without deriving much
more revenue from advertising sources.

We have, however, preferred to add to the
space devoted to advertising and, by the in-
Lrease of resource from that department, are
able not only to continue the present price
but, for the time being at least, to devote two
more pages to stories.

Indeed, it was under contemplation to in-
crease the subscription rate without in-
creasing the size of the paper as the rate has
really been too low in view of the increased
price of paper,

—_——————
God’s Use of a Single Sermon

(Geo. C‘, Wilding, D.D., in ‘Northwestera
y Christian Advbceate,’)

It occurred a good many years ago, I iote,
as 't 160k backwa.ld I was ats t,ha.t time a
presiding-elder Th a luge West Virginia ‘dis-
e il‘lct\
- studying the condition of my district and en-
deavoring to supply its needs.

In the little village of S— we did not -

have a church and it seemed to me that it
was rather poorly supplied with the .gospel.
A new railway was being laid through this
bit of @ town and, although it had enjoyed a
long Rip Van Winkle sleep, it manifested
eymptoms of really waking up. My presid-
ing-elder instinct at once decided it must re-
ceive attention.

So, at the ensuing session of our annual
conference, a small ecircuit was. formed
around this growing little town and a
preacher appointed to it, with instructions to
move into S—— and live there.

Soon after this new pastor of the S— cir-
cuit was comfortably settled in his new
home he began his work in downright ear-
nest. He visited the people, was royally
welcomed and soon was fairly well acquaint-
ed in the town and its environment.

A few weeks after the settlement of the
pastor special revival meetings were begun

_in the one little shell of a church that the
wee town afforded. It was a union meeting,
another evangelical pastor uniting with our
new pastor in the conduct of the services.

; The people of the town and the surround-
~ing region attended the meetings in large
numbers, consideﬂn: the population o( the
place, Brotheﬂy feeling predominated and

~all was hamony and sweetness. :

~ From the very beginning of the meetlng
there seemed to be a deep thoughtfulness
among the people. The meetings were im-
pressive, solemn and tender. The preach-
ers. faithfully presented the gospel message

~ and, to all appearances, it was well received.

: uButnondy was inclined to make a move to-

ward thekmgdnmot God. Atbhecloseot

1 was almost constantly on the go,

‘two weeks.

* turesque Ohio River hills.
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every fervent sermon the preachers would
earnestly plead with the assembled pecpls to

_ give their hearts to God. ' But nobody could
* be induced to step out upon the Lord’s side.

The meoum went on in this way for some
Vigorous preaching, deep feel-
ing, a crowded church, but no seekers of sal-
vation. Just at this juncture, on a beautiful
Friday afternoon in the fall of the year, I
was passing through the town.on my way to
attend a quarterly meeting on an adjoining
circuit.

The two preachers and some of the chief
laymen of the town met me at the station to
tell me about the peculiar status of the meet-
ing. After a somewhat hurried conversation
they unitedly invited me to stop off and
preach in the meeting that night.

As I could reach my quarterly meeting in
time by taking an early train the next morn-
ing, I decided to hearken to the call and re-
main with them. I walked on up to the
home of an old college chum, in the out-
skirts of the village, where 1 was to be en-
tertained.

I bad a pleasant visit with the famﬂy of
my host up to the close of the evening meal.
And yet, all through that cheerful, social at-
mosphere, I could distinctly feel the weight
of the approaching meeting pressing heavily
upon my heart. ;

I excused myself from the company as we
arose to leave the table and, putting on my
hat, walked slowly out into the orcha.rd on
the hilltop, overlooking the tiny town. When
deeply wrought up about anything, how dis-
tinctly and sharply we note even the most
miner incidents of the occasion. I can so
readily recall that evening. It was the close
of a full-orbed, glorious Indian-summer day.
The sun was just setting behind these pic-
The world was
all a-tint with golden and crimson splendor.

As T walked back and forth in that quiet
orchard and communed with God my soul

was illumined with a glory beyond the rare
effulgente of that wonderful autumnal even-
ing. A light flooded my heart that never
shone on sea or Iand. :

After my season of prayer I began to cast
about in my mind as to what gospel theme I
should present to that crowded congregation
that soon wouhd be assembled in that plain
little house of worship. -

As I left the home of my friend I had tak-
en out of my well worn saddle-bags a half-
dozen sermon sketches, some of which, I felt,
would be suited to the service of the evening.
As I walked to and fro under those old apple
trees, my feet sinking noiselessly into the
soft sward, I carefully studied my sermon
outlines. And I did not neglect or forget to
pray for divine guidance in my choice of a
sermon. g

I went over them slowly, one by one. I
was unsettled in my mind. I went back over
them more intently than before.  Still I was
not clear as to what I should select. A third
canvass of my stock left me perfectly at sea.
Slowly there crept over me the conviction
that none of them was suitable for the occa-
sion. This discovery caused the cold chills
to gallop up my back. I had nothing else
left. In an hour I must face that congrega-
tion. What should I do?

I flung myself upon my knees, at the
gnarled roots of an ancient apple tree, and
pleaded with God for illumination. I fairly
begged for a message. It was dark for a

_brief moment. Then there ‘came upon me

the conviction-that I should preach from the
parable of the rich man and -Lazarus. At
first I could not remember where it was to be
found. I soon recalled that it was in Luke
xvi., 19-31.

But still I hesitated, and said to myself:

“It is true that I have a sketch of a sermon
‘on that parable, but I have not preached

from it inside of a year. I cannot possibly re-
ca.ll ' ;
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Almost as quick as a flash there passed be-
fore my mental vision, as if it had been a
moving panorama, a complete outline of that
sermon. And the bones of that skeleton
swiftly took on flesh and sinews and muscles
and scon became a living, moving thing. It
glowed and burned within me. I was eager
to preach it.  Like an ancient gladiator 1
panted for the arena. My doubts had vanish-
€l. My soul throbbed with victory.

I was too full for conversation as we walk-
ed to the little church. The room was crowd-
ed to the walis. An impressive solemnity
brooded over all. As I rose to preach a dis-
tinct consciousness swept all over me that I
was in God’s hands, to be used by him that
night.

I preached in an easy, conversational man-
ner, and God marvellously blessed the Word.
It seemed to me as if, that night, I looked in-
to the land of the lost. As I pictured the
condition of a condemned soul, cast out from
God, I shivered myself as the alarming and
awful state of the lost rose before me in all
of its terrible reality.

The multitude was as silent as death. The
people leaned forward to listen with drawn,
white faces, and their eyes spake the fear
they felt in their hearts. We knew nothing
of time till the sermon was ended. At its
cloge the listening people who had, all un-
consciously, been leaning forward in their
anxiety to catch every word, leaned back in
their seats with an audible sigh of deep sol-
emnity.

The preacher who followed me, a big,
good-natured, boisterous fellow, at once be-
gan a vehement and noisy exhortation. The
people stared at him as if he were guilty of
sacrilege. I plucked his coat-tajl and whis-
pered to him to dismiss the congregation and
Jet them go quietly home. :

As soon as the benedictionh was pronounced
that deeply impressed congregation filed
slowly out. Nobody stopped to talk to any
one. They were too deeply moved for that.
Each one wanted to be alone,

In the morning early I took the train for
my quarterly meeting, some fifty miles away.
As I passed through S§—— on the following
Monday, on my return to my home, the two
preachers and a great company of laymen
met me at the station. They insisted that
I stop over and preach for them again that
night. And again I yielded to their en-
treaty.

As soon as 1 met them at the station I no-
ticed that their faces shone. As we walked up
the main street of the little town they told
me the story of Saturday and Sunday. And
everyone of them was full to the brim of it.

' On Friday night that company of people
had evidently gone to their homes deeply
wrought upon by the Spirit of God, It came
out afterward that a number of them had not
slept a wink all night long. Early the next
morning several were converted and the
8ood work spread rapidly.

There was a German blacksmith in the
town by the name of George Z——, an up-
right citizen and a man of a good deal of in-
fluence in the place. On Saturday morning
he went to his shop, after a sleepless night.
He put on his leather apron, kindled the fire
and started to work. But he could not put
his mind on his task. He closed his doer
and crept into a dark corner, where he
kneeled before God and wrestled with him in
prayer. :

‘Soén he was tremendously converted.
Leaping to his feet and. rushing out of the
shop, without hat or coat, and with his
leather apron on, he swept down the main
street of the town, praising God at the top of
his voice. . :

His example was infectious. Swiftly the
fire spread. People were converted in all
parts of the town. Soon they assembled in
the church and the good work went on all
day and evening. It continued all through
the Sabbath and by Monday, on my return,
the little village had been almost swept into
the kingdom of God.

As an outcome we organized a society and
built a neat little church. The other little
society took on new life and soon built a
neat new temple. After an absence of sev-
eral years I recently visited the town, now
much enlarged, and found both the churches
flourishing finely.

e

Our Post=Office Crusade.

(To the readers of the ‘Northern Messenger.’)

There has been a cordial response to my
last letter regarding the post office crusade.
Many thanks. If my list of names gives out
and some do not receive prompt replies will
they kindly have patience until an answer is
received. Two cents in stamps is all that is
necessary for a reply. If you enclose more,
as some have done, please state if they are
to be used on papers. In all cases, they are
returned when what is overdue is mailed.

Thanks are due also to the editors of the
‘Northern Messenger’ who contributed two
large parcels of beautiful clean papers, and
to the Western W. C. T. U, who secured
mest acceptable literature for this Mission
by post.

In many cases people have sent money,
asking that papers be ordered direct for
them from the office. As Westmount is real-
ly a part of Montreal this is easily attended
to. It is to be hoped that these subserip-
tions will be continued. A missionary, in
writing to me, says: ‘Thus far I consider the
Crusade a great success. Yesterday at the
close of the boys’ Sunday-school I distributed
bapers to 67 boys—all reading English, and I
wish the donors of the papers could have
seen the bright eyes and pleased smiles with
which the papers were received. If you can
manage it we would very much like two

_copies of “The World Wide’ for the reading

rooms, also all the picture cards you can
send. - We have 18 schools and have hard
times finding enough cards for them.” The
address of this lady is:
MRS. McLEOD,
Anakapalle
Visagapatam,
India.

Another missionary writes asking if 1 can
supply some of the native teachers with up-
to-date educational journals, Perhaps some
school teacher who has read his or her edu-
cational journal will kindly consider this
matter. I have the addresses. Again, if any
one has a paper covered or otherwise new
book which they have read and which they
would like to pass along for a missionary’s
lending library, will they please send them
to. Mrs. CRAIG.

Samulcotta,
s India.

Lately I bought one of Ralph Connors's
books for ten cents. Frequently we haye in-
teresting books which we have read. It
cheers the missionaries to get fresh, bright
literature.  Up-to-date magazines will be
acceptable at éither of the addresses I have
given in this letter. Bat to the addresseg I

~sent you will please remember to send only

UNDENOMINATIONAL Christian DPapers,
The ‘Northern Messenger’ and ‘Sabbath-
Reading’ always preferred.

In your correspondence, chilp.ren, could
you not be more distinctly Canadian, When
the Editor asked for letters from those who

single copy.

THE MESSENGER.

saw the Prince in Canada, I expected a per-
fect avalanche of patriotic epistles. Do you
know that Lady Tennyson, wife of the poet
laureate said to Lieut.-Col. George T. Den-
nison, regarding Canada: ‘No country ever
had such founders, no country in the world.
No, not since the days of Abraham.’ Now,
cculdn’t we write bits of history in our let-
ters. For instance, here is a touch of mine.
I had two great grandfathers with Wolfe at
the conquest of Canada for Britain. Both
were Highlanders, and one was wounded on
the Plains of Abraham. I have had two
kinsmen Canadians who have receivgd thew
D.O.8. for skill in South Africa. Regard-
ing .the Prince, I saw him twice, but if the
Tiditor will let me tell you a short story next
time, it won’t be about him, but about the
Princess and a little Canadian girl, It's a
‘truly story,” as one wee maiden used to say.
I have to thank the publishers of the ‘Mes-
senger’ for contributing nearly all the num-
bers of ‘Picturesque Canada’ and securing for
us many beautiful pictures of Canadian
scenery. . These have been sent to India on
their imperial mission of brotherly kindness.
Thus by our ‘Northern Messenger’, we, too,‘
through the post office erusade, are seeking to
bind more closely the great Empire of which
we are a part.  Faithfully yours,
Mrs. M. E. Cole,
112 Irvine Ave.,
Westmount, Que.

P.5.—The subscription price of ‘World
Wide' is $1.00 a year, post-paid. _
—————’-—--—.—-
The Graves at ‘Gierku.

On secing a picture in the ‘Northern Mes-
senger,’ of the graves of the young Canadian
Missionary Gowans, and the Rev. Claud
Ryder, practically the only witness for
Christ in the whole of that lagd. .~

Far, far away in remote Hausaland,
Inside the viliage of Gierku there stand
Two lonely graves, in its shadow somewhere
Gowans and Ryder lie peacefully there,
‘What dto lthe-z;e graves in dark Hausaland
ell?
Glorious tidings of heroes who fell
Ere they could gather a bounteous yield
Bea,rmgnn(l)deheaves from that white, needy
eld.
Buoyant, whole-hearted and eager to win
Some sable soul from the thraldom of sin,
One of them dying on entering the land
Buried by heathen and Mussulman hand:
Far troxix the home and the friends of his
ove
No one to soothe bat the Saviour above;
Sweetly, submissively sinking to rest
Knowing the will of the Father is best;
No altar lit by his heart’s fervent fire
Naught but a seemingly fruitless desire.
What do those graves in the Hausa State say
With their rude cross pointing upward to-
day?
‘Come, for the harvest is wasting around,
Hasten lest blood on your soul should be
found.’
Yonder the mission house tenantless, bare;
‘Fill up the ranks,” their expiring prayer.
No one to care for the brave Hausas now
Still at the shrine of their idols they bow,
Cliristians awake: is such sacrifice vain?
Say not “The loss hath exceeded the gain.>
Send out contingents for Christ who will
bring !
Africa under the sway of our King.
Forward who will! from their powerless clasp
Seize the stained standard with reverent
grasp.
Be it not said that our Canada fair
Has but a grave for a witness there. “
H. ISABEL GRAHAM.

——-—0.—_.
Expiring Subscriptions.
‘Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is January, 1902, it is time that the re-

newals were sent in so as to avoid losing a
As renewals always date from

Seaforth.

the expiry of the old subscriptions, subscrib~ '
ers lose nothing by remitting a little in ad-'
vance. “ :



«HBOYS AND GIRIL.S®ss

The Lost Bag of Silver

(By M. B. Thrasher, in ‘The Ledger
Monthly.’)

A man walking along a shaded country
road which led down to the Vermont bank of
the Connecticut River stopped beside a post
from which a rusty tin dinmer horn was
hanging. He took the horn from its hook
and blew it, loud and long, the blast which

1

-

HE TOOK THE HORN AND BLEW IT.

he sent out over the water being echoed back
from the New Hampshire Hills,
waualwebrmmon the op-

~ posite side of the river, shaded by elm trees,

and set well up the bank, so as to be above
high-water mark when the spring and fall
freshets flooded the valley. This was the
ferryman’s home, and the tin horn was his
telephone.

A young man came out of the house, ran
down to the water’s edge, and stepping into
a stout, flat-bottomed river boat began to

_Tow across the river. The current was so
strong he headed the small boat diagonally
up stream to counteract its force. The man
who had blown the horn came down to the
river's edge, on that side, and waited for him.

The boat had just started on its return trip

\ when the passenger, sitting in the stern of
the boat, said, looking across the river:
‘There’s more business for you.’

The boy who was rowing twisted around
on his seat to look. A man and shepherd
dog were driving a flock of sheep down the
road past the ferryman’s house. Another
man walked behind them, leading a horse
hiiched to a Concord waggon.

‘My!” said the boy. ‘I'm glad I didn't
~ get that job. Sheep are the ‘worst things to

~ bring across. They are always getting
mmd and jump'lng overboard. Father has -
_ run this ferry tor'bhxrty years, and I’ve heard

him say ever so many times t.hat he had
rather take. over twenty teamo ‘than one
‘flock of sheep. The pay don’t amount to
anything either. Only just a cent a head.’
The big ferry- -boat, a flat, shallow scow,
lay against the bank beneath the house, just
where the road seemed to dsisa.ppear in the
river. The ferryman, coming down trom the
house, helped to get the sheep on board. One

of the men went on board first, shaking a

. wooden measure of oats. A fat cosset jump-
~ed after him, and then, one having gone on

board, all the other sheep scurried after their

leader. Once on board théy huddled close to
each other in the front end of the boat, the
man watching them on one side and the dog
on the other. The other man led the horse
on board, still hitched to the waggon. The
ferryman fished up from the river bed a
stout wire rope, firmly fastened on each
bank, and slipping it over some pulleys at
the boat’s side began to pull his load across
the stream.

The two boats would have passed each
other in the middle of the river. The boy was
keeping the rowboat well up stream, so that
it should not come near enocugh to the large
boat to frighten the dumb passengers on the
latter.

Swddenly there came the sound of a ‘souze’
in the water.

‘There,’ the boy said, ‘I told you so!’

One of the sheep had taken fright and
jumped overboard. The current of the river
bore her down stream, and each minute put
her farther from the ferry-boat.

‘She won’t drown,” the boy said. ‘A sheep
can swim for quite a while, and besides, their
wool helps to keep them afloat at first.

‘I suppose I shall have to go out with a
small boat and cateh her,” he added, ‘and tow
her ashore.’

‘Go, now, if you want to,” said the passen-
ger. ‘I'm in mo hurry.’

‘Shall' I row after her, father?” the boy
shouted across the water.

‘I suppose you might as well,” was the an-
swer.

The rowboat dropped down stream swiftly
under the united force of the oars and the
current. Just as it swept past the bow of the
large boat the horse on board the latter
threw up his head with a snort of fear and

‘backed, until the hind wheeis ot the waggon

been helping tend the sheep sprang to help
this man hold the horse. In the excitement
two more sheep jumped overboard. The
hind wheeis of the waggon, and half the
body, were dragging in the water.

‘Save my bag!’ the man who had been
holding the horse cried, as he sprang back to
the animal's head. ‘My bag under the wag-
gon seat!’ he said, adding, ‘It has got a hun-
dred dollars in money in it!’

The ferryman let the wire fall into the
pulleys and rushed to the waggon. The boy
in the rowboat, who had stopped in his chase
after the sheep as soon as the trouble on the
boat began, rowed up to the stern of the big
boat. Both were too late. The bag had
been in the bottom of the open waggon. The
money had been silver. It was gone now,
out of sight beneath the water of the Con-
necticut River.,

It was an hour before the sheep buyer had
his flock brought together again. With the
help of the boy and the man in the small
boat the waggon was got back into the scow,
and in time the three swimming sheep were
captured and returned to the flock. Before
the man started the flock up the road lead-
ing from the ferry on the Vermont side of
the river, he turned to the boy who had been
rowing.

‘Can you swim,” he asked.

‘Yes, sir,’ said the boy.

‘And dive?’

‘Yes.

‘Well, if you can find that bag of mine I'll
divide the money in it with you. How deep is
the river here? .

The boy turned to his father.

‘Nigh on to twenty feet, out there I reck
on,’ the ferryman said, :

SAVE MY BAG, THE MAN CRIED.

went oyer the low s!de of the shallow boat
into the water,

The man who had been holding the horse
when they first canie on board the boat had
left him when the sheep had jumped over-
board. Now he sprang to the horse’s head,
and seizing hold of the bridle ke;ut ‘the ani-
mal from going further. The man who had

‘Humph!’ said the man. ‘I guess yowu
won’t find it. If you do, though, keep half
the money and send the rest to me. My ad-
dress is ;) giving the name of a town in
the western part of the State.

‘Father,’ said the boy, as he helped pull the
scow back across the stream, the rowboat
trailing behimd ‘can you tell just about
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where the boat was when that waggon tipped
up and the bag went out? '

’] guess so,” the man said, and a few min-
utes later added, ‘It was nigh about here.’

The boy marked the spot by making a
scratch on the wire rope as it slid through
the pulleys.

‘You going out to try and find that bag?
the ferryman asked, as the scow’s square end
slid up on to the sandy bank below the
house.

‘Yes,” said the boy.

‘I guess F better go with you, then.
get ready, and I'll wait here.

The boy scrambled up the path to the
house. In a few minutes he came back,
stripped, except for a pair of light breeches
such as divers wear. Born there by the river
as John Wright had been, and brought up to
spend half his time, when the river was not
frozen, upon its surface, the boy swam and
dived like an otter.

‘Here’s the place,” he said, when the scratch
on the wire rope slid into sight.

The beat was halted, and the boy poised

GO:

. himself on the stern, with hands above his

head, as nearly as he and his father could
reckon just over the spot where the bag had
been lost.

‘Be careful you don’'t come up under the
boat,” his father said.

‘Yes,” said the bey, ‘I'll look out.’

The slim white body doubled in the air.
There was a splash, and he was out of sight.
When he came up, blowing, the current had
carried him several feet down stream. He
swam back to the scow and climbed on
board to get breath for another dive.

Again and again he went down, the boat
being moved a little each time, and each
time he came back empty-handed, except
that once he brought up a handful of gravel,
to show that he reached the river bottom.

‘It’s no use,” he said at last. ‘The current
is too strong. Even with all that weight in
it the bag has gone down stream. Do you
suppose it would stop anywhere? Do you
suppose it would stop in that eddy, down
there? he added, pointing to a place near the
bank some little distance down stream,
where a piece of driftwood was slowly cir-
cling around and around.

‘Maybe. You can’t tell anything about the
undercurrents here. Want to try it down
there?’

‘Yes,’” said the boy.

The scow was pulled ashore, and the two
rowed down stream in the small boat to the

eddy. The boy dived two or three times, but
with no success, The water was not so deep
there,

That night after supper John went out and
sat on the bank and looked at the river, and
thought. Suddenly he got up and went to the
house, to where the ferryman sat on the

. doorstep reading a newspaper.

‘Father,” he said, ‘what else did that drov-
er say was in the bag besides the money?’

‘Pair of sheep-shears.’

‘Did you see the bag? ]

‘I just noticed it, sitting in the waggon
there, as he led the team on to the boat. It
was a brown leather handbag, about as big
as that old one your brother Ed left here.

‘Do you know how much a hundred dollars
in silver weigh?’

‘No. Why? S5

‘Oh, nothing. I was just thinking.’ :

- A few minutes later the young man might
have been heard turning over old scrap-iron
1 the open chamber over the woodshed.
When he came.down he had a worn leather
atchel in one hand and a pair of rusty
‘heepshears in the other.

¥
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Leaving these in

the woodshed he mounted his wheel and
rode off in the direction of the village.

Ed. Wright, John’s older brother, was a
clerk in the village store.

‘Ed,” his brother said, waiting until’ there
Wwas no one else in the store, ‘I want to know
how much a hundred dolars in silver would
weigh.’

‘Go on!’ said his brother, thinking the boy
was joking. ‘What you up to?’ Going to buy
a silver mine by weight?

‘No,” said John, ‘I'm not fooling.
to know, bad.’

“What for?’

‘No matter what for. I just want to know.’
The older brother opened the money drawer
and counted out ten dollars in halves and
quarters, and dropped the money into the
scoop of the scales which rested on the coun-
ter. :

‘Weigh those,” he said, ‘and then multiply
it by ten.

John weighed the silver, and then figured
for a minute on a piece of wrapping paper on
the counter,

1 want

‘Thank you, Ed, ever so, much,’ he said,
and, burrying out to his wheel, rode 6ff home.

There was a set of farmer’s scales in the
back kitchen of the ferryman’s house. After
John reached home he piled old iron bolts,
nuts, anything, into the scoop of these scales
until he had got a mass that would weigh in
weight the hundred dollars in silver. This
lot of old iron he slid into the leather saﬁc’h-
el which he had found, and then put the
sheepshears in on top. As the lock on the
bag was broken, he tied the mouth of the
bag'together securely, so that it could not by
any chance come open. Then hg tied thirty
or forty feet of stout fish line to the handle

- of the bag, and fastened a clean new shing‘le

to the opposite end of the line,

It was night by this time, but not dark, for
there was a full moon, and the long July
twilight had faded imperceptibly into moon-
light, which made the surface of the river,
and the banks, except where the shadows of
the trees fell back upon them, almost as
plainly visible ag in the day time..

John slipped up to his room, a little cham-
ber under the eaves of the house. He had
hung the bathing breeches out of the window
to dry, after he had taken them off earlier in
the day. . They were dry now, and he put
them on again, and put his trousers and coat
on over them, buttoning his coat up to his
throat.

The ferry was brlng'lng a team across in
the big boat. John could hear the men talk-
ing, their voices coming in distinctly over
the water. The man in the waggon was a
neighbor, and the ferryman was temng him
about the accident on the river that after-
noon. :

The boy waited until the boat had reached
the bank and the man had driven off up the
road. When the house was quiet he took his
bag of iron, with the string and shingle tied

~to it, and slipping out the back door went

down to the river. Stepping into one of the
rowboats he pushed off, and rowed out intdo
the stream.

Once in the middle of the river the young
man rowed back and forth, and up and down,
for several minutes, until he was satisfied
that he was very near the place where the
large boat had been when the horse had
backed the waggon overboard.

Then, taking the bag from the boat, he
dropped it into the river. : -

- The bag sank out of sight instantly. The
shingle swirled in the water for a moment,
and then slowly floated down Stream,

The boy let the boat drift, checking it with

the oars if it went too fast. The shingle
buoy floated down slowly, more slowly than
the current, held back as it was by the drag
at the bottom of the river,

John reckoned over the time since the ac-
cident. The bag with the money in it had
had .several hours’ start. It might be as
many hours before the dummy bag found a

. resting place beside the first one, even if it

found it at all. He decided that he would
watch the chase that night only as far as the
eddy by the bank just below the ferry. If
the dummy did not stop there he would not
stay out longer that night, but go home and
start out early again in the morning.

In the bright moonlight the shingle show-
ed distinctly on the water. It did not go in-
to the eddy at all. Just before it was abreast
of this place the buoy swerved diagonally to-
ward the opposite side of the river, and then
was dragged down stream again, -~ Bvidently
the currents at the bottom of the river flow-
ed differently from those at the surface.

John turned the boat’s head up stream and
rowed home. . Before he went to bed he
looked into an almanac and found that sun-
rise the next morning would be at a quarter
before five o’clock, and then placed an alarm
clock set to go off half an hour before beside
the head of his bed.

‘When the clock woke him in the morning,
and he dressed and went down to the boats,
the whole Connecticut valley was a mass of
fog. The water looked black, in contrast
with the white wreaths of mist rising from it.

A few strokes of the oars sent the boat out
into the channel and down past the eddy to
the place where he had seen the last of the
shingle the night before. From there he let

the boat drift, scanning the water closeﬂy on

both sidés for his-buoy. - . . . 2

Drm.ing in this way, turning fmm slde tow -

side, and now and then rowing out of the
channel to explore some cove over which the
branches of the trees which grew on the
bank hung, John Wright went down the
river nearly a mile before he found what he
was looking for. The shingle was floating
lazily in an eddy where the current, after
sweeping around a sharp bend in the Tiver,
sheered off to a high, steep bank.

The boy knew the place. He had fished
there and sometimes had gone in swimming
there. The water was deep, but it was a
good hottom, not rocky, and free from snags.

He rowed the boat into the eddy, and get-
ting hold of the shingle pulled on the string,
carefully at first, so as to find out just where
his dummy bag lay. Then, that this might
be out of the way, he pulled the water-soak-
ed bag of scrap-iron up, and put it in the
boat.

Stripping off his clothes he stood up on the
seat of the boat. The broad, flat-bottomed
rowboat made a fairly good surface to dive
from.

It seemed just a little bit lonesome, diving
down through all those feet of dark water,
alone there, with all the rest of the world ex-
cept a circle of a few rods around him blot-
ted out in fog. Just then there came through
the mist the whistle of the early down train
on the railway and a minute later the snort
of the locomotive as it started the train from
a near-by station. %

The sound brought the boy’s courage back
to him. He stoud straight on the boat seat,
clasped his hands high above his head, and
dived.

A minute later he came up, blowing. 'Dhe :

boat had drifted in the current of the oddy a
little way from him. He awam to it a.nd
climbed in.
was rested, he dived again.

When he had got brea.fth a.nd :
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He did this six times, choosing a new
place to go down in each time.

The sixth time he was longer coming up,
and when he reached the surface he floun-
dered in the water, swimming with one hand

-and arm, but ‘when he reached the boat that

time he put over the side, before he climbed
in himself, a water-soaked bag in which
there were a hundred dollars, and half of the
money was his.

[For the ‘Messenger.’

To Those Who Love God.
(Mrs. R. Ruth Andrews, Richmond, Que.)
When you think of all your troubles
And you feel distressed with care;
Remember that your Saviour knows
And sees you everywhere

He will not forget a tear drop;
He remembers every pain;

And He will hear you surely,
If you call to Him again..

In the past your faith was feeble,
But He heand and answered true;
So be steady and courageous
And His love He'll show to you.

Is a dear one sick and suffering?
Are your heart strings torn apart!?
By a secret anxious trouble?
Then lean hard on Jesus’ heart.

If He soes it bestto grant you
Life without its cares and pains,

He will give it for the asking,
But remember Jesus reigns.

He has promised us that all things
Work together for our good,

If we only love our maker;
So what's easier understood.

All we have to do, is trust Him

 Fully knowing every day

That the Lord is our redeemer,
And will guide us all the way.

* A Prayer.

Teach me, Father, ow to go
 Softly as the grasses grow;
Hush my soul to feel the shock
Of the wild world as a rock;
But my spirit, propped with power,
Make as simple as a flower
Let the dry heart fill its cup,
Like a poppy looking up;
Let life lightly wear her crown,
. Like a poppy looking down,
When its heart is filled with dew,
And. its life begins anew.

Teach me, Father, how to be
Kind and patient as a tree.
Joyfully the crickets croon

Under shady oak at noon.

Beetle on his mission bent,
Tarries in that cooling tent,

Let me also cheer a spot,
" Hidden field or garden grot;
‘Place where passing souls can rest

s »_’»0& the way, and be their best. *

A S R -—Edwln Ma.rkham.

.-’.‘ SEe :

A Propos. :

!n selecting a publication don’t let bmk, or
cheapness, or premiums outweigh your bet-

ter judgment. Neither the family food nor
the family reading are matters to trifle with.
Purity and wholesomeness should be the

. ‘first consideration in either case. The result

‘will be healthy minds in healthy bodies.
. Good quality oftén costs more but is always

“& W‘ aaushctory in the end.

Twenty Per Cent

OR PROFIT VERSUS PRINCIPLE.

(By M. A. Paull, (Mrs. John Ripley) in ‘Alli-
ance News.') :
CHAPTER IV.—THE PRESENT AND THE
PAST.

John Aylmer was determined that Mr.
Cheer's mission should be a suceess,—that is,
in so far as he could make it so. He was the
life and soul of his committee, as it is desir-
able for a secretary to be; and though his
disappointment was great in regard to the
lack of co-cperation on the part of Mr. Adair,
and still greater at what was to him the most
unaccountable coldness of Mr. Lawrence, he
left no stone unturned in order to secure the
interest of the townfolk of Anyborough.

Anyborough was in very close pmxlmity' to
the town of Threlfall, which prided itself on
Leing residentiary, select, and genteel, and it
was, of course, at Threlfall post office that
Mr. Adair and Mr. Lawrence had posted their
applications for shares in the ‘Rara Avis
Erewery Co.” It was much more difficult, as
John Aylmer well knew, to gain workers in a
temperance mission from Threlfall, than
from the more practical inhabitamts of Any-
boreugh, where there was a factory or two
and several potteries, besides the ordinary
business of a town surrounded by a-consi-
derable agricultural district. It was only
necessary for Threlfall and Anyborough to
work together in any scheme to make it a
complete success. Threlfall could furnish
means and influence, and Anyborough could
furnish the people’s pence and energy and
sympathy. But it was very rarely indeed
that they could be induced to work harmon-
iously together, and then only in a spasmo-

‘ddc fashion, oceurring at distant intervals,

There Were a few teetotailers in Threlfall
80 thoroughly in earnest in their love to the
good cause, that they would work anywhere
and in any way to promote it; these, of
course, were available, and John Aylmer ¢n-
listed them at once. Muriel Lawrence had
intimated in her note that she would be an-
swerable for the ladies of the choir which
was to take part at each of Mr. Cheer’'s meet-
ings, and things were gradually put into
train by the determined young secretary to a
very good degree, but there were atlll the

- chairmen to be fcund, and there was otill the

choice of a home to be made for Mr. Cheer.

John Aylmer often called on Mr. Lawrence,
anxious to have his advice, which had before
been so readily and agreeably given; but he
could hardly ever get now a chance of the
conversation he coveted, The minister was
out, or so deeply engaged with his sermon,
that he could not be disturbed, or so pressed
with other engagements during the time of
Mr. Cheer’s mission, that he must positively
refuse all requests to take any part in it.

Mrs. Lawrence was more pained ard sur-

prised than she could have expressed at this
conduct on the part of her husband.” Never
during all the years of their married life,
which in spite of many anxieties and fre-

auent ill-health on her part, had been a
- happy one, had she felt herself so at a loss

‘to understand him.'

A disagreeable suspicion enterdd into her
miud which she shrank from putting into
words until she had scme definite ground for
jt. It was such a trial to her to harbor, even
unwmingly, such a possibility, that it .made

‘her very uneasy, very restless, and  often

very sleepless.

Everyone knows how night adds terror
‘and certainty to trouble, and what a weird

5

power of magnifying evil darkness possesses.
The terrified child erying out as it conjures a
thousand horrers which it cannot see, only
gives a voice to what is true in the experi-
ence cf every ome.

At night, then, Mrs. Lawrence believed it
pessible that her good, kind, Christian hus-
band had yielded to some persuasive hospit-
ality, and broken his pledge, and could not
summon courage to tell her so, because he
knew how sinful she would regard his con-
duct. This action on his part would explain
his behaviour to that good, devoted young
man, Mr. Aylmer, and kis lack of interest in
the temperance mission, and his unwilling-
ness to epeak as she had desired him to
speak to Mr. Adair. Oh! if this were true,
how could they expect their boys to remain
faithful to their Band of Hope, and what a
flcod-gate of danger in their future careers
would thus be opened. If her husband him-

¢lf was at all restless or sleepless, her suspi-
cion was confirmed,she got up unrefreshed and
weary, and though the sunshine partly drove
away her fears, they were not wholly dis-
missed, but only in abeyance, ready at dusk
to marshal themselves again in full force.
She was a pious woman, and she prayed for
guidance, and felt a good deal ashamed of
the lack of courage which prevented her
from cpening her heart to her husband. She
could not bear to wrong him, and she felt she
should deserve his rare censure if she had
done so.

There was yet another trouble connected
with the matter in her motherly heart. She
had watched with not a little interest, the
progress of the friendship between John Ayl-
mer and Muriel. Mrs, Lawrence was not a
woman of the new school; she very seriously
believed that a woman’s rightest and truest
destiny was to become the beloved wife of a
good man, and when she observed the eyes
of the young sterperance secrotary follow
Muriel with admiration, and noticed a ten-
derness, of which he was hardly himself
aware, in his tone, when he addressed the
young girl, thought was busy within her; the
first notes of the old love song she herself
had listened to so many years ago were echo-
ed, and the first pages of a romance scarcely
less absorbing to her than her own had heen,
were apparently opening before her.

Not that Muriel’s mother wished to lose
the sweet companionship of her child. If
John Aylmer had been a rich mian with his
posiuoﬁ‘ ade, able to contemplate at omce .
the ﬂcrxm:l%k«_a home, and a settlement for
a bride, Mrs. Lawrence would have shrunk
almost in pain from the possibility of such
an immediate future, which she would hav?
deemed wholly unwise and unsuitable. But
the case was altogether different, and she
had a growing regard for the sturdy upright-
negs and independence of John Aylmer, who
stopped at no difficulty in the path of right;
which made her by no means averse to the
possibility of his some day, when several
more years had been added to the lives of all
of them, becoming her son-in-law.

John Aylmer had not had an easy life. He

. hal been a worker almost from his child-

hocd. There was a reason for his hatred of

‘strong drink, of which he rarely spoke, but

which influenced his whole life. His father,
a surgeon, had acquired a taste for intoxi-
cants, and had ruined his bright prospects in
every possible way, by his indulgence. The
children of the drunken doctor were pitied
by many, snubbed by some, amd were altern-
ately petted and tyrannized over by their
father. Their mother bore her troubles
bravely for a long while, doing the best she
could for her little ones, and then suddenly
the patient heart broke, and her sad life was

AW
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ended. ‘There were four children still alive
at the time of their mother’s death, the
younger two were offered a home with Mrs.
Aylmer’s parents on the condition that their
father would never interfere with them till
they were of age. He sulkily consented, be-
cause the trouble of them and the cost of
their maintenance and education he knew
not how to mect. The elder pair, John and
Charles, were already elected free scholars at
the Grammar School, through the pitying
kindness of some of their friends, and they
thercfore toek care of themselves out of
gchool heurs, and remained under the nomi-
nal protection of their father,

A rough, good-natured country girl did the
work of the houge, prepared the meals of the
boys and herself in a very primitive fashion,
and extended to them her hearty sympathy
in their perplexities, and in their boyish fun.

Whatever load of trcuble crushes childish
hearts, there are times when youth and
health conquer all surrounding difficulties;
there were sunny memories in John Aylmer’s
mind of innocent frolics, exciting games, and
playful tricks shared in by his brother and
himself, sometimes in company with their
school-fellows, at others with good-hearted
Sue.

There were other memories, so dark, s9
gud, so.enshrcuded with gloom, that even 1o
recall them, now that years haid passed since
his experience of them, was enough to chase
the smile from the lips of John Aylmer,

The doctor's excesses brought on the parti-
cular form of madness to which drunkards
are subjoct, ‘delirium tremens.” His first at-
tack came on soon after the death of his wife
and his separation from his ycunger chil-
dren. - Remorse, grief, which he endeavored
to drown in constant potatlons were the ex-

‘clting causes, but neither John nor Charles,

little lads of eleven and nine, nor their
ignorant servant Sue, understood in the least
how to deal with such a difficult case. Drunk-
enness in her master did not frighten Sue as
it might have done a more refined and sem-

sitve nature. She had had to manage people
who wore drunk many a time, she told the
beys, and when Dr. Aylmer came into his
house in a semi-helpless condition she coax-
ed him, or scolded him as ghe thought best,
and generally managed to persuade him to
lie on a sofa‘or go to bad, and sleep off the
worst effects of his intoxication.

But when the brain of the dostor, ifstead
of being narcotized, was abnormally excited,
when he flung off restraimt, when he talked
wildly and madly and exhibited a degree of
fury and strength that she had never secn
equalled, Sue acknowledged that she didn’t
know what to do with him, end that John or
Charles must immediately fetch a doctor.

John hurried to obey, and when he return-
ed with the kindly medical man, who had a
shrewd suspicion of what was the matter, it
was to find the terrified SBue and the sobbing
Charlie shut in the kitchen of thie house,
while Dr. Aylmer, brandishing a carving
knife, appeared first at one window, then at
another, threatening to Kkill both himself and
everybody who insulted him.

For a long time ‘after his recovery from
this attack, Dr. Aylmer appeared to dread a
recurrence of it: he was much more careful
in his use of strong drink; some of his
friends began to have a good hope of his re-
clamation; but as he never totally abstained,
his dread faded into forgetfulness, and he
dulifed with his enemy.

Again and again there was immmemt dan-
ger for bhis children and his servant, scenes

were burnt into the brains of John and

Charles Aylmer too terrible for human ima-
ginings. The intellect of Dr. Aylmer grew

weak from these repeated attacks, and before
his scn came to Anyborough, he was the in-
mate of an asylum.

(To be continued.)

Mollie’s Euchre Party.
(By Mrs. A. E. Maskell, in ‘Ram’s Horn.")

It was Sunday afternoon, and a crowd of
young people were going home frecm Sun-
day-school,  when they met another crowd
coming from another Sunday-school.

They paused to exchange civilities, then
a Dbright-eyed, mirthful maiden, wanted to
know how many were going to the euchre
party the next evening. p

‘I don’t know about these euchre parties,’
said a young man, shaking his head. ‘It
seems strange if Christian people can’t find
amusement a little more respectable.

‘Respectable!’ respectable!’ repeated seve-
ral voices as loudly as they dared, consider-
ing it was Sunday.

‘Well, if that isn't too much, when all
the best society in the city play progressive
euchre,” spoke up Mollie Huston, ‘Why,
to-morrow will be a very exclusive affair,
No one is invited but the A No. Ones.”

‘Everybody plays progressive euchre who
is anybody at all,” spoke up Stella Shivers.

‘We don’t play for money,” said Carria
Lare.

‘T'hat may all be,” replied the young man,
‘but I can’t think anything very respectable
that is so common as cards are in the low-
est dens of the city.’

‘You cannot attach a Ilack of respect-
ability to a mere bit of pasteboard,” spoke
up Nettie Rives. ‘Might'as well say no-
bedy ought to eat bread and buiter because
it is eaten in the lowest dens of the city,

“That is no comparison at, all,’ spoke up
the young man. ‘Bread and butfer is a
necessity, and has never made a man sin,
while cards are the devil’s own tools.’

‘Come on and don’t listen,” spoke up the
prettiest girl of the number.  ‘You will
come, won't you, Fred Ives? coaxingly to
another young man who was listening in-
tently to everything that was said.

‘T am undecided,’ came the reply. ‘I pro-
mised my mother on her dying bed that I
would never play cards.

‘Ah! but she didn't mean progressive
euchre.”

‘I don’t know. I think she didn’t want
me to touch them, for who knows, if I should
become very fond of playing euchre, I might
want to go right on and play for money.’

‘I wonldn't give much for anybedy so
weak minded as that,” said Mollie,

‘What is no temptation to one, might be
to another, spoke up the first young man.
‘It we are going to pray for God to keep
us out of temptation, we have no business

running right into it. Many a person has

fallen when he thought he was securely
standing. We are all professing Christians,
and are told to come out from the world
aund be not partakers of sin.

‘Let us go on,’ said Mollie,’ a little angri-
ly. .‘You ecan’t talk sense into some people,’

‘Some people are a hundred years behind
the times, and will always stay there,” called
back Nettic Rives.

‘That’s an excuse used by everybody
worsted in an argument,’ spoke up Ella Ash-
ton. ‘I, for one, believe that Charlie Bar-
ton is right, and am going to no more card
parties.’

Ella now became thetarget for the most
geathing remarks, but was so firm in her
convictions as to not make her appearance
the next evening. The undecided young
man was there, however,

‘I thought you weren't comlng,
Mollie, gaily.
‘I thought if it wouldn’t hurt the rest of

said

you, it wouldn’t hurt me,’ laughed the young
man.

The evening was pronounced a great suce
cess, even if Charlie Barton and Ella Ash-
ton were not among the number, and euchre
parties became such a rage that there was
one somewhere every week:
seemed so much interested in the game as
IFred Ives, who wasn't certain that it was
just right.

In fact, Fred became so much interested
in cards that he wanted to play them all
bis spare time, and began to wonder just
how they played a game for money. Surely
it would not be wrong to just watch a game
if he took no part himgelf.

He goon found the places, and there was
a certain fascination in witnessing games
that increased so much, that almost before
Lie knew it, he was tually engaged him-
self, and for money.

When he went home that first night he
took ten dollars that he had won. He
went again, and won, and, again, ithen made
up his mind that he was made for that kind
of life, so he smoked more cigars, drank
more wine, and spent more time at the gam-
bling table. 5

It soon began to be whispered around
that something was the matter with Fred
Ives. He didn’t go to prayer-meetings any
more, or Sunday-school, and was very sel-
dom seen in the house of God at any time,

One night, a year or two later, a report
spread like wild-fire through the streets:
Fred Ives had shot himself, and was dying.
His former companions listened to the re-
port with blanched faces—they were just
ia the midst of a game of euchre,

» 'Then word came that the dying man want-

ed to see them all.. They swept the cards
aside, and putting on their wmps. mllied
fori*h intg the street, without one

‘a word to the other all the WBY, i

They found Fred propped up- in bed with
pillows

Te=1 want to tell you,” he gasped, ‘It was
progressive euchre brought me—where 1 am,
But for that seemingly innocent game, 'I
should never have touched a card.

‘I won money, and I wanted more and
more, and fool that I was, I thought I'd win
every time; but to-night, when I lost all,
and a hundred dollars of my employer’s
money also, I concluded I could not face
the shame and disgrace, and §0—s9 excited,
I scarcely realized what I did, I shot my-
selr. The doctor says I may live until
nmorning. I want to warn you before ic is
too late, lest some one else may be tempted
and fall as I have. That’s all. You may
g0, and the young people fled out of the
house one by one, and back into the room
where the cards lay on the table.

With a shudder Mollie gathefed them up
and threw them into the stove, and then a
young man said: ‘Let us pray we may never
touch such vile things again.’

inebriety Among American

Women.

If the drink traffic is not restrained in this '
country we predict an increase of inebriety
among American women, Already the busi-
ness of distributing ‘bottled beer for fami-
lies’ is on the rapid increase, and stronger
drinks may soon be included. Canteens
for soldiers, saloons for citizens, liquor carts
for women.—American Paper.

A Bagster B:ble Free.

gend four new subscrlptions to the ‘North-

ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and

- secure a nice DBagster Bible, suitable for

Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in
_black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
“seven inches by five and three«;n&nter Nehes
when open. :

and no one °
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¢ The Fund.’
(By Pansy, in ‘C. E. World.’)

‘And so, daughter—’ the Rev. Joseph Fra-
sier paused, waited a moment, cleared his
throat, and began again. ‘You see how it is,
dear; father is more sorry than he can put
into words. I thought, up to the last hour,
almost, that I could manage it, but the un-
expected illness and death of poor old Aunt
Sally took every penny that was laid aside
towards it. I couldn’t let her die in the
county house when she was the oldest mem-

: ber of our church, and a faithful friend to
ycur grandmother. Even then, if it had not
been for poor Uncle Edward’s trouble, and
inability to pay back that hundred dollars

right, father; it will truly, and I don’t mean
to'ery one speck.’

A large tear rolled down and splashed up-
on the father’s hand as she spoke, and the
girl hid her face suddenly upon his shoulder
and let others follow it.

The father passed his large, worn hand
terderly over her brown head, and murmur-
ed brokenly in curious contrast with the
cheerful words: ‘There spoke my good, brave
girl!  Your mother said that I could trust
you to understand and be cheery about it,
and I knew that I could. But that doesn’t
alter the fact that it is a bitter disappoint-
ment. I tried hard to have it otherwise.

The brown head came up presently, and
Alethea Frasier sought hurriedly for her

YES, THERE WERE HER GUESTS!

Wwe loaned him, it might have been managed;

but as it is——" The girl at the window

turned and came toward him. She had a
~winwnw face and bright brown eyes that

just then glistened with some unshed tears,

Bven though the man had not called her
> ‘daughter an observer would have been cer-
< MQK the relationship. She had the same

- firm chin and resolute mouth.

‘But as it is I ean’t go to school this rau
t‘hat is what you are trying to tell me, father,
© and I have known it for several weeks.

- Don't be worried pwa, dear; I know you
tried as hard as ever you could, and I under-
‘stand all about it, of course, One year more
matter so very much, and I shall study
‘home a.na try to keep up. It will be all

handkerchief, and laughed through her tears.
‘That was just a little April shower, father,
out of season. I'm dreadfully ashamed of
it, though, in the face of all those nice
things you said about me. I'm going to de-
serve them; see if I don’t. :
Perhaps both were secretly glad to be in-
terrupted at that moment. Alethea meant
toc be brave, but the disappcintment was
sore. = She had known it, as she said, for

. several weeks, or at least almost known it.
.An inward conviction that her father could

not raise the money needed to send her away
for that coveted year at school had been
steadily growing, but this was the first time
that it had been put into distinct language.
Always heretofore there had beea that un-

i

T

dertone of hope that something might ‘hap-
pen’ to change the condition of things; but
nothing had happened;, and now the fact was
recegnized.

There are some girls who will not be able
to appreciate the bitterness of Alethea Fra-
sier's disappointment. Going to school is so
muck a matter of course to them that the
idea of its being a special privilege, involv-
ing care and expense, and very often indeed
sacrifice on the part of others, does not even
occur to them. Alethea’s life had not been
lived along that plane. She fully, and at
times almost too keenly, appreciated the
sacrifices made for her. Since she had been
old enough to have a voice in such matters,
she had known that not a new dress or hat
or even & pair of shoes had been bought for
her without some quiet sacrifice on the part
of mother or father or both. The only
daughter of a country pastor, with two little
brothers and ‘the haby’ to think about, and
their share of the poor of the church to look
after—the girl had certainly been trained in
the school of economy.

Occasionally she wondered why the min-
ister’s share of the church poor should be so
disproportionately large, why, for instance,
there had been no home but theirs open Lo
Aunt Sally, the oldest member, and n»>
pocketbook but theirs to meet the funeral
expenses when Aunt Saily’s room in the
place of ‘many mansions’ was finally ready
for her; especially when she remembered
that some of the deacons lived in large
houses, and had substantial bank-accounts;
bui she never, even for a moment, thought
that they might have let’ poor Aunt Sally
close her life in the poorhouse. She
would have been the.first to have spurned
indignantly such a suggestion. Neverthe-
less, it was probably Aunt Sally’s comfort-
able home for three months, and Aunt
Sally’s doctor’s bill and coffin and grave that
had brought to naught her cherished plans.

They had been cherished for a long time.
It was now nearly three years since the Rev.
Joseph Frasier had made the astounding an-
nouncement at the breakfast-table ono
morning: ‘Next . year, mothér, or by year

after next certainly, we must send Allie to
“\Grantly for at least one year; two, if we can.’

Alethea remembered just how she had set
down her glass of milk because her hand
trembled, and had felt the waves of color roil
inlo her face at the mere suggestion. She
would not, it seemed to her, have been for
the moment more amazed had her father
said, ‘We must manage next year to send
Allie to heaven.” Indeed, Grantly was only
second to Beaven in her thoughts. The girls,
her friends, the deacon’s daughters and Dr.
Anderson’s daughter, went to Grantly, but
not Alethea Frasier; why, it took several

- “hundred dollars to spend a year at Grantly!

‘What could her father be thinking of?
Nevertheless, he had thought much about
it, and after that first announcement he talk-
ed much about it; they talked together, and
planned and calculated and saved and sacri-
ficed, and added slowly, very slowly, to ‘the
fund.’ Not the first year, nor yet the see-
ond, had it been found to be large enough to
justify the expenditure; but they had ali

been so confident that the next year wonld

bring it' to pass that they had begun, the
mother and daughter, to plan just what
dresses she would need, and to say that a
new waterproof would be a necessity, for of
course Allie could not wear her mother’s
when she went to Grantly.

Then had come poor Aunt Sally’s utter
collapse, so that she could not sit any more

in her one easy chair, and patch and darn

and mend for those who Drought her her
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breakfasts and dinners. Somebody must take
care of Aunt Sally; she could no longer look
after her one little room, and make her bed.
All the houses connected with the Rev. Jo-
seph Frasier’s church grew suddeniy small.
Trte only one for miles around where there
was found to be room for Aunt Sally was the
little story and a half old-fashioned mange.
Thither Aunt Sally went and was cared for
until the angels who minister to those who
are heirs of salvation came for her.

Even then, the poor clay that she left be-
hind needed care, and in all these ways, not
to mention Uncle Edward’s ‘ill luck’ and
censequent inability,to pay the borrowed
hundred dollars, the sacred ‘fund’ steadily
decreased, until all the grown-up members of
the family went about with the unspoken
fear that Allie must give up Grantly for an-

ther year. Nobody said that it was not
very likely that she would get there at all,
but every one of them feared that that was
what it meant. It had taken three hard
years to gather ‘the fund’; and Allie was
nineteen now, and the boys were growing
older every day. The outlook was dark.

Still, they were all brave. After those
first tears shed on her father’s shoulder, sup-
plemented by a regular storm of them when
she reached her own room, Alethea kept her
word, and ‘did not c¢ry a speck. It is true
that occasionally her spirits seemed to be so
bigh that the father and mother looked at
one another with significant and pathetic
simniles, and understood that their brave girl
was trying to hide her pain under a forced
gayety; but for the most part she was sweet
and brave and helpful as before.

After so heavy a disappointment perhaps
one would not be expected to notice smaller
ones; yet it must be confessed that, when
Alethea’s plan to take a twenty miles’ ‘spin’
with a party of young people to Glendaie
came to naught, she did feel a touch of sym-
pathy with old Jacob when he said, ‘All
these things are against me.

They had been invited to Glendale for the
day, six of them, to have a farewell visit
with Helen and Louise Westervelt, whose
father was a banker and lived in a lovely
home; and the daughters were to enter
Grantly the next term.

Yet the morning mail brought so impera-
tive a summons from Uncle Edward and so
pitiful a wail from Aunt Annie to come to
them at once in an emergency that father
and mother both felt there was no alterna-
tive but for them to depart for the day.

‘But, Allie dear, what will you do? Mrs.
Frasier had said, stopping her hurried prepa-
rationg in dismay, as the thought of the
girl’s frustrated plans came to her. :

‘Stay at home, of course, mother dear, and
take as good care of Toodles as I can.’
Whereupon she swung Toodles, otherwise
Joseph Parkman Frasier, jr., up into the air
with such vim that he shouted his joy.

' “Poor child!” sald Mrs. Frasier. ‘I declare
it does seem too bad! If there were any
other way—

“Well there isn’t, mother dear; Josie and 1
will have good times, and do what we like

every blessed minute, won’t we, Josie?
Mother, shall I get out your heavy shawl? It

may be real cold to-night, you know.’

She watched them drive away, having told
her father cheerily that he was to take the

twenty miles’ ‘spin’ instead of herself, that

was all, then she went back to the lonely
house, and began the routine of homely
duties that mwust occupy her morning. Long
before this the little boys had been despatch-
sd with a note to explain to the girls her
non-appearance and they were probably weil
v their way by this time. Never mind;
the would - make a holiday of it in spite of
late. The first baked sweet apples of the
jeason were in the pantry; the M.tqe boys

would be delighted with baked apples and
milk for luncheon, and with dinner at night
after father and mother reached home.
Young Joseph, with the house so quiet, was
good for a three hours’ nap; and she would
be a lady, and sit in her easy chair and read.
Not a bit of housework or sewing would she
do. How fortunate that she had a new book
that had hardly even been glanced at!

She flew about the neat little kitchen,
eager to despatch the morning work, and
presently found a letter that her father had
forgotten to mail. A glance at the clock
showed that mail-time was near. She must
run over to the office with that letter; ‘it
might be important. Young Joseph, entirely
willing to have his hat tied under his chub-
by chin, chuckled with delight over the un-
expected walk; but the postmistress said,
‘Here’s a postal card, Allie, that got missed
out of your mail somehow.” And Allie read
it on the way home.

‘My Dear Frasier:—I'm coming to make
that long-promised call, and take a bite with
you at your hospitable table; more than
that, I'm going to bring company. You
have heard me speak of Mr. Waterson, of
New York? He and his wife are spending a
few days with us, and we are going to drive
to Glendale and spend a day or two, It oc-
curred to my wife this morning that a de-
lightful feature of the plan would be to take
luncheon with you, and so carry out a plan
made long ago. If we were not well acquaint-
ed with your good wife and her resources, we
should not dare do this without longer noti-
fication; but, as the time is short, I think
we’ll risk it, and call upon you, anyway. We
shall be with you about one o’clock to-mor-
row, if all goes well. We can give you about
two hours, and then must push on. Yours
fraternaily, HOSMER.’

Alethea gave a dismayed exclamation 28
she read, dumped Joseph on the grass in
their own yard while she ran to look at the
kitchen clock, then sat down on the steps to
consider. Mr. Hosmer was her father’'s old
friend, a brother minister in the next parish
twelve miles away. She knew him very
well, and his wife a little, but these people

was now ten o’clock, and at one they would
all be there to take luncheon! Well, of
course, there was nothing to be done but to
explain to them that her father and mother
were away for the day, and say how sorry
they would be to lose the visit. Then, of
course, the guests would go on their way.

But where would they get luncheon? It
was twenty miles to Glendale, and peopie
who had already taken a sixteen miles’ ride
over a hilly road might be expected to need
refreshment. There were no hotels between
here and Glendale that could be recommend-
ed. It would try her father very much to
think that his old friend who had for several
years been planning to make them a visit
should be so inhospitably treated; but there
was no help for it.

-Wait! Was there not? Why should not
she, Alethea Frasier, get luncheon ready for
her father’'s guests? - To be sure, she had
never done it alone; but there must always
be a first time. Moreover, the Watersons of
New York were very stylish people, prob-
ably used to all sorts of dainties. Never
mind; they grew hungry, she supposed, like
other people, and could eat on plain iron-
stone and with plated forks for once. She
would do it. Father would be so distressed
not to have Mr. Hosmer cared for comfort-
ably. There was the baby to think about, it
was true; but the little boys would be at
home at noon, and they would help.

‘Yes, sir, Mr. Joseph Parkman Frasier,’
she said, perching that young man on her
shoulder, ‘we’ll do it, you and I; and Oh, I
“hepe” you will rise to the occasion and be as
goood as gold, for there’s everything to be

ne.’

Never in all the years of her busy life had
Alethea Frasier passed a busier morning. It
seemed to her that the hands of the old
clock fairly flew. Since the guests were limit-
ed as to time, it would not do to delay them.
As the dignified clock struck the half-hour
for half-past twelve, the sound of wheels
drew the young housekeeper to the door.
Yes, there were her guests! and she reflected
with infinite satisfaction that the dear little
chops were cooking beautifully, and that her
stewed potatoes were set where they could
not burn. s

How pretty a hostess she made! Her
cheeks were a trifle redder than usual, but it
was very becoming. That luncheon was
surely all that they could have desired, and
the gentlemen praised the coffee as much as
the ladies did the salad. Youmg Joseph,
who had declined to sleep as long as had
been planned, demanded attention in the
midst of the meal; but Alethea ran to him
with loving words and caresses, and soothed
his feelings -promptly, so that he came, pre-
sently, serene and smiling, to watch them
take coffee.

‘You don’t say that you are entirely
alone!’ exclaimed Mr. Hosmer, at last. And
Alethea explained that the little boys had
Leen there at noon, but had had to run back
to school. :

‘Well, upon my word!’ said Mr. Waterson.
‘Su you are the fairy that has evolved all
this good cheer, and taken care of a baby
besides! Your father must be proud of you,
Miss Frasier.

‘Oh, what about your own school?’ began
Mr. Hosmer. ‘Grantly doesn’t open yet,
though, for two weeks, does it? Your father
told me, the last time I met him, what plans
You were making for it.’

Alethea was very tired; it was probably
for that reason that there came a sudden
quiver of her lips and an almost overwhelm-
ing desire to let the tears come. She order-
/©d them sternly back, and controlled her
voice ag well as she could, while she said
briefly: ‘That has been given up, Mr. Hos-
mer; I am not to go. Mr. Waterson, may I
give you another cup of coffee?’

‘How she did hush me up on the school
question!’ gaid Mr. Hosmer, when they were
speeding over the road again. ‘I never saw
anything more simply dignified, and her eyeg
were full of tears that minute. I tell you,
'm sorry for that girl; she is worth her
weight in gold anywhere, and she’s a capital
scholar; and here she must give up all her
hopes of an éducation, just because her
father isn’t given salary enough to educate
her. Don’t you call that-a shame?’ :

‘Are you sure it is money that is in the
way?' asked Mr. Waterson.

‘Of course it is. 'What else would keep a

o hool, feeling it.as she. . .
from New York they had never seen; and it 5 x e ﬂha[-{?'fmm 2 5w a Specimen of e’ "

evidently di You saw a specimen of her
executive ability this morning?  Well, she
walks through her studies with just that
force; I've heard of her; and I say it’s too
bad. Oh, I know what's in the way well
cnough; it’s the same thing that ecripples
most of the ministers about here,—lack of
means. If I had the money, I'd send that
girl to Grantly next week.’

‘Ermina,’ d Mr. Waterson turning to his
wife, ‘why isn’t she the girl for whom we are
looking?’ -

‘I've been thinking of that’ said Mrs.
Waterson. . ‘I thought of it all the while she
wag serving that delicious luncheon, and I
believe she is the very cne.’

Then it was revealed that Mr. and Mrs.
‘Waterson had had a trust fund committed to
them years before by their own dear daugh-
ter, who had graduated from school and gone
home to her Tather’s palace to live forever.
The interest of the fund was to be used each’
year to help some dear girl through school,
who without its help could not have gone.
And the father and mother, who always took
a keen personal interest in these wands of
their absent daughter, had been for several
weeks quietly on the watch for another,
They wanted just the sort of girl that their
child would approve, and it came to pass
that they believed they had found her.

‘Sly little pussie!” said the Rey. Joseph
Frasier, as he stroked his daughter’s brown
Lead that was leaning against his arm, ‘She
appeared to give up all idea of school; and
then gave up even her bicyele trip and her
fine dinner at Glendale, and stayed at home
without a murmur while her old father and
mother rode away. They told each other
that she was as unselfish and brave and
faithful as an angel; and all the while she
was at work, baking and frying and broiling
herself into a three years’ course at Grantly
with all the extras thrown in!” '

‘It wasn’t the frying and broiling, father,’
sald Alethea, lifting happy eyes to his face.
‘It was mother’s salad-dressing: Mrs, Water-
son said it was the best she ever tasted.’

‘And to think,’ said the mother, ‘that Ldpe

tually grumbled that morning about having
to go away, and said I could not see why mfgl :
Allie’s plans had to be spoiled! How little
we understand!’ - : R St
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The'Little Nuisance.

- " (By Harriet Winton Davis, in Chicago
i ‘Standard.’)

The day was warm and Robert Reed lean-
ed his head against the casing.of the open
window, while he closed his eyes and tried
t) think of a subject for an essay. He
thought of the Chinese question, then he
wondered if he could handle ‘International
Arbitration.” Robert kept up pretty wefd
with the questions of the day, but he EKnew
his limitations. ‘Our Relations to the
Philippines’ had an alluring sound, and
somehow it seemed as if there was a better
chance 'there. He thought of such wither-
ing things he could say to that Atkinson

set. How he would demolish their argu-
: ments. He had taken such a deep interest
in the question, and had heard his father

o * discuss it so often that he really felt quite
v master of the subject.
; Just as he had written with a flourish,

‘The duty we owe to the Philippines,”his
{ mother came in from the kitchen, softly
:, singing to the child asleep in her arms.
r She laid her in the cradle and carefully ar-
ranged the mosquito netting. Then she
! turned to Robert. ‘I thought Bessie would
; be back by this time. You'll have to keep
E a little watch of the baby, Robert, while I
| run down to the village. I think she'll
! sleep till I get back, but if she should wake
f up, you can give her her medicine.’
.' ‘All right, mother; how much ? said
E/ Robert, trying to keep his mental grip of a
: krock-down opening sentence,
I ‘Oh, about a teaspoonful—it's perfectly
' harmless.  Put it in a little water, and
5 she'll like it. The bottle is on the kitchen
; clock shelf.”
The house all to himself, how fast the
ideas came, and the sentences fairly flowed
: from his pencil. He was quite elated as he
} covered page after page. Suddenly he heard
\ a small protest from the corner. .
‘ Tiptoeing across the room, he began gently
! rocking the cradle, while he tried to hum
| the baby back to sleep, as he had heard his
mother do, but it was no use. The wide
open blue eyes were staring into his, while
the dimpled fists fought the netting with a
dogged determination. Robert loved his
little sister with all his boyish heart, but
somehow that feeling wasn’t uppermost just
then.

‘What on earth made you wake up so soon
you consummate little nuisance ?  You
don’t sleep as long as it takes mother to
get you to sleep,’ and he scowled at her till

~the baby mouth went up in such grieved
fashion that his heart relented.

‘I guess I'd Detter write about the duty I
owe the baby,” he said, as he gently [Iifted
her from the cradle. ‘You're a pretty nica

R kid, after all—but I don’t see how I'm going
s t) write if I hold you.’ :
£ el o The tiny hands, grasping the paper and
S his hair alternately, were so persistent that
~ he soon laid his papéer on the table. ‘Gra-
cious,’ he said, I forgot your medicine,
! _ young one.’ He put her back in her little
b nest, where she quickly set up a shrill
SIEL e mereRtn,

~and don't howl so. I should think mo-
' therd go crazy. I wonder if T ever acted
 like that. Can’t you hush up? And Ro-
“bert hurriedly prepared the medicine, while
the shrieks grew louder and more piercing.

‘or she’ll send it all over my Sunday-go-to-
meeting clothes.’ ‘
- The baby stopped her cries and obediently

opened her mouth at sight of the spoon.
“That’s it, Miss Reed; now you're actifig like

R %

‘Now, “set where you're sot,” Il I get it,

~‘Tll put on mother’s apron,’ he thought, .

dy.’ Robert hunted up the woolly lamb
and smiled at the ecstatic look which over-

spread the little face as the infantile hands
reached for the favorite plaything. Then
he turned to his writing again, but he had
hardly traced a sentence before he threw
it aside and springing from his seat rushed
into the kitchen. - ‘Did she say on the shelt
or the table?” he thought, and then it all
came to him. Instead of the bottle on the
clock shelf, he had taken the one from thc
table, and that was marked ‘Laudanum.’
Robert might live to an advanced age, but
it is doubtful if he ever would pass through
more poignant anguish than filled his soul
at that moment. He had poisoned his lit-
tle sister. Could she be saved ? What
could he do? A dozen thoughts rushed
through his mind with lightning speed, He
knew that his mother had somewhere a
book that would meet just such cases as
this, but in the state of mind he was in he
could not have told whether it was likely
to be in the summer kitchen or the best
bedroom. No, he must run for help—but
where? The nearest neighbor he knew
was away. Besides, he must f&ist that pre-
cious life only to skilled hands. IJe lifted
the baby  from the cradle, and dashing
through the kitchen, caught his mother’s

' sunbonnet from a nail, and holding it lightly

over the flaxen head, tore down the dusfy
road, his small burden, too astonished to
even gurgle, pressed close to him, He felt
that if she should die he wanted to die him-
self. ‘A nuisance!’ How the hateful word
came back to him, and he groaned aloud.

He passéd a farm waggon in his headlong
flight, and the occupants stared in open-
mouthed wonder—but little he cared for the
strange spectacle he presented. As he
neared his goal, he caught sight of his mo-
ther and Bessie coming down a cross street,
and beckoning madly to them, he flew on.
He was the fastest runner in school, and
had beaten in many a hard won race, but
he broke his own record, as, breathless and
bare-headed, with apron-strings flying, he
dashed into the village drug-store,

‘Laudanum!’ he gasped, as he almost
threw the child into the lap of Dr. Harper,
who sat by the open door,

‘Hey—hi—what’s this? the old man said,
mechanically grasping the kicking hundle,

‘I've poisoned her; it's laudanum,’ poor
Robert managed to whisper, almost in a
collapse.

‘Why, you young fiend!” the doctor said,
as he looked at him over his spectacles.
‘Here, hold it a minute,’ and he hurried be-
hind the counter. A moment later, as he
was trying to foree open the unwilling
mouth, Mrs. Reed and Bessie ran into the
store.

‘What is it? Oh, Robert, what is it? his
mother gasped.

‘I gave her laudanum instead of the medi-
cine, and she’s going to die,’ and Robert
buried his face in his hands.

Mrs. Reed’s very 'lips were white with
terror, but her practical nature asserted it-
self. 0

‘Robert, look up here, and tell me exactly

what you did. How could you have given

her laudanum?
house.’ : :
- Robert looked up * with a momentary.
gleam of hope, which died away, as he said
with dull despair, ‘Yes, there was; it said

There wasn’t a drop in the

~laudanum on the bottle and the cross-bones

and everything. It was right on the kitchen

table, and I forgot you said the shelf. ' =
Bessie ‘who had been crying silently as

she clung to her mother, looked up at this,
while a radiance broke through her tears.
‘Oh, Robert, that wasn’t laudanum, it was
liquorice water. I had it for my dolly’s
medicine, and I found the bottle on the ash-
heap.” i ¥ e y

The doctor suspended operations, and a
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grin overspread his face as he handed the
baby over to her mother.

‘Here, Mrs. Reed, you take her now. I
guess she'll pull through. She seems to be
out of danger.

—_—
[For the ‘Messengen

(reatness.

It may not be for us to climb
The mount of fame;
Nor in a pation’s annals ’grave
A lasting name. o
Ncit ours to sway the world with power
Of mind or will,
Nor delve in mysteries profound
With wondrous skill.

In lowliest paths of life, obscure
Our lot may be;

Yet ours may be an honored name
Throughout eternity.

In deeds of loving kindness we
Our names may write

On hearts of fellow-travellers
Threough life’s chill night.

The mystery of perfect peace
‘We may unfold,

Of service sweet, of blesséd hope,
Of joy untold.

Eager to serve in smallest ways
That Name elate,

In humblest tasks of daily life
We may be truly great.
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Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide® will give two cents’ worth of pleasure.
Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such articles
during the course of a year is well worth a
dollar. "~

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titled to the special 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. The contents of the issue of Jan.
18 are given below.

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from leading

Journals and reviews reflecting the current |

thought of both hemispheres.
S0 many men, so many minds,

Every
man in his own way.—Terence.

The following are the contents of the issue
Jan, 18, of ‘ World Wide’:

ALL THE WORLD OVRER.
The Isthmian Canal -Ch “Inter- z LS
’Nn:lion.'lNaw Y(;:l:, ieago ‘Inter-Ocean’ and *The
resident I'alma and the Future of Cuba—T 4 %
The Persian Lamb —* 8, J nme:?aouuz:s(é\e.' i opins
Malta and Liberty of Language—'The Tabict,’ London,
e Marquis 1vo's Visit to Eugland—‘Tae Times," London.
Rome's urt{) Yenrs of Progress—By the Rev. Welcott
Culkinll D.D., in Boston *Transcripy.’
Pope Leo's Closing Days—From the Rome correspondent of
. the ' Daily Chronicle,’ T.ondon.
The Expected Decline of Trade — The Pilot,’ London.
}'. Bfilfour on Trade and Edueation—* Dally Telegraphi
London, 4
“The Eagle and the Lion—Troy * Press.’ ;
The Anericanization of England—By Rarl Mayo, in * The
oruam.
A Defence of England—Vlestnik Evropa,” Russian Politi-
cal Magazine,
8 reet, Life in Naples—' Puhlic Opinicn,’ London,
Piolemy, ths Champion Diver - By Hector Grainger, in the
‘ Royal Magazine.’
Christmas in the West Indies—* Pall Mall Ga ette.’
The Goethian Ideal— Gentleman’s Magazine.” .
SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.. :
8ir Noel Paton--* Daily News," London
On the Evolution of Ait—"l‘he Month,” London (& Roman
Cuatholic Magazine). Slightly abridged. %
CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.,
OE,‘:"" Inseription—Adopted by 8ir Walter Scolt for his

ltﬁnm{gn—g‘oem, by Thomas Bailey Aldrich, in *Harper's
Night on ';{:h South Coast—Poem by Evan Kcane, in *The
&mpt?ﬁrdﬁ‘ ng‘f}l’mm by ‘B," in *The Spectator,’ London.
l'he#a-mnzbl;ubl'f ~Part .I‘Iil-—By Andriw Langsnd ‘X,
orking Man, in ‘Cornhill Magazine.
M. Bottous oo Hehior Tho Spectator, Londoo.
Jane Austen —New York 'Post. ‘
A Study in Costume —* The Nation,” New York.
HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGHE.
Death of g\oeml;nhor of Scientific Agricultare—'DailysTele-
' London.

’I‘g:u.' ‘s Depths—' Forest and Stream.’

rse Chesinuts as Food - The Literary Digest.'

A Tall Story—*The Electrical Raview.
Scent--‘The Lancet,” London,

‘WORLD WIDE
= : %$1.00 a year. ;
Bpecial rate to subscribers of the * Messenger,

Only 75 cents. i

~ JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
ot ‘WITNESS’ BUILDING,
: : Montreal,
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A Surprise.

(‘The Prize.%y
Old Mr. Simms, our rector's gar-
dener, is a very careful man; he
always has a pair of thick, rough
boots ready to wear when digging,
and this is because he will not risk

spoiling better ones.

When the digging boots are not
in use, they are hanging on a peg

THERE IS SOMETHING HERE.

against the tool-house wall, and
there they were from January until
May this year, for the poor old man
Wwas at home, ill.

‘As soon as he was able to go out
again, he paid a visit to the Rec-
tory, and, after tea, his young mis-
tress went with him into the tool-
house.  “T'here is something here
1 want you to see, Simms, she said,
with a smile, ‘It will be quite a
surprise?

He followed her to Where his :

boots were hanging, and then he
saw in one of them a robin’s nest—
a little round cup, woven of dead

grasses, lined with hair, and sur-
rounded with hay and dead leaves;
and in it were four round eggs,
pinky white, with reddish brown
spots! The sight pleased him very
much, but he never saw those eggs
again; no, the next time he peeped
into the nest he found four young
birds there—four wee birds, in
jackets of light brown, and their

SIMMS, T WANT YOU TO SEE.

breasts covered with mottled and
speckled feathers. ‘ :

They certainly looked more like
the children of a pair of thrushes
than children of a pair of robins,
but I dare say you know that many
birds when young are very unlike

their parents, and that a robin does

not wear a brown jacket and a red
waisteoat in its early days.
—— e

Sample Copies,

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of ‘Northern Messenger’
sent to friends can send the names with ad-
dresses and we will be pleased ta supply
them, free of cost

tite for dainties.

Ellen’s Decision.

(May Joanna Porter, in ‘Christian
" Intelligencer.’)

It was a beautiful day in sum-
mer. Dense foliage hung upon the
trees and cast a delightful shade,
Daisies and buttercups bloomed in
the fields; roses, lilies and pinks in
the garden,

Ellen -Monroe’s Sunday-school
teacher, Miss Yates, had invited
her class to spend the hours be-
tween school and supper-time with
her on that day of all days. -

They had been looking forward
to their gathering all the week as
to an especial treat, and had been
talking about it and planning for
it morning, noon, and night. For
that afternoon they were to start
a flower mission,.

They were to elect a president,
vice-president, treasurer, and sec-
retary. Then they were to gather
roses from the bushes which were
scattered thickly over the extensive
lawn,were to tie them into bunches,

pack them in a basket, and carry,

them to the railway station.

. Thence the flowers were to be sem;

to a children’s hospital in the city.
This would be a most delightful
occupation, pleasant in itself and

resulting in much happiness to the
little sick children imprisoned in

brick walls during the warm sum-
mer weather.
the girls always loved to visit Miss

Yates, who had so many delightful
things to tell them, and invariably

had a box of candy or something
else that would gratify their appe-

Ellen skipped all
the way home.

ecstatic to walk steadily along.

‘Mother, mother, she ecalled
eagerly, not seeing her mother in
the sitting-room.
I want to kiss you good -bye and
then run.’

Mrs. Monroe appeared at the
door of her own room, loking very
sober. ‘I am in a great dllemma’
she announced to her little dauvh-
ter. ‘Maria has gone ¢ut for the

afternoon, so, of course, T have the
And Mrs. Sum-.

care of the baby.
ner’s new girl has been here to say

that she has been taken very ill and

has no one to look after her. The

maid is young and evidently incom.

petent, and she is frightened be.
side. .

LR TR

In addition to this,

She was far too.

ey

‘Where are you?

She has been after Mrs,
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_you lovely pictures !
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Bumner’s married daughter, but
she has gone into town for the day.
There seems to be no one but my-
self to meet the emergency, and I
can’t leave the baby.’

Ellen’s heart seemed to jump up
in her throat. She couldn’t, oh!
she couldn’t, give up all her de-
lightful plans for the afternoon !
Why did the nurse go out on that
day when any other might have
answered as well? And why did
their neighbor have one of her bad
turns at such an inconvenient
time ? And why did her mother
tell ber about it ? Couldn’t she
have waited until after supper?

Ellen rushed into her own room,
shut the door with a bang, threw
herself on the bed, and cried and
cried and cried. After a while the
first shock of her disappointment
was over, and she became quiet.
Then there came into her mind a
bible verse which she had read that
very morning: ‘Even Christ pleased
not himself.’

Ellen was trying
Christ. She called him her
Saviour, her Master. Must she
not do the thing that he would
have her do?

‘But, then,” whispered the voice
of temptation, ‘isn’t it a kind, a
Christian thing to send flowers to
the children in the hospital?”

‘Yes,” said her conscience, ‘but
the other girls will do that without
you and there is no one but you to
relieve your mother. Mrs. Sumner
may die if she is not properly at-
tended to. Isn’t it a clear case
that it is your dutyto stay at
home?

Ellen knelt by the side of her
bed and prayed. Then she washed
the tears from her eyes and went
into her mother’s room. ‘Come,
baby,’ she said, ‘will you stay with
me this afternoon? See! I'll show
So saying,
she picked up one of baby’s toy
books from the floor and displayed
a page bristling with dogs and
cats.  Baby May ran to her at once,

to  follow

- for Ellen was always kind to her
tiny sister, and kindness is a thing

that babies appreciate.

- Mrs. Monroe threw her arms’
~ around her’ daughter’s neck and
e gave her a very loving kiss.

She

~ knew how much that little speech

“You're a very

You shall not
T'll give

:{to May had cost.
good gxrl, Ellen.

}ﬂse bv your selt‘demal

Yyou a treat some other day to make
up for it” Saying this she ran
across the street to her sick neigh-
bor’s.

The hours seemed long to Ellen,
those two hours that she had hop-
ed to spend so pleasantly. It was
a bit wearisome, too, to go through
over and over again with baby the
same diversions that she had used
many times before. Once she saw
the doctor’s carriage at Mr. Sum-
ner’'s. Then she saw him drive
away hurriedly, and after awhile
return, bringing with him a wo-
man, whom Ellen recognized as a
nurse. Then just at supper-time
Mrs. Monroe returned.

‘Mrs. Sumner is very ill, indeed,
she replied in answer to Ellen’s
look of inquiry. The doctor thinks
that if I had not reached there just
when I did she would have died,.
So my little girl’s self-denial saved
our neighbor’s life. She is feeling
somewhat  better. Fortunately
the doctor knew that Mrs. Plum
was disengaged, and went after
her. 8o now I am free.’

After supper came all the girls
of Ellen’s class to ask what had oc-
casioned her absence from the
meeting. Ellen explained to them
with her mother’'s help. ‘Well,
anyway,” said Maggie Pritchard,
who was Ellen’s most devoted
friend and admirer, ‘anyway, we’ve
made you president, and Miss
Yates sent you all these candies,
and this piece of cake and these
roses.  She said she knew there
was some good reason for your
staying at home.

So Ellen went to bed that night
happy in the thought that she had
the affection of her teacher and
classmates, and that she had tried
to do her duty, even though it was
a very hard thing to do.

PR e e -
I Know a Thing or Two.

‘My dear boy, said a father to
his only son, ‘vou are in bad com-
pany. The lads with whom you
associate indulge in bad habits.
They drink, swr, play cavds, and
visit theatres. They are not safe
company for you. I beg you to
quit their society.’

‘You needn’t be afraid of me, fa-
ther, replied the boy, laughing; ‘I
guess I know a thing or two. I
know how far to go and when to
stop.’

The lad left hls father’s house,

WY
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twirling his cane in his fingers and
laughing at the old man’s notions.
A few years later and that lad,
grown to manhood, stood at the bar
of a court before a jury who had
just brought in a verdict of erime
in which he had been concerned.
Jefore he was sentenced, he ad-
dressed the court, and said, among
other things: ‘My downward course
began in disobedience to my par-
ents. I thought I knew as much
of the world as my father did, and
I spurned his advice; but as soon
as I turned my back on his home,
temptations came upon me like a
drove of hyenas and hurried me to
my ruin.’ :
Mark that eonfession, you boys
wlo are beginning to be wiser than
your parents! Mark it, and learn
that disobedience is the first step
on the road to ruin ! — ‘Morning
Star.’ :
Kate Lee.

(“Trained Motherhood.)

Just the tiniest girl, with the speck
of a curl

On the daintiest forehead that

ever could be;
Just the sunniest eyes, like the blue
3 mihB“Sld;eﬂ, Rt
Has my wee little maulen, my
: bonnie Latc Lee.

Just 4 month and a day, from the
first peep of May,
When the sweet summer blogsoms
were gay cn the tree;
Just the time when the roses were
proudest of posies,
"Twas then came my elfkin, my
bonnie Kate Lee.

~ Just the wxnsomest ‘coo’ that the

world ever knew
Comes forth from the canopied
crib up to me:
Just the cunniest smile on the lips
all the while, ;
Of my dear Ilittle fairy,
bonnie Kate Lee.

my

Just a baby so bright—she maust
needs be a sprite
~ From the land where they scatter
all happiness free;
Just a bundle of love from the hea-
: vens above,
Is my wee little darling, my’
bonnie Kate Lee.
—DBeth McClannin Kerley.

Your Own Paper Free,
‘ Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscription extended one

~ year, free of charge, by remitting sixty cents

fm' two new su.bscnpticns



. LESSON VI.—FEBRUARY 9.

The Sin of Lying.
Aects v., 1-11. - Study Acts iv.,, 33 v, 11
Read James III.

Goldén Text.

‘Wherefore putting away lying, speak
every man truth with his neighbor.'—Ephe-
sians iv., 25.

Daily Readings.

Monday, Feb. 3.—Acts iv., 32 v., 11,
Tuesday, Feb. 4,—Kings v., 20-27.
Wednesday, Feb. 5.—Jer. ix., 1-11,
Thursday, Feb. 6.—Psa, lii. >
Friday, Feb. 7.——~James iii,, 1-10.
Saturday, Feb. 8.—Prov. xix., 1-9.
Sunday, Feb. 9.—Prov. xii., 13-22

Lesson Text.

(1) But a certain man named Ananias,
with Sapphira his wife, sold a possession, (2)
And kept back part of the price, his wife also
being privy to it, and brought a certain part,
and laid it at the apostles’ feet (3) But Peter
said, Ananias, why hath Satan filled thine
heart to lie to the Holy Ghost, and to keep
back part of the price of the land? (4)
While it remained, was it not thine own?
and after it was sold, was it not in thine own
power? why hast thou conceived this thing
in thine heart? thou hast not lied unto men,
but unto God. (5) And Ananias hearing
these words fell down, and gave up the
ghost: and great fear came on all them that
heard these things. (6) And the young men

arose, wound him up, and carried him out,"

and buried him. (7) And it was about the
space of three hours after, when his wife, not
knowing what was done, came in. (8) And
Peter answered unto her, Tell me whether ye
sold the land for so much? And she said,
Yea, for so much. (9) Then Peter said un-
to her, How is it that ye have agreed toge-
ther to tempt the Spirit of the Lord? behold
the feet of them which have buried thy hus-
band are at the door, and shall carry thee
out, (10) Then fell she down straightway at
hig feet, and yielded up the ghost: and the
young men came in, and found her dead,
and, carrying her forth, buried her by her
husband. (11) And great fear came upon all
the church, and upon as many as heard these
things.

Suggestions.

The early Christian Church was a com-
pany of great believers in the Lord Jesus
Christ. They were so filled with the Holy
Spirit, that their beautiful lives kept attract-
ing others to their Saviour. Persecution
only drew them_ neaper to God and made
their light shine more brightly. It was
some time before werldliness got into the
Chureh, but when it appeared it was in a ter-
rible form and spoke plainly of its origin.
(John viil, 44). Worldliness is a many
sided evil. It begins always in the inmost
recesses of the heart. Long before it appears
outwardly, it begins its secret work in the
heart. The first little turning away of the
heart from God, the first failure to listen to
and obey his loving voice, is the first begin-
ning of worldliness. The soul that lives al-
ways close to God in loving fellowship and
obedience has no temptation to the gross
forms of worldliness. Where there is no
inner worldliness there is no outward world-
liness, for by the heart the life is directed.
The obedient disciple of Christ is too busy
with the interests of the kingdom to have
time to play with the world’s toys. The obe-
dient disciple has too much joy in the fellow-
ship of his Master to want to exchange it for
the frivolous pleasures of the world’s com-

But the basis of Christian fellowship and
of all dealings with God and man must be
sinecerity and truth. God can do nothing with
an insincere man. God can do anything with
a man that is sincere and honest in heart.
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All that God asks of us is to be sincere, if
we are really honest in our desire to please
him constantly, he can trust us anywhere.
When the Lord God called Abraham to be
the father of a chosen people, he said to him,
‘I am the Almighty God: walk before me and
be thou perfect,” and this wonrd ‘perfect’ sim-
ply means upright or sincere. So God calls
each one of us to walk before him and be
sincere or honest with him in our hearts.

It seems a very simple requirement; yet
here thousands of Christians have failed.
They start out with the honest purpose to
serve God, but very soon a temptation ccmes
to them which seems very small and says to
them ‘pretend you think it would be quite
right to do this, pretend you are not disobey-
ing God.” So, after a while they yield to the
temptation and try to deceive themselves in-
to thinking they are doing about right. That
ig an awful mocment in their lives, if they
succeed in deceiving themselves, they suc-
ceed in hardening their heart against God.
They turn aside from commission and fel-
lowship with him because sin has come in
like a black cloud between, and until that
sin is removed there can be no further fel-
lowship. If they will only acknowledge the
sin before God and honestly turn away from
it, God will gladly forgive and blot out the
transgression, and the blood of Jesus Christ,
his Son, cleanseth us from all sin (I. John i,,
5-10).  But until that sin is acknowledged
and honestly repented of, there can be no
peace for the sinful soul. It loses the joy it
once had in the Bible and in prayer. The
Bible is a dull book to thoge who cherish sin
and selfwill in their hearts, and God does not
meet in prayer the soul which will not ac-
knowledge its sin. There is no standing still
in the Christian life, the soul is either march-
ing on to victory with God, or, having turned
aside through the deceitfulness of sin, is
slipping down, down, down, to degradation
and everlasting disgrace (Dan. xii., 2).

For these reasons the first appearance of
insincerity in the church was severely pun-
ished by God. A good man, named Barnabas,
had very nobly and generously sold his es-
tate and brought the proceeds to the aposties
to be used for the good of all the community
of Christians, others also who had land and
possessions sold them and gave the money to
the apostles, but a man, named Ananias, and
his wife, Sapphira, secretly planned to make
themselves great in the eyes of the people at
no great expense to their pockets, but at a
great expense of moral character.

Perhaps when they fint joined the Chris-
tian church, they were as sincere as any one,
but when they saw how Barnabas was
honored for his generosity, perbaps they al-
lowed a little envy to enter their hearts, and
that spirit of evil soon opened the door of
their hearts to other evil spirits. They did
wrong in the first place by harboring the
first suggestion of sin, and no doubt God
spoke directly to their hearts about it over
and over, but they turned a deaf ear to his
entreaties, and proceceded with their plans
to make themselves great in the sight of
men.

They sold a piece of property and, careful-
ly laying aside what they thought they
would like to spend for themselves, Ananias
took the rest of the money and with great
ceremony laid it at the feet of the apostles as
his all. He had chosen a time when a great
many would be present to see his great gen-
erosity, and, no doubt, expected much praise
from them. But no motive or thought can
be hidden from God, and he by the Holy
Spirit spcke through Peter. Ananias had
wanted to deceive men, he had tried to de-
ceive himself, but now God said that he was
trying to deceive the Holy Ghost, the Spirit
of God in the disciples. He had refused to
listen to God’s voice of mercy, he now must
obey God’s voice of wrath. He that being
often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall sud-
denly be destroyed, and t without remedy
(Prov. xxix., 1). Sapphira also shared his
punishment.

Questions. :

What was the sin of Ananias and Sap-
phira?

Why did God have to punish it so severely?

Can God do anything with a man who
chooses to be insincere?

C. E. Topic..

Sun., Feb. 9.—Topic.—The pathway to
peace.~John xiv., 25-31; Isa. xxvi., 3.

Junior C. E. Topic.
PEACE.

Mon., Feb. 3.—Peace with God.—Rom. v.,
1-10.
’ ﬁu%., Feb. 4—Peace with men.—Luke ii.,

Wed., Feb. 5.—Peace with self.—Phil. iv.,
4-9. i

Thu., Feb. 6—Making peace.—Matt v., 1-9.

Fri., Feb. T.—How peace comes.—Rom. xii.,
16-21.

Sat., Feb. 8.—How peace goes.—Isa. xlviii.,
16-22.

Sun., Feb. 9.—Topic.—The pathway to
peace.—John xiv., 25-31; Isa. xxvi., 3.

Heart Beats.

(A plain talk with a plainer lescon, in
‘League Journal.’)

The late Dr. Sir Benjamin Ward Richard-
son on one occasion told a meeting that he
had been able to convey a considerable
amount of convietion to an intelligent scho-~
lar by a simple experiment. The scholar
was singing the praise of the ‘ruby bumper,’
and saying he could not get through the day
without it. Dr. Richardson said to him,
‘Will you be good enough to feel my pulse as
I stand here?” He did so. I said, ‘Count it
carefully; what does it say? ‘Your pulse
says seventy-four.’ I then sat down in a
chair and asked him to count it again. He
did so and said, ‘Your heart has gone down
to seventy.” I then lay down on the lounge
and said, ‘Will you take it again?’ He re-
plied, “Why, it is only sixty-four; what an
extraordinary thing!” I then said, “‘When
you lie down at night that is the way nature
gives your heart rest. You know nothing
about it, but that beating organ is resting to
that extent; if you reckon it up it is a great
deal of rest, because in lying down the heart
is doing ten strokes less a minute. Multiply
that by sixty and it is 6007 multiply it by
eight hours and, within a fraction, it is 5,000
strokes dfferent; and, as the heart is throw-
ing six ounces of blood at every stroke, it
makes a difference of 30,000 ounces of lifting
during the night.

“When I lie down at night without any al-
cohol, that is the rest my heart gets. But
when you take your wine or grog you do not
allow that rest, for the influence of alcohol is
to increase the number of strokes, and, in-
stead of getting this rest, you put on some-
thing like 15,000 extra strokes, and the result
is you rise very unfit for the next day’s work
till you have taken a little more of the “ruby
1I;umper,” which, you say, is the soul of man

clow.’ :
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—_——————

An Interesting Case.

A medical man writes to ‘The Medical
Temperance Review’ under the heading of
‘an interesting case in medical practice’ as
follows:—

‘An ounce of example is worth a pound of
precept. 'Well, some time ago a short, but
broad shouldererd, powerful, athletic, un-
married man of thirty-five came to consult
me.  He was quite sound in all respects, and
of steady habits, but suffering much from
severe indigestion. The only cause for his
bad health I could find was beer., Not that
he drank much; certainly not over two pints
some days, other days none. After seeing
this most intelligent man two or three times,

I gently hinted he would be better without
any beer. He was sceptical, but as the pre-
Pcri-ptions I bhad written him did not cure
him, he consented to try. = He has just left
me. He tells me he has not been so well for
yearss his digestion is now perfect; his
thirst gone, and his strength remarkable. He
takes cocoa sparingly. He perspires little, is
not fatigued, and looks the picture of health,

‘Such a case conveys volumes to my mind.
Of course, it may be objected that the man is
unusually powerful, exceptionally sensitive

to beer, and afflicted with a very feebla

.
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digestion. It may be so, but T doubt the
truth of these objections.

‘So I said to him that, as my little experi-
ment had succeeded so well, he would do
better to go on as he was now doing. ‘“‘Yes,”
he replied, “and I certainly shall not again
touch beer nor take any other alcoholic sti-
mulant.”” I may add that, though he was
only a sparing smoker, I had also advised
him not to smoke.

‘Were this the only case I had lately seen
of the sort it would go for little, but as I
have seen equally good results in perhaps, a
thousand similar cases in the last fifteen
years here, I feel that its value is extreme.

Pat Flanagan’s Trial.

‘Stand up, prisoner, and hear the charge
against you.” Pat stood up. The clerk
read a long account of an assault and bat-
tery committed by the prisoner on Mr. Bung,
the publican, within his own licensed pre-
mises. ‘Now, said the magistrate, ‘Guilty
or not guilty?” ‘I'm not guilty, yer honor, of
half the things in that paper, but I did have
a row yesterday, I believe, for he gave me
the worst drop of whiskey yer honor ever
tasted. ‘But, Pat,’ said the Bailie, ‘vou
know I never taste whiskey myself.’ ‘Don’t
ye, now,’ gsaid Pat ,‘then yer ought to, just to
see how it acts. Yer honor grants licenses
to sell drink, and how do you know what
mischief yer doing if you never take any
yersel? Ye have no fdea how it acts on
honest men. I only took a drop that would
not have armed a baby, but in ten minutes I
was crazy drunk and thought it was Donny-
brook Fair I was in, and that’s all I remem-
ber till I found myself in quod.  You should
try some yerself, yer honor, and just see how
it acts on homest men, and maybe yer would
not g\m;\t licenses to retail spirituous
Jigu

Bunt said the magistrate a little confused
at this way of defence, ‘you are charged with
assaulting the proprietor.” “Well, yer honor, I
only gave him back what was in his own
whiskey. It was rough whiskey, and I sup-
pose he gota rough handling. That is rea-
sonable. Now, if you had not given him the
license he could not have sold me that bad
drink, and if I had not taken this ‘drink I
would never have harmed him, I would not
have been arrested, and if I had not been ar-
rested I would not have been here this morn-
in’, yer honor.’

'I'he magistrate considered, and said, ‘Dis-
missed with an admonition,” but the publlc
said it was the bench that got the admoni-
tion.—‘League Journal.’

One Glass More.

Stay, mortal, stay! nor heedless thus
Thy sure destruction seal; -
‘Within that cup there’s such a curse,
‘Which all that drink, shall feel;
Disease and death, for ever nigh,
Stand ready at the door,
And eager wait to hear the cry
; Of, ‘Give me “one glass more.”?*

Go, view that prison’s gloomy cells,
Their pallid tenants scan;

Gaze, gaze, upon those earthly hells,
And ask when they began.

Had they a tongue—O man, thy cheek
“The tale would crimson o’er;

Hld these a tong'ue they’d to thee npeak
- And answer, ‘one glass more,’

- B@he!d that wretched female form,
- An outcast from her home,
mea.chd in affliction’s blighting storm, ,
And doom'd in want to roam:
Bshold her!—ask that prattler dear,
‘Why mother is so poor,
e He']l whisper in thy startled ear,
’Twas father sn‘dne gldss more.”

= Bhw mortal, stay! repent return,
-+ Reflect upon thy fate;

"rhe pois’nous draught indignant spum,
‘Spurn, spurn it, ere too late.
Q fly thena,le-house, horrid den!
- Nor linger at the door;
Lest thou, perchance, should’st sl-p again
The treaeh'rous ‘one glass more.” :

3 ——Leag-uo Jom'nal.’

Correspondence

Dear Children,

I hope you will all read the very interest-
ing letter from Mrs. Cole, on the second
page of this ‘Messenger.” Do you not think
that a very good suggestion of hers that you
should try and make ydur next letter more
interesting by recounting facts about your
ancestors, when possible?
~I have heard people say how much they
like the Correspondence Column, but how
they were tired of reading: ‘I have three sis-
ters and two brothers. I go to school and
am in the third reader. For pets I have two
dogs, ete., ete.’

Those who have no stories to tell about
their ancestors might tell us what games
they play with their companions, what kind
of work they do about the house, what are
their favorite studies at school and why they
like them; what profession they would like to
adopt when they are grown up; how far they
have travelled from home; what story or
poem they liked in the ‘Messenger’ or “Wit-
ness,” and so on. Just think of the little
children in far-away India, reading your let-
ters and wondering what kind of lives you
lead.

I want to thank you all for the many kind
wishes you sent us for Christmas and the
New Year. Your friend,

THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR.

L. P. would be glad if any reader could tell
her in what number of the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ a piece appeared called ‘The Chest
With the Broken Lock’? Please send your
answer to. ‘L. P.) care of Correspondence
Editor, ‘Northern Messenger,” Montreal.

Pembroke, N. S.
‘Dear Ed-ibor —I have not seen any letters
fron: Pembroke lately, so I will wri 1

wrote one two years ago. .My brother Fred
takes the ‘Messenger,” and T -always look to
see if there are any letters from Pembroke
first. . I have read quite a number of books.
Anong them are: ‘Under the Lilacs,” ‘Agnes
Selby,” ‘“The Flower of the Family, ‘Mel-
bourn  House,” ‘Ounly Ten Cents,’- ‘Black
Beauty,!  ‘Laura and Lucy or the Two
Friends,” and ‘Winter’s Folly,” and ‘Little
Women,” and I am reading ‘Good Wives'
now, and I have read a number of Sunday-
school books beside. My hirthday is on Nov.
21, I was twelve years cld then. * I would
like very much to have somebody ¢f my age
to write to me and I would answer her.
: LETTIE A

Address: Lettie Allen, Pembroke Shore,
Yarmouth, N. S.

Crumlin, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I have never seen any
letters from Crumlin, I thought I would
wrxte one. I have been getting the ‘Memen-
ger’ for a number of years and I like to read
the stories and Correspondence in it. Our
Sunday-school is held in an English Mission
hail and is carried on by Mrs. Eyre and Miss
Clark. I am in Mrs. Eyre’s class and like
her very much. I live at Crumlin, which is
five miles from Loondon. Crumlin consists
of one general store and post office, two
blacksmith’s shops, two hotels and there are
eleven dwelling houses right around. I go
to day school, it is about. one eighth of a
niile from our place. Qur teacher’s name is
Mr. Morton. I am'in the senior fourth book.
I am twelve years old. I have four sisters
and one brother. - NELLIE 8.

Mount Pleasant.
Dear Editor,—1 take the ‘Messenger,’ and
~ like it very much. I have three sisters and
‘one brother, We have twenty-four head of
~cattle and two horses and a colt. 1T have a
pet kitten. I go to school. I am in the
fif>h book. I have a colt, I call her Nell, and
I have a cow and a calf. I call my cow
Spot. I wonder if any little boy’s or girl’s
birthday is on the same day as mine, Sept. 29.
HUGH M. R (Aged 10.)

him for it.
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Adolphhustown, Young’s Point.

Dear Editor,—I wrote to the ‘Messenger”
once Lefore but thought I would write again.
I am sending for the ‘Messenger’ again this
yvear. I have three little pets, a Newfound-
land dog, a cat and a little baby brother. I
think he is the nicest pet of all. His name is
Cariton. In the winter we harness him to
the hand sleigh and he takes uws for a ride. I
read your letter in the ‘Messenger,” and wish
you would write oftener. I encloge a piece
of poetry which I would like you to please
print in the ‘Messenger,” called ‘He Careth.’

MAMIE CECIL. Y,

HE CARETH.

What can it mean? Is it aught to him

That the mg*hnts are long and the days are
dim?

Can He be touched by the griefs I bear

‘Which sadden the heart and whiten the hair?

About His throne are eternal calms 2

And strong glad music and happy psalms,

And bliss unrufiled by any strife—

How can He care for my little life?

And yet I want Him to care for me

‘While I live in this world ‘where the sorrows
be;

When the lights die down from the path I
take

When strength is feeble and friends forsake;

‘When love and musie, that once did bless—

Have left to silence and loneliness,

And my life song changes to silent prayers

Then my heart ories out for a God who cares,

When shadow hangs o’er the whole day long

And my spirit is bowed with shame and
wrong,

When I am not good, and the deeper ghade

Of conscious sin makes my heart afraid;

And the busy world has too much to do

To stay in its course to help me through,

And I long for a Saviour—Can it be—

That the God of the universe cares for me?

Douglas, M.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl, nine years
old, and I did not see any letters from Dou-
glas, so I am going to write. 1 like the
‘Northern Messénger’ very much, especially
the Correspondence and Little Folks‘ page. I
20 to Sunday-school. y teacher’s name is
Mr. Dareo. I go to our every day school. Tt
is closed now for Christmas holidays. I have
for pets a cow and two'cats.” I have five
brothers and one sister. They are all older
than myself. We live thret miles from the

town. MARY K. (Aged 9.)

Scotch Line, Ont.

Dear Editor,—~This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger.” My father is a cheesemaker. I
like the ‘Messenger’ very much, 1. go to
school and we have half a mile to walk. I
have three brothers and one sister. I am in
the third book. I got first prize. It is nice
going to school. I have only one pet, it is a

cai. My birthday is on Dec. 15. I was born
in California. I go to the Presbyterian
Church. I am uine years old. We have

one bird. We had another but some other bird
took its head off and we buried it in our gar-
den. HAZEL 1. W.

Scotch Line, Ont.
Lear Editor,—I am a little girl, eight years
old. I go to scho-ol every day and like it very
much. I am in the second bock and I got
first prize. I,have two brothers and no sis-
ters. My birthday is on May 30. I go to
the Methodist Church, I had a very happy
day on Christmas. Santa Claus brought me
a bracelet and a doll and a little penknife.
My father has been a cheesemaker for twelve
summers and has bought a farm, but cannot
get possession of it for another year. I have
been at-my aunty’s, in Brockville, for threa

wee-ks and missed school all that time.
LAURA R. W.

3 Goldboro. N. S.
Dear Edltor,~As I am interested in your
paper (the ‘Northern Messenger’), and wish
you every success with it, I write this letter
for the children. We take the ‘Messenger’ at
our Sabbath-school and like it very much., I
have a class of nice little girls who help with
the singing and their offerings. Our school
is growing all the time. Both young and old
attend and are interested in the work, and
we hope for good results. Our pastor helps
us very much. Our prayer is God will bless

Mrs. Z, A. 8,
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 HOUSEHOLD.

A Medicine Cabinet.

Every house should have a cabinet or a
small cupboand, where a sxlppiy of simple ve-
medies are kept ready for use. This need not
be an expensive affair, for an empty box, fit-
ted up by the'man of the house, or the
housekeeper herself will answer the purpose
nicely. Get a box that is large enough and
not too deep, and put in two or three shelves,

then paint the outside with eébony enamel, or
stain and varnish it. Finish the front with
silkoline curtains, making the hems at the
top and bottom wide encugh for a brass rod,
leaving a pretty heading. Putup two strong
iron brackets, fasten the box on them, and
you will have an article that is useful and
quite presentable.

Almost every housewife has her favorite
remedies which she wishes to keep on hand.
There should be castor cil, paregoric, lobelia,
mustand, borax, flaxseed, hops, syrup of rhu-
barb, iodine, arnica, a good cough medicine,
liniment, etc. Every box, bottle and package
ghould be examined once in six months, or
oftener, to see that they are properly label-
ed, and that preparations that have lost their
strength, or are worthless from any other
cause, are thrown away. A roll of old flan-
nel should be kept there, and will be found
useful a great many times; soft cotton goods .
are often needed for tying up cut or bruised
fingers; small sacks made of thin cloth are
convenient for making poultices.

Borax is useful for so many things that no
family should ever be without it. A table-
spoonful of borax dissolved in a pint of hot
water is an excellent preparation for bathing
cuts, bruises or inflammations of any part
of the body. It is algo good for rough,-jag-
ged wounds, and many a case of blood poi-
soning or lockjaw might be prevented by
using it liberally. Keep the affected parts
wet with the solution an hour or two. Wash
the stings and bites of insects with borax
water, and it will arrest the swelling. It is
cooling and sedative, and is therefore good
for burns and scalds. Physicians have re-
cognized the antiseptic properties of borax,
and its use in hospitals for that purpose has
become almost universal. Another point in
its favor is that it ds absolutely harmless, A
pinch of borax used as a snuff is beneficial in
cases of catarrh. Use every night for a week
and a marked improvement will be manifest.
It is also good when used in the same way
for a cold in the head.

Arnjca is used for bruises and to relieve
the pain and prevent the swelllng caused by
a sprain, and for neuralgia or rheumatism.
If you do not happen to have the arnica, the
application of cloths wrung from hot vinegar
or water often proves effectual. As fast as
the cloths get cool, they should be replaced
with fresh ones until the pain subsides, then
cover with dry hot flannel to keep from tak-
ing cold.—‘Christian World.’

A Good Sister.

The daughter of a famous French pasteur,
M. Monroe, who is now a mother herself, be-
gan her life by being a good sister. She had
an only brother, and he was a medical stu-
dent. She realized a little of*the temptations
to which a medical student must be exposed,
-and she determined, in a simple, girlish way,
that she would make her own womanhood
the crystal shield to protect her brother from
the snares to which he would ‘be exposed.
She, therefore, made it her business day by
day to enter into all her brother’s pursuits
and to understand his interests. She was al-
lowed a little private room in the house, and
to this she used to ask him to come and talk
over the events of the day. She even over-
came the natural shyness of a girl, and she
would get him to kneel down with her, and
she would pour out her sweet, girlish heart
in prayer that God would keep this beloved
brother unspotted by the world. That broth-
er has grown up, and is now himself a mar-
ried man, and has his family about him, but
he said once to his sister: ‘You little know
all that you were to me when I was a young
man. My temptations were so maddening that
I used sometimes to think that I must yield
to them, and do ag other young men did all
around me, but then' a vision of you would

rise up before me, and I said to myself, ‘No,
if I do this thing I can never go and sit with
her in her own little room; I can never look
into her dear face again.”’ Oh, what: a
beautiful work of a sister in a home.—The
Rev. Dr. R. F. Horton.

———

Do We Grow Old While
Sleeping ?

It is not while we work amngd worry over
the affairs of life that we grow old. It is
while we sleep, according to Flynn, the cele-
brated English physiologist.

Mr. Flynn leads up to this conclusion
through his advocacy of the midnight dinner
plan.

‘No midday luncheon for brain workers,’
said Mr. Flynm. ‘It impairs the mental
powers and interrupts the train of thought.’

Then Mr. Flynn ptoceeds to advocate a be-
fore-going-to-bed meal. = ‘It is necessary to
repair the waste that gees on at night,’ he
said. ‘The waste of a long night of fast is
beyond calculation. The stomach should be
well filled with nourishing food to counter-
act the loss. This is especially true of
aenemic persons.’

Mr. Flynn points out the fact that most
persons lopk pale and fagged when they rise
in the morning. ‘I have heard dozens of
friends say they look five yeans older on
rising than retiring, and it is true.
would not grow old while you sleep, be surée
you are well nourished before retiring. The
body ages faster from hunger than from
time.—New York ‘Journal.

B

Selected Recipes.

Giblet Balls.—Boil, chop and season the
giblets, neck, etc,, as for sauce, moisten with
brown sauce and form into small balls, dip in
melbed butter, brown in the oven and gar-
nish turkey with these, slices of lemon and
parsley.

Timbales of Fish, — Mince and  wash
sinooth one cupful of cold boiled white fish;
make a white sauce of one heaping table-
spoonful of butter, one rcunding tablespoon-
fui of flour, one half teaspoonful salt, dash of
cayenne, six drops of onion juice and one
cupful of milk; add the fish and stir con-
stantly until it boils and is smooth; remove
from fire, add one teaspoonful of lemon juice
and the slightly beaten yolks of three eggs
and beat until cool; fold in the stiffly beaten
whites of three eggs, fill buttered timbale
molds two-thirds full of the mixture, set
in a pan of boiling water, cover 'with oiled
paper and bake fifteen minutes. Turn out
and serve at once.

¢ Messenger’ Mail Bag

; Hespeler, Jan. 21, 1502.
Gentlemen,—I hereby acknowledge receiv-
ing the Fountain Pen, sent to my address. I
promise to do what I can to spread the
‘“Weekly Witness.” It is, without doubt, one
of the best family papers in the country. All
our family read it. T am yours truly,
R. G. SCOTT.

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Messen-
ger.” This will oblige the publishers of this
paper as well as tpe advertiser.

NORTHERN MESSENGER
(Agmlvo Page Hlustrated Weekly),

gn. yearly subseription, 30e,
hree or more copies, separatel resg-
ed, 25¢. each. : o ey
Ten or more to an individual address, 20c.
each.
Ten or more separately addressed, 25c. per
copy.

When addressed to Montreal City, Great Britain and Postal
Union eountries, 520 postage must bs added for eash oopy:
United Btates and Canada free of postage. Special arrange-
ments will be made for delivering packeses of 10 or more in
Montreal. Bubscribers residing in the United States ean remit
by Post Office Money Order on Rouse's Point, N.Y. or Expres:
Money Order payable in Montreal. :

. Sample package supplied free on applica~
on. -~
: JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Publishers, Montreal.
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Insured

The fire insurance agent insures against
loss by fire. The life insurance agent in-
sures ‘against loss by death,” or at least
offers some equivalent to the heirs of the
insured.

The kind of insurance your attention is
especially ealled to is how to insure good
tceth, strong nerves, strong brain, strong
muscles. A man can be no better than is
made possible by the material of which he
is built—that is, by a law divinely ordered,
and by nature executed, the entire being of
man invariably reflects the character of
thv food which builds the body.

You may insure yourself with absolute
certainty against poor health. You may
insure your children against growing up
with poor teeth, with weak nerves, etc., by
eating

Shredded Whole ;
Wheat Biscuits

FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS
7014104 10141014101 $ 10141014101 4101410:9 1014 2p
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THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS’S

"GRATEFUL —~ COMFORTING

COCOA

BREAKFAST —~ SUPPER.

Do you
Hook
Mats ?

I maxe pat-
terus for
Hooked

Xou}- name and addresson a postal card for
lesign sheet of patterns. Made in eight
sizes, If you cannot get them from your
dealer shall be pleased to send them by B
mail. The two patterns shown are 1}{ yard &
size and are 28 in. wide. Price by mail 25¢. §8
each. I pay postage. Order by number.

JOHK E. GARRETT, Box 251, MNew Blesgow, K. S.

SECRE I i

-

d4¥0s

2 BABY'S OWN

e —

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every week at the ‘Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig
end 8t Peter streets, in the city of Moptresl, by Johm
Redpath Dongall and Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
Montreal. ke P

AD business commumications should be addresied *Johm
Dougall & Bon, sod sll letiers to the editor showd be
~4dregesd Editor of the Worthern Messengar.'
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77 Earn  This
Sa\Walch %

gé '\" - ‘oﬁod 1d 1 tops
i\ Collar Buttons with rol gold lever
and uicely finished ivory backs. They are
something eve: needs sud therefore
very easy to sell. s Watch is nm&s
.Gle. hour, minné‘:;;r:c::(;:;nnd:'m Teturn ¢4.80, and we will sead you this spleudid Gun. THE
/| fitted with s reliable and durable move- >
¥/ ment that with care will last 10 yearz.
H Write for Buttons. Sell them, return the
money, and receive this splendid Wateh,
paid. Be suro o write g today.
;HE GOLDALDID €0,. BOX
402, TORONT®, ONTARIO.

For selling, at 16¢. each, only 4 doz. gold-topped,

FBEE ivory-backed, lever Collar Buttons. Easy to
sell. Everybody needs them. This Gun

ia finely made, with best quality stesl Darre), taper choke-bored, reli.
able lock, highly fiuished hardwood stock with steel shoulder-plate
and trigger guard, sid metal tipped ramrod. It is necurately sight~d
and gaaranteed o spiendid shooter. Dealers a<k $6.00
for this Gun. You méﬂ one absolutely free. Send for Buttons to-dar. Sell them,
OLDALOED €., BOX 400 TORONTO.

FREE Lattnins
- Express. —
A ) ¢ : o, Runs by clockwork. Coosists of an
& &, A (& )o® up-to-date locomotive, a tender,

fiat car, box car, passenger coach

and Pullman sleeper, made entirely of metal, beautiful'y eolorrd. Given for seliing only '§ dozen Iarge beauti-
ful packages of delicious Heliotrope. Violet and Rose Perfume at 10c cach., Write for Perfumne, scll it, return the
money, and receive this complete train postpaid. The Rose Perfume Co. Box €12, Torento.

SRIBBON REMHANT BARCAINS <7.cvoro

These Ribbons are all from one to three yards in length, many of them of the
very finest quality, in & variety of faghionable colors and different widths,
#uitable for Bonnet Strings, Neckwear, trimming for ats and Dresses, Bows,
Scarfs, eic., ete. You cannot buy sach fine Ribbons us these at any store with-
out paying many times what we ask. Onr etock of Ribbons from which we
make up these packages, consist of Orown Edge, Gros-Grain Moire, Picot
Edge, Satin Edge, Silk Brocades, Striped Ottoman, and varioas other plain
and fancy styles. A'II co!lo]r;s. Nt')mx:lﬂmnbant less ‘vi.hautone ‘ynr&lo?;éc AI[I) first-
class, useful goods, Carefully pacl in boxes and sent, postpaid, a .a box,or

P?WERHII_ MACKIFEER 8boxen for e, TEHE IAATL ORDER SUPPLI COn Box 401 Foremtor

i

CAKARY WARBLER

/ Sometimes called tho bird or
water whistle, because, when
filled with water and blown

into, it exactly imitates the song

of a canary. ade of metal through-
out, beautifully ¢olored, a most

- amusing novelty., Price, €., post-

‘The Noreliy Co., Box ¢gj, Toronio,

Polished nickel framo, saperior —_— — ——

— Face to Face with the Man in the Moon,—Speéigi
60 Day Oifer to introduce this large powerfu
Achromatic Telescope S o

and asource of
instruction and entertainmant for
L _Priceonlyt

= al 3 "4y
NOVELTY CO., BOX 401 TOHONTO, O

(4 A winderful fnvention 3
Kl Amo“on'u rups a long distan e un-
f Dt X T T TN o AR .M. My )i.‘ the
large electric carriazes in use in

the big ciies. of mctal,

gnlly inted, and orna.

insects, flowers, ete.,

N

o s Beay Naym y e gl : ot S € 1 Voo ey ] -
ges’ f: n Furope, me ) when ¢ and nearly & ft. when open, is fitted wish el
)emu: scientifically gronnd and adjusted, has brass bound tubes, and i3 vided at both ends wmpalm caps to mn&'}"iﬂ;‘if

braut! It brings to view objects miles nway with astonishing clearness &800) Of this size have fi 1
T 11'33?’&’“&3‘.?1"}76&%'&7 &oouy ucuio. Qar !sccln‘l 60 X ln!ruduelol;iv I'r!ce. o'n!yl.”;.c. Prstpaid. ﬁ'mﬂ s'(vuv‘:.t&:hm
SR 0t miss 18, order to-day. WME MASL ORDER PPLY CO., BOX go1 TORONTO, 0&'!]!{!0.

— lt‘u-,orinx v. A gret
== novelty, Get on=, Price, on §3e,
postpaid. NOVELTY €O., BOX 461 TORONTO.

e "% T . 28
<aflys, ELECTRIC BUTTON
‘ o ., Exact tmltation of Rlectric Push Bell,
made of h)l:hl\y'ﬁolhhad aple with buk-
ton of m‘d“m n:l;.. lfuiwm over vest
s Docket, an Yes the curious sirunger
deocidad shnek when he touches tha wn'-'
~ ooated meodle, Greatest fun-maker out,
Mailed, i0c. or 8for &ic 'tasnd stayaps,
Jaohmaton & Co., Box 401, Toronie

sl
colored fiower set
ant ﬂuhin%ll‘m&-

b movabis head, arms and 1 (e

fot high, with rosy checky, i

ips, blue eyes and curli

bair, fa.-l;;onsb‘l,yo dmﬂ;}e‘«
% #nd sating, aati y

trimmed wi aces, ot ows : Bsaoch o!-!xp&eo" The

P;éhnh“':"%l 't::" |ﬂ,::?" dng 51 "‘oéf"m'"bngwh M""e;-!;'ﬁ

2 VGJZ_M 4 " Write, for pins,

: e{y SO
. % This

the famous Columbis Phonograph Co. o!m!?g:
?ork and Paris. With it we send %ve "le%ﬂon-

“

wonderful instrument

Sell
money, and we d thi !
over Collar '3“"; ono and Outfit, with oom.:letn ln‘trn. 'pe:ﬂm:.dm
F e s, sell thom terprise Co., Box 410, Toronto, Gnt.
and receive this Jovely D1, postiid,
Galdalcid Co., Box 7 402, Torente:

Picot Bdg , Satin
rocades, Stri

BOY'8 PRINTER

A complete printing office, thres al.
abets of rubber types, bottle of best
nd-lible juk, type lolder, self-inking
pad. aod 1ype tweese s. You ocun
print 590 carus, euvelopes, of tags in
B an Pour and make mouey. i'mice,
g ¥ith 1 structions, I~ . posipatd.
The Noveity Co., Box 40!, 'Toremwo. -

o, VAP 2B TR Ottoman, and varions otm
¥ E. U R ¢ b1 ¥l-.in and fancy styles, suitablo
) e — X < or Neckwear, trimming for
Rm Ly ser, Bows, Bcarfs,
P ete,, eto, iven for selling
! g{nly 1 doz, lqnfe beautital pPackages of delicious
P eliotrope, Violet and Rose Porfume at 10c, each.,
Its fragrance lasts years. Nothing ealls
T —— i ke it. Write for Perfume, 8ell it, return the
Earn th's handsome Fur Ruff, 29 inches Jong, %\onay and we will send youa larga box of beautiful

ieado of selected +kins, a perfect tmitation of ibhons, all colora and widths, postpaid,
tho fineat sable. witk reul pretty head and ROSE PERFUME CO., BOX, 106 TORONTO
for \iilng at 1Be. eich, ouly 16 fashimabi

Gold-fiished Hat Pins with bes Gt -
E.‘&‘i'i‘ i set with Jarge hnndanm‘; o

ora’'ds, Turqois=, ete. Our agents
are delighted with them, Eh fxx
kot Write f. e '

ARISEIEG COIN
Scores

Startte terious.
oF 1¥icks AR be Gons Wik 1L

you meet and when ho makes
:!ql?r for lt‘ %:h eo,-)n‘ will ){nT
an vanis nmuch 1o .
nw'{rw You can also show a coin in u.r hand and
then in the air, when imn dlu‘pxlearl ke w flash, 1o =
can: see it go. You can tien
take the coln from a bystander's {coat pogket. or from any
by the audience. A most wonderful trick,
You ean amuse and mystily your friends by 1he hour. - Pri e,
ud; . ‘The Novelty Co., Box 401, Torouto.

JOKER'S (3 AMERA

Nicely finiahed in fine imitation
morocon ) er. Takes a pie-
ture 2 x2 inches. You m{ho
button and the camera does the
rest.  Bushels of fun. . Every-
¥ body you meet wiil want their
cvure taken. Get them to pose
or you in some nice position
| and tell them to 1ok “pleasant”
or at tha ** birdies,” and to their

mi y a ou press the button the o
medistel ﬁatr’x mxn the butt heir pi

P “AP 0 much about. Ag yon release hi wiil appear, nicely mow. finished. You can make ag
+1l over his fat face as ‘hwzh"l;ge:h'glel:: many as they my but ons is all they will wish, and that will
.'hl MIM wero full of rice,then when you stand him make them alinost d e hufgh?nz. l»v»rythl-nf works perfectly,
g on the floor be begins to sing a real Chinese You can have no end of fun with the Joker Camern. Gef
~ i The tiest toy out, bean- chant but as his wind gels short he beging one and put the whole neighborhood fnto convulsions of
5 des end fin- to er, then with a weird shriek over laughter. Prics, only 28e., or 2 for 33e., 1.:,«»' i
in gold and he anud falls with a finai, long drawn T NOVELTY C0., BOX 401, TORON
By turning a han- nched-un, agonized tace. is i
n made the greatest comiic wonder of the 20th cet 3
Get  one and use yoorssll end your
Siriends  Prics, on'y 15e, B
4 it. A V" NOVELTY CO., BOX g0i,
. . Price, .
ouly 1 postpaid,
0., Box %01, TORONYO; g

CLARIONET
18 i?obes &a. nicely turned
given !orl%lnl o'nlvyﬂghl lst:om ¢l uf
PokE el Deay i
and Ros %«% at 1o, ﬁm‘?"i'u:;ﬁ only 15c., every lody will
ok b e S ’ i il S
o uxffﬁissmadéf’mw:ﬁmhwﬁ AT

and we wi
lection of
gl«:}nm? cmln‘lam collect n.__']?opn :

: . fully _colo
e : splendid imitation
Snn ou

cils. Sel

. 8 Blg;hem’.‘r‘e! rn §1.00
PALEY §

15¢. Fountain Pen

Pen, Penholder and Inkstand <11in one. Nicely finished bl‘ek
Jamuned holder wid cup, Nevada gold nib, aud improved
vu‘e-.nlud rTuober non-corros ve fe~d. Wriles 5,000 words
w thone filline.  Can be carried in the pocket safely, and will
not leak. Isalways with you, always ready, and writes con-
5 tinuously for hours when b % you want the Vgr.«
1octs. bar:ain you ever gaw, send for one &t once. Agerits sell them
SVHASTUX & CO, fast at 25¢ each. Oue pricé only 15¢ each or $1.50 doz., post-
Toronto, .- paid. The Novelty Co., Box 401, Toronto, Cut.
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by selling at 15e¢, each %
only I8 fashionable Silver £33
and Gold Hat Pins, with bean-
tifully engraved tops set with R
Yarge handsome rubles, ame-
thysis, emeralds,’ ete. ey are
semething entirely new, Every
lady wlil buy ome. Write for Hat Pins,
Sell them, return the money, and we
2N, 1, this handsome polished
with ornamented edge, hour,
nin second hands, A, gennine
Anerican movement. It s acenrate and
reljable, and with care will last 10 years,
dewelry €o., Box 403, Torontos

i By special arrangement with large manufacturers we
have been able to purchase an enarmous quantity of
bezutiful 8ilk Remnants and propose giving & reat{mr-
gain in silk to the lady readers of this paper who are in-
{ terestedin makingfaney pincushions,scarfs,sofa pillows
and many other b(‘autifu?and ornamental articles. Each
1 piecois adifferent design, carefully trimmed, of g size,
and will surprise and astonish all who receive them.
Hundreds have taken the trouble to write us theirthanks,
4 adding thatthey received five times the actual quantity
4 expected, measured insquare inches. Beatsany package
over offered. We positively guarantee absolute satisfac-
9 tion. One Inrcf}ﬁacka::e postpaid, 16¢. silver. Two for 25¢.
HMAIL ORDER SUPFLY CO,, Box 4v1 Toronto,

ey

laeo GOMIa FAcEs !5,‘ The greatest fun producer of the day
Gs Our new and wond rful transformation

s, stamps enable you to make a thousand funny and grotesque facs, all as different as those
g bere shown. With this combination of 12 rubber stamps you ean instantiy produce any
P4 luce imagipable with down-turned moufli. upturned nose, and a side-long glance, or with a
broad laughing mouth, sad eyes and drooplug noke.  ‘The prudish maiden can be made $o
weara broad shille or ghastly grin and so on with hundreds of other startling ¢ mbinations,

{ With movable head

arms and_legs, nearly 3
feet  high, with rosy
cheeks, red lips, blue
eyes and curly golder
bair, fashionably dress
od in silks and satins,!
beautifully trimmed with laces,
velvets, ete. She has also shwwrﬂ,
stockings and underwear. Given
for salling at 10¢. each only 2 doz.
Jowel Top Lead Poncils, Tull
length, finest gquality, l)umlti’flﬂ){
3 2 cnlurmi, the tops set with spiendid
fmitation Diamonds, Emeralds, Rubies, cte. Just
out. They go like re. Write for peneils,
Bell them, return §2.40 and receive this lovely doll,
postpaid. Riome Speciaity Cu., Box" (g, Toronto,

HAGIC ENVELOP

his wonderfu
enveiopo you can make
any ecard, coin or ple-
ture change into any-
thing else you wish, or
. * cause them to vanish
eltogether if desired. The cleverest sleight of hand
trick ever seen, People have paid ns much as $50.00
for the secrct. Price, only i0e., postpaid. JTHE
NOVELTY CO., BOX 401, TORONTO.

SALT AMD PEP-
i | RE PER SHAKERS
% Holid Silver Nickel, beautifulsatin 2
8 tinish, elegantiy engraved, gnaran-~
toed for ag years, given for selling
only 1 doz.large beautiful packages
3 of delicious H eliotm&.v olet and
7 0 Part‘umal at I toerMh' 3
; nris B8NS,
om‘;:.m likeit, W¥uo for
Kr!ume. sell it, roturn the money, and we will ‘E"“d
n

is magnificient pair of casters,
OSE FERFUME GO., B

o

s tpaid,
116, TORON

Earn this handsome Fur Ruff, 29 inchos
long, made of selected skins, a perfect
imitation of the finest sable, with roal
pretty head and tail, by selling at 10¢.
each ouly 2 doz. Collar Button
rolled Gold lever tops and n

ivory backs, l‘i':‘
overybody

vor:,,o to sell. Write for But-
tons, “sell m, roturn the money and
rocolve this warm, stylish élzunﬂ,

gald < Oy
OX 404, TORONTO, CNTARIO,

With real feathers, yel-
low legs and flery red
combs. They Aght in &
perfectly -life-like man.
ner, the socret «f their
movements being known
only to the operator, who
can causo them to fight
as often and ss long as
he likes. Don't misa the

A fun. Price, per pair, 15e.
NOVELYY €O,, BOX 41 TORONTO.

Powerful

points true
With its aid any-
one can find his way through tho
densest forest, on the vastost prairie,
or far at sea. The Whistls is deafen-
distanon, _ Usetol pnd soienle e, i maense
; seful and valuable. Price, on .
Dostpaid: Tho Novelty Cow Box €00 Tonomes:

OUR BOV’S TELEPHONE. ‘iiyss:

sensitive

iwo t tulking and hearing tube or cup,

DI Rt A ot T ™ Witk tia Inatrumment
wln dlﬂernt parts of the .

0 anothe he.r

and softest whiupe:i.e‘.gend for one and be up-o-date xnd

shead of all your nelgiibors. only iBe. postpaid.

THE NOVELTY (0., BOX 401 TORONTO,

REES

utifal
solid :Uvet‘ I:liokc&
case, stem wind an
set, faney decorated dial, gold:
hands and reliable imported
movement, given for lemnf
onli 3 dozen large boautifu
ackages of delicious Helio-
Perfume
at each

1asts for years. N ¢ seolls like it. Writo for
Perfame. 11 it, return the money,and we will send

i t 4 te Watch, postpaid. The
ROsE PERTUME GO, Box 407, Toronte

rope, Violet and
It

\l

/FREE

snd Rose Perfume at 10c. each,
or: yoRrs, |
lighted with it.

W

Write for Perlfume,
., and 2
large collection of popular pieces, postpaid.

8-KEY CORNET
olear sweet tone, glven for selling only 11§ doz.
/# large beantiful packages of delicions Heliotrope, Violet B

Our Agents are de-

its fragrance lasts PES=T5
Nothing seils 1ike it. ‘
Sell it, return the money\eg

wo will send your Cornet with complete instructor and a

‘The Rose Perfume Co. Box 411 ‘Toronto. \

all so funny that you will laugh till your sidesnche. The twelve stamps nremoun'mi
sovarately and come in a Compartment box with a co ered snlrinkhﬁ’lln.l for onllJ
15¢, postpaid. THE NOVELTY CO., BOX 40, TORO T,

O, ON

Finelyshaped and beautifully made
of polished nickel, with powerful 8

T

L

BARGAINS IN LACE REMNANTS.
§ Heroe in a chance to got valuable, rich and elegant Lace for almost nothing.
Having bought a big lot of
able to offer some most astonishing bargains,
packages, including some of the finest White Laoes, L
exquisito patterns, Spanish and Lan,
Laces, Guipure, Valenciennes, Orienta
ery Trimmings, ete., ete. Just the thing for trimming undorm-nr. dre:
orons, pillow-shams, tidies, ete. We send theso Laces in various lengths
rom two yards up to four and five yards. Do not fail to take advantage of this
M arand chance to secure bi i ] i
3 packages for %c., postpaid. Mail Order Supply Co., Box 401 Toronto, Ont.

laces at about a sixth of their real value, we are
Wo Put up large assorted
nen Yorchon Lacesin
uedoc Cream Laces, Black Chantill
and American Laces, Swiss Embroid-

bargains in fine Laces, Price per package, Lor

1 " ond brown, the engine and tend
boroughly up-to-date express train, Price, only #5¢., postpaid., % sy

EMPIRE STATE EXPR
A perfect railway train with en
), MAN PASECNZETr CArs,

ESS,
ine, tender and threoﬁ’nll-
es are painted blue, green
lack, making a
oveity Co,, Box 4] 'l‘omn’n

he coac!

The

*DYING

irect from Paris.
ost wonder out.

ng is 0 funny that you nearly
burst your sides laughing.
Made of a thin rubber sub.
stance, can be carried in the pocket, Every time
you blow him up his performance fs as funn
as a box of monkeys. Price, only lﬂo.&oﬂ.pn

THE NOVELTY 0., BOX 0 ‘TORONTO.

Wood,  haud:
romely decorated with Now.
ers and leaves, butterdlies
and seroll work, all

in beautiful colors,
with satin pincugs
hion, Lodkin, needo
caso embroidery soig- (s
sors and splendid
mirror, iven for &
selling only 13 dozen
large beautiful pack-
ages  of (ol cious

; DANCE
e GiohLAND, PLNG

Real Scotch ipes cost a lot of
money, but here i« an instroment for
a few cents that produces a langhable
fmitation of tho famous Scotch rusic.
gy It 1 hig d d, six
.

157 ¢ & wooden monthpioes.

) one ornku)m instruments in
POsSession you can creal
sensation. It i3 one of
- & catest fun-makers out. Sent
> y mail, postpaid,

Zilver, or 2 for 2.

A JOHNSTON &
2/ BOX 401,

Cco.,
TORONTO,

. Violet
and Rose Perfume at 10c each. ¥t fragrance lasts
for years, Nothing 80.is ke 1f, Writo for Perfume,
sell 1%, return the money, and rocetve this beautiful Work Box.
ROSE PURFUME CO., Box 19, TORONTO,

ARy ear-plirdng v
DEVILENE - }Fths. an plorcing nes:
el A s e g ML S
2o, Johnston & GOy BOX go1 Torsnte, dan.

Wo, ilo‘rrul
¥
Machin
Y elos
work. The man
seatod in thocar the
machinery, causing a palr of
revolve at a fie
the 0
the alr. One wind-
ing will keep the Airship flying
until {oon it 13 never n{
iven for sel
fmg only 15 large beautiful
ages of deliclous Helio-
Violet and
at 10c each. Nts

. retumn the d
and receive this Wonderful Flying

POLICE  WHISTLE.

Double-toned ; capable of pro-
Jducing the most discordant,
odpenotraﬁnu and brain-rack-
ned. Itisbecause itstonescarry
eswhm.lo that it is such a favor-
ust the thing for hunters and
out of order, Price,10¢. ﬁm.
ELTY C€0., BOX 401, TO) %

ing nolses ever imagl
{:erthic:r than unl ot
co.
%yol‘:m. Oun‘t’l%t
HE NOV

FURETO. moX $i7, Foronte

3 Beautital
Opats  that

giisten with all the gor-
us colors of the Rain
f::o , sot in a beautifully

engrav R ng given
forld!braé‘:xlx‘l 10 tiful Bon-

at"c."E

MeBinty Watch and Chaln

Amlhn&bbn ity.. The latost thi
out, Looks | o.lnmayu? vod.ulv?r

WWM with a buuti!ﬁ’l‘,chaln and

. bu wm Lo:lu pmg l}'r‘lﬁ ‘:’ case
68 Open, 5@ Of
MeGl -0 his Irigh
P Ebu chacs roRtS of IaCgALAE. Dont bo

CANECS roars
ene. Frice, 10e, postpaid. The Novelly C

SPANISH ROPE DANCER S

Placed at the top of a rope, she descends
means ofa coiled wire ingen
in sucli & manner as !0 cause her 10 dance

nches hi
Rflex allowing the ‘P‘“
T 8|
taeon‘toa:x;.gdnol to

DANCING  SKELETON

po peers
then slowly gots npon its fest and seemi ear
o ”’l tondlno:.. As :II:Q whmﬁ:g becor
i oy “:'d:‘rl. 'ﬁlmnund Bé:l‘pl:
ours
ifles everyone. Price, with directi

ns,
NOVELTY 0., BOX & TORONTO,

25 around and around with thnsmeou
Plosslonal hallet dancer. She is beaut
At e
2 18 grace! e beauty on!

The Novelty Co., Box 401,

oY caAPHOPHON

at 100 earh. Ets

u";‘g“‘:{‘ "ne"y'.{.l';{ﬁrmnd thi G?pho ons;
i the mo g s Gra ;
“’l‘kQWPeH’nmoco..Box “._-,'&-.




