- .

essenge

Sp
3,

/)
0,&00

lo

[ 3

VOLUME XLII. No. 32

MONTREAL, AUGUST 2, 1907.

40 Cts. Per An. Post-Paid

Were They Deing Wrong ?

The history of the Israelites, which God
has caused to be recorded in the Bible, has
much to teach us on many points which
eome up nowadays. There is a very interest-
ing ovent recorded in the eleventh chapter
of the Book of Numbers.

The people had got tired of the manna with
which they had been fed for some time, and

prophecy does not always mean the foretell-
ing of future events.

Now, two of the seventy who had been
chosen were not with the others; we do not
know why. But they, too, shared in the gift
of the Holy Spirit, and began to prophesy#
in the camp, as the others were doing in ¥he
Tabernacle.

The news was brought to Moses; and
Joshua, one of his young attendants, thought

‘MY LORD MOSES, FORBID THEM!’

eomplainéd that they had no fresh meat to
eat. Moses, worried by their grum’fbling,
eomplained in his turn to God that the task
of managing this discontented people was
too great for him. Whereupon God not only
promised flesh for the people, but also told
Moses' to gather at the Tabernacle seventy
of the chief men, upon whom He woud send
His Spirit, that they might help Moses in
his work, :

Moses did as he was told, The men were
duly chosen and assembled, - and then the
Spirit of God came upon them, and- they
prophesied. This probably means that they'
spoke of God and His doings in an inspired
way, and advised and taught the people; for

]

that their speaking ought to be stopped. ‘Miy
lord Moses,” he said, ‘forbid them.’ But the
great leader’s reply was not what Joshua
expected.

‘Enviest thou for my sake? Would God
that all the Lord’s people were prophets, and
that the Lord would put His spitit ‘upon
them!’

"The answer shows the true greatness of
the man. He was not jealous because God
was appointing oth,_e!:s to share ir the work
which he had hitherto done alone. The task
was greater than he could do unaided; then
God speed all who would help to do it, and
increase their number!

We need to remember this i the present

day. There is so much sin and suffering in
the world that there is plenty of work for
all who will help to make things better,
Others may not think just as we think;
they may not act in what we think would
be the best way. But if they are fighting
against sin and suffering, if they are teach-
ing others about God and helping them to
live a better life, then by all means cheer
thém on. There will still be plenty of work
for us!—Friendly Greetings.’

R

A Summer’s Wcrk.,

(Zelia M. Walters, in the ‘Religious
Intelligencer.’)

The germ of laziness had certainly enter-
ed into Ralph’s veins that summer. He came
home from college to find the family settled
in their new country home.

‘We're all going to rest Lais aummer,’ gaid
the mother, who was realizing the dream of
her life in living in the country. And Ralph
found himself heartily in accord with the rest
idea.

He lay abed until an unheard-of hour in
the morning, and sometimes spent a good
part of the remainder of the day in the
hammock. His mother tried to interest him
in the beauties of nature about him, but in
vain,

‘I don’t want to observe the flowers—and
fbugs,’ he declared. ‘I had to do it all the
spring at college, and I dug in good and hard,
but now I'm going to rest.

Things changed a little the week Cousin
Janet came. Ralph got up early for five
mornings in succession, because there waas
some excursion in the fielde and woods plan-
ned for every day. On Saturday Ralph de-
clared that he meant to sleep until nine the
next morning. ‘That will give me just time
to get to church,’ he added.

The family still attended the city church
to which they belonged before coming to the
country.

‘T'm not going to a city church,’ said Janet.
‘T can do that any time at home. I want
to visit that little white church across the
river. And I think we will go in time for
Sunday school. Don’t you think so, Ralph?

Perhaps Ralph stifled a little groan. Sun-
day school was at nine, and the church was
a mile away. There could be no Sunday
morning nap. But Ralph was a well-bred
young fellow, and he agreed pleasantly.

When they reached the little church the
next day, they found it was well tfxey came
for Sunday school, because there was no
church services. The little congregation was

no church service. The little congregation -

was too poor to hire a minister,

Ralph and Janet did good service. Each
taught a class. Janet played. the organ, and
Ralph rather nervously acceded to the elder’s
request and talked to the Sunday school.
All his nervousness vanished, however, when

he arose, and he surpr?‘sed everyone by the

excellence of his lesson review.

Ralph,’ cried Janet, as soon as they had
started. home, ‘we must adopt that Sunday
school, and work hard all summer.’

‘All right,) agreed Ralph, heartily.

And they did. Y

As a first step, they invited all of the
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family to attend. There were eight of them,
and they made quite an addition to the
school. Then: Ralph made the school a pre-
stnt of some much-needed song-books. Edith,
the eldest, was fired with an ambition to pro-
vide a library for the scholars, and, undeter-
red by the teasing, or the title of ‘Miss Car-
negie,” which her brothers fastened upon her,
she went about among her friends, securing
books and contributions until she had 150 vol-
umes of good literature for the adopted Sun-
day school.

The most charming thing about these new
workers was that they did not attempt to
control or dominate. They were content to
work simply and earnestly in the first vacant
place, without making the older members feel
that they were being pushed back.. So har-
mony and, good fellowship remained.

Ralph and Janet and Edith began making
calls on the people, who did not attend
church at all, and in a little while the small
room was filled. Of course, many of the
new-comers fell away again, but, as Janet
said, they had been to church at least once
in their lives. And a few of them became
regular attendants,

They were talking over the question of
hiring a preacher for part of the time, when
Elder Graham ‘arose, and, putting his hand
on Ralph’s shoulder, said, ‘I’d like to hear a
éermon from this young man.

‘Me? cried Ralph. ‘Why, I can’t preach’

Now, they had all enjoyed Ralph’s little
talks in Sunday school, so they all declared
that they were sure he could preach if he
tried. And when Ralph went home, he had
promised to deliver a sermon the next Sun-
day.

The family saw but little of Ralph that
week. He certainly realized the golemnity of
his undertaking, and the responsibility that
attaches to one who attempts to give God’s
word to the people.

Every sentence of the sermon was re-writ-
ten and scrutinized with care.  Then lest
some unconsidered phrase should creep in, he
learned it by heart. He had often given
college orations, and taken part in debate,
but no speech, even in a contest, had ever
caused him o much concern as this.

When Sunday came, the church was erowd-
ed. Ralph wae pale with emotion, but he
did not lack courage, and his mother’s happy
face smiling up from the first seat was an
admonition for him to do his best.

And-his best turned out to be very good
indeed. They crowded about him after it
was donme. Some even declared that it was
the best cermon they had ever heard.

After that Ralph discovered that his sum-
mer work lay right at hand. e prepare¥ a

“germon for the church every Sunday during

the vaeation. And the fact that he was
preaching the gospel, even though unordain-
ied, made many changes in the young man.

One day, as the vacation was drawing to
a close, he said to his mother, ‘I believe T
have found my life-work as well as my sum-
mer work.”

“Be careful, sonm, she warned him; ‘that
is something requiring long and earnest con-
sideration. The country is full of preachers-
that they have mistaken their calling’

“Pm not going to decide hastily he an-
swered. ‘I'm going to take a whole year to
think about it. If I am of the same opin-
jon at the end of that time, I shall make my

decision. You don’t know how Tve liked it.

And it’s not just because every one was. sO
kind to me and praised me so much, but I
really liked the work. Of course, I may get
a different light in ayear’s time, but Trbelieve
T ghall feel as I do now. : e

< shall be very happy if you do, said his
mother, ‘for T think you are the best preach-
er I ever heard.

| Missionary Futloughs.

Why should missionaries take any fur-
Joughs? Why not stay ab their posts and

~die there? TFirst, to prolong life, because a.

live missionary is of more . use than a dead
one. The death of a missionary in a foreign
Yand creates a ripple of sorrow which extends
through the churches in a sentimental fash-
jon, but does very little toward increasing
the funds or sending a man to take his place.
Becond, to preserve health, because a well -
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missionary, as a rule, can accomplish more
than a sick one. tHow frequently the fur-
lough should be taken is a question which
comes up for an annual airing.

A missionary who came out to Burma in
1830 did not leave the country for twenty-
five years. By that time he had contracted
a chronic complaint, which a few months in
a cold climate ecould not Temove; and, al-
though he was spared to labor for twent)
years more, he could not do what he might
have done had he been a well man. Another
who came out a few years later, and remain-
ed seventeen years before going home, was
met by an officer of his society with the ques-
tion, asked in no pleasant tone: ‘What have
you come home for?” Another who had had
two terms of ten years each on the field, on
asking to be allowed to go home in the ninth
year of his third term, on account of fail-
ing health, was asked officially to ‘hold on
another year, if possible.

I do not mean to imply that the officials
are unfeeling; they echo only the Christian
public. who do not ecordially welcome a re-
turned missionary. At the same time, if a
man or woman can speak in an entertaining
manner, they are constantly in demand by
the churches, ‘to arouse their interest’ in for-
eign missions, Only the other day it was
reported in one of our papers that a certain
missionary from China had spoken almost
every day for the past six months! Some
years ago one missionary, who was unable to
speak much in public, preached earnestly and
feelingly in a prominent church near Boston
from the text, ‘For the love of Christ con-
straineth us.” After the sermon 1 heard him
criticised in the vestibule, because he had
not entertained his hearers with accounts of
perils. and hair-breadth escapes in pursuing

. his work.—A Missionary, in the ‘Baptist Mis-

sionary Review.’ d

e

What I Live For.

Dr. Guthrie used to say that there were
more religion, good sense and poetry in the
following than in all other similar efforts he
had ever read:

I live for those who love me,
For those I know are true; |

For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaits my spirit, too;

For all human ties that bind me,

. For the task my God assigned me,

For the bright hopes left behind me,

And the good that I can do.

I live to learn their story
Wno suffered for my sake;

To emulnte their glory
And follow in their wake;

Bards, martyrs, patriots, sages,

The nobles of all ages,

Whose deeds crown history’s pages,
And Time’s great volume make.

I live to hail the season,

- By gifted minds foretold,

When 'man shall live by reason,
And not alone for gold;

When man to man united,

And every wrong thing righted,

The whole world shall be lighted
As Eden was of old.

I live for those that love me,
With all that is divine,
To feel that there is union
"Twixt nature’s heart and mines
To profit by affliction, .
Reap truth from fields of fiction,
Grow wiser from conviction,
Fulfilling God’s design.

I live for those that love me,
For those that know me true,
For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaits my spirit, too;
For the wrongs that need resistance,
For the cause that needs assistance,
For the future in the distance, 2
And the good that T can do.
; v e i eyt 0
Those that do most for the heathen abroad
~are those that do most for the heathen at
home.—John G. Paton. :

o - An Appreciation,

Aug. 2, 1907,

The Meaning of the Cross.

Dr. Alexander Whyte, of Edinburgh, relatea
how, one morning at family worship, he had
been reading about the ‘Cross,’ and he steoop-
ed down and whispered to his little-four-year
old boy at ‘his knee: :

‘Do you know what a cross is;, my boy?

‘Oh! yes, father,” was the reply; ‘it’s just-
the ’thing -we climb on whén we go to hea-
ven.

‘Could even John Calvin have given a bet-
ter definition?” asked the delighted preacher.

‘Ah! my little boy,’ he continued, ‘when you
are as old a sinner as your father, yowll
know experimentally the ~truth of your
words.”

There is much more in the lad’s reply, imper-
fect though it is, than he knew; but the main
thought in his mind was that the death of
Christ, in its atoning value, was the medium
by which he was to reach eternal happiness.
The Cross is the medium through which all
heaven’s blessing comes to wuws~—'Christian
Age.’

More, More About Jesus,

More about Jesus would I know,
On His errands of love to go;
More in His Holy Word to scan;
Telling it out to dying man.

Cho—More, more about Jesus,
More, more about Jesus,
More of His saving fulness see.
More of His love who died for me,

More of His presence in my heart,
Love and mercy to impart,

More of His Holy Spirit feel,

Filling my soul with heavenly zeal

More in my ear His loving voice,
Making His paths my only choice;
More of His consecrating power
Coming to me in every hour.

_ More in His loving arms to lie,
Never once thinking to moan or ery;
A child on its loving mother’'s breast,
Lulled by her lullaby to rest.

More of heaven my words to be;

More on wings my thoughts to flee,

Less of this workl to think each day,

Having my eyes the other way.
——Unidentified.,
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, AUGUST 11, 1907,
The Sin of Nadab and Abihu.

Leviticus x., 1-11. Memory verse, 9. Read
Lev. viii—x.

Golden Text.

Wine is a mocker, strong drink iq rag-
Bng, and whosoever is deceived thereby is not -
—Prov. xx., 1.

Home Readings*

- Monday, August 5.—Ex. xxiv., 1-15.
Tuesday, August 6.—Ex. xxx., 1-10.
Wednesday, August 7.—Lev. viii., 13-30.
Thursday, August 8.—Lev. ix., 8-24.
Friday, August 9.—Lev. x., 1-20.
Saturday, August 10.—Num. xvi,, 1-22,
Sunday, August 11.—~Num. xvi., 23-46.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Who can remember anything about the
beautiful tent temple that God told the
Israelites to build? We were studlying about
it last Sunday, with its beautiful curtains
and lovely golden furniture. All the people
bad been busy over building it for several
months, and God appointed special men call-
ed priests and Levites to look after it. But:
do you suppose God just wanted it built like
this because it was beautiful?  No, indeed.
Everything about and in it was intended to
teach the people some lesson, and God was
very particular that everything should be
done his way, because he knew best. One
day Rob’s teacher told him to draw a pic-
ture on his slate, and to start at the top of
the slate, not at the bottom. Rob thought
it really couldn’t matter how he started so
long as the picture was drawn, so he started
at the bottom, and drew up to the top. When
he had finished, however, he found that
while he was drawing the top, his hand had
been: rubbing out all that he had drawn be-
fore. So he learned that the way you do
things really does matter after all. Just af-
ter this beautiful tabernacle was finished
there were two of the priests who were
something like Rob, that is, they thought
that the way they served in the temple real-
ly did not matter so long as thely did what
they had to do. God had particularly told
them what to do, and how to do it, but they
thought their own way was just as good, and
they disobeyed God. This sad lesson tells us
that God punished 'them by death. There
;xl another thing that God was very par-
icular about, and that was that none of his
priests serving in his temple should drink
strong drink.

The verses dealing with this can easily be
explained. The prohibition was made not
only for the sake of the priests themselves
(verse 10), but that they might be fit guides
for the people (verse 11). These two reasons

are equally forceful to God’s children to-day.

' FOR THE SENIORS. St
There is some little doubts as to what is

‘referred to by the ion ‘stra fire’
~in veree 1, but hhnﬂ?ﬁhn L‘ev.nif:.e, 24.;
vi, 12, 137 xvi, 12, and other such passages,
(it is reasonable to suppose that the fire on
the altar of burnt offering, kindled by di-
rect divine act, maintained continually Liy
_the priests, and in fact specifically mentioned
‘in some ecases, was the fire _designated by
- God for use with the incense in all eases. But
- whatever it may be, it was an act co’mn?itted.

'1,.
L

/

£

senses th

knowingly in disobedience of God’s command.
If- thoughtlessly done, it was mone the less
deserving of its punishment. God had been
for months impressing on the people his own
holiness, and the fact that punishment fol-
lowed the breaking of his law. In the very
first day of regular service, and in the eyes’
of all the people, these men, his representa-
tives, dare to neglect his express command.
It was almost a direct challenge of the truth
of his word, and was followed by the de-
creed punishment (Ex. xix., 22). = That it
was the spirit of the act, which displeased God
is evident as this same chapter records a
second infringement of rule (verses 16-20),
that at first roused Moses to anger but on
Aaron’s presentation of the case ‘he was con-
tent” The touch is very beautiful; Aaron
and his remaining sons uttered no cry of
grief at God’s judgment, but they had not
the heart to eat the customary meal. They
had in a very terrible manner ‘offered their
sin offering, and their burnt offering before
the Lord,’ and Aaron truly realized that God
did not require of them an appearance of cal-
lous indifference thely did not feel.

The close conjunction of verses 8-11 with
the foregoing tragedy hint the possibility
that it was under the influence of drink that
Nadab and Abihu sinned. But whether or no
this may be, the lesson makes a strong tem-
perance study. We as Christians are the
temples ‘of God, and have no Mmore right to
defile his temple in a small way than had
Nadab and Abihu. Anything that is indulg-
ed in detrimental to our bodily good, even
apart from moral danger, is a sin against
God, and if the moderate drinker considers
his a small and negligible sin, let him con-
sider God’s judgment on Nadab and Abihu,

SELECTIONS FROM PELOUBETS ‘NOTES.

The Necessity of the Punishment. It was
the same as"the necessity for all punishment,
~—in - its justice, in its measurement of the
evil of the sin, and its prevention of erime.
No government of imperfect people can “ex-
ist or dobs exist without it. ‘As has just
been pointed out, the ritual system had been
inaugurated on that very dgy. All was new
and strange, easily dis‘odged, depreciated, or
corrupted, and therefore needing  special
guarding. The bud needs, and has protection
from rough husks, which the flower can do
without. This swift death
against the new order has ite paralled in
the ewift death of “Ananias and Sapphira,
which is to be vindicated on similar grounds.
There, too, the necessity was stringent for
instant removal of a springing root of bit-
terness, by which many might be defiled,
and for saving the young life of the commun-
itly from disease, which, unchecked, might in-
fect its whole future. . . . To insist on
strict obedience was not the pedantry of rit-
ual martinetism, but the carefulness which
stops the smallest crack in the “levee” that
alone "keeps millions of acres from being
drowned by the Missippi. If we think of all
that hung on the question: whether Israel
was to keep iteelf unspotted from the hea-
then world <around it, and its various cults,
perhaps this tremendous judgment will as-
sume a different aspect. . , . The_ com-
mand applied to the priestly order; but all
Christians are priests, and their office binds
them to loftier lives of more speckless pur-
ity, and involves them in sorer chastisements
if they stain their garments. Amos +had
brooded over Moses’ words, and reproduced
them for the nation: “You only have I
known of all the families of the earth: there-
fore I will visit upon you all your iniqui-

ties;” and Peter echoes them when he speaks -

of “judgment to begin at the house of God.”?

—Alexander Maclaren, in ‘Sunday School

Times. '

I‘A number of gentlemen' in the State of

New York, came together to value certain

parcels of land which were to be offered at
public sale. They agreed unanimously upon
the sum they were worth; but upon the day

of the sale the owner cunningly treated them

to aleoholic drinks, and one of them bid and
actually paid four times as much for the pro-

of offenders .

perty as he or any other man in his right

ought it worth. A temperance man,
% = .
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having some standing timber to be disposed
of at public sale, decided that he would not
furnish arly alcoholic liquors to the bidders,
as was the custom in that day. The auction-
eer replied: “I am sorry, for you will lose a
great deal” of money. T know how it works,
for after men have been drinking the trees
look much larger to them than they did be-
fore.” A vendue master in Connecticut said:
“I have often in this way got more than ten
times the value of the drinks that I have
furnished.” Horse jockeys, gamblers, thieves,
wholesale merchants, and commercial travel-
lers often furnish alcoholic drinks for similar
purposes.—Julia Coleman, in ‘Independent.’

1. Disobedience to God’s laws is the road
to death, whether it be disobedience to his
moral laws or to the laws of health and right
use of our bodies.

2. Even the moderate use of strong drin®
shortens the life in years, and shortens it
still more in its effective power.

BIBLE REFERENCES.

I. Cor. iii, 16, 17; Psa. Ixxxix., 7; 1. Covr.
X, 11; Luke xii., 48; I. Sam. XV,

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, August 11.—Topie—Tlie teachings
of the rtrees. Ps. civ., 16-18; i., 1-6.
Junior C, E. Topic,
COMMON BLESSINGS,
Monday, August 5—God’s manifold mer-
cies. Neb. ix., 27, 28.

Tuesday, August 6.—His tender
Ps. 1, 1.

Wednesday, August 7.—His loving-kindness.
Ps. ciii., 2-5,

Thureday, August 8.—The multitude of ‘his
mercies. Isa. Ixiii, 7.

mercies,

Friday, August 9.—Always merciful. . Ps,
XXV, 85T

Saturday, August 10.—His kindness_shall
not depart. Isa. liv., 10.

Sunday, August 11— Topic—Every-day
mercies. Lam. iii., 22-25,

From tﬁe .
Sunny South.

The scope of the ‘Canadian Pictorial®
could not be better shown than by the
following letter from one of our young
agents in the West India Islands:

Santa Cruz P.O.,
St. Elizabeth,
Jamaica, B.W.1L.
Messrs. J. Dovgall & Sons,

‘Witness'’ Block, Montreal:

Dear Sirs,—‘Pictorials’ received on 14th
Inst. Have sold them all out. Please send
on another dozen.

The ‘Pletorials’ are worlh every inch of
the price. They ought to sell well after
- I have introduced the second lot, :
- Kindly send on ‘Pictorials’ as quickly as
you possibly can. Hoping in the near
future to carry on a large business with
“you, therefore benefiting both of wus,
‘Wishing you success and prosperity in
your wonderful little paper, ‘Canadian
Pictorial,” I remain, Dear Sirs,
ONE OF YOUR ‘PICTORIAL’ BOYS,
R.M.

£

Postage arrangements on newspapers to
Jamaica are the same as for Canada—for
8ubscribers at all events—so that the Ja=
maica boys have just the same business
chance with the ‘Pictorial’ as the Canadian
boys have—at least from the money-mak-

*  ing standpoint. We will hope some day to

have our friend’s picture in the ‘Porirait
" Gallery® of our successful agezﬂq{
“Remember, - our special Summer Ofter,
Boys! Sell the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ at 10
cents each, and remit us proceeds in full,
- and you get a Fine Jack-Knife for
selling NINE; a Fountain Pen for selling
FOURTEEN; a Watch for selling TWEN-
TY, (a Chain thrown in during July and

" August); a Cemera for selling, KIGHTREN;;

& Camera (larger size), for selling THIR.

. TV.SIX.

Let us kave your order by next mail

for a dozen to start on.

Address JOHN DOUGALL & SON,Agents
for the ‘Cavadian Pictorial,’ ‘Witness*
Block, Montreal. /
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THE REV- J. JACKSON WRAY'S LAST STORY,

OYS AND GIRLSeE=:

A TEMPERANCE STORY.

T

ED, RED WINE :

PUBLISHED BY PERMISSION OF

S—

CHAPTER XXX\’II.—(Continped.)

‘I think you will bear me out,’ said he,
‘that I have always set you an example of
self-restraint. There are some weak-kneed
souls who claim that the only safety lies in
total abstinence. I cannot agree with them,
for 1 think that ,as a rule, their self-assum-
ed righteousness is in the worst possible
taste, and it js neither wise nor gentlemanly
to make one’s gelf conspicuous, except when
some great principle is at stake, and even
then I often think that more is gained, in
the long run, by unostentatious silence than
by a loud-mouthed profession of our own be-
lief. Still it is possible to err on the other
side, and if you feel that alcohol, which
chould be a willing and pleasant servant, is
becoming your master, I should certainly
advise you to abstain entirely rather than
give way to it. That, however, is a contin-
gency which T am sure is not likely to hap-
pen to a son of mine.

Of course Cuathbert, though on the very
brink of that contingency which his father
thought so remote, cordially agréed with
everything said, and, indeed, he expressed
his contempt of the feebly-fibred abstainer in
even stronger words than Norwood Hayes
himself. 2

‘Mr. Nuneaster,’’ he continued, ‘is a Chris-
tian gentleman, a deacon at Cod Street
Chapel. He has promised me to look aftew
you as if you were his own .(Cuthbert did
not relish this piece of information). Let
1ie beg of you, therefore, if ever you should
happen-to get into any little trouble, as we
are all liable to do, to make as great a con-
fidant of him as you would of me. I am sure’
he will advise and guide you even better
than I eould. ;

And thus Norwood Hayes, having equip-
ped his son’s bark with a balloon by way of
an anchor, launched him out upon the stormy
waves of life. 'This, at best, risky experi-
ment meant to Cuthbert Hayes, certain,
speedy, and total shipwreek.

Mr. Nuncaster did al! that could be rea-
sonably expected of him fer young” Cuthbert.
In the first place, he took ledgings for him
in a respectable part of the town, which
lodgings he vacated for niore congenial quar-
ters within a month, as the landlady objected
to the unconscionable hours he kept. He al-
8o took a sitting for him at Cod Street,
which he occupied twice, and twice only; and
he ‘invited him up to-dinner on a Sunday,
but, as he entertained him afterwards by go-
ing to sleep, this privileg: was soon dispens-
ed with likewise.

In business matters he was equally con-
siderate. As young Hayes was only to be
with them a short time ,and, indeed, had no
need to be there at all, he did not bother
him by keeping him at the desk, but at once
introduced him to the brighter side of a
cornfactor’s life—the ecorn-cxehange, the ibar
of the ‘Double Locks’—tha former the place
where business was nominally done. and the
latter the place where it was actually trans-
acted, over a friendly bottle of wine or two,
or more, as it happened. 1t really did not
take long to learn the corn business in those*

days; it’s just about as simple éven now. It~

is worked on the plan of ‘sesfing a sprat to
catch a whale’ When you are Luying, you"
lay out the ‘sprat’ on liquor ,tili you have
made the other man fool cnough to let you
have his corn at your own price, and simi-
larly when selling. When ths bargain is con-
cluded, you have another drink to settle it.
Cuthbert was an apt pupil. Though he
had at first nothing to buy ‘or sell, he never-
theless picked up the other part of the
business with wonderful facility, and when
he came to conduct some slight operations

for his firm he was an adept. Then he tried
a 'speculation or two on his own account

with phenomenal sticcess, and as a result

turned up at the office in the afternoon un-
equivocably drunk. Mr. Nuncaste: sent him
home in a cab.

On the morrow he remonstrated with him.
Cuthbert was “dpologetic, and within the

¢l

SN

3%

i in

ot =g - :
N - S e
Y. it :
== > P //
Z,
7/ g >
o
7
s, %
-

Sl i
74

QRN ECIRANCE =t
% PRUCE Lot

2 e w——

WILLIAM BRIGGS, TORONTO. o

)

was unable to shake himself free. Then he
made a fool of himself by getting thoroughly
drunk on one or two occasions before the
bargain was struck, and so landing his firm
in for two or three very poor things. Thera-
upon his governor informed him that if this
occurred again he would have no further
need of his services, and for his fathers
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AT THE OFFICE IN }(‘HE AFTERNO ON* UNEQUIVOCABLY DRUNK.

week was drunk again in office hours. This
time he had made a eplendid bargain for the
firm, and somehow or other Mr. Nuncaster
failed to observe his young elerk’s condition.
Of course Cuthbert got into a ‘capital set,
80 mich so that he almost forgot what it
was to rise without a splitting headache in
the morning, which could only be conquered
by a ‘hair of the dog that bit him.
Gradually he became conscious that the
drink-habit was mastering him, but still he

¢

sake he made a valiant effort to keep himself
straight, but the fatal bound had been
passed, and he found himself powerless to
resist the craving for drink. £
At last the crisis came. Mr. Nuncaster
sent Cuthbert home, and wrote to his father
regretting that he had not informed him of
his eon’s weakness, for had he done so he
might then have been able to have avoided

this unpleasant occurrence. He was greazg

sorry for it, but when, after repeated war
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dngs, Cuthbert persisted in appearing on
the Corn Exchange in a state of intoxication,
it was no longer possible to keep him, if
only for the credit of the firm.

Cuthbert followed this letter to Nether-
borough. When he saw his father he inform-
. ed him in a drunken serious manner that he
had thoroughly learnt the business.

Norwood Hayes did his best, when too
Jate, to retrieve his son. Cuthbert would
have drink. The locks that defied his mother
were of no avail against him; he broke them
open and helped himself. There were no homes
for inebriates then-a-day, but at last Nor-
wood Hayes had to put his son under a doe-
tor'’s care, and the house he lived in had iron
bars across the windows. and the doors were
kept locked. Norwood Hayes was a broken,
disappointed man, but the lesson was al-
most learnt.

Young Cuthbert Hayes had but a short

etay in Mr. Nuncaster’s office, though it was’

long enough to ruin him body and soul. He
had not been in Hull long at the time of
Tom Smart’s breakdown and death, and
though T have followed him more particular-
Iy for a time, it must not be considered that
events at Netherborough stood still.

H CHAPTER XXXVIII.
One of the annual events which most stir-
red the calm of Netherborough life into
something like excitement, was the ODD
FELLOWS' FEAST. I put it down in capi-
tals for the sake of auld lang eyne. To me,
in the days of childhood, it was nothing less
than a red letter day. 'I'here was no school
that day, and as my schoclmacter was of
the strictly Rhadamanthus. ovder, a whole
day’s holiday made the ‘feast’ as welcome as
& gift from the gods. p
Then there was the ‘rreat procession!’
Three hundred men adornmed with blue sashes
and rosettes, each sash embroidered in\ gold
thread with the symbol of the lodge, and
there were the officers in gleaning regalia.
These all marched along the Netherborough
streets, headed by an enormous silken flag,
on which was painted the cocy uome of a
thrifty Odd Fellow, and tne quaint device of
the Royal Albert Lodge;’ while many small-
‘er flags_and bannerets were carried by bear-
ers placed at intervals on the line of march.
- The importance of the festival and the
erowd of holiday makers made it worth the
while for the vendors of nuts, gingerbread,
and other bilious edibles, to erect their stalls
in the market-place; and there was also thaf
‘which gave the holiday an added glory, name-
1y, pence in my usually impecunious pocket,
all for niy spending on that delightful day.
Do I not well to ‘gush’ a little on this sub-
jeet, and to celebrate in capitals ‘the Odd
Fellows’ feast. .
After the members of the club had suffi-
ciently perambulated the town, and impress-
ed the eyes of the citizens with the external
glories of Odd Fellowship, they returned to
the starting-place, the ‘Netherborough Arms.
‘All the monthly meetings of the clubs were
held in that hospitable hostelry, whose
‘Arms’ were always open, in more senses
than one, to take them in.
, The result of this absurd and suicidal ar-
rangement was that many of the members
of the club expended more money at the bar
and in the tap room than the useful econo-
mies of club-thrift amounted to. These en-
‘sured them an allowance ime of sic
‘and a grant at death,.
- left behind! ' Thank God, - that

TR

cieties, T believe, are compelled to hold their
*lodges’ in better-quarters, and that finan-
eial leakage and stultifying folly is largely
e . (To be Continued.)

Does Your Subscription Ex-
- pire This Month?
 Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
" on is July, it is time that remewals were
" gent in so as to avoid losing a sin e
_ iAs renewals always date from the expiry of
‘the old subscriptions, subseribers lose nothing
by remitting a little in advance. When re-
ewing, why not take advantage of the fine
3 ‘announced elsewhere in this
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wiser days that folly is abated. TFriendly So- -

copy.

i S e S S S S S,

WVHE MESSENGER.

The Four Sunbeams

Four little sunbeams came earthward one
day,
Shining and dancing along on their way,
Resolved that their course should be blest.
Let us try;” they all whispered, ‘some kind-
ness to do, :
Not seek our own pleasuring
through,
Then meet in the eve at the west.’

all the day

One sunbeam ran in at a low cotage door,
4And played ‘hide and seek‘ with a child on
the floor.
Till baby laughed loud in his glee,
And chased with delight its strange playmate
80 bright,
The little hands grasping in vain for
light
That ever before them would flee,

One erept to a couch where an invalid lay,
And brought him a dream of the sweet sum-
mer day,

Its bird songs, and beauty, and bloom;
Till pain was forgotten and weary unrest,
And in fancy he roamed through the scene

he loved best,

Far from the dim, darkened room.

One stole to the heart of a girl that was
sad.

And loved and caressed her until she was
glad,

And lifted her white face again.
Fot love brings content to the lowliest lot,
And finds something sweet in the dreariest
&pot,
And lightens all labor and pain.

And one, where a little blind girl sat alone,
Not sharing the mirth of her playfellows,
shone : :
On the hands that were folded and pale.
And kissed the poor eyes that had never
known sight,
That never would gaze on the beautiful-
Till angels had lifted the veil.
—Author unknown,

light

Four Vict‘o'riesk in One 'Da.ly.

‘Has it ever struck you that David’s
over Giant Goliath was only the last
victories he gained that day?

1. No sooner had David reachéd the field
of battle that morning, than the giant’s
challenge sounded out; instantly the Israel-
ities were filled with fear, and fled before
him. Now a panic is most infectious;
spreads more quickly than measles”or mumps.
How wag it that the shepherd lad was the
only ong who did not fear? He got the vie-
tory over the natural tendency to run away
with the rest, because he was in touch w §1
God, linked by simple trust to One might-
ier, than his foe. Are you in touch with’
God? Or are you one of those who go with
the stream, and do foolish things just beeause
everyone else around you is doing the same?

2. David’s eldest brother heard him talking
of going to accept the challenge of the giant,
and tead of admiring his pluck and en-
“rouraging him to do so, Eliab began to sneer
sarcastically at David: "W{ith ~ whom hast

:;@aq few sheep in the w

vietory
of four

tone in which they were said, we
mut“ anyone in a temper unles
touch with God. With a ruffled temper the

best marksman in the world will miss the

target; but David was hiding in God, ‘and
“no_angry passion swelled his breast.
3. ‘With five smooth stones and his sling

in his hand he went forward to meet Go-

liath; and when the giant looked about and; -

 saw David; he disdained him, for he was but
~a youth; and the Philistine cursed David.
id David answer, him back with curses, as
many other men would have dome??  No,
~ David’s lips belonged to God. He says no-
thing that he would not like God to hear.
Under great provocation how many people
will resort to bad hnguaaﬁe. - Had David
~done so he would have had no right to ex-
~ pect God to fight for him, and the flush of
temper might easily have excited his nerves

~and made his aim unsteady. :
4. But again David wins a victory. With

,. e 4 I s

the .

it *

ibrave,“pqre? trustful von}h(' he answered ﬁo

5

giant, and then with unerring aim slung the
stone which laid his enemy low. You and I
need David’s simple trust in God, that we,
like him, may conquer the fear of man, has-
ty temper, and the misuse ofthe tongue, be-
fore we can go forth to fight the giant evils
that are warring against the people of God.
H. G. Harris, B.A., in the London ‘Christian.’

The Permanent Weakness of
Indulgence.

Tt is not necessary to sin in order to get
a new start. The Devil would like to have
us think it is. Sin looks so attractive be-
forehand, and so repulsive afterward, taat
it sometimes seems-as though our only hope
for seeing &in in its true light, and thereby
turning from it, is to pass through it and
taste its bitterness. But to yield is only to
make the fight for all life-time harder. XKvery
yielding lessens our chance of permanent wic-
tory, and increases the chance of eternall
ruin. ‘After this once, you ecan turn from

b it forever, is the lying assurance of the Fa-
ther of Lies. ‘Do it this once, and I’'ll have
you forever,” is his real hope—S. S. Times.”

If I Were You, My Dear.

I wouldn’t turn my head to look after fine
dresses or impertinent men. .

I wouldn’t forget to sew the braid around
the bottom of my skirt or the button on my
shoe.

I wouldn’t conclude that every man who
said something pleasant to me had fallen in
love with me.

I wouldn’t feel that I was an ill-treated
personage because, though I could play plea-
santly, my friends didn’t count me a modern
Mozart. :

I would not, when I could have only one
dress, choose a conspicuous one.

I would not, because I was tired and ner-
ivous, give smappy, ill-natured replies to
questions asked me by those who really car-
ed for me.

I would not get into the habit of speaking
in a familiar way of the men I know. When
you make them Tom, Dick and Harry they
are apt to consider you as Kate, Nell, or
Molly.

I would not permit any girl friend to com-
plain to me of her mother—it is like listening
to blasphemy.—Selected.

Eskimo Gratitiude.

The Eskimos of Alaska are an interesiing
people in many respects, but the fates seem
to be against them.

‘These singular people,; says a recent au-
¢ thor, ‘are hospitable in their primitive way.
- They are, of course, totally deficient in all
the formalities and polite usages of ciliviza-
tion. On entering ome of the huts you are
never asked to sit down, or when leaving you
are never asked to call again. When they
visit a white man’s cabin they do not knock,
but open the door and walk in without any
ceremony. When they take their.departure
they do so in the same informal manner.
They are unquestionably grateful for favors
shown them, yet when you do them a kind-

¢ moss there is mo outward sign or expression

‘of gratitude at the time. v :
‘A native lad about sixteen years of age
~came into my tabin one morning, suffering
with an acute bowel complaint. I happened
to have a preparation for this trouble in my
medicine-chest, and administered to him a
"dose according to directions. It relieved him
~somewhat, and after eating his dinner he
" returned home, a distance of some ten miles,
In a week or ten days he came back, bring- .
ing with him a number of curios, which he
had wrapped with care in a small eanvas sack.
Taking the eurios out of the sack one by one,
and\unwrg]ppin‘g them carefully, he laid them
on my table, saying as he did so, in his brok-
_en English, “You like ’em?” . Receiving an
affirmative reply, he said, “You catch em,”
“at the same time shoving the articles to-
~ wards me. i | e
‘I thought the young man was bent upon
a trade, so to please him I laid out upon the
- table a number of edible. articles, together
with a red bandanna handkerchief—a red'
handkerchief, is prized very highly by all the

A
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natives—and awaited his decigion. It was
soon forthcoming.

‘“Me no catch ‘em,” he said, pointing to
the articles ‘which I had selected for him. “Me
no trade him you,” pointing to the articles
which he had placed upon the tables, “Me
give him you.” He left the trinkets with
me, but would not accept a thing in return
for them.

‘Some four weeks afterward this Indian
boy came to my cabin again. He brought
with him on his second visit a pair of small
snow-shoes and a miniature Eskimo sled. He
had been told that I had a little boy at home,
and he made me understand that he had
made the snow-shoes and sled for him, in-
sisting that I should take them, which I
did; but he stoutly resisted anything in re-
turn for them. All this was to show his ap-
preciation of the little act of kindness which
I had done for him.—London ‘Christian.’

——

Worg.

I like those words that carcy in their veins
The blood of lions. ‘Liberty’ is one,
And “Justice” and the Leart leaps to the

sun
When the thrilled note of ‘Courage! Cour-
age!’ raing

Upon the sorely stricken will." No pains

Burvive when ‘Life’ and ‘Light, twin glories,
run

From the quick page to some poor soul un-
done, :

And beggar by their glow all other gains.

How splendid does ‘Morning’ flood our night!
How the word ‘Oceans’ drowns our insect

cares,
And drives a strong wind through our hous-
ed-up grief. 3
While ‘Honor’ lifts wus to the mountain
height;

And Loyalty’ the heaviest burden bears

As lightly as a tree a crimson leaf.

—Ethelwyn Wetherald, in the ‘Congregation-
alist and Christian World.

Strength Through Strain.

A man came to Sir Andrew Clark complain-
ing of depression, inability to do his work,
and that he was tempted to rely on stimu-
lants, and when the patient declared that
he would be unequal to his work and would
sink, he replied: “Then sink like a man’

We need tohave done with the servile
creed that we must follow our impulses, and
give in to every over-mastering temptation.
Strength is got through the strain.  Bach
life has ite own besetting temptations, its
own ehare of trial, and is menaced some-
where by danger. That is the natural envir-
onment for growth in grace and gracious life.

It is the common human experience fo
the training of character, for the making of
true manhood and womanhood. - To refuse
to see the discipline is to empty life of any
moral significance, and even to empty life
of any meaning at all. But when we have a
glimmering of the great and inspiring
thought that is the will of God for us, even
our aanctification, we see how it must be,
as Paunl asserts, that ‘God is faithful, Who
will not euffer us to be tempted above that
we are able, but will with the temptation
also make a way of escape that we may be
able to bear it’—Presbyterian.

—-——

A Lesson From A Lad’s Fish-
pOle. e 3

‘He was the happiest lad you ever saw af-
ter he had taken that fish. It was indeed a
beauty. Tugging it up from the creek our
laddie was not satisfied until he had shown
t to every one in the house and then drop-
ped it on the scales. When the beam tipped
at two pounds his joy was unspeakable, for
no one could remember when a fish eighteen
inches long and .weighing two whole pounds
had been taken from that stream.

How did he catch it? A 3t

‘T worked for that fish two whole hours.
He was the cutest fellow! = "Pwo or three
times I thought I had him, and just then
he would flip his tail and scud away. 1
thought he mnever would come back; but he
did, and then T gave him a bit of a prick
with the hook that I was sure would send
him away forever, hut it didn’t. He came

b

back just as shy! And I watched for him
till just as you called, and then I took him!,
Oh, isn’t he a beauty!’

Fishing for other things is done the same
way. - Shall we get our lesson from the lad’s
fish-pole ?

In the firet place, there are still as good
fish in the sea as ever have been caught..
Sometimes we forget that. We get in a hur-
ry, and think all the best fish have been tak-
en. No use of our ever trying to get any-
thing worth while. The banke of the stream
are lined with fishermen. If we get anything,
it will be nothing but ‘minnies’ This is not
a brave way to look at it. Far better to
say, ‘If anybody ean get good fish out of this
etream, I can, and I'll do it too!” That is
the spirit that wins.

And then, hosts of people are fishing with
the wrong kind of hooks. You cannot catch
trout with hooks big enough for sharks. A
good many times it seems to us we must have
a monstrous hook, and we spend all we have
and are to get one. All the time the larg-
est fish in the etream where we are to cast
our line i& mot more than cighteen inches
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we declare. ‘They have all been taken out,
No use to waste time here!’

Two hours for a single fish! Seemed like
a waste of time; but in the end there was
the two-pounder. It pays to wait. Waiting
is no fun. The sun is hot. This rock is hard
to sit on. We will surely burn our hands
and neck to a blisiter. To-morrow people
will laugh at us for putting in the whole day
and bringing in an empty bag.

True; but fish are wary. They dodge in
and out, playing with our hopes and fears
and trying our patience sorely. The best
fish are the hardest to get. We tire of wait~
ing and soon we get up, reel in the line and
go home with minnows scarcely six inches
long; and all the time there are two-pound-
ers left behind. Some one will take them;
no doubt about that. Then we will bemoan
our loss and talk about our bad luck when
the fact is, we might have had the bes#
there is if we had only been satisfied to wait
and keep steady watch of the line.

So let us wateh the line.

There is still another thing. We cannot
catch the best fish and be thinking of some-

‘I WORKED FOR THAT FISI. AS MUCH A8 TWO HOURS’

long. It takes a smart man to fit himself
for just the work he is to do in the world.
A good share of the failures in life are due
to the fact that men get ready to do some-
thing else rather than what they really set-
tle down to do.
. But when we are all ready for our fishing,
it i8 a good thing to take counsel of our lad-
die. hat did he say? =N

T worked for that fish as much as two
hours!’ ‘
 Oh, the haste with which we do cur fish-
ing! We cast in our lins, and if we do not
get a bite within the next {hrec minutes we
are inclined to puil up the pouie and=oy on to

-some other place. ‘This is no place to fish!’

thing else, our eyes far away on the clouds
drifting away. The eclouds are beautiful; ne
doubt about that. It stirs the heart te
stand sometimes and see them float by on
the wings of the wind. But the time to de
that is not whén you are after fish. Now
we must be alert. The thoughts must be on
the bob. We must feel the faintest nibble
on the hook. Every nerve must be tense

‘and strained for the greater thing.

There is something of the true fisherman in
every man or woman that wine in the work
of all the world. The story of the fisher lad
is the story of all successful men to-day. Get
veady. Work. Pe patient. Keep the heart
true to its purpose—Young Folks.’
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The Man Of Toil.

Man of Toil, would’st thou be free?
Lend thine ear to Reason’s call »
There’s folly in the drunkard’s glee—
There’'s madness in the midnight brawl.
The ribald jest, the vulgar song
May give a keener sting to care;
The riot of a reckless throng
May lead to ruin and despair;
Let Truth unloose thy fettered soul—
There is no freedom in the bowl.

Man of Toil, would’st thou be wise?

The paths of moral right explore;
Pierce the human heart’s disguise,

And track its motives to the core.
Creation’s boundless beauties scan,

Observe its wonders—search its laws;
Look on the vast harmonious plan

And learn to love the Eternal Cause;
Let Truth illumine thy dark soul—
There is no wisdom in the bowl.

Man of Toil, would’st thou be blest?
~Give thy finest feeling play;
Bring all that’s noble to thy breast,

Let all that’s worthless pass away.
Let generous deeds bid sorrow cease,

Let gentlest words thy lips employ;
Scatter the seeds of love and peace,

And reap a harvest full of joy;
Let Truth make glad the harassed soul—
There are no blessings in the bowl.

—Manchester ‘Times.”

The Lawyer’s Story.

_The young men had made great prepara-
tions for their fishingy trip into the Indian
territory, and their disappointment was deep
when, on  the wi

them he could not“go. To miake the matted'
worse, his explanations were very lame and
unsatisfactory; it was evident that he had-
given up the trip for some reason which he
hesitated to name.

As a last resort the others went in a body
—six of them—to his office, and demanded
that he tell them exactly why he had de-
serted, when he had been most enthusiastio
in planning the outing.

‘If lyou're really to understand it he said,
‘T shall have to begin with my own beyhood.
My father, the best father, T think. that a
boy ever had, always showed me a tender-
ness which even as a child I Xnow was some-
how different from the love which my play-
mates had from their parents. 1t was not
until I was perhaps fourteen years old that
he told me why this was so.

‘Although he himeelf lived a most exem-
plary life, his father, his fath:r’s father and
two of his uncles had been drunkards. The
taste for liquor he believed to be hereditary
in our family, and in me he had recognized
many of the traits he hims:li possessed, and
‘which had made his own life a long fight
against the habit of drink. He pointed out
the danger that lay before me, and begged
me to give him my promise never, under any
circumstances, to touch liquor. “It is your
safetly,” he said.  “Unless you make this re-
solution, and have the strength to keep it,
the odds will be fatally against you, for, like

“myself, you are easily influenced by others.

If 1 thought that to-morrow you were to
‘take your first drink, I should pray to God

- that you might die to-day.

Of couree, I promised. He had never talk-

it made an impression on me. I was fright-

~ened, and for several years I kept my pro-

.mise. Then T went with some other young

. fellows on an all-day fishing trip. While we
_were eating our luncheon one of our num-
_-ber, a boy whom we

' ve all admired, took a bot-
tle of whiskely from his pocket, drank from
it, and passed it to his next neighbor. The

: ¢ very morning they were to.
_start, the lawyer, whom they all liked, told

“board. What is she

to me in that way before, and, of course, .
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bottle went round the eircle, for no one dar-
ed to refuse to follow George Reitz’s lead.
When it came to me, I tried to pass it on
without drinking, but the others began to
tease and ridicule me, until from sheer cow-
ardice I took the drink. A second and a
third followed, and I began to realize that
I liked the stuff, and wanted more of it. My
father's warning flashed acrose my mind:

‘“If you take one drink, you may be for-
ever lost!”

‘The rest of the day passed wretchedly
enough, and T was glad when it was time to
start for home. When I reached the house I
found that my father, whom I had left in
good health in the morning, was lying at
the point of death. He had had a gudden
attack of heart disease. They told me he
was very anxious to see me alone, and with
a breaking heart I entered his room.

‘He could not move and could hardly
epeak, but.as I took his hand and bowed my
head upon it, erying, he smiled tenderly and
lovingly on me. When I grew calmer he
spoke, although the effort was pitiful to~
witness:

‘“Be strong—mother's sake— my sake —
kiss me.” t

‘As' T bent down to kiss him he noticed the
odor of liquor in my breath. I shall never
forget the look of agony of despair in his
eyes.

‘‘My poor—lost—boy!”
these were his last words.

‘Since that day, God helping me, I have
never touched a drop of liquor. But I know
my weakness.| I don’t dare to expose myself
to temptation, and I never knowingly go
where liquor is to be used. This morning,
while the provision waggon was being load-
ed, T saw that some one had sent along a
case of whiskey. Forgive me, boys; I'm not
preaching nor finding fault with you, but
you &ée now why I can’t go’

‘“You can go and you shall go’ epoke up
the judge, who had provided ‘the case of
liquor, ‘for the whiskey is going to stawy here’
8o the lawyer went, and a jollier, healthier,
bappier outing ‘none of the men ever had.—
“Youth’s Companion.’

he groaned; and.

Who Pays the Saloon Tax?

The saloon-keeper doesn’t pay:it. He pro-
duces nothing. As far as he is concerned he

-has nothing to pay it with. Who pays it

then? Those who can least afford it and.
those from whom it ought to be least expect-
ed. The drunkard’s family pays the saloon
tax. See the poor woman, pale and wan and
wretched, wearing her life out over the wash-
doing? She is paying
the tax. See the little boy going along the
street halfclad, with his feet protruding
through the holes in his shoes, and with de-
gradation written on every line of his face.
What is he doing?” He is paying the saloon
tax. Equity is a great word in the law, and
in the conmstitution of the State. Is there
any equity about that?. We have boards for
the equalization of taxes. What is the board
to do in such a case as that? What can con-
scientious voters do in the matter but vote
dry 7—‘American Tssue.

]
{

General Fred (rant’s Rule,

General Fred D. Grant has authorized the
following statement: “Tell young men that I
do not drink a drop of liquor; have not for
eightéen years. I am afraid to drink it. I
tried to drink with extreme moderation; be-
cause I know that alcohol is the worst poi-
son; but I found it was an absolute impos-
gibililly to drink moderately. Because mod-
erate drinking is a practical impossibility, I
became an absolute teetotaler,—a crank, if
you please. Ninety-five per cent. of deser-

‘fions and acts of lawlessness in the army

are due to drink. If I had the greatest ap-
pointive powers in the country, no man
would get even the smallest appointment
from me unless he showed proof of his abso-
lute teetotalism. As it is, of my own ap-
pointees, the members of my staff, not one
of them touches a drop. They know better’
—The Rev. William 8. C. Webster, Andover
N. JI. From ‘The Interior., :

Religious Notes.

The recent earthquake has left homeless
the people and missionaries of Bitlis, Turkey,
The poor people have not recovered from the
massacre, and now, oppressed by the Turk,
laden with unjust taxation, suffering fammne
through prices fouy times higher than usual,
they are encamped in the snow. Immediate
assistance is urgently requested from Mr. W.
W. Peet, of Constantinople, treasurer of the
American Mission,

Those who have known of the heroic mis-
sionary and relief work of the Rev. and Mrs.
R. M. Cole, Miss Nellie Cole, and the Misses
Charlotte and Mary Ely, will need no urging
to lend a helping hand. Mr. Cole, a partial
invalid from a fall received last year while
op. a tour to succor the refugees in the Moush
region, has bravely remained at his post wait-
ing for reinforcements before leaving for Amer-
ica.

The Misses Ely, graduates of Mt. Holyoke,
have built a Mt. Holyoke in Bitlis amid the
‘mountains of Kurdistan, often touring in the
winter on snow-sleds among the villages where
their pupils are working as teachers, Bible-
readers and pastors’ wives, With their. build-
ings and industries destroyed, what shall these
missionaries do with their pupils and orphans
whom they have sheltered and trained? How
shall they meet the refugees crowding around
them?

The Bitlis station was established some 50
years ago, literally speaking, in 1859. It has
in the valley in whica it is situated, as =a

rule, but one missionary and his wife, but
there were others there at this time. It ia
built on a rocky slope 5,000 feet above the

sea, and the horses are confined to their sta-
bles in the winter, which lasts many months
of the year. The population of this place is
of Kurds, Armenians, and Turks. The Ameri-
can Board has here 250 church-members, be
gides an industrial plant and the usual ac-
companiments of a mission station.—‘Mission-
ary Review of Reviews/

After forty-five years of missionary service,
the Rev. W. Miller, LL.D., C.LE, is retiring
to Scotland at the age of sixty-nine years. As
a student he stood the first of his year in the
juniversity, and on coming out to Madras
speedily acquired the reputation of a teacher
of rare genius. He not only taught, but he
planned education with statesmanlike com-
prehension, and may, without exaggeration,
be called the greatest educationist India haa
had. Scorning to compare the Free Church
Institution and College with the Presidency
{College, he quickly, by sheer teaching powen
and force of charscter, raiged it well above
the government institution. He conceived the
idea of a united Christian college for all the
‘glucational missions, and the Madras Chris-
tian College, first and greatest of its class,
was the result. Consistently from the com-
mencement of- his career, Doctor Miller has
admitted that his calling as an educational
missionary is inferior to the ealling of evan-
gelical missionaries. He has rendered great
services to the government, which have been
worthily acknowledged; and public estimation
thas expressed iteelf in the form of the only
statue erected to the honor of a missionary
in India—The Star of India’

Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Innes Wright write
that mission work has now been carried on
for over nine years at Sukhia Pokhri, a small
village on the Himalayas, in the Darjeeling
district. This village stands at an elevation

7200 feet, and is within three miles of
:{e frontier of Nepal, an independent native
state containing over 3,000,000 people, among
whom there are no resident missionaries, the
country being closed to Ruropeans. The ob-
ject of our mission is to reach with the Gos-
pel the Nepalis, many of whom come to the
weekly bazaar held at Sukhai Pokhri. Evan-
gelisYic meetings are held in the hall in the
bazaar, or when on tour, the attendance at
which exceeds 106,000. Many of these Nepa-
lis had never before heard of Christ. All who'
attend the Gospel meetings receive medicing
iree of charge. Since the commencement medi-
cal help has been given to over 100,000, of
whom considerable numbers have come
distances from the interior of Nepal. Gospels
“are gold and mission tours undertaken d
the cold seasan, meetings being held and medi-
cine given on the way.—‘Missionary Review of

- Reviews." = |
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=>ALITTLE FOLKSE«.

%The Little Girl Next Door.”” but wanted to tumble them inany- out on the first morning,she thought

For Very Little Readers.

Mardie was a loving little thing,
she was fond of almost everybody.
She loved Father and Mother and
Robin, her big brother, and all her
dolls, and even the baker’s ugly
dog that was always growling and
had only one ear. So Mardie really

loved very nearly everybody. But

there was one person in the world
that Mardie did not like, and that
- was the little girl next door.

The oddest thing was, that it
was just. because Mardie was al-
ways told that the little girl next
door was such a very nice little girl
that Mardie did not like her, If
Mardie had an egg for breakfast,
and dropped a little—just a very
little-—of that nasty yolk that stains
g0, on her clean pinafore, then
Jessie, Mardie’s nurse, v;vould be
sure to say,— :

¢Oh, fie, Miss Margaret! The
little girl next door always-eats
nicely, and keeps herself tidy.

Or, if Mardie was very sleepy,
and did not think she really could
pack all her bricks up in her box,

how, so that the lid would not fit,
and some bricks tumbled out again,
then Jessie would say,—

¢Oh, but the little girl next door
always put her toys away before
she goes to bed.

It was the same with everything.
Mardie wondetfed how Jessie knew
that the little girl next door
actually liked having her hair

brushea, even when there were

tangles in it, and that she never bit
the tops of her gloves, or gave
her dolls medicine in her nurse’'s
thimble and then forgot where she
had put it.

The most provoking thing of all
was that sometimes if Mardie cried,
which, of course, was very seldom,
and only when she was obliged,
Jessie would pretend that it was
not Mardie crying at all, but the
little girl next door. So Mardie
did not like that little girl at
all, :

Mardie went to the seaside in
summer. She went to a house that
stood by itself in a little garden, so
that no other house touchedit; and
when Mardie woke up and peeped

to herself—

‘I like the sea and the sand and
the shells; and there isn’t any
next door, so there can’t be any
little girl there.’

Jessie took her work and went
down on the beach with Mardie.
Father had bought Mardie a spade
before she left home, and Mardie
made a sand castle and puther doll
in it for a queen, and pebbles for
soldiers. Then Mardie dug a deep
well, because an army was coming
to besiege the castle, and the
soldiers would want water. But
when the well was ready, Mardie
found she had no bucket to fetch
water in, as all the other children
did when they dug wells.

‘ You must ask Mother to buy
you one, Miss Margaret,, said
Jessie; but Jessie was so stupid,
she could not understand how badly
Mardie wanted the bucket that
minute. '

Mardie went back to her castle,
Close by it a little girl was very
busy, building another castle, That
little girl had a bucket, and shedid
not want it just then. Mardie
went a little nearer. Perhaps the
little girl would lend it toher. She
looked up when Mardie came. It
was the little girl from next
door!

Mardie looked at the little girl,
and the little girl looked at her.
At last the little girl said very
slowly,—

I should like to play with you,
only——’

*Only what ? asked Mardie.

‘Only Kate says you're so dread-
fully good!

‘Well, T never!’ said Mardie,
which was what Jessie said when
she was surprised. Very soon
Mardie and Rose—that was the
little girl’s name—were playing -
happily together, with Rose’s bro-
thers and sister, When Mardie
went home she told Mother all
about it, and Mother said,— \

‘ Well, Mardie, you see how it
is; both you and Rosie will have
to be dreadfully good!” But whether
they have been so good at all, that
I have not heard.—L. F. F,, in "
‘Sunday Reading.’ ’

-
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Don’t You Know,

A little rain, and a little sun,
And a little pearly dew,
And a pushing up and a reaching
out,
The leaves and tendrils all about:
Ah, that's the way the flowers
grow,
Don’t you know ?
A little work and a little play,
And lots of quiet sleep ;
A cheerful heart, and a sunny face,
And lessons learned, and things in
place:
Ab, that's the way the children
grow,
Don’t you know ?
—fLittle Men and Women,’

Their Picnic Luncheon.
(By Emma C. Dowd,in *SS. Times.")

Daphne Parker and Bessie Mey-
ers started on their picnic in high
glee. The day was sunshiny, and
the air was just cool enough.

‘ Everything would be perfect,
if only Sarah Scott could have gone
too, said Daphne. ¢But it will be
lovely, as it is! Mama has given
me two of the dearest little turn-
overs, and four nut sandwiches and
a half-dozen cookies.’

‘I have two little frosted ecup
sakes and two oranges and two
pananas and two boiled eggs and
" gwo rolls, chirped Bessie, delight-
edly. ‘Sha'n’t we have a splendid
Junch? More than we can eat, 1
guess; we can feed the birds with
what is left.

The two friends had planned to
spend the day at Washington Park,
promising to be at home by five
o'clock., Besides having a merry
holiday, they hoped to find some

blue gentians in a little broolk:

valley just beyond the park.

They waited and waited for a
trolley car,and finally walked along,
thinking it would overtake them.
But for some reason it was belated,
and they went on and on, till they
reached a part of the city that was
little known to them. It was
evidently peopled by poor families,
for the houses were old and shabby,
and most of the folks they met
- looked old and shabby, too. Even

the children did not seem young,
 their faces were so pale and thin.
Finally they came upon a girl of

about their age who was crying.
She had with her a smaller child,
who stared at the two as they
passed.

‘I wonder what's the matter,
whispered Bessie.

‘Let's ask her, whispered back
Daphne.

‘I’'m sohungry!” sobbed the little
girl,

‘ Haven’'t you had your break-
fast ¥ enquired Bessie.

The tousled head shook mourn-
fully. ;

¢She giv’ her crust to the baby,
putin the other. ¢ The’ wa'n't only
two. I'd ¢'t mine, I was & hun-
gry.

Daphne looked at Bessie; Bessie
nodded.

Then off came the covers of both
baskets, and you ought to have
seen the eyes of those children as
the goodies were first spied.

The girl at once hushed hersobs,
and quickly breaking Daphne’s
turn-over in two, she handed half
to her companion. :

¢Qh, don’t!” Daphne protested;
¢ I've another for her/

‘I ain’t her!” was the scornful
cry; ‘I'm him?

‘Oh, excugse me!” -Daphne hur-
ried to say, glancing at the skirt
which came to the boy’s ankles.

‘I ain’'t got no trousers!’” he
scowled. But his face at once
brightened under the influence of
the turn-over. ‘Thisg's gay! he
shouted. y

Two sandwiches, the eggs, and
the oranges followed the little pies,
and the children went on with
lighter baskets and happier hearts.

Suddenly Bessie stopped short.
¢We did’nt give them anything for
their poor mother and the baby!
she said, :

Daphne looked back. The girl
had disappeared.

‘1 guess she’s carried em some.
But there won’t be enough. Let's
give ’em some more! I'm not
hungry; are you?

Bessie wasn’t, and when the girls
Jeft the children the second time
there was only a cookie in one
basket and a banana in the other.

Merrily they ate their lunch in
one of the little groves of the park;
but they found that half a banana
and half a cookie was not enough
to satisfy the appetite of a robust

Ma didn’ have none.’
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little girl, and this was why they
reached home before the appointed
hour—they had been too hungry to
stay longer. Buttheir hands were
full of blue gentians and their faces
It had been ‘such
a lovely day!” they said.

were radiant.

Charlie’s Rook.
¢ Mother,” said little Charlie,

¢ Will Harnin says that his mother
writes books, Is it very hard to
write a book ?

¢1 don’t know, I'm sure,’ said
his mother.

‘T'm going to write a book,” said
this small man. :

Just then the door bell rang, and
Charlie’s mother went to sce a
caller. When she came back he
was sitting on her footstool, busily
writing.

‘ Now, mother,’ said Charlie, ‘ 1’'m
done with my book,’

“No, you are not done. God has
given you a book to write; Ihope
that it is a long one, full of beauti-
ful stories,’

“What is the name of my book !’
he asked.

‘It's name is ‘Charlie’s Life/
You can write only one page aday,
and you must be very careful not
to make any black marks in it by
doing ugly things. Wheun you pout
and cry, that smears your page;
and when you help mother and
keep a bright face and don’t quarrel
with Robbie, that makes a nice,
fair page, with pretty pictures on
it. :

‘When shall I be done writing
that book ? asked Charlie.

¢When God sees that it is long
enough he will send an angel to

shut its covers, and put a clasp on
it until the great day, when allour
life books are opened and read.’

Charlie sat very still for awhile,
and then said softly, ¢ Dear little
Lucy finished writing her book
when they put her in the white
casket and laid the white roses
over her.’

¢« Yes, said his mother; ¢ her life
book was just a little hymn_of
praise to God. Its pages were
clean and white, with no stains on
them.'—¢ Zion’s Watchman.’

'Sam ple Copies.

Any subseriber who would like to have spe-
cimen copies of the Northern Messenger’ sent
to iriends can send the names with addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, free
of cost. Samplescopies of the ‘Witness’ and
“World Wide’ will also be sent free on applic
cation. '

\




10 THB MESSBENGER

Correspondence

|
T. M., N.B.

Dear Editor,—I liked the story of Gulliver’s
Travels very much. My father and brother
lumber in winter .and farm in summier, In
the spring, when the drivers are here, there'
is a man who cooks. When they make floods

-on the dam we can se¢ them lift the gates,

and see the foam and the waves. When the

' logs go through they stand on their ends be-

cause the flood is o rough.
MAGGIE EVANS.
[Your riddles have been asked before,

Maggie.—Fd.]

8., NS.
Dear Editor,—~We have had a very cold
spring. I have one grandmother living; she
is 95 years of age, and yet she can spin, We

a few. But I do not like picking strawber-
ries as well as blackberries.
M. HUGH McNICOL.
D, Alta.

Dear Editor,—I have one sister and no
brothers. I live on a farm, and ride two
miles to school on horseback. I have a pony
named ‘Sandy.”’

One day I went to town and saw 500 buf-
faloes. We have 63 sheep and 20 lambs. We
are milking 13 cows. I milk 3, my sister
milks three, and papa milks 7. My sister’s
name is Mary, she is 16. I am 13 years old.

JULIA MEEKER,
B. C., Que.

Dear Editor—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger” I enjoy reading it very
much. My mother enjoys it too, especially
for the patterns and recipes. I live on a
small farm. T am organist in the Methodist

7

OUR. PICTURES. .

1. ‘House.” Bessie J. Nichol, H., Ont,

2. ‘Up you Go.” A. L. P. (aged 10), Peter-
borough,

3. ‘Little Boy.! Mamie Hetherington, C., N.B.

4. ‘Flower.” Percy A. Hart (aged 8), C., Ont,

5. ‘Soldier Joe.! 8. T. Luther (aged 14), O.,
sl 4 5
6. ‘A Husky Traindog.” 8. B. Field, R REY
Sask,

7. ‘Flower” Mabel Shoup, W., Ont.

8. ‘Chicken. K. Smith (aged 13), O., Man.

9. ‘Modern Locomotive,’ Cui?@y\ Pentland
(aged 11), .., Ont. o

10. ‘Sailing” L. Mason (aged 9), Toronto.

11. ‘Lemonade Set.’ B. V. H. C. (aged 10),
Forest Glen, N.B.

12. ‘Delivery TLocomobile,’
(aged 9), L., Ont.

Olive Pentland

have ducks, geese, hens, and turkeys.  We
have no Sunday school now. I like to go to
8chool very much, and am in the third grade.
I will close with a riddle.

It’s true I have botn face and hands, and

move before your eye, and ‘when I go my
bedy etands, and when I stand I lie?
¢ MARGART 8. MacDONALD.
E P, N8
Dear Editor,—T am going to write you. a
letter. T take your paper and enjoy reading
it very much. T am ten years of age. I go
to school all the time," and like my teacher
very much. T live near the shore, The Hali-
fax and Yarmouth trains go by every day.
I have one sister and two brothers. My fa-
her’ goes in the coast guard. This is th
first letter T ever wrote to be published.
SADIE E. NEWRLL,

P. B, N.S.

Dear Editor,—~TI live in the village of P.
B, N8 T am . in the 6th book, and 6th
grade at school. I like going to school. We
are having our vacation now. I live by the
sea, and love to watch the boats sespecially
the steamboats that call at the Government
Wharf, built .near my home.

We have a very nice Sunday School here,
and I get the ‘Northen Messenger’ there, T
like it very much, I have no brothers ands
sisters, and I get lonely sometimes,

* RAYMOND A. TAYTLOR.

/ M. B., Que.

Dear Editor—I am a little boy 12 years
old, and live on a farm not far - from = the
river. I have two brothers, one is 20 years
old, and the other 17 years. Our ‘school
closed on Friday, and we had a pienic. I
am in the fourth beok, and like going to
school very well. I have been out picking
berries these last three days, and got quite

/_

Sunday school, and I am trying to do the
best I can. We have a Fractize every Thurs-
day afternoon for Sunday school. Our Sun-
day school was invited by the E. B. Sunday
school to join them in g picnie, on July 10,
on Lake Memphremagog, on the steamer
‘Lady of the Lake.’ I live three and a half
miles from Potton Sulphur Springs. The O,
M. R. passes by our place to the Springs,
and on to Mansonville, T have Jjust one bro-
ther he is twelve years old. He has for pets
five little hound puppies, and two doves, I
have a dog, and kitten. The dog I call Bose,
and the kitten I call Snowball; he is lying in
my lap as I am writing now, fast asleep, 1
have an organ, and take music lessons, T
love my organ and musie very much.
¥ UNA E. PEASLEY.

M. J., Sask.

Dear Editor,—~When I wrote before I had
only lived in the West a short time, and
didn’t think much of it, but now I like it
much better. I have one sister and one bro-
ther. My brother and I g0 to school when-
eéver we can. We haven’t been away one
fday since school started, and I am going to
try to go every day this year, Wae all like
our new teacher very much, She isn’t at
all croses.

For pets I have a big black dog called
‘Watch,’ a puppy called ‘Sailor, and g kittie
called Trixy. Trixy and Watch ' play to-

: ! St. J, N.B-
Dear Editor,—I hope you won’t think T
am too old to write to your paper, for I no.
Yice that most of your correspondents are
12 and 13 years, and I am 16, I have been’
attending the 8t. J. Business Collgge for some
months past, and T shall have to g0 all gum-
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mer. I am going to be bookkeeper and
stenographer for my father, who is‘a machin-
ist and engineer. His place of business is
situated very near the water, and we ecan
see the river boats coming in and going out,
at all times of the day. I have taken the
‘Messenger’ for some years, and find the
correspondence page very interesting.
BESSIE McWILLIAMSON,

$ 4 C., NS.
Dear Editor,—I am a boy ten years oid.
I go to school, and am in the Fifth Grade.
I am working examples in decimals. I live
on a farm. We have an engine that we
thresh, pgrind and saw with. We have a
windmill and a separator. We have had the
hay-presser, and pressed ninéteen tons, It

was at our place one week.
CLEMENT G. EATON.

C. N.B.

Dear Editor,—I have written to the ‘Mes-
senger’ twice before, and sent drawingﬂ. Did
any of the members ever notice that when
they sent a drawing and a letter, both were
never published, so I guess I will just send
a letter this time. I never see Aany letters
from around here in the paper. They are all
from the West. Papa was thinking about
taking us all out West one time, but I guess
he got sick of the place, for he has been out
twice, and he is putting some more on to our
house now. I am very glad he did not go.

Now, Mr. Editor, I think as there are 80
many writing to you that you might do us
a favor by putting your picture in the paper,
80 we could know what you look like, and
like you better. A friend of mine takes the

~ ‘Messenger.” Her nime is Viola Ward, Have

you ever seen a letter from her? If not, I
will persuade her to write, too.
BEATRICE BOULTER.
[You make a little mistake about the
dr‘awings and letters sent together,| Beatrice.
Both may be published unless the drawing
is on the back of the letter, when one of them
has to be left out. As to our correspon-
dents, we are glad to have just about ag
many in the Kast as in the West. About
the Editor’s picture—just think up the very
nicest looking portrait you can, and call it
by that name. Poor conceit is very sad to
say you will likely be much better pleased,
than with the real article. By all means
tell Viola to write.—~Fd.]
Toronto.
Dear Editor,~I have lived in the citly all
my life, and I think there is no place like
home. 1 have two sisters, and one brother.
We have a large garden, which is filled with
all kinds of vegetables and flowers. Through
the winter we have flowers growing in our
conservatory. We had ten Easter lilies, with
over five blossoms on them; they are lovely
flowers, I think, And the roses—we have lots
of bushes of them growing in our yard. I
am very fond of nature ‘study, and every-
body ought to be, Don’t you think 80?
GLADYS PENNOCK.

C., N.B.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm of 100 acres,
and T am eight years of age this August. T
have four brothers and four sisters. One of
my sisters is writing this for me, as I can-
not write. very well. We have two horses
that are brothers, and we like them very
much. Papa ig talking of selling them for
$400, but we would sooner have them than
the money. T am very glad holidays have at
last come, and I suppose the rest of the

members are too. -
MARY BOUITER.

OTHER L. s
Nina Hickey, P., N.B., asks for’ the ad-
dress of one of the correspondents. We do
not keep any letters after they are publigh-
ed, 80 of course we have not got the address,
Nina.

one of them, Caroline, also wrote a little let-
ter. There must be a great manly things you
can wgite about, Caroline and Sarah, so
don’t make your letters so short next time
you write,

We also had a little letter from Percy A,
Hart, C., Ont.

Sarah I. Sobey, P., N.B., has six sisters, and »
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Your Opportunity If it’s an Oliver

To buy the BEST

: . It’s the Best
Typewriter

##3 TypcwriterMade’

At Agents’ Rates.

The great railroads acknowledge the superiority of the Oliver. They know that no other machine is
8o strongly built, or will manifold so well or so many copies at a time. Canadian Oliver Typewriters have
been turning out eleven copies at a time right along for years and years, practically without - cessation, except
during sleeping hours ; and the Oliver will turn out thirty-two good copies at a time. This is a feat no other
typewriter can equal, for no other make has the strength and durability of the Oliver. This is essentially due
to its bridged typebar—the type being placed at the keystone of an arch instead of at the end of an irre-
sponsible and flimsy grasshopper leg-like arrangement.
It is also the easiest machine to learn. Indeed one can easily learn to operate it in a few minutes—
the speed increasing hour by hour, The reason for this is that “it writes in sight,” and the operator sees s
exactly what he is doing all the time.
The Oliver is therefore the best typewriter for those living-far from proper typewriter machine shops
—as the Oliver is seldom on the “sick list” unless it is accidently dropped on the floor or otherwise abused—
and in that case it has the great advantage of the Canadian Oliver Typewriter Factory, the only factory in
Canada, by the way, making standard typewriter machines.
Is it any wonder that the Canadian Oliver is so highly thought of 1
. Moreover, the Canadian Oliver being “made in Canada,” its purchasers save themselves the high duty
levied on imported machines. The Canadian Oliver is sold at exactlythe same price as the Oliver and other
highJclass machines are sold at in the United States—the regular price in both countries being $97.50.

AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE.

W&EE™ In any place ‘where we have no agent the First Purchaser will be accorded agents’ privileges
and prices. As there is no limit to this offer, except that it must be a place where we have no local agent,

MINISTERS, TEACHERS OR STENOGRAPHERS
may in this way secure the best possible typewriter for the least possible money direct from the factory.

If you would be first in your district, better write at once for full particulars. This would not

» i:nv:l:;‘ .:ry c::iﬁaﬁon on your part to t.a*e a typewritér—so write freely and without delay. We sell either

The Canadian Oliver Typewriter Co.,

HEAD OFFICE : 140 ST. PETER STREET,
Works : Upper St. Martin St,, b o ﬂsm' s, Sy '
Montreal, Canada. }

A Great Chance

Slendid Year-End Offer | oo

tions to . B
FOR NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS e """""'153

from now till Jan. 1, 08, at
FROM NOW TILIL. JAN. 1, 190S.

“May be sent to any address in Canada, the British Isles,
or any other country where extra postage is not required.

Daily Witness - Only 65¢c 5 o
5% selves in introducing our papers into new.
: weekly witnass b ; 350 homes, we have epecnl premium offers
World Wide - = % B0@/|for these year and subscriptions. A few

s

each
Will secure you a choice of: (I) Mapla
Teaf Blouse Set; (2) 24 Colored Stereo Views
(trip round the world); (3) A Girl’s Penknife
(2 blades); (4) Pair Five-inch Seissors; (5)
Folding Pocket Scissors; (6) Book, ‘Sweet
Story of Old.’ -

To our friends who will interest them-

Northern Messenger “ 15¢
Canadian Pictorial “ '35¢

If your own subscription happens taq
~ end just now, get one or more NEW
friends to subscribe with you and all
may enjoy the above cu’ rate.

are given on this page. Write us for
others. Samples.and subseription blanks
freely sent on application.

JOTN DOUGALL & SON,
: Publishers.
“‘Wilness’ Building, Montreal. .

_ All the subscriptions must be really new.
The sooner you send in your list the bigger
bargain your friends get for their money, and
the soomer you get your prémium. TLet us
hear from you. :

John Dougall and Son, Publishers, ‘Witnesa’
Block, Montreal. : 5

P8—For only two mew subscribers, as
above, we send a Maple Leaf Braoch.
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HOUSEHOLD,

e e
Somebody’s Boy.

List to the ring of the midnight song;
"Tis somebody’s boy.

The winds give to every wild echo a tongue,
Yes, somebody’

s boy.

The witch of the rever has waved her wand
Over somebody’s boy;

And the spirit of evil has clasped the hand
Of somebody’s boy.

Comes now a yell on the midnigh® air,
From somebody’s boy;
Reckless, defiant and devil-may-care,

Is somebody’s boy!

Foul is the bed—madly dark the dank cell,
Where somebody’s boy

Is writhing in torture, the veriest hell—
Yet, somebody’s- boy.

Waiting and watching, a mother’s eyes weep
For somebody’s boy.

The vigil, dear Father, O help her to keep!
For somebody’s boy.

Throw ’round him, and over, thy Spirit to
save,
This somebody’s boy;

Ere fiends for his lost soul ‘shall hollow the_

grave
Of somebody’s boy.

Fill with thy Spirit, too, our hearts, we pray’,
That somebody’s boy
We may wateh for, and snatch from the
death-trodden way
Yes, somebody’s boy.
—Mrs. B. P. miller, in ‘Mother
Melodies.’

Truth’s

Fruit Syrups.

FOR PLAIN FRUIT JUICE.—The follow-
ing rule is given for preparing fruit juicea
for general purposes. Heat the ripe fruit
slowly until you can mash and strain out
the juices as for jelly. Put the juices in &
preserving kettle, and bring glowly to boil-
ing point, then skim carefully and allow to
simmer for fifteen minutes. 'To esch quart of
juice add quarter pint of granulated sugar,
Cook slowly for ten minutes, then seal in
bottles or pint glass jars.

RASBERRY SYRUP.—When red raspber-
ries are used, a fine syrup is obtained by us-
ing one-third red currants to two-thirds red
raspberries. Make a syrup of a pound of
granulated sugar and pint of water. V&;{en
it clears boil gently for fifteen minutes, then
add a pint of the juice from the two fruits,
after straining. Cover and let simmer for
twenty-minutes, then seal in bottles while
hot. A little more sugar may be allowed if
you desire a richer syrup.

SYRUP OF STRAWBERIES.—For every::
pint of clear strawberry juice allow following
syrup: Put two cups {one pound) of granu-
lated sugar in a saucepan with half pint, of
water and cook without stirring until it will
make a soft ball when dropped in ice cold
water. Cover and cook slowly for fifteen
minutes. Seal while hot.

CHERRY SYRUP.—Stone the ripe red cher-
ries, crush a few of the stones and add the
pits to the fruit, heat until soft enough to
Squeeze out the juica through a jelly bag,
measure, and to every quart of juice allow
one pint of sugar. Put in a kettie over the
fire, and boil ten minutes, skimming if ne-
kessary. Seal up in bottles or jars.

E Church
use our

Used by over 4,000 churches.  Our
“self-collecting” tray saves one-fourth
of what other systems ocss, Outfits
sent on trial before vurchasing. Write
@ for our special introductory offer for
your next ccmmunion. = Address

Individual Communion Cups

SRt en i
For the Busy Mother,

In ordering patterns from catalogue, please
quote page of catalogue as well as number of
pattern, and size.

BOYS SACK OVERCOAT AND KNEE
TROUSERS, NOS. 5361—5370.

Among the favorite designs for boys has al-
ways been the sack overcoat. The one shown
in the illustration is shaped by under-arm and
shoulder seams, and the closing i3 effected by
buttons and bottonholes worked in a fly, The
edges are finished by machine stitching, and
the rolling collar may be of velvet or of the
material. Covert, broadcloth and tweed are
all suitable to the development. The ghort
trousers are shaped by the usual seams, and
may be closed with a fly or at the sides. A
hip pocket is inserted in the back, and an in-
side waistband finishes the top. Velvet,
corduroy and tweed as well a8 the washable
materials will make up nicely by this pattern.
The medium size will require one and one-half
yard of fifty-four inch material for the over-
coat and one and one-eighth yard of thirty-
six-inch material for the trousers. Boys’ sin-
gle breasted sack overcoat, sizes for 4, 5, 6, 7,
8, 9 and 10 years. Knee trousers, sizes for
8- 4::5; 8 7, 8 9, 10, 11 and 12 years. The
illustration calls - for two separate ‘patterns.
The price is ten cents for each.

. ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER.’
PATTERN COUPON.

Pleasg send the ‘above-mentioned pat-
tern as per directions given below,

No.. .. '.. ®% %4 %0 4o sees o
B 55 v e o *® %0 s o0 0s ses:
Name oo veee oo oo e oo o0 ° oo oo
Addrﬁ BT cosewe v oo e o0 we
SENS IV AN we e aN Vh e e es e sl
B tipdathin L LB R S R Ay

\ LN

¢ %0 o0 80 00 B 0 $4 %0 9F seser seee

Thomas Communion Servie: Oo., Box 153, Lima, Ohio,
s

e C———
Answering Advertisements,
If ‘Messenger’ readers ordering goods g4.

vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their

order that they saw the advertisement in the

Messenger,” it will be greatly appreciated by

all concerned.

N.B.—Be sure to ecut out the illustration
and send with the coupon, carefully filled
out. The pattern will reach you in about a
week from date of your order. Price 10
cents, . postal note, or stamps. Address,
‘Northern Messenger, Pattern Department,
‘Witness’ Block, Montreal,

"

SICK H
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BEFUSE SUBSTITUTES,

Wasted Energy.

needlessly and recklesady
waste their nerve energy. They drum the
chair or the desk with their fingers or tap
the: floor with their toes, They hold their
hands, They sit in a rocking chair and rock
for dear life. TIf they write or sew they get
down to it with a vengeance and contract
their brows and wrinkle their foreheads and
grind their teeth.

If they have an unusual task to do they
contract” and contort every muscle of the
body, making themselves tense and rigid all
over, when the work perhaps required but
one set of muscles, or perhaps the mind on-
ly, as the case may be.—‘Health Culture.”

i

So many people

SHOW THI8 TO YOUR 8CHOOL TEACHER.

A VALUABLE PRIZE.

Not for the first, or the best, or the biggest, but for
everyone—one waiting for you,

A HANDSOME CANADIAN FLAG—best materialg
—best make, FREE as a grmlum to the ‘Witness

blications. A small school can easily win one,
rger flags for larger lists, Open to overyone

A post card will only cos you one cent, and will
bring you full particulars,

Address, Flag Dept., John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness
Bloek, Montreal.

£ BABY'S OWN ¢

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance.)

Single ceples .. .. .. .ot vt .. ..8 .40 4 yean
Three Copies, separately addressed, if &
desired, for .. .. . . 1.00

Four Copies, upmtaly.addmnd, it &
desired, per copy .. ... P .. L
Ten Coples or more, to one address, &
POE OODY oo e T s e e
Bix months trial at half the above rates.
Postage included for Canada (Montreal and suburbs e
cqlgd); Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, New
Jamaica, Trinidad, Bak Talands, Bap
badoes, Bermuda, British Hond

¥. 8. Postage 50c extra to the United Btates, Alasks,
Hawaaiian and Philippine Ialands, exeept in clubs, to ane
M&-'hnmlmuﬂ-'ﬂbwmmm‘
Forelgn Postage to all countries not named in the above
Tist, fi cents exira.
S':m:l‘:e and Subscription Blanks freely an4
promptly sent on request.

SUNDAY SCHOOL OFFER.

Any school in Canada that does not take ‘The
Messenger,” may have it supplied fres on trial
for three weeks on request of Superintendent,
Secretary or Pastor, stating the number of eopies

required.

THE ‘'NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every week at the "Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig
and St Peter streets, in the city of Montreal, by John
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
Montreal.

All business communications should bo addressed ‘ John
Dougall & Son," and all letters to the editor gb-wia -
addressed Editor of the ' Northern Messenger,®




