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‘For a bit of Sunday reading

commend mc tothe “Northern Messenger.”—W. 8. Jamieson,Dalton, Ont.

The Highland Farmer.

- At the foot of the Pentland Hills, in the
time of which I am writing, there would have
been found an old farm house. It had be-
longed to the Murray family for more than
@ hundred years. The eldest son for several
generations had occupied the house and farm-
ed the land belonging to the estate. And
mone  ‘were more respected in the locality
than the Murray’s.

The homestead ‘was of the plmneet kmd

the last three years she had borne the cares
and responsibilities of the farm, keeping
everything in as perfect order as when her
mother was living. Every Sunday father
and daughter walked to the kirk together,
and took the same path back by the north-
ern side of the burn, which lengthened the
home walk some fifteen minutes.

The last two Sundays they extended the
walk farther than usual in order to pay a
visit to the cottage of Sandy Cargill. Sandy

SHE READ TO HER FATHER SOME OF THE MARKED LINES.

ugh stone, and roofed with thatch,
ees shaded it in summer days and
in winter, (‘A bonny burn whim-
: 2 its pe’bbly bed, and made music for
~all who paaeed It Waa a. ﬁypxeal Mghlaml
e hrm.

IJQM Mnrmy, ﬁhya,jptesent owupier, waa
: 1 only daughter, Manmy
: m» an elder in the Church, highly
esteemed, a cordial supporter of the minister,
the Réw ch MeNeil, and a stmt obnerver

ry as Qevdte& to het ta.thet, and fm-_.

had been laid by with a badly-sprained ankle

for more than ten days. This mishap kept

him confined to the cottage, and prevented
his looking after the sheep away upon the

~hills.

Scarcely a da.y pass«i without some kind

- message, or some thoughtful gift finding its
~way from the tm'm to the cottage for the in-

valid’s benefit. Unex;pected vigits were paid
by Marjory herself, when Janet Cargill, in
her brusque, busy way, kept Marjory well
informed of the progress her ‘guid man’ was

: mking.

Sandy’s two bairne were aged only two and
five years, so that they were quite unable
to take their father’s place in the work of
the farm. The accident to Sandy, therefore,
laid upon Donald Murray himself duties that
mostly fell to the lot of Sandy. :

The eheep on the hills had to be looked
after. And in the bright July days Marjory
persuaded her father to promise that, when-
ever he went to see that all was well with
them, she was to go with him.

Thus it eame abowt that Donald and his
daughter—Rover, the young collie, leaping and
barking about them in unbounded delight—"
climbed the hills together.

To Marjory it was a glorious opportunity.
For some years she had not seen 80 much of
the wild beauties of her native hills as she
now enjoyed with her father. It was like a
summer holiday as they made their way from
point to point, till, seated side by side upon
some rocky height, the jagged hills and slop-
ing pastures lay before and around them.
A word to Rover was enough to send him
to glen and scar to bring up the wandering
flock. :

Once it happened that Marjory found a
copy of Sir Walter Scott’s poems among the
boulders where they were resting.  Some
tourist had brought it with him to wead in
the bracing air of the author’s own country,
and putting it aside had forgotten to take it
away with him.

To read her father some of the marked

lines from ‘Marmion’ and the ‘Lady ‘of the
Lake’ took only a few minutes.

Then, as the sun sank to rest behind the

western vhelghts of the familiar hills, ﬂoodmg ‘

the heavens with a rich golden glow, the
words of the great Hebrew poet came to
Donald Murray’s lips:

“The heavens declare the glory of God:
And the firmament sheweth His handiwork.
Day unto day uttereth epeech, ;
And night unto night sheweth knowledge.”

*Let the words of my mouth and the medita-
tions of my heart

Be acceptable in Thy eight,

O Lord, my strength, and my Redeemer.”

When they reached the house again, what
was their surprise to learn that Sandy had
managed by the aid of his wife and a etout
stick to walk as far as the farm. He had
waited nearly an hour for his master’s re-
turn, and had been gone only five minutes
when Donald Murray and Marjory entered,

They, too, were disappointed at not wit-
nessing Sandy’s bold efforts at walking. At
the end of six weeks from the time of the ac-
cident, Sandy put away his stick, and began
to take up the work where he had left it on
the day of his mishap.—* Friendly Gredtings.’

The Value of Rebuffs.

¥ is painful to be knocked down, but it
may be a great blessing. ‘The brakeman,
walking along in the dark on the top of his

train of box-cars, may not like the warning ;

slap in the face he receives from the cords
arranged over the track for that purpose;
but he knows he must either throw himself
down or be swept to death in passing under

‘
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2 THE MESSENGER.

the bridge or through the tunnel. In a good-
sized town a young man was just beginning
to prosper in business on a side street, when
a fire completely destroyed his premises.
This was a disaster; and in looking about for
a suitable property, he found that the only
building he could get was one much larger
and costing more than he felt that his busi-
ness would justify. In great fear and with
sad heart he took possession. To-day he has
the leading business in his town,—made pos-
sible bv his enforced move. It is man’s plan,
to try to escape from sorrow; God’s plan,
to save through sorrow.—S. 8. Times’

Prayer.

The weary ones had rest, the sad had joy
That day; I wondered ‘how!’
A ploughman, singing at his work, had pray-
ed

‘Lord, help them now!’

Away in foreign lands they wondered ‘how,’
Their single word had power!
At home the Christians, two or three, had
met .
To pray an hour.

Yes, we are always
‘how,’
Because we do not see
fomeone, unknown perhaps, and far away,
On bended knee!—Selected.

Religious News.

wondering, wondering

: ‘At Deir Mimas in Sidon fie'd, opposite one

of the famous crusader castles of Syria, the
capacity of the village church was taxed to
the utmest, last Janunary. Rev. Geo. C.
Doolittle, of the American Prestyterian Mis-
sion, conducted a week of evening gervices
and, night after night, benches were pushed
farther back, mats brought in, chairs placed
in the aisle, rear doors opened, till four hun-
dred people were listening to plain talk about
true and false Christianity, daily duties and
remisenese in the same, . After each service,
a company of men and boys—Protestants,
Greeks, Catholics—gathered ~about the mis-
gionary, who late into the night pressed home
the personal application on Sunday obser-
vance, family prayers, honesty in dealing,
Bible study, Christian forbearance.— Wom-
an’s Work/

The Norwegian missionary Braadvedt in
Zululand once asked his native teacher,
‘What is faith and what is unbelief?” e
recsived the following excellent answer, “To
have faith means to take hold of Christ and
His Word, to lack faith means to let go
Christ and His, Word.” To this the Christian
Zulu added the following explanation: ‘In
Zululand strong men are stationed at the
rivers to carry the people over when the
waters are high. Before these men go
through the river, they tell those whom they
carry to take a firm hold Those who have

W

|PORTANT NOTIGE

By recent arrangements, postage on indi-
vidually addressed copies of the ‘Northern
Messenger’ to the United States and its de-

ndencies costs us considerably less than

ast year, so that instead of requir-
ing 50 cents extra postage, we now ask
only TEN CENTS on each copy. Clubs

of ten or over to ome address., enjoying the
cut rate of 20 cents a copy, cost us the same
as last year, and so reguire 15 cents extra
per copy. for the year's postage.

The tates for the United States will, there-
fore, be as follows:—

NORTHERN MESSENGER
Rates to United States

(Postage included)
Per Annum

gingle copics - = 50c.
Three or more copies S
separately addressed  40c. each
Ten or more copies fo
one address = = 3Bc, ench

N.B—As some of our old subseribers in
the United States were obliged to drap the
‘Messenger’ owing to the  highl postage. we
will he very glad if cur readers will mention
the above reduced rates as far as possible to
their friends who may be interested.

J
A

confidence in the carrier and obey him, safe-
ly reach the other side; but they who lose
confidence and let go their hold, perish in
the water. That is faith and unbelief. Who-
soever believes in Christ, elings to Him under
all circumstances, relies mpon His guidance,
and obeys Him. Thus he gets safely through
this life and reaches the beautiful land on
the other side of the river of death. Who-
soever lacks faith, perishes in his wander-
ings, because he has no guide.

The whole Christian world of 150,000,000
contribute only some $17,000,000 for missions,
while in the State of New York, with ‘ess
than 8,000,000 population, about the same
amount is expended every year in license for
thé privilege of selling liquor,; not for the
liguor itself. Taking in Germany it is stated
that the average contribution io missions is
only five and a quarter cents per capita,
while the money expended per head for beer
alone is weven dollars and twelve dollars for
wine, whisky and beer together. The total
incomes of British missionary societies is
nearly $9,000,000 while the people of Great
Jritain lay aside in savings nearly $5,000,000
a day. Thus more is accumulated in two
days than is given to foreign missions in a
whole year.

Work in Labrador.

DR. HARE AND THE ¢ NORTHERN MES-
SENGER.’

The following report was addressed by Dr.
Tlare to the supporters of the hospital launch,
{ Northern Messenger,” at Harrington. The
work there is a matter of partnership, as Dr.
Hare foels, but let us see that we do not give
the working partner an unnecessarily hard
job to hold down. We had hoped to have
the mew and larger launch for the work this
summer.  That proved impossible, but - the
work is greatly meeding it, and the sooner
we can manage to procure it the better. Dr.
Have is in charge, but, as he says, it is dur
work, and let us realize our responsibility.

How true it is that we little know what is
just ahead of us, writes Dr. Hare. The
morning of Friday, June 26, broke fresh and
clear. The work at the station went along
as usual, hospital work taking up most of
the morning. At noon the ‘boat of the Epis-
copal Mission came in, and shortly after-
wards a note was handed to me telling of a
very sick woman about thirty-five miles away.
There was then the hurry of prepasation,
food supplies for two men and a boy, kero-
gene for the engine, as our tank was too low
for a trip (we had been busy towing logs for
some days), but before three p.m. we left in
the teeth of a heavy west north-west breeze,
and no ehelter for the first eighteen miles, 1t
took us four hours tc cover this stretch, and
four houre to do the second half of the dis-
tance. The tide se's 80 strongly on this
coast that the current is almost like the flow
of a river at times. At eleven o’clock p.m.
we' hauled into the little harbor and dropped
our anchor, and 1 at once went ashore, find-
ing a woman very ill. T stayed most o’f the
night with her and until nearl_y' two oclo_ck
the mext day, then leaving medicine and min-
ute dirvections, we started back for Harring,
ton, arriving there at half-past ten p.m. The
next afterncon word came again %that my pa-
tient had taken a bad turn, so we ran the
Jaunch four miles to the telegraph office to
find out about her. The result was that we
started back the next morning. Spent that
night and all the next day with my patient,
then, as she rallied somewhat, I concluded to
try to get her to the hospital. While thers
I had a wire begging me to go to another
harbor thirty miles east of Harrington, and
see another woman seriously 1ll.

We got our patient partially dressed and
four of us carried her down to the shore in
a piece of an old sail, then lifted her out and

laid her on boards in a smiall boat, then tow-
ed her out to the Jaunch. Getting her down

the hatch into the little euddy that is all

the accommodation this launch boasts of was

rather an undertaking, but we managed it,
and Iaid her on the cuddy floor where she
just fitted in between the small shelves, one
or either side, where Sam and I sleep. ~We
brought the wonian who had been nursing
her with us, as she belonged to Harrington.
Reaching home in the late afternoom, we
soon had our patient on a stretcher and
transferrcd to a comfortable bed. :
Next morning we took a patient on board

- mtating with the ‘gift
launch. komatie, or vots.
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who wase returning to her home, and in the
face of an east south-east wind and a fog so
thick that you could hardly sce a hundred
yards, we left to try and get to the other
sick- woman. -

Tt took us six and a half hours te make
the run, all the timeé in’ the fog, < and glad
enough I was when we made -out -the narrow
passage between the esmall islands at the
western entrance of the harbor. Evén after
we were inside the harbor one might have
been a hundred miles at sea for «l the evi-
dences of land to be made out.

We made our way to the small cove where
we usually/,an-ch-or, and as soon as the anchor
was down”a small boat put off to tell us of
another bad case on a small ‘Jack’ from
Newfoundland.

I went first to see the sick woman and
treated her, then we went on board of the
‘Jack.” In a tiny bunk, a mere hole in the
wall of the cabin, which itself was about eix
feet by five, lay a young lad of sixteen, gab-
bh}lg away to himself in delirium. He had
shipped as cook, and had left his widowed
mother full ¢f hope for a good fishery, a few
weel'cs before, and now he was laid by with
meningitis.  After getting what history of
the case was possible from the skipper, 1 left
instructions and tveatment for the night, and
next morning we took  the launch alongside
the ‘Jack’ and transferred him to the cuddy
floor, making him as comfortable as we
could, :

‘We went out of the harbor on our way
back to Harrington and ran into the same
dense fog, that was like being wrapped up in
cotton weol, but by the time we had run half
way, the fog cleared away and we had fine
weather.

Before we had been travelling very long 1
found out that the skipper of the ‘Jack,’ in
the goodness of his heart, had given the boy
a generous lot of oatmeal and molasses for
breakfast, and this had not agreed with him,
and he had gotten rid of it everywhere.
Whgt a job I had to fix him up comfortably
again, the laumeh pitehing and ' rolling, no
chance to move about in the cuddy, or even
to kneel upright, but it was accomplished
after a time, though not up to hospital stan-
dard.

. We ran into Cross Harbor to try to find
the brother of my patient, who I heard was
on a fishing schooner anchored there, :

We found the man, and he at once shoved '
aboard the launch in a dory to see his

brother. He was totally unccnseious, and
could not be got to understand anything.

The brother said, ‘ What will mother do?
He was all she had to take care of her.’

. We laid him in the hospital until the even:
ing of July. 6, when he passed away, never
&mvmg" regained consciousness.
5 In his del’mum he spoke more than oncé of
he Saviour’s agony in the Garden, which
ehowed that he had been taught the old
:‘ruxg}; Bifn ﬂ'ﬁ] on]ly religion that will stand by
e ho : i im
T ur of death and give him

He lies now in the little graveyard, where
he has laid by loving hanfs. yVaVe ’all got
very fond of him, I suppose because he was
so elight ard frail and helpless.

By this short account you sce what your
1nu3nwch,\ the Northern Messenger,” is doing.
It is your work, and I feel the respensibility
of being in charge. 1 know you will not fail
to do your part. .

H. MATHER HARE,
Harrington Hospital.

‘Acknowledgments.
LABRADOR FUND.
Received for the launch:—Mrs. E. A, Me-
Kenzie, Welsford, N.8., $1.50; Michipicoten,

$2.00; A Friend, Merritton, Ont., $2.00; Car-

mel 8. 8., Carmel, Ont., $1.34; Total.$ 6.84
Received for the cots:—Miss MacKenzie,
Welkdford, N.S., $1.00; M. A. Hasbings, St. Ar-
mand, $1.00; W. H., Somenos, B.C.,, 25 cents;
A Friend, Grafton, N.8,, §1.00; Total.$ 3.25

Previously acknowledged for all
ik et .8 1,571.23

Total received up to Oct. 6......8 1,58'1.32
Addiess all subscriptions for Dr. Grenfoll’s
work fo ‘Witness’ Labrader Iund, John
Dongall
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 1, 1908.

Absalom Rebels Against
David.

. Sam. xv., 1-12.
Read II. Sam. xiii-xvi.

Golden Text.

Honor thy father and thy mother: that
thy days may be long upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee. Ex. xx, 12.

Home Readings.

Monday, October 26.—II. Sam. xiv., 1-17.
Tuesday, October 27.—IL. Sam. xiv., 18-33.
Wednesday, October 28.—II. Sam. xv., 1-18.
Thureday, October 29.—II. Sam. xv,, 19-37.
Friday, October 30.—IL Sam. xvi, 1-23.
Saturday, October 31.—IL Sam. xvii,, 1-14.
Sunday, November 1.—II. Sam. xvii, 15-29.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Memory verses 5, 6.

Do you remember what David had to do
when he was a little boy? He had to help
with the work at home, and to spend a lot
of his time looking after the sheep just as a

eat many little boys in Canada have to
look after the cows or help feed the chickens
and do a great many other little things
about the home.
work at home? Well, David did when he
waes a boy, but by-and-bye he came to be
king and to have little boys of his own. We
don’t find that he taught his little boys to
do anything. He just let them have any-

i they wanted and do anything they
| liked to do. Do you think that made them
Jove him? No, indeed, it didn’t. = They just
grew up to be eclfish and vain and one of
them even wanted to be king instead of his
father. That is what our lesson is about to-
day. This eon’s name was Absalom. He was
very beautiful, more beautiful than any ollier
~ boy in Israel and his father loved him very
much, but then David loved all his children
very much, so much that he never wanted to
punish them no matter how naughty they
were. One day Absalom did something that
he really was afraid his father wouid have
to punish him; for, so he ran away from home
and went to stay with his grandfather who
was king of a country north of Israel. He
stayed at this palace with his grandfather
for three years and all the time David was
wanting to have him home, so at last he sent
his general Joab with some soldiers to fetch
him. Absalom was a young man now, about
twenty-five or thirty years old and he no
sooner found that he was going to be quite
forgiven when, what do you think he did?
Did he say “Oh Tather, Il try not to do so
wrong again. Tll try to be good and love
you as you love me?’ He did just the oppo-
site to that. He tried to make the people
discontented with his father for king, and to
make them think how much better it would
be to have him, Absalom, for their king. He
worked like that for several years until he
had made ever so many people discontented
with David. Although he was so ‘good to
look at there was no goodness in his heart
and he was just like poison epoiling the
hearts of all those that he could, until one
day he thought that it would be safe for him
to rebel and have himself proclaimed king.

FOR THE SENTORS.

i

The bitter fruits of filial disloyalty that
troubled David’s later days were of his own
planting and nourishing. His constant indul-
gence is mentioned in the case of Adonijah
(I Kings i, 6), and hinted at by Jonadab (IL
- Bam. xiii;, 4). The gross sin of his eldest

!

| son, Amnon, went unpunished and it wae the

fisii

rankling eense of injustice in this that drove

. Absalom to the more open sin, the murder of

Amnon. It was plain that he expected some-

. thing would have to be done about that for

_the incidents deseribed in II. Sam. xil.

Do you have to do any -

he fled where he knew his act would be ap-
proved and he be supported by the king his
grandfather (II. Sam. . ii., 3; xii, 37).
David’s almost criminal love for his children
could not admit of any righteous indigration
and justice. = He only longed daily for the
return of the culprit (II. Sam. xiii., 37), and
as soon as he felt that the people favored
his act received him into fullest favor again
(II. Sam. xiv., 33). The son learned not only
to love himself the better for his evident ap-
preciation by king and people, but to despise
his father’s sense of justice.  There is no
more effective exampie of foolish parental in-
dulgence than that afforded by David, and it
is possible that Solomon’s later rather drastic
and widely quoted sentiments on the bringing
up of children (Prov. xix., 18; xxix., 17),
sprang from the knowledge of his father’s
great failure in this respeat. It is very
probable that the events desciibed in the
last chapter of II. Samuel occurred during the
years in which Absalom so successfully alien-
ated the hearts of the people. The chronicler
of this book is mever very particular to give
events in their due sequence and in I. Chron.
xxi.,, the same event is givwen directly after
This
act of David against the wishes of the people
and resulting in the three days pestilence, his
drafting of the pecple into companies to se-
cure the material for the new temple and
other work (I. Chron. xxvii,), and the taxes
which were necessary in a kingdom of this
kind and required a special officer (lI. Sam.
xx., 24), would all serve to make the people
discontented. David, too, was growing older
and not so bent on warlike achievements as
he used to be. Absalom was not slow to
take his chance, and when he openly rebelled
he had a large number of the people on his
side, and a fair prospect of their numbers in-
creasing (verse 12).

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’'S ‘ GUIDE.’)

Among Carlyle’s papers was found one on
which he himself had written, ‘ My last let-
ter to my mother.” ‘My dear, good mother,’
he wrote, ‘let it ever be a comfort to vou,
however weak you are, that you did your
part honorably and well while in strength,
and were a noble mother to me and to us
all. I am now myseclf grown old, and have
had various things to do and suffer for many
years; but there is nothing I ever had to be
so thankful for as the mother I had. 1f
there has been good in the things I have ut-
tered in the world’s hearing, it was “your?”
voice essentially that was speaking through
me; eesentially what you and my brave father
meant and taught me to mean. May God
reward you, my dearest mother, for all you
have done for me; I never, can!’

Carlyle’s father was a rough stone mason,
but Carlyle was ready to acknowledge his in-
debtedness to him. In his ¢ Reminiscences,’
which were published after his death, he thus
speaks of him: ‘1 feel to my father—eo
great, though so neglected, so generous also
toward me—a strange tenderness, and min-
gled pity and reverence peculiar to the case,
infinitely soft and near my heart. Was he
not a sacrifice to me? Had I stood in his
place, could he not have stood in mine? Thou
good father, well may I forever honor thy
memory,’ ;

Verse 3. ‘There is no man deputed of the
king to hear thee.’ The court was organized
on a more extensive scale than in the king-
dom of Saul. David alone wag, of course, the
chief justice, and was accessible to all his peo-
ple. The case of the wise woman of Tekoa is
enough to show this, and Absalom’s insinua-
tion of lack of due attention on the king's
part to cases of wrong must be taken as the
demagogue’s perversion of the truth in his
own interest. We hear now, for the first
time, of an office whose business it was to
keep track of public affaire—a monitor for
the king. * * * We also hear of a seribe,
apparently the king’s private secretary, and
two priests are now counted among the court
officers. (II. Sam. viii,, 15-18).—H. P. Smith,
‘0ld Testamentary History.’ :

Verse 3. Of what beasts is the bite most

dangerous? Of wild beasts, that of the slan- -

derer, of tame ones, that of the flatterer.—
Diogenes. : :
Praise is an estimate of value: flattery is
the effort to compensate for the lack of va-
lue.—H. Clay Trumbull, g
Verse 12. ‘Absalom sent for Ahithophel.’

THE MESSENGER. 8

What swept Ahithophel into the ranks of
this great conspiracy? The reason is given
in the genealogical tables, which show tha$
he was the grandfather of Bathsheba, and
that his son, Eliam, was the comrade and
friend of Uriah.—F. B. Meyer.

Verse 7. ¢ After forty years.” R. V., at the
end of forty years.’ At the end of the for.
tieth year of Davidr's reign. R. V. margin,
¢ According to Syriac and some editions of
Septuagint- Version, four years.’ Josephus
also says ‘four years’; the forty is under-
stood by some scholars to be clerical error for
four, and is to be reckoned from the {izie of
Absalom’s reconciliation with his father.

Junior C. E. Topic.

Sunday, November 1.—Topic—Songs of the
Heart. XI. The Sleepless Watcher. Ps. 121,
(Consecration meeting.)

C. E. Topic.

Monday, October 26.—Let children praise
Him. Ps. elviii.; 12, 13,

Tuesday, October 27.—The multitudes praise
Him. Matt. xxi., 8,°9.

Wednesday, October 28.—Praise Him every
day. 1 Chron. xxiii.,, 28, 30.

Thursday, October 29.—All nature praises
Him. 1 Chron. xvi., 32-34.

Friday, October 30.—Praise Him always.
Ps. xxxiv,, 1-3.

Saturday, - October 31.—Praise
understanding. Ps. lvii., 1-7.

Sunday, November 1.—Topic—The children’s
hosannas. Matt. xxi., 15, 16. (Praise meet-

ing.)

Him with

Sunday School Offer.

Any school in Canada that does not tuke
the ‘Messenger’ may have it supplied free on
trial for three weeks on request of Superin-
tendent, Secretary or Pastor, stating the num.
ber of copies required.

Ganada’s
Foremost
S. 3. Paper

THE

“NORTHERN MESSENGER

Only 20 cents per copy.

in clubs to one address.

Three weeks’ trial
in any school
at our expense.

Special Tcyms for the Year End

. AND TO ;

Newly Organized Western Schools,
Tell the good news to
Schools that do not take this
popular paper,and ask them

- to write us for full particus

lars, stating average attend-
ance.,

'JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers

*Witness® Block, Montreal.
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Correspondence

ROYAL LEAGUE OF KINDNESS.

I pledge myself
To speak kindly to others,
To speak kindly of cthers,
To think kind thoughts,
To do kind deeds.

" Jennie Martin, C., Ont.; Alice Sloman, A.,
Ont.; Ethel Kerr, S., Ont., and Matilda J.
Cain, W., Ont., are the new members for this
week, and all from one province. There
should certainly be a difference in the air of
Ontario with €0 many members of the R. L.
of K. at work’ there.

We are glad to have a story for the League
this week from the ‘big youngster’ whose
letter is published below.

C., Ont.
Dear FEditor,—Even though I am a big
youngster, standing some six feet, I take
great interest in your page and especially in
the Royal League of Kindness. May I de-

was once a wilderness perhaps worse than

this. =~ And then there is abundance of feed
for the horses and cattle and sheep. They
grow so fast and grow so big you would

wonder why they are so big. There is also
the beautiful lake where fish and ducks and
wild game abound, and the pretty bays with
their beautiful lawns and scattered trees as
nature formed them.

MINNIE MAY HADLEY.

C., Alta.
Dear Editor,—I enjoy the ‘¢ Messenger’ very
much. I think the drawings are fine. We
get the ‘Messenger’ every Wednesday. I
am & member of the prairie chicken club
in the Winnipeg ‘ Telegram,’ and want to be-
come a member of the °Messenger’ circle
also. I will close now wishing you all' suec-
cess.
I ANNIE ENGBERG.
]
[We are very glad to have you join us,
Annie. Ed.]

-

' M., Man.

Dear Editor,—I have never written to the
¢ Messenger ’ before, but have read lots of let-
ters, so I thought I would write. I go to
school every day. I am in Grade Seven, I
have a very nice teacher, there are about
thirty going to school in winter, and about
seventeen in summer, I have two sisters,
one goes to school away from home, and the
other is in Grade Seven. The crops were
very good around here this fall. My chum’s
name is Violet Westbrook., She and my sis-
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1. ‘@irl’s Head.” Maggie Parsons, B., Ont.

2. ‘Lady.’ Gordon Mills, P. H., N.S.

8. *Barns,’ Ormond, Ont.

4. ‘Branch of Plum Tree.’ Basil Colpilts
(age 11), F. G, N.B,

5. ‘Yard.” Velma Devine (age 9), H., Ont.

6. ‘ Cedar Bird.” Victoria Rose, M. D., N.8.

7. ‘Tent.” Laura L. Rose, M. D., N.8,

8. ‘Our Schoolhouse.” Amy Empey (age
11), O. C., Ont.

scribe  a scene which greatly touched my
heart? It was while attending the Western
Tair at London, Ont., I noticed a cripple girl
in one of the wheel chairs commonly used by
invalids. The chair was being propelled by a
small boy, presumably her brother. The day
was very warm and the grounds were crowd-
ed, both of which circumstances combined to
make the little fellow’s task a difficult one,
yet he performed it cheerfully and ekilfully.
If the little fellow had been a millionaire, and
the chair a brand new automobile, he could
not have exhibited more pride and satisfac-
tion. Not an attraction was slighted, but
everywhere it was possible for that chair to
go, it went. - I know what an attraction the
patent medicine man and the soap man at a
fair are to boys, and I could not help won-
dering if this one had mno secret longing to
join the 'groups which surrounded those
worthies. If he had it was suppressed. 1
felt like taking off my hat to that bgy, thank
God we have such boys in this Canada of
ours, When last I saw him, he was manfully
toiling up the grade into the transportation

building.
A. W. HONE.

E., Alta.

Dear Editor,—We are getting along finely
on our homestead. We live on Pembina
Hill. They are building a railway near
bere. It is the G. T. R., the great
eontinental line to haul grain from coast to
eoast and bring goods back again. All young
men who want a home should come this way,
as there are plenty of good homesteads along
the Pgmbina, but young folks must remem-
ber how Canada was settled. that Montreal

ter and 1 went down to my Grandma’s this

summer holidays, and we had a very good

time. I have fwo pet hems. My father ‘is

the section foreman here on the C. P. R.

We were all down in Ontario, four years ago,

and we had a very mice time. I am in the
Junior Bible Olass in Sunday School, we get

the ‘Messenger’ there,  There are about

eighty who attend. 3

VERBENA WESTGATE.

., Ont.

Dear Editor,—As so many of the readers
could not be here on September 23, I thought
I would tell you something about the big day,
we had. Sir Wilfrid Laurier and the Hon,
Geo. Graham were here. There was a large
procession, ~ There were/ six bands playing
that day. The town was gaily decorated
and there were a number of men on horse
back. I am eleven years old and am in the

" third book at school,

AUSTIN MARTIN.
-T-‘—.- {7
B.; Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is the first time 1 have
written to the fMessenger,’ although we
have taken it a long time. I go to school
and am in the Jr. second eclass. We live
about a half a mile from the school. I have
three brothers and four sisters.
HANNAH McARTHUR.

! N NS

Dear Editor,—I like to read the ietters of
the Correspondence Page and thought T would
gend one too. I am a little girl six years old
and go to school every day. My cousin
teaches and ehe boards Iat our house. I
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spend nearly every Saturday with my Grand-
ma who lives about 1%, miles from our house.
My aunt takes the ‘ Messenger’ and sends it
to us, and we all like it very much. I have
three brothers and one sister. My baby
brother is two months old. We e¢all him
Harris Clifford.” My aunt is writing this for
me, as I can’t write very well yet. There
are two churches in N,, (N. 8.). The Method-
ist and Lutheran. I attend the Lutheran
Sunday School. I hope this letter will be
printed, as it is a surprise for my mamma.
MILDRED M. RAMEE.

' B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am ten years old and am in
the third book in sehool. I have four sisters
and two brothers. We live about a quarter
?f a mile from school which I attend regular-
Y. i
VIOLET C. McQUEEN. ;

0.6, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I am sick and cannot go

to school, I thought I would write a letter
to the ‘Messenger.” We milk twenty-two
cows, but did milk twenty-three till about
two weeks ago, one took sick and died. I
am eleven years old. I have two brothers
and no sister, I had pneumonia a year ago
this spring, '
AMY EMPEY.

M., Man.
Dear Editor,—I have been reading the cor-
respondence page and thought I would write
you a letter. I have four sisters and three
b}-others. My oldest brother is married. My
sister and brother are going to college this
winter. We get the ¢ Northern Messenger ’ in
our Sunday School where I am in the Junior
Bible Class.
class. T was thirteen years old in August.
My chum, Verbena Westgate, was thirteen
years old on the same day. ~She and her
younger sister and I went down to Willow
Range to visit. My pets are®a dog and two
horses. |

VIOLET WESTBROOK.

: ¢
To Our Bright Young Reader.

You like the ‘Messenger,” do you mnot?
And you surely know at least five young
friends who do mot now get the ‘ Messenger’
in their home but who would like to get it
through the mail in their own name. - Geb

five of these friends to give you 10 cents

each, send the .50 to us along with the five
names and addresses very carefully written,
and we will start eending the *Northern
Messenger’ at once to each one and send it
for three full months on trial. Besides this
we will send you six beautiful colored pic-
tures 9 x 16 inches long, ‘Pansy Blossoms,’
well worth framing. You give one to each of
your club of five, keep the sixth yourself,
and get hesides a beautiful eramelled Maple
Leaf Brooch for your trouble, Anyone who
reads this, may get up a ‘Pansy Blossom’
club; and the same person may send us) half
a dozen such clubs one after the other. Be
sure the names you send are from families
that have not been getting the ‘Messenger’
at all.  Anyone may pay you 10 cents and
give you the mame of some cousin or niece

or grandehild. The ‘ Messenger’ will be sent

anywhere you order it in Canada (except
Montreal or suburbs), or in the British Isles
or Newfoundland, the ‘Pansy Blossoms,’ how-
ever, all go to you to give around,

Let your mother or father show you
how to send the money properly, It is
always better to send by postal note or
money order, but you could send by regis-
tered letter, or in stamps if more convenient.
Don’t send loose coins in an envelope. Who
will send in the first such club?
will print your pame on this page. Send
names and money. to John Dougall & Son,
¢ Witness ’fBI&ck, Montreal, and mark on the
corner o fie  envelope fPan
Club. * s &

PANSY BLOSSOMS.

The honor of sending the fivst club belongs
to Gracie McKeddie, Que. i

The following come next in order:—

Helen I. Clarke, N.8.; Mattic L. Ramsey.
PEIL; Ethel Armstrong, Ont.; Mlartha E.
McColm, Que.; Ella A, Smith, C.B.; Myra
Warren, Ont., age 8; Amelia MePherson, C.B.

There are about nine in our ...

And we
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‘Shake down the

=2 BOYS AND GIRLSE<

The Best Time of the Year.

Oh, which do you think, my dear, my dear,

Is the very best time of all the year?

Is it when north winds fiercely blow,

Heaping the whirling, drifting snow

O’er hillside and valley, far and near?
Which do you think, my dear?

Or is it when south winds softly creep

To beds where starry-eyed violets sleep,

Calling to buds on flower and tree,

Bringing the news to bird and bee &

That spring is coming—will soon be here—
The best time of the year?

Is it when west winds, laughing in glee,
brown nuts from some
: dreaming tree?
Ah, well, dear heart, this do we know:
Whichever way the winds may blow—
From north or south, from east or west—
Each season, in its time, is best.
God’s wisdom makes each one, my dear,
The best time of the year!
—Flcrence A. Jones.

For Mother’s Sake.

Ann Adams stood in the kitchen doorway,
looking westward, where the sunset glowed
in red and gold. She was waiting for the
proper time to put supper on the table. Sud-
denly she remembered how, a year before, she
had come down the road and saw ‘mother’
standing just as she now stood—and oh, how
little and frail and lonely mother had look-
ed! Tears rolled down Ann’s cheeks, for now
mother had gone away, beyond sunset glo-
ries, to ‘the land that lies very far ‘off.’

Everybody had icalled Ann a model daugh-

Mother had said so, and Ann had
thought so herself, but now she remembered
very much 'that had been -left undone that
might have made the little mother happy.
Ann ran into the bedroom, and, sinking by
the bed, hid Ler face against the gay patch-
work quilt. Often she had seen mofher
kneeling there alome.  Presently the clock
gave a whirr, and struck loudly. ~Ann sprang
up, set the supper on the table, and rang a
bell at the back door. Two stalwart shirt-
sleeved men came from a large shop, and,
with some small ceremony of washing and
combing, seated themselves at the table and
began promptly reaching for the bread and
meat. ; i

‘Stop a minute,” said Ann, firmly.
going to have a blessing at this table.’

‘Who’ll ask it?’ demanded her brother

! ]
‘I'm

‘I will,” said Ann. ‘I’ve been thinking to-
day how badly we treated mother.’

‘Treated mother badly!’ eried her brother
James. ‘Are you crazy, Ann? Any one who
treated her badly would not have stayed liere.
Badly! Why, didn’t we work night and day,
George and 1, to keep mother nicely, and
build this house and furnish it pretty for her,
and get her good gowns and white caps and
silk aprons, and have her sit with her hands
in her lap just like a lady?’

‘Yes,’ chimed in George, ‘and didn’t we
Bay we would not marry, so mother might
feel she was head of the house, and all in
it, and no one to interfere, after all her
troubles? And Anan, you yourself gave up a
good chance to marry, because you said
mo;her needed you, and she shouldn’t be be-
holden to strangers to wait on her! I say
we were good children.’

‘Yes, all that dis true. Mother thought so;
and often, when she believed I was asleep, I
heard her telling God how good we were,. and
asking him to bless each one of us by name.’

‘Oh, youre precious labe telling ms of it,’
said James.

‘I begin with myself,” said Ann. I did
do all you say, but didw’t I go with people
that make mock of religion, and stay out to
dances till two o’clock Sunday morning, and
have all kinds of woisy, idle company Sun-
day?  And if, instead of ~wearying mother

that way, T'd been religious and read the
Bible and sung hymns to her, wouldn’t it

have made poor mother happier? If you

'~ 'boys had got less silk aprons and tufted
- ¢hairs, and had got a buggy and gone to
~ church with her at the village Sundays,

wouldn’t she have been happier?  If you'd

- had a grace at table, and read a chapter at

nights, and taken a religious paper for her,
wouldn’t she have been happier? That was
the way to treat mother, and we didn’t do
it. We left mother lonely in her religion,
we didn’t give her comfort when she most
cared for it, and I say, now I think of it,
we didn’t do well by mother.’

‘You girls see into such things more,’ said
George, ‘and you ought to have told us this
while mother was here to profit. If is too
late to be religious for her now.’

‘1t is not too late to try to do as she
would like us to do,” said Ann, ‘and help get
her prayers answered. I know you boys got
most of your rough talk and ways knocking
about earning every penny you could serape
to keep mother and us little girls out of the
poorhouse. Mother often reminded God that
he had promised a blessing to good, dutiful
children, and I reekon you boys will get it.
But now I say to you, mother was a mild,
meek woman, and dido’t drive you boys to

_your duty, but I'm tougher stuff, and we’ll

have a blessing, and go to church, and read
the Bible, and try to be like Christian folk.’

‘Will it make wue any “better?’ asked
George.

‘It will be doing all we can, and I'm sure
that God will take hold of our hearts, and
make them different,” éaid Ann. ‘Supper’s
almost cold, but I’'m going to begin on this
blessing.—Michigan Advocate.’

The Act of a Hero.

(By George Berkington, in the ‘Christian
Globe.’)

Tom Miller was in trouble; such trouble
as he had never known before in his life,
although that had been, as many would have
thought, little more than trouble all through.
He was a factory hand, and he had never
known anything better than that. * The pre-
sent time, indeed, when, as a lad of sixteen,
he got better wages than he had ever re-
ceived before, was thes most easy and pros-
perous period of his existence. He worked
steadily and made enough for his few wants
and even to give a little help to those more
needy than himself, and, being a kind-hearted
boy, this was a sweet as well as a new ex-
perience to him. Even among his rough
fellow-workers in the great cotton mill he
was acknowledged to be kind-hearted; and
another fact, more precious still, had been
universally acknowledged about him, namely,
that his word could be relied upon.

Something had happened now, however,
which has caused both of these facts to be
doubted by many, and actually disbelieved by
some, and this was without ‘any/doubt the
worst trouble that Tom had ever known.

The ecircumstances were these. Tom had
happened to be in the engine-room tinkering
at some little contrivance of his own, for
which he required the use of some of the im-
plements kept there. While he was hammer-
ing and filing away, with his back turned to
the engine, the man in charge of it had got
caught in some of the machinery and killed.
There had been no one else in the place, and
when the terrible tragedy was discovered it
was naturally asked why Tom had not made
some effort to rescue the man.

His answer to this was the simple truth;
that he had not heard the man’s cries, and
had known nothing of what was happening.
The fact that Tom was partially deaf was
well known, and the room was certainly
large, and the two men some distance apart,
and both the noise of the machinery and the
noise which Tom was making himself might
have lessened the force of other sounds; but
even granting all this, it seemed incredible
that the cries which had brought others run-
ning to the place—too late, alas! to do any
good—could have escaped Tom in the very
room.

Tom had no explanation to offer but the
simple truth-—that he had not heard. When,
he found. that he was not believed, he was
quite stunned by the wretched but inexor-
able fact that he could never give any proof.
The idiosyncrasies of deafness, causing some
sounds to be heard and some not heard, were
unrecognized by these people, and Tom saw
that he was looked upon with distrust by
some and with positive aversion by others.
Certain words, dropped here and there, con-

veyed to him the fact that an opinion was
prevalent that he had seen the aceident, bus
was either seized with panic and afraid te
move, or else brutally indifferent to the suf-
ferings and death of a fellow-being. When
such aspersions were cast in his presence,
did anyone wish that he might hear, it was '
not unusual for the speaker to retort, sar-
castically:

‘Ob, no; he can’t hear! He must be
stone-deaf, or he would have heard sereams
which were heard by people five times far-
ther off than he was’

Then Tom would speak the truth and say:

‘I hear what you are saying, but I did not
hear those screams. It may seem strange to
you, bt it is true’

And then he would turn and walk away,
miserably certain that he was not believed.

As the fact that he was suspected and mis-
judged came home to him more and more,
he grew very solitary in his habits, and now,
in his hours of leisure, he no longer joined
his associates in their diversions or discus-
sions as he had formerly done, but would go
out for solitary walks, or else spend hia
time alone in his room.

One afternoon Tom was returning from a
long walk, when, as he turned his baek upon
the sweet and restful country lanes and fields,
he came in sight of the great factory. He
had worked but half the day, on account of
some trouble with the machinery in his room,
and his long tramp in the woods had some-
what soothed his spirit.

The sun was setting. It was one of those
clear erimson sunsets in which. the great
fire-globe seems to throw out rays of deep-
ved light. These rays illuminated now the
huge smoke masses which came from the two
tall chimneys of the factory, ani being sus-
pended above it, turned them into the
similitude of magnificent sunset clouds.

As Tom looked at these beautiful pink
smoke-drifts hanging ever that factory filled
with the great mass of boiling, suffering,
struggling human beings, working in the
heat and dirt and noise of that rushing ma-
chinery, it seemed, somehow, a promise of

‘peace and glory; and the words it seemed to

say to him were, ‘Look up!’

He got wonderful comfort from that
thought, and, once more, the whisperings
of hope began to stir in his heart. He felt
that he must leave this place and these as-
sociations and find work elsewhere. He had
not money enough to think of going very far,
and, besides, he knew no sort of work except
that connected with a cotton-mill, and he
had a quite distinet feeling that he did not
want to work in anything but cotton. He
loved it, and had a queer sort of feeling of
kinship with it. He loved to follow its course
through all its phases, from the planting of
the seed to the maturing of the plant, and
after that he loved to watch the wonderful
machinery of the cotton-gin, which wrenches
every little seed from its tenacious fibre and
drops it into a trough, to be eonverted into
oil, while the billows of snowy, fleecy, pure,
sweet fibre fall into the great square box, to
be compressed by the tramping of men’s feet
until the beox is full at Jast, and then the
great Dlock, suspended above comes down,
propelled by invincible steam-pressure, and
squeezes it into its smallest compass, to be

‘made into a bale and sent to the factory.

Yesd, he loved to work in cotton; but at
the same time he longed to get away from
these people who: distrusted and despised him.

Suddenly he remembered that a new cot-
ton gin had been put up a few miles from
the factory, and he fnade up his mind to try
for a position there. The owner had recently
come from Manchester, and his gin had cer-
tamm differences frem the old ones, and was
said to be better.

Acting quickly upon this idea, he went to
the man and offered his services. He had to
wait to see Mr. Green, and as he rested, Mr.
Green’s little daughter, a child of five or six,
came and talked  to him. The house and
gin were very mear together, and Tom asked
if she had ever seen the gin at werk. The
enthusiasm with which she answered him
showed that the great maechine was as in-
teresting to her as an elaborate plaything.
He then asked if she had ever seen any cot-
ton growing. '

‘Oh, no,’ she answered, "aughing and show-

/
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ing herself entirely at ease with him, ‘I have
mever seen it)’

While they were talking Mr. Green came
out, and Tom made his application for work
at the gin. He always thought that it was
the child’s enthusiastic urging of his claim
that got him the place, but, whatever it was,
Mr. Green engaged him, and in a few days
he was established in his new situation.

It was an immense relief to get into an
environment in which he could feel free from
the sense of suspiciousness which had op-
pressed him for so long, and the companion-
ghip of littie Betty was a new joy in his sad
life, She was evidently her father’s idol, and
he had her with him at the gin a great part
of the time, her mother being engrossed with
the care of the younger children.

Betty had been carefully warned of the
danger of going near the machinery when it
was in motion, and ehe seemed to understand
it so well that her father soon lost his sense
of fear about it. She would sit and watch
the methodical and exact working of the dif-
ferent parts of the gin for hours at a time,
"and she could not make up her mind which
seemed to her the more fascinating—the place
where the seed came out all picked and
clean, or the place where the cotton came
out, so fleecy and light, and fell into the
great' box with the huge block suspended
above it.

There was only one part of the work that
ghe was ever allowed to help in, and that
was the tramping of the cotton in the press,
and it was her delight to get in there, with
her father or Tom, and jump about with in-
finite enjoyment of the frolic, and an agree-
able sense of giving help in the work.

One afternoon, when the machinery had
been stopped for the intermission for din-
ner, Betty, having finished her meal before
her father, came down to the gin, and, finding
the box about full, thought she would be
very clever and make room for more cotton
by doing some tramping. Then she began
to jump about with such energy that she
soon exhausted herself, and thought she
would lie down on the cotton and rest. She
had not lain in that soft, sweet bed more
than five minutes when she fell into a pro-
found sleep.

The clock moved on toward ome, and the
men who attended to the different parts of
the work collected at the gin.

“The box was about full when we stopped/
eaid Mr. Green, ‘but I think it would hold
the rest of this lot of seed-cotton. Go ahead,
Tom.’

So the machinery was started, and Tom,
out of view of the box, began to feed the
machine, and as the liberated seeds fell i~to
the trough at one end, the flaky showers of
cotton, at the other, dropped upon the sleep-
ing child so lightly and eo gently that it
would scarcely have disturbed the poise of a
butterfly.

In a few moments, it had covered her com-
pletely, and by the time the remnant of
cotton had been used up, not a trace of her
was to be seen.

‘That’s the last of Martin’s lot!” exclaimed
Mr. Green, going to stop the machinery that
moved the gin, and to put in motion that
which moved the press. ‘I wonder what’s the
matter with Betty!” he added, ‘I thought she
came down here ahead of me.

Tom heard him utter these words, but
they made no particular impression upon
him, as the child was used to taking care
of herself. :

He went back and stood by the box to
see the pressing done, thinking what a fine,

bale Mr. Martin would have from this
last lot. As he did so, he heard Mr. Green’s
voice outside calling:

‘Betty! Betty!’

At the same moment Tom’s penetrating
eye caught sight of an outline underneath
the light fleece of the mewly ginned cotton.
If he was deaf, he was not blind, and he had

seen gomething that many a man might have -

overlooked.

At the same instant he heard the machinery
of the press at work, and saw the heavy
block begin its swift journey downward. His
heart stood still,

It was a matter of a few seconds only.
Beizing a great iron crowbar that stood near,
ke thrust it obliquely into the grooves down
which the block must move. Whether it
would stop that mighty eteam-power he
eould not tell, but he thrust it in, and then,

bending over the box, tore aside the cotton
and scrambled for a hold upon the child.

Somehow, somewhere, he caught hold of
her and picked her up just as he heard a
crash above. The crowbar could not prevent
the descent of that relentless block, but for
one instant it checked it. He heard timbers
erashing and splinters flying all around him,
and the next second the great block descend-
ed upon the box of cotton. But Betty—liv-
ing and breathing—was safe against his
heart.

Thank Heaven!’ he cried, with a sort of
groan. Now that the danger was past, he
realized it in all its horror,

‘Thank Heaven and you, my boy!’ he heard
someone say, and Mr. Green came forward
and took Betty from him. Setting the child
on her feet, he turned and grasped Tom’s
hand. ‘It was the act of a hero, he said.
‘You have saved my child, and il doing so
you have come nearer to death than I have
ever seen a human being come, and yet live
to tell the tale.
life, and I thank Heaven, too, that such a
life as yours is spared, as an example of
courage and self-sacrifice for others to imi-
tate!’

A light of radiant joy came into the boy’s
face. The stigma upon him had been re-
moved at last, and as he stooped to kiss lit-
tle Betty and her arms clung around his neck,
he felt that the world was bright about him
once more, and that he was cleared—justified
—delivered!

He Saved Others.

Hearing the noise of an approaching train
they drew aside till it shouid pass, aud in a
moment the express was in aight thundering
round the curve,

As they stood waiting one

of the men noticed that a sleeper was acei-
dentally left on the line, and he knew that
unless it were 1emoved it would be sure to
wreck the train.  Himself safe, he saw that
a hundred lives were within a few seconds of
death unless the sleeper could be removed.
Making a sudden signal to a youth beside
him, the two leaped forward, and by a vigor-
ous effort succceded in removing the obsta-
cle. ~ Tt was, however, at the cost of their
own lives, The express caught them before
they could escape, and left them, mangled
and dead, on the spot where they had done
their deed of heroism.  They had saved the
lives of others, but it had been at the expense
of their own. The hundred lived because the
two had risked and lost their lives for them.

When we read such a story of heroic self-
sacrifice it calls to mind One of whom His
enemics said, ‘He saved others, himself ho
cannot save.” Matt. xxvii, 42. They knew
that he had saved others, for he had cleansed
the lepers and healed the sick and raised the
dead. They s.w that, as he hung upon the
cross, he did not save himself;
imagined it was because he could not. - They
did ‘not understand. that he - hung there a
willing vietim. Yet it was so. His life was
not being taken from him. Ile was giving it
up of his own free will, that he might be the
Saviour of the world, and deliver men from
the defilement and aui't. and eurse and power
of sin. It had come to this, that all must

I thank you for my child’s -

and they’

Oct. 23, 1908.

perish for their sins unless he should give
his life and shed his blood for them. He
could not save himself—not from want of
power to do so, but because he had deter-
mined to save them by giving himself a sacri-
fice for their sins. ‘I lay down my life, that
I might take it again. No man taketh it
from me, but I lay it down of myself. I
have power to lay it down, and I have power
to take it again.’ * Johm x.,. 17, 18. ‘The
Son of man came not to be ministered unto,
but to minister, and to give his life a ran-
som for many.’ Matt. xx., 28.

Christ gave his life, upon the cross, to save
you from sin and death, and curse and
misery. Are you saved? I fear that some
who read this will have to answer—No. You
know and feel that you are not saved.
Would you like -to be saved? Yes, you
would; for you believe that it would be a
dreadful thing to be lost. Then, if you think
it so dreadful to be lost, what are you doing
to prevent that awful doom? Nothing.
What are you doing in order to be saved?
Nothing. Then, my friend, you are taking a
course that ensures your being lost, for every
sinner is condemned already, John i, 18,
and to do nothing is to remain in a state of
condemnation. ~The man who will not quit
the sinking ship and enter the lifeboat is sure
to go down with the wreck. So muset sin-
ners perish if they do not repent of their
sins and accept Jesus’ salvation. That salva-
tlor} is offered to them freély in the Goepel.
It is offcred to you." It is offered to you
now, for this tract is a message from the
Saviour to you. Revelation xxi., 17. He
says that he will save you if only you will
gIVe_y011rself to him to be saved, and trust
in him for salyation. He says that, no mat-
ter who or what you may be, he will not re-
Ject you. If you are the worst sinner in all
the world lie will not turn you away. John
vi, 37. He will save you from your sins as
well as from condemnation and punishment.
g Will you not come to this kind and loving
Saviour? He wishes to make you happy
and fill your heart with peacefulness. Do
not despair becanse you fell yourself weak
and bad. . Do not be afraid to come because
you are a sinner. Tt is sinners he died for,
and sinners he wishes to save; and saved sin-
ners are the trophies of his victory. It
would be foolish for a fever-stricken man to
be afraid of being turned away from the
Fever Hospital beeause his is a case of fever.
The Fever Hospital is for those that are ill
of fever, and .only for them. ‘Matt. ix., 12-
It is just as foolish for a sinner to be afraid
that Jesus will refuse to save him because
he is a sinner. He is the Saviour of einners.
I Tim. i, 15. TIf there were no sinners there
would be no Saviour necded. But it is just
sinners that he saves, and he saves them from
sin. If you are a sinner, Jesus is seeking.
you in order to save you. He waits for yon
to ery to Him, ‘O Lord Jesus, save me or L
Eerlsh! ’] }Thntbevery desire in your heart to
be saved has been wrought i i
Holy Spirit. ght in you by his

“Only trust him, only trust him,
On!y trugt him nows;
He will save you. he will save you,
ITe will save you now.’

Idols: A Story of Mata.

(By the Rev. Martyn W. Beatty, B.A., Tar-
antij, in the ‘Daybreak,?)

Through the dark at midnight comes a
roar, shouts and weird yells, deepened by
thudding drumbeats, rising and sinking with
monotonous regularity, yet drawing nearer,
louder every second.

Sleep flies, as sleep is wont to do on a hot-
weather night, with exasperating rapidity;
there remains but to toss from side to side,
dripping with perspiration, smothered in the
still, mosquitoc-curtained air.

The noice and tumult pass the bungalow,
and in an instant ceases. Not a sound i8
heard save the wearisome pie dog barking—
that unceasing, nerve-destroying, nightly
noise. 8o the night slowly passes, and in the
cocling morning air fickle sleep returns.

With broad daylight curiosity rcuses itself

to ask the why and wherefore of the night

made hideous.
‘Ha, Saheb, it was so. We village kolis*

* A caste of the Hindus.
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have had many deaths. The rats fall in our
houses these many days. Nay, we will not
put the fluid in our arms. :

Yes, the Saheb says true: we are ignorant
lok.f Nor will we go to live in the fields.
Who would then protect our cattle and our

‘So ye hope “she” went to the Aminpur
lok??

‘If “she” leave us we ask not where
“ghe ” goes.’

This then it was disturbed the night and
banished fickle sleep from me, if not dread

Mata’s Cart.

goods  The plague is from Mata, goddess of
all ills. She is angry: let her be appeased.’
So explains my Hindu friend.
¢ And how may ye do that?’ .
‘Last night we made a cart—it is on the
roadside behind the Saheb’s bungalow now—
brought it to Mata’s shrine and, killing a
goab in sacrifice, poured its Llood before her.
On the cart below a pot of earth 1s put, in
it ‘a comb for Mata, dipped in blood, some
pan sopari* and flowers. Above a torch is
lit, and with great shouts and drum beat;lr}g
we brought the plague spirit out of the vil-
lage into the fields.’
“Why did ye stop shouting so suddenly?’
‘See, Saheb; by noise having dazed ‘the
spirit, then we ran away suddenly and silent-
ly all. Thus “she” did not know where to
find us, and perchance “ehe” gought us in
Aminpur direction.’ .

1 People. §
* Pungent leaves chewed by the people.

plague from the villagers, for still they die
like dumb. cattle.

Seizing my camera I sally out to secure the
cart, but it is gone—only the stains of blood
are on the ground and Mata’s comb, which
curiosity picks up.

Happy thought, though. Our orphan boys
are working in their field close at-hand, mak-
ing bricks. They will know if any villagers
removed the eart, so I return by their field:

‘Ho, boys, where has the villagers’ Mata
cart gone, that I may cause its picture to
fall. Therefore have I come out, but the lok
have taken it away—did ye see them?’

A burst of laughter accompanies the an-
swer. ‘’Tis behind you, Saheb. We brought
it to wheel bricks on, but ’twas no use, so
there it lies.”’  Truly they have but little
faith in their forefathers’ spirit beliefs, and
fear these spirits not at all, not even Mata,
goddess of emallpox and plague—the Dread of
Hindustan.

Did You Ever Think.

That a kind word put out at interest
‘brings back an enormous percentage of love
and appreciation? ;

That, though a loving thought may mnot
geem to be appreciated, it has yet made you
better and braver because of it?

That the little acts of Kkindness and
thoughtfulness day by day are really greater
than one immense act of goodpess once a
year? :

That to be always polite to the people at
home is not only more ladylike, but more
refined, than having ‘company manners?’

That to judge anybody by his personal ap-

ance stamps you as not only ignorant,
but vulgar?

That to talk and talk about yourself and
your belongings is very tiresome for the
people who listen?—Our Sunday-School  Af-
ternoon.’ '

I Don’t Care.
(By Priscilla Leonard, in the Child’s Hour.’)
i

‘I don’t care!’ eaid Harry. ¢
He had said it a great many times. He
was as dirty, and ragged, and noisy, and
troublesome as any little boy could be.: His
rother was dead, and his sister, Milly Ann,
her best to make Harry behave.  But
Harry didn’t care whether he behaved or not.
S0 when the young lady who had come to
live next door, in the big house with the
beauntiful garden, told him not to swing on
the gate, or he might break the hinges, Harry
answered her in his favorite way, ‘I don’t
eare!’ : o
The young lady looked at him, and Harry
did not enjoy the way she did it. It wasn’t
a ecrose look, but astonished, and as if she
was sorry for him.  Nobody nced be sorry

for him, Harry said to himself; he was hav-

ing a good time swinging on the gate. All

¥

the same, when the young lady went on
down the street, Harry got off the gate.

The next day she was playing the violin.
Harry loved music. He wished he could go
in and hear her play. When she came to the
window afterwards, she saw him, close up to
the fence, where he had crept to listen, and
she smiled at him. That afternoon she met
him at the gate again.

‘Would you like to come in and listen to
the violin to-morrow, Harry?’ she said.

‘I guess so0,’ said Harry. ‘I like music.’

The young lady looked at him again in
that way as if she was sorry for him. Har-
ry’s face and hands were very dirty, his stock-
ing was torn, and his shoes were muddy, for
he would play in the gutter in spite of all
Milly Ann’s remonstrances. ‘I want you to
come very much,’ said the young lady, ‘if
you will wash your face and hahds and wear
clean clothes. But I don’t think you could
come the way you are now, Harry.’ -

‘I don’t care!’ said Harry, in his most

caveless tone. He kept saying so to himself,
when the young lady had gone on down the
street; and he went and played in the gut-
ter, but somehow he didn’t enjoy it as much
as usual.

Next day he thought he wouldn’t listen.
But the young lady was playing a lovely
tune. He went to the fence, and stood there;
and she saw him. This time she put down
the violin and came out. She brought some-

thing else in her hand—a little looking-glass

in a beautiful frame. Harry never used a
looking-glass. e : :

¢ Harry,” said the young lady, ‘I want you
to take a good look into this.’ She held up
the ehining glass, and Harry saw himself with
streaks of dirt on his face, and frowzy hair,
and soiled clothes—such a dirty, careless
figure. ‘I don’t care!’ he started to say, but
he couldn’t.. Something changed in himj he
felt sorry and ashamed, and hadn’t a word
to say. - :

“WWill you come to-morrow. nice and clean?’
sald the young lady. Ilatry nodled. e
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couldn’t say anything, but the young lady
understood. And next day, when the violin
playing began, a very different Harry came
up the path and knocked boldly at the door
—a clean little boy, with his hair brushed,
and his &hoes blacked, and his eyes shining.

‘I don’t know what’s come over ydu, Har-
ry,” Milly Ann had said, very much pleased,
as she saw him off, ‘you must have had a
change of heart.’

Harry didn’t know what she meant. Do
you?  Repentance is a grown-up word, but,
after all, any boy or girl can understand and
follow it.

—————

The largest room in the world is the room

for self-improvement.

The Attack of Wild Beasts.

Sir Lyon Playfair writes in a letter of the
curious effect of the assault of a wild animal
upon a man:—

I have known three friends who were par-
tially devoured by wild beasts under appar-
ently hopeless circumstances of escape. The
first was Livingstone, the great African
traveller, who was knocked on his back by a
lion, which began to munch his arm. He as-
sured me that he felt no fear or pain, and
that his only feeling was one of intense curi-
osity as to which part of his body the Lion
would take next. The mnext was Rustem
Pasha, now Turkish ambassador in London.
A bear attacked him and tore off part of his
hand and part of his arm and shoulder. He
also assured me that he had neither a sense
of pain nor of fear, but that he felt exces-
sively angry because the bear grunted with
so much satisfaction in munching him. The
third case is that of Sir Edward Bradford, an
Indian officer now occupying a high position
in the Indian office. He was scized in a
solitary place by a tiger, which held him
firmly behind his shoulders with one paw,
and then deliberately devoured thie whole of
his arm, beginning at the end and ending at
the shoulder. He was positive That he had
no sensation of fear, and thinks that he felt
a little pain when the fangs went through
his hand, but is certain that ke felt none
during the munching of his arm—C. E
World.’

TID BITS

That is what we call some of the expres-
sions we get in our ‘Pictorial’ Boys’ Mall
Bag. Sometimes they refer to the rapidity
and ease with which the ‘Pictorial’ sells,
sometimes they express delight with the
premiume we give, sometimes it iz just &
term of expression so unusval, yet so bright,
that it makes our Mail Bag, rpicy reading.

We've only room for twe or three this
time; here they are:

Replying to your post-card would eay
flag has arrived O.K. It is certainly &
beauty—far better than I expected. Thank-
fng you for such a nice premium. 1 am,
yours truly, B. D’ALTON GREER, N.S.

[This was our fine bunting Canadian flag
(3 x 1% ft.), which we give for eelling I8
‘Canadian Pictorials’ at 10c each. Why
not earn one right now with the ‘October’
fssue, and have it ready to hoist on the
King's Birthday?]

My fountain pen, with which I am writing
this letter, is much better than I thought it
would be. It is just like all the other
‘Pictorial’ premiums, that is, just what you
represent it to be, and a little more.—Your
old salesman, DOUGLES A WRIGHT, B.C.

[This was the prize ‘Waterman’ Ideal Pen
given for largest sales for three months.
You stand a chance to win fine prizes be-
‘sides your regular premiums, Two of our
boys will be surprised shortly when they
get their prizes for last quarter. WI1ll you
be one?]

I received m'y cuff links on Saturday
night. I think they are great, I wouldn’t
part ‘with them for anything. Yours truly,
HAROLD BREWER, N.B.
 [Cuft links, good quality, gold filled, and
very neat, for selling only twelve coples at
10 cents each. Try a pair for yourself, or
as a gift to your father.]

Any body who reads this advi, will be
heartily welcomed to the ranks of our ‘Ple-
torial’ Army. @Girls ma'y earn nice pre-
miums, too, by supplying ‘Pictorials’ in &
quiet way to their own friends or neigh-
bors. We trust vou with a package to.
start on, and send a premium list and full
instructions. Write us a post-card TO-
DAY. :

Address John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness’
Block, corner of Craig and St. Peter streets,
Mauvtreal, :

provenms
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Lady Moon.

¥Lady Moon, Liady Moon, where are you
i roving?’
. ‘Over the sea.’
. ¥Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you
“y  loving¥?’
¢All that love me.’

PAre you not tired with rolling, and
never
Resting to sleep?
Why look so pale and so sad, as for-
ever
Wishing to weep?’

¢ Ask me not this, little child, if you lave
me:
You are too bold:
I must obey the dear Father above
: me,
And do as I'm told.’

‘Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you
roving ?’
‘Over the sea.’
‘Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you
loving ?’
¢All that love me.’
— Waif.’

Up to the Sunlight.
(By Mary Arden, in ‘Little Folks.”)\

Sleeping in the soft protecting earth
lay a little grain of corn,

Up above the keen winds of Febru-
ary made the bare trees shiver, and the
night frosts turned the clods of earth
into frozen lumps, but the little grain
knew nothing of wind or frost. He
lay in his dark nest, and slept on until
suddenly one cold morning he awoke,
when the spring sunshine threw sha-
dows of the leafless beeches across the
brown ridges of the cornfield. He felt

& strange and new desire to bestir him- -

gelf anc. to push upwards, he knew not
whither. Tt was as if some wonderful
voice were calling him, a voice which he
eould not help obeying, and which
urged him to awake and move. And
as he tried to do so he became conseious
that a tiny green shoot was springing
from him which had the power to
grow, and to force its way up through
the brown earth.

“Why, where are you beginning to
go?’ asked a fat red worm, which lay
eomfortably coiled near him.

‘Up through the earth. Someone is
ealling, and I want to go.’

‘I shouldn’t trouble if I were you,’
gaid the worm, in a slow drawling
voice. ‘It’s much more peaceful down
here. The farther you push up the
more lonely and dangerous it is.’

“Why ?’ asked the little grain.

“Well, you leave all your old friends
behind, and at last you stand up all
alone in the eold on your own stalk,
when you might have been resting here
in -the soft, warm earth. Then the
wind blows you first one way and then
the other until you don’t know which
way to lean, and if the birds don’t peck

Supposing.

Supposing trees grew down, like beets
—in orchard and in dell!

To climb for pears and butternuts we’d
simply dig a well!

Supposing rain was black as ink—ima-
gine what a sight

Suppose that snow’ was hard and hot
instead of soft and cold—

How dxeadfully the people who slipped
down in it would seold!

Supposing fishes swam in air as thick
as in the sea—

"Twould often make of picknickers,
attired in pretty white!

Supposing birds were eagles big, and
walked instead of flew— -

I’d like to know what chanee there’d
be to take a stroll—don’t you?\

—New York ‘Times."

'Mid whales and sharks and porpoises
how frightened we would be!

Supposing we fell up—just think how
very far we’d fall!

And presently the earth would have no
people left at all! —Churchman.’

you off, it’s much to be thankful for. I
can’t make it out, it’s the way with all

you restless young seeds, pushing up to

the light as you call it. I’ve never seen
the light, and I’ve got on very well
without it. = What’s more, my grand-
mother never saw it, and she was much
respected when she died. Take my ad-
vice and stay where you are.’

The little grain felt discouraged. In
fact, he felt half tempted to take the
worm’s advice. He hesitated for a mo-
ment, then thrusting forth his green
shoot more resolutely than ever, he
said, ‘I shall go on. T cannot stay.’

The soft earth parted as if to help
him, and the rain drops pattering above
sank lower and lower until they reached
him. He drank the moisture gratefully,
and felt a throb of triumph as he found
his tiny shoot growing higher and
stronger hour by hour.

‘It’s a fine thing to grow,’ he said.

But then a season of dry weather set
in. The fields were parched with thirst,
and the furrows gaped in wide cracks,
longing in vain for a shower. The lit-

tle grain felt his strength grow less and
less, and his stem, now long and slen-
der, became flabby and colorless. He
lacked the power to push on, and for a
time lay still, helpless and wealk,

‘I told you so,” he heard the worm
call in the distance.

friends, only to die by the way. You
wouldn’t get so thirsty if you didn’t
exert yourself so. I’'m not thirsty.
You had better stop growmv now, at
any rafe, and give up.’

‘Never,” gasped the little grain, and
once again he pushed on desperately.
His delicate stem was bruised and
bleeding. A sharp flint lay in his way,
which he was too weak to remove.

‘When the rain comes I will try °

again,” he said. ‘Till then I must
wait.’

And then the rain came in rich show-

- ers. -~ The welcome drops bathed his

bruised sides, and he drank them grate-

fully through hig little parched roots.
‘I shall conquer now,’ he said, and

the sharp hindering flint was turned

See what a mis-
take you made, leaving all your old

N
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aside, and the shoot grew into a strong
young blade.

One fresh sweet morning in early
‘April the wonderful thing happened.
The last grain of earth yielded, and the
young blade had reached the light.
Little rosy clouds floated across the

- clear sky, and then the golden sun rose

slowly above the horizon.

‘The little blade gasped for breath.
His slender stem quivered with emo-
tion. :

“What is that glorious thing?’ he
cried.

An older blade of corn grew near.

‘That is the sum,” he said kindly.
“You have come to the upper world,
and you’re a brave young blade, for

- you’ve done the journey very quickly,

considering the drought, I had a fair
start of you.’

The little blade was still trembling.
 “Now I know whose was the voice,’
he eried. ‘It was the sun who ealled
me. It is a wonderful thing to grow i

“You are quite right,” said the older
blade. “Grow on higher and higher,
push on, don’t stop; then one day we
shall stand tall and strong, crowned
with yellow light, and ready for the
service of man.’

‘T am glad I obeyed the voice,” whis-
pered the little blade. It’s a fine thing
to grow.’

Who Likes the Rain?

‘Who likes the rain?

)1,”? said the duck, ‘I call it fun,
For I have my little rubbers on;
They make a cunning ‘hree-toed track
In the soft cool mud; quack! quack!’

¢TI hope ’twill pour, I hope ’twill
pour,’
Croaked the tree-toad from his gray
bark door,
For with a broad leaf for a roof
I'm perfectly weather-proof. !

Sang the brook, ‘I laugh at every
drop,

And wish it would never need to

stop,
Until a broad river I'd grow to be,
And could find my way out to the
’

seq.
—Anon.

Betty’s Playtime.

‘Oh, pshaw!’ said Betty, when mam-
ma called her from play; ‘somebody’s
always a-wantin’ me to do something!’
She ran into the house with a frown on
her face.

‘Betty,” said mamma, ‘if you can’t
obey cheerfully :

“Well, I always have to be doin’ some-
thin’,” burst out Betty. ‘I never can
play——’ ; :

‘You may play this whole day long,’

~ said mamma, quietly.
‘And not do anythin’ else?’ asked

Betty. \
“Not do any other thing,’ said mam-
ma. . ) e

‘Oh, goody !’ eried Betty, and she ran :

and got her doll things ond began mak-

THE

ing a dress for Cora May, her new
dolly.

(Grandma came into the room while
she was sewing.

‘Betty,” she said, ‘will you run up-
stairs and get granny her spectacles?’

‘Yes, ma’am,” cried Betty, jumping
up in a hurry, for she dearly loved to
do things for grandma.

‘No, Betty,” said mamma; ‘you keep
right on with your doll things. 'l get
grandma’s glasses myself.

Betty returned to her sewing, but
somehow it wasn’t so interesting as it
had been. She threw it down the
minute little Benjamin waked from his
nap and ran to take him.

‘Nursing is too much like work,’ said
mamma, taking the baby out of her
arms; ‘you must not do any to-day.’

Betty’s cheeks turned rosy. She
thought of the times she had grumbled
when mamma had asked her to hold
baby. Now she would have given any-
thing just to hold him one minute.

Mary Sue, Betty’s best friend, came
by to get her to go an errand with her.

‘I am sorry, but you can’t go,’ said
mamma. ‘Running errands is not play,
you know.’

Jack came running in with a button
to be sewed on. Betty put on her little
thimble and began sewing it on, but
mamma came in before she had finished.

“Why the idea of your sewing,
child!’ she said, taking the needle and
thread out of her hand. ‘Run along to
your play.’

When her father came home to din-
ner, Betty started as usual to open the
front door for him. But mamma called
her back.

‘You forget, Betty,” she said in her
pleasant way, ‘that you are not to do
anything for anybody to-day.’

‘Then I guess I'd better not ask her
to drop my letter into the mail box,’
gaid Cousin Kate. ‘It might interfere
with her play.’ >

‘I’'m tired of playin’! cried Betty.
She ran out to the kitchen. Callie, the
cook, would let her help her, she knew.
But, for a wonder, not even black Callie
would let her do anything.
 ‘T’s agwine ter a fun’ral,” she said,
‘an’ I’s a mighty big hurry to git off.
But, law, honey! I wouldn’t hab you
‘rupted in your play fer nuthin’!’

Poor Betty! She thought the day
would never come to an end.

¢Oh, mamma!’ she cried, as she kiss-
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ed her at bedtime; ‘do wake me up
early in the morning. I want to get a
good start. Helpin’ is so much better
than playin’ all the time.—Selected.

At the Bird College.
(By Arthur E. Locke.) 2

{The birds all met once on a tall maple
tree,

Qn the uppermost branch, to confer a
degree.

To one of their number this honor they
gave :

Becaus~ he was cheery and happy and
brave.

The degree was conferred by the presi-
dent crow,

‘All dressed in the neatest black, as you
know.

So now that proud member, which often
you’ll see,

Is known by the title of Chicka D. D.

—elected.

Chowchow.

‘Chowehow’ was not a pickle, but a
chicken, and a real funny one, too.

I made friends with him when he was
no bigger than a robin. Ie was an on-
ly child. Of course his mother had
enough to do to pet and fuss over him.
But he would leave her any time when
we called ‘C-h-o-w-c-h-o-w,” and then
¢ Chowehow-Chowchow,” as fast as he
could talk.

His mother was a beautiful buff

Shanghai, but he was a long-legged
Brahma, dressed in a speckled black
and gray suit. As the'days got chilly
in the fall, it seemed as if he suffered
dreadfully from cold feet. Ile was al-
ways cuddling down in the warm feath-
ers on his mother’s back, even when he
was a pretty big fellow. §
/ One day I said: ‘Come, Chowchow,
don’t trouble your mother. I’ll give
you a good warming by the kitchen
fire.” I carried him into the kitchen,
opened the oven door and gave his cold
feet a toasting. Oh, how he enoyed it!
He opened and shut his claws as he lay
on my lap, and chowehowed and pecked
at the buttons on my dress.

-The next day it was pretty cold; and
the first thing I heard when I went into
the kitchen was a tapping at the window
pane. There was ‘Chowchow’ on the
window sill, pecking at the glass and
holding up one foot and then the other.

“He was talking or scolding at the top

of his voice.
I let him in. He went straight to
the stove and waited for me to take him

“in my arms and warm his feet. He

seemed to think it was ever so much
nicer than his mother’s feathers. .

One cold morning I was busy when
he came in. The stove was very hot;
and ¢ Chowchow’—silly bird !-—could not
wait for me to attend to him. He flew
up on top of the stove. Then he gave
a scream and landed on the table. That
was the first and last time he tried to
warm his feet without my help.— Our
Little Home,’
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The Dog’s Wisdom.

One day I dipped a piece of cake in whisky
bitters and gave it to the dog (says a Tem-
perance reformer). He grudgingly ate it,
curling up his lips to avoid the taste. Ere
long he became tipsy—he howled most
piteously, and naturally looked up in my
face as if for help. He began to stagger and
fall like a drunken man. The appearance of
his face and eyes was extraordinary. He
lay on the floor and howled until the effects
of the drink wore off. This was supreme
folly—it was wicked. The dog never forgot
the trick. = Whenever after I went for the
bottle, he hastened to the outside of the
house. One day, the door being shut, he
sprang at one bolt through a pane of glass
to get outside. So much for the wisdom of
the dog—infinitely surpassing that of foolish
drinking men.—Everybody’s Magazine.’

Too Many Licenses.

A Reminiscence.

They had been discussing the Licensing
Bill, and the general opinmion was that the
reduction of licenses would not mean a reduc-
tion of drinking, and would not in any way
benefit sufferers from that evil.

Mrs, Miles, the gentle, rather timid hostess
who had not joined in the discussion, spoke
up shyly,

‘I read in to-day’s paper, a letter from a
lady who said that a poor woman had said
to her, “I go to meet my husband every
Saturday, when he gets his wages; I can get
him past four public-houses, but not past
fifteen.”’

The members of the little company were
silent, and presently the old white-haired
grandfather spoke.

1 should like to tell you a story,’ he
said. ‘Many years ago, an eminent surgeon
living in a beautiful Northern city disap-
peared from the ranks of his profession. Al
first he was greatly missed, then forgotten.
He had fallen a victim to the drink habit.
(In those days we had not taken to dealing
with inebriety as a physical disease—indeed
we scarcely dealt with it at all.) The man
had married a beautiful,~—refined girl, and
they had one son. They drifted downward,
and soon their home consisted of one
wretched room in a slum of the city. Then
the poor wife died.

‘On her death bed she begged her son, a
boy of twelve, not to desert his father.

‘“Go on trying, dear, keep the room clean,
refuse to be dragged down, help your father
whenever you have a chance, he is not a bad
man, pray for him, and encourage him when
he tries to give up the drink, and love him,
always love him.”

‘After his wife’s death, the man tried verv
hard to keep sober, his son used to lie in
bed in the mornings, afraid to move, watch-
ing his father, who on his knees would be
literally “wrestling in prayer.” The boy had
beard the man weeping, and erying out,
“Help me to get past the whisky shops, O

Lord.”

would go out together, the man hav-
ing made the boy promise to hold on to him
and not to let him go into the publie-
houses; and the boy would hold his father’s
hand firmly; sometimes he succeeded, more
often the man would wrerch his hand away,
push the boy over, and Tush into the nearest
public-house,

‘The mext morning he would be full of re-
morse, that pitiful thing, the drunkard’s
morning remorse.

‘“It is no use, dear laddie, I cannot keep
away from the drink, there are too many

.=

“There was one on the right-hand side of
the entry up which he lived, one on each
cormer of the street that he must go up to
got to his work, ;

‘Bometimes he would say, “0, laddie, if
there was ounly one way clear, I would go
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Remedy cannot live together in the same blood. The Rhoumatism kas to g0 and it does ‘
£o, My Remedy cures the sharp, shooting pains, the dull, aching muscles, the hot, throbbing, §i
swollen lirob3s, apd cramped, stiffened, useless joints, and cures thom quickiy.

fF CAN PROVE IT ALL TO YOU

If you wilonly let me doit. ¥ will prove much fnm One ¥Week, if you will only write and ask my
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‘We want you to try Kuhn’s Rhcumatic Remedy, to learn for yourself that Rheurmatism can be cured
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far enough round to avoid the places, but I
Jjust cannot pass so many.”

‘And so he lived on for some years, strug-
gling and praying—and drinking, until one
morning his son tried to waken him and
could not. He had gone beyond his tempta-
tions.’

‘That sounds rather like a story out of a

T

Temperance tract, remarked a young man;
if it is true one can hardly understand a
man could be so weak as to be unable to
pass these places if he really wanted to.

‘Those who are once victims of the drink
crave are too weak, and ought to be pro-
tected—and the story is true, the man was
my father’—‘Christian World.
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Are You a Subscriber ? If not, become one now through our

SPECIAL YEAR-END OFFER
To NEW SUBSCRIBERS.

I ‘chkly Witness and
Canadian Homestead’

A thoroughly up-to-date, reliable newspaper. Absolutely :m

dependent, Published in the interests of the Canadian people. A
leader for over sixty years, Valuable departments, edited by
experts, Something for every member of the home, Its high
moral- tone marks it as the ideal family newspaper. $1.00 a year. -

To the end of 1908 ........ ..

....only 15¢c

Or 3 New Subscribers for 35 cents.
/

2 “Canadian Pictorial’

Canada’s finest and most popular illustrated magazine. A
monthly portfolio of ex quisite pictures dealing with recent
world-happenings and with scenes and people of cspecial interest
to Canadians. Charming snapshots, etc., ete. The fine, glossy
paper and expensive inks and the high-class workmanship used,
make its pictures often really ‘works of art. Many of them are
suitable for framing. Bright, crisp paragraphs, short artieles, spe-
cial departments, and various features of interest to all. Tem
cents a copy. Ome dollar a vear, ~

To the end of 1908

..... viene.Only 2

(Including the Special Thanksgiving o
and Christmas numbers.)

‘Or 4 New Subscribers for 75 cents,

\

BOTH PAPERS, if you have not been

Only

taking any of them, to the end of the year for ~3& cents

—

.

Mention these offers to your friends. The sooner the offer is accepted the

more for the money.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, ¢ Witness’® Block, Montreal.
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Doctors versus Teachers.

T am so puzzled, writes a mother, ‘about
my daughter Helen. She is so mnervous, _and
go irritable, that she is almost hysterical,
end the tears come to her eyes if I speak to
her. I don’t mean if I find fault with her,
for I am very gentle in my treatment of the
child; but if I address her suddenly, or ask
ther where she has been, or whether she
knows her lessons. Our doctor says: “Take
Helen out of school for six months, and let
her stay out of doors, and build up her
strength.” But what is to become of hfer
education if she is to be interrupted within
a year of her graduation, and kept at home.
The other girls will get far ahead of her,
and she will not want to go back. I am puz-
zled; what do you advise?. i .

This mother is not solitary or singular in
her bewilderment. The situation is not wun
common. Many girls at sixteen or seventeen
find the demands of the physical and the
school life in conflict, and when the doctor
is consulted, he sensibly prescribes rest and
change. :

Teachers naturally deprecate the dropping
out of classes of pupils who are doing good
work, and who, from the pedagogical view-
point, are mot overworked. Miss R :
who is principal of & high school, and whose
opportunities for studying girls are mu‘l.tx-
plied, says that the difficulty generally 'ies
in the home life, not it the school work. She
has found over and over that girls try to
keep up a sort of social life that is unwise—
receiving their boy friends in the evening,
and going to parties and companies whieh
keeps them out of bed until midnight. She
fnsists that schoolgirls cannot spread their
strength over too much space, and declares
that a girl who does her work faithfully,
loses no sessions, either half days or whole
days, during a term, who eats good food,
and retires at an early hour, seldom breaks
down. She is very emphatic in her disap-
proval of the candy habit, and says that
girls who nibble at sweet,&\seldon_l-eat their
meals as they ought. ! :

T advise Helen’s mother to follow her phy-
sician’s advice, if, and only if, Helen has been
doing nothing but her school work. If
Helen has been allowed too much social free-
dom, or too many sweets, it may be worth
while to try what virtue there ig in dieting
and carly hours. But, and this every n{xother
should remember, if a girl’s strength is not
sufficient to keep her buoyant and cheery ab
gixteen, there is something very much amiss.
How will she endure the later strain—that
will come at twenty, at twenty-five and at
thirty? It is much safer and far wiser to
defer her graduation from the high school a

_year or two, than to let her drift into a con-

dition of nervous invalidism, that may be-
come chronic. ;

Without a good physical basis, mental
growth is apt to be impeded. How does
your daughter dress? is a question I would
aslk the mother whose young daughter gives
signs of fragility. Has she plenty of room
to breathe? A young girl does not need and

should not wear any article of dress that.

cramps her and intereferes with the free cir-
culation of the Dblood in her veins. Tight!
ghoes and high heels have caused many a ner-
vous headache. Some giris are not clothed
warmly enough; others mneed glasses, they
guffer from eye-strain that an oculist could
relieve. No girl should be permitted to study
shour after hour at home after school. Most
of the school work should be dome in the
schoolroom, and several hours of fresh air
and exercise should be a part of the young
girl’s daily regimen,

Ve teach you bymail ? branch of the Real Estate,
) § General Brok 4, Busi and
4 appointyou Special Ropresentative of the Jargest
co-operative rezl estate and brokerage compary.
¥ Excellent opportunitiesopentoYOU, By our system
M you can begin making money in afowweeks withous
interfering with your present occupation and with-
out any investwent of capitul. Our co-operative de-
partment will give you niove choice, salahble property
o handle than avny other institution, A Commercial
8 Jaw Course FREE. Write for 62-pare book, free.

eve
an

9 A CRCES COMPANY, 121 Resper Dloek, Chicage

It is very much better to withdraw a stu’
dent from school entirely, than to suffer her
to attend school at her discretion and remain
absent whenever she chooses. Thig fosters a
habit of irresponsibility, end is greatly to be
dreaded in its effect on character. When
the doctor is obeyed, let the cessation from
school and from social amusements as well
be thorough, and, if possible, interest your
daughter in the simple duties of home, and
send her often out of doors, until she gains
color and flesh, and forgets the bondage of
her nerves.—‘Christian Herald.

'HESSENGER” PATTERAS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER,

NO. 1535—GIRL’S GUIMPE FROCK.

Fashions for girls follow slowly in the trail
of those designed for older women. The good
features are copied and the objectionable ones
cast aside. Just now we are imitating the
high-waisted styles; whether we accept them
or not remains to be seen, but an occasional
design indicates a leaning in that direetion.
Of such a fashion is our model 1535. In all
other respects than the lifting of the skirt
in the back it ie put together on the regula-
tion lines. It is of white mohair with bands
of white satin setriped challis eut crosswise,
Around the neck the plain spaces must be
plaited in a trifle to make the stripes radiate.
A bias band of mohair with silk briar stitch-
ing and a white Liberty satin ribbon sash
complete the costume. The pattern No. 1535,
is made in 4, 6, 8, 10 and 12 year sizes, and
41, yards of 2-inech or 21, year of 44-inch
material will be required for a 6-year size.

Give name of pattern as well as number,
or cut out illustration and =end with TEN
CENTS. Address “Northern Messenger’ Pat-
tern Dept.. ‘Witness’ Block. Montreal

‘GET ENGINEER’S LICENSE.

We give a complete course of instruction by mail
which will qualify you to pass the Government Ex-
aminations for ©ngineer’s license in any provipce,
Speeial course on Locomotive, Traction, Marine,
Cas and Gasoline engines. Over 100 courses in otber
subjects. Ask for what vou need. Canadian Cor-
respondence College, Limited, Dept. N., Toronto,

Can. (1192)
oo EDIE RIS 5,
e
Chime & a Specially

Peal eSaane Baw Fourury Ce., Bainwose, Mp., U.S.A. |

CANADIAN FLAGS

Without a Cent of Cullay
Write for our plan tq the Flag Department.
John Dougall & Soa, ‘Witness’ Block, Monireal,

 When wriling to advertisers please mention the "'Northern
Messenger.”

llﬁ{l Songs with Music [5¢

116 Humorous Recitations, 15¢; 20 Humorous Dis~
Jogues, 15¢; 1,4% Conundrums and Riddles, ibeg
two becks for £hc; four for 50c. USEFUL NOVe
ELTIES CO., Dept. N., Toronto, Canada. (us#
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The Two Buckets.

A great deal of trouble is caused by the
habit of looking at things ‘wrong end fore-
most.” ‘How disconsolate you look!’ said &
bucket to his fellow-bucket as they were
going to the well. ‘Ah’ replied the other, T
was reflecting on the uselessness of our being
filled; for, let us go away ever so full we al-
ways come back empty!’ ‘There now! how
strange to look at it in that way!’ said the
first bucket. ‘Now, I enjoy the thought that,
however empty we always go away full
Only look at it in that light, and you’ll be as
cheerful as I am.’—‘Evangelical Visitor.’
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ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance).

Single Copies - 8 .40 a year
Three Copies, separately addressed if

desired, for - - - - - - 1,00
Four Copies, scparately addressed if

desired, per copy - - - - .30
Ten Copies or more, to one address,

per copy o - - A ol IR

Eix months trial at half the above rates.

Postage included for Canada (Montreal and Suburbs excepted),
Newfoundland and the British Isles; also for Bahamas, Barba-
does, Bermuda, British Guiana, British Honduras, British North
Borneo, Ceylon, Cyprus, Falkland Islands, Fiji, Gambia,
Gibraltar, Hongkong, Jamaica, Leeward Islands, Malta,
Mauritius, New Zealand, Northern Nigéria, Sarawak,
Seychelles, Sicrra Leone, Southern Nigeria, Transvaal, Trinidad,
Tobago, Turk's Island and Zanzivar.

U. 8. Postage 10c extra to the United States, Alaska,
Hawaiian and Philippine Islands, except in clubs, to one
address, when each copy will be fifteen cents extra postage
per annum.

Foreign Postage to all countries not named in the above
list, fifty cents extra.

Samples and Subscription Blanks freely and
promptly sent on request.

A SPLENDID GROUP—TRY IT!

The *'Witnasa® For over sixty years un-
rivalled in tbe confidence of the Canadian pub-
Mic. Latest mews, market reports, ete., finan-
cial and literary reviews, good stories, home
and boys pages, queries. etc., etc. Valuable
departments devoted to farming interests. A
clean ecommercial, agricultural and home
newspaper, (Send for a sample.)

*World Wide' ° A weekly reprint of the
best things in the world’s great journals. Re-.
flests the thought of the times. Rest cartoons
of the week. ~The busy man’s paper. Noth-
ing like it anywhere for the money. BSend
for a sample.

sganadian Plcterlal’ Canada’s popular il-
lustrated menthly. High grade paper, high
grade pictures. Interesting to young ang old
alike. Many of its full page pietures suitable
for fréming. (See ad. on another page.)

‘T he *Horthiera Messenger speaks for 1itself..
A favorite for over forty years, and increas-
ingly popular. A potent influence for good.

SPECIAL FAWILY CLUB.

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Home-
el e e i a e e e e 1100
‘World Wide’.. .. «o wo oo oo oe.$ 150
‘Canadian Pictorial.. .¢ ¢ oo .o .8 100
‘Northern Messenger’.. .. <. ¢ .. 40

Worth.. .. vl ey v e s ot 3,00

Al f?r one vear, $2.70
anywhere in the “Postage Included” group.
(See above). For U. 8. or abroad, special

terms quoted on clubs. :
Any one of 'the group may be sent to &

1 friend AS A GIPFT subseription, if so marked.
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THE ‘' NORTHERN MESSENGER’ isprinted and published
every week ot the “‘Witness’ Building, st the corner of Craig
and St Peter streets, in the city of Montreal, by Joha
Redpath Dougall an® Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
Montreal. ; ~
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T% ilih Simps Waists,sh $25

woman can wear this season.

- Fashion has decreed that the lace and net waist is the most stylish kind a
As a rule, the pretty ones are expensive, but

by concentrating our efforts on three particular waists, bringing to bear all
our facilities for large-order buying and manufacturing, we have been able
to reproduce fine New York models for a mere fraction of their original price.
The illustrations will show you the kind of waist we can now supply for

less than three dollars.

They are drawn from the garments themoclyes and

we feel sure they will please the most particular people.

SN

»"T

The first is a beautiful model
fashioned after an expensive
New York creation. It is made
of fine Point d’Esprit Net and
lined throughout with soft Jap
silh, @The real loose Mikado
sleeve is finely embroidered
with smart and dainty designs
in 8ilk, The whole front is of
tucking and rows of insertion in
two different designs, back
tucked and trimmed with inser-
tion. The cuffs and neck of
rows of insertion edged with
frill of lace. Extra

spedﬂl . . . 4 . . $2£§'

Y

|

The second is a very pretty
creation of fine Point d’Esprit
Net, lined throughout with soft
Jap silk. The real loose Mikado
sleeves are handsomely em-
broidered in new designs of silk
embroidery. Daintily trimmed
front, back and sleeves with
very pretty lace insertion. The
cuffs and collars of fine inser-
tion edged with frill of lace

to match.
Extra Special . $2_9_5.

The third is a dainty waist of
fine Embroidered Spot Net,
lined throughout with soft silk,
trimmed with Maltese insertion
on front, back and sleeves edged
with fine Filet Valenciennes.
It has the real loose Mikado
sleeves. The cuffs and neck
is of rows of insertion edged
with frill of lace. An exception-

ally pretty waist. $ 93
Extra Special . . 2“—"

Waists illnstrat-
ed can be had in
eithsr white or

{

= - SIMPSO

TORONTO, CANADA

N

Waists illustrat-

COMPANY
LIMITED

ed sizes 32, 34,

36,38, 40,42 bust
measurement
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