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Remarkable Answer to Prayer

The following statement is accredited by
the evangelist whose prayer was answered,
and we have completely satisfied ourselves,’
after careful inquiry from all the parties,
that every fact is exactly true. Names are
omitted. The evangelist, who is well known
to us, writes as follows:— -

‘When I was first converted, in 1890 1
was well off and doing a good business.
After my conversioh I commenced evan-
gelistie work, and ‘then God called me to
go-through a trial of faith, as I watched
my income decrease month” 'by month be-
cause my customers were offended by my
preaching. When I thought of my wife
and children I was often sorely tempted to
draw back from the active service in the

Gospel, but God spoke to me through Isa.

1, 7, and II. Tim. iv., L, and I continued.
At last I received nothing at all from my
business, and I had sold all I had to buy
necessaries. I had no other work, and for
geveral years I simply lived. by taking every
need direct in prayer to God, and receiving
from him in answer just when required.
through some anonymous donor.

‘1 will give you one instance now in de-
tail. I had been invited in April by Mr.
A—— to come and hold a ten days' mis-
sion in the town of X., more than six hun-
dred miles distant, commencing on the 29th
.of June following, and at the end of his let-
ter he put, “This is a call from God”; and
atter a prayer for: guidance,.I so accepted
- it.- Now June had come, and I had been

advertised in the clLv to commence nm mis- .

sion, but 1 had 1o money to’ p'a.y Jay. fare
- to the p]ace During the‘l_a)st Week before
the. 20th my wife’ said tome ‘more .than
once, “ I don’t see how can ‘g9 and I
only said, “God has commlssmned me to go,
dnd he will send me the money.” I never
mentioned to anyone that I was in need, but
I cried much to God. The last day came,
and I packed my valise and said good-bye
to wife and children and went to my of-
fice. .

¢ About 11. 30 a.m., I was standing by the
office table tying my papers and books, and
my valise was on the floor, when a knock
came to the door and a gentleman walked
in and said to me, “Good morning, Mr.
N—-—1! Are you going to X. to hold a
mission ?” - I'said, “Yes, I am.” He said,
“Have you got enough money to pay your
fare ?” I said “No.” He then put his
band in his pocket and took out three sov-
ereigns, which was just encugh to cover
the cheapest fare to X. After thanking him,
I asked him if he could explain to me what
caused him to come to me. He told me
that it was due to a remarkable dream he

had had during the night, and I askéd him -

to write out the details and send them to
me.

~ *That letter is now before me, and is an
account -of ‘his dream. - He says: ‘“About
the drcam, I never saw you more distinet-
ly in my life. I was in your office, and
you were arrauging your papers
dream. In answer to questions I gathered
that though all ready to go. to X., you had
not suiticient money to pay the fare, and 1
knew that it was really because I had
doubts on this point that I had called to
sece you. Then I saw in my dream that

in my-

A BASUTO CHIEF AND HIS SONS.
et South Africa.n Pioneer.

-

1 gave you three sovereigns; and it was

made very clear to me that all you had was
8s. 6d. . When I awoke.in the morning I
was somewhat tempted to regard the dream

as the result of -a disordered dlgestion but -
- after prayer. ‘to 'God’ T felt.certain I'had to

.hand you -£3 out of a little fund specially-
The writer of’ this- letf,,

dedicated to him.”
ter is now living, and actively engaged in
Gospel Work ' yangelical Alliance Quar-

terlv

How and When to Stoop.

Benjamin Franklin, when a young man,
visited the Rev. Dr. Cotton Mather. When
the interview was ended, the reverend gen-
tleman showed him, by a back way, out
of the house.. As they proceeded along a
narrow passage, the doctor said to the lad,
<Stoop! Stoop!’ Not immediately com-
prehending -the meaning of the advice, he

took ancther step, and brought his head.

pretty violently against a beam that pro-
jected over the passage. ‘My lad,” said

"the Divine, ‘you are youns, and the world

is before you; learn to stoop as you go
through it, and you will save yourself many
a hard thump.’ ’

Not an easy science to learm, is it 72 the
science of steoping gracefully and at the
right time.. When a man stands before you
in a passion fuming and foaming ,- although
you know that he is both unreasonable and
wrong, it is folly to stand as straight, and

stamp as hard, and-talk as loud as he does.
This places two temporary madmen face to
face. Stoop as you would. if a tornado
wero. passing.

It is no disgrace to stoon before a heavy
wind. The reeds bend to the wind, while
the unyielding oak is torn up by the rocts.
It is just as sound philosophy to echo hack
the bellowing of a mad bull, as it is to re-
spond in kind to the ravings of a mad man
or—pardon me,;ladies—oi a mad woman.

. degradation or guilt.

Stoop ! gracefully, deferentially;-and, amid
the pauses of the wind, throw in the still
small' voice, the ‘soft and  gentle words'
which turn away wrath 4

" When reproved for an error you have

commxtted for a wrong you have perpe-

-‘tr'\ted for a newlect chargeable agamst you,
‘stoop I o
pable fault.  This only iniensifies and ag-. . .

gravates the wrong. ~ This excites dire in-.

Do pot .justify or- palliate a pal-

dignation. - Stoop! If you say mildly,
‘I know I was wrong;
have stolen away all your complainant's
thunder. I have seen this tried with the

happiest effect. A friend came to me once,

_his face black with frowns, and anger all

bottled up ready for an explosion, because I
had failea to fulfill some promised com-
mission. I foresaw the storm, and took
both his hands in mine as he approached,
simply saying, ‘I am very sorry, I forgot;
pardon me this time.’- What could the
man say ? He kept the corp in his bot-
tle, and I escaped a terrible blast.

How much more easily and pleasanily we
should get through life, if we only knew
how and when to stoop!

But—when tempted to do a mean thing,
or-a wrong thing—when sgolicited to evil by
companions or circumstances—then, don't
stoop. You may give up your own per-
§ona1 rights, if you will ; you may give ‘coat
and cloak’ to an unjust demand ; sometimes
even this is necessary, to stoop in- silence
to an injustice. It may be done without
Bit never stoop to
a-meanness, to a debasement. Never stoop
to ‘pick up a forbidden objact, the appro-
priation or possession of which righteously

‘exposes you to scori or censure.—American

2per.

—————

1 cannct consent as your Queen to take
revenue from that which destroys the souls
and bedies of my subjects.—Queen of Mada-
gasear, )

forgive me;’ you

~
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-The Christian’s. Triumph
" Qver Death. -~

[Last® words of St.. Jerome.
for the Rev. Joseph Benson, author of Ben-

. son's Commentary, and published by him -

In the * Wesleyan Magazine' ‘in '1805.]

Why mourn, my friends, a spirit’s happy
flight, .

By heaven remanded to'the plains of light ?

Be put aside the sable weeds of woe,

And swell the song of triumph here below.,

TEscaped from life, its lingering evils o'er,
Through fire and water doomed to pass no
more, : :

Thy soul, converging on the wealthy place,
Bnraptured flies to God’s divine embrace.
Why flow these impious tears ? Ah, why
complain ? . :
PDeath to a saint is everlasting gain. Ny
" The Saviour’s fullness, light, love, life di-
vine, . :
‘All Jesus bought, all Jesus has, is mine.
What if this cottage into ruins falls,’
What ' if to dust dissolve these. tottering
walls, - .
Lo ! yonder, founded by Almighty hands,
For me_ prepared, the heavenly mansion
stands. i :
Just now emancipating, mount, my soul,
Thither aspire, and spurn the nether pole.
Through foreign climes at length I cease
to roam,
The weary pilgrim gains his native home.
1 see, presented to my dazzled eyes,
The beaming crown of iife, my calling's

prize ;
1 soon shall finish life’s important race,
And, ardent, immortality embrace.
No longer tossed upon the stormy main,
Thanks to my Pilot, now the port I gain,
My soul, emerging from the mists of night,
Exchanges darkness for refulgent light:
For riches, poverty ; for conguest, strife ;
For pleasure, pain; and wins jimmortal
life.
My soul ! that quitting this inferior carth,
Too mean, too vile, for her celestial birth,
Tor glory winged, to fields of pleasure flies,
Above the arch of yonder ambient skies,
We say, ‘ We live,’ because we draw our
v breath ; ‘ - T
This being is but momentary death;
Life’s real sphere, our own' eternity,
Alone informs us what it is to be.
How advantageous, when a Christian les
In death ! Death is a gainful merchan-
dise. .
Shall gold, shall silver, jewels, gems be
named, o
When happiness, when heaven, when God is
claimed ? ’ )
O death ! angelic visitant, appear!
Thy cherub countenance I cannot fear,
No king of terrors, weclcome guest art thou,
No gloom horrific hangs upon thy brow.
Life's many ills thy winning smiles assuage,
The wound’s keen anguish, and the fever's
rage. :
By thy approach are thirst and
driven, ’
And life immortal by thy smile is given.
Me lead, my spouse, my sister, lead me
soan,
Where my fond Shepherd feeds His flock
at noon.
Awake, my glory !
My willing heart awaits
mand !
My fainting spirits thy pure perfume cheers,
Informs my hopes, and dissipates my fears.
I follow ; lead me to. His bright abode,
The mansion of my Father and my God.
Haste, lovely friend! O haste! with thee
20
Where fruits of life in rich luxuriance grow.
My hour is come; thy mercy, death, dis-
i play;
0 ease my love-sick soul!
away ! .
Black though thou be to timid nature's
view.
Yet grace triumphant eyes
tao '
And while thine embassy thy lips Impart,
The melting accents charm my bounding
_heart.
Let mightiest monarchs tremble at thy
frown,
And lay, at thy command, their honors
) down ; )
The power that crushes princes down to
dust,
To deathless glory elevates the just.
And low beneath that arm the wicked lle,
Which lifts the righteous to the lofty sky.
0! gate of life! thy portals wide extend,

famine

Hither lend thy hand!
thy kind com-

O quickly come

thee comely,
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The picture which we give of a Manchu
lady will prove interesting. .The Manchus
have ruled over China for the last three
hundred and fifty years, and are a hardy
and vigorous race. For a long time Man-
churia was divided up amongst petty chief-
tains, who seldom for any lengthy period
remained at peace with one another. Hence
the people, habituated to the exercises -of
the field became strong and warlike. Dur-
ing a time when China’ was in the throes
of a civil war, one side invoked the aid of
the Manchus, and after rendering the need-
ed aid, and after seeing the weakness of-the
Chinese they were emboldened to seize the
throne. After about thirty years’ warfare
they obtained dominion over the whole of
China, and a great part of Mongolia. Dur-
ing the time.they have governed China,

gseveral of the Emperors -have been very
Every male’

able and remarkable men.
Manchu above sixteen is liable to be called
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on for military service, and is enrolled under
the standards, which he by birth belong3d
t0. The native Manchus are a finer race
physically and morally than the Chinese,
and though they have subjugated the Chin+
ese, yet the Chinese are gradually overrun-
ning their country and bringing its customs
into conformity with those of China.

Work was begun in Manchuria in 1873,
and is carried on- by the Presbyterian
Church of Ireland, and also the United Pres-
byterian Church of Scotland. At the out-
break of the present troubles, there were
8,000 church members, and 20,000 adherents.
The full force of the missionaries, including
lady workers, was between forty and fifty.
Out of this number, fifteen were fully quali-
fied doctors. All this large and promising
work has been brought to a standstill, the
stations wrecked, the missionaries have had
to flee from the country, and many converts
have perished.—" China's Millions.’

To bliss unfading quickly I ascend.

This fleshly vestment take, O ! take away,

Divest my mind of this debasing clay ;

And while my powers the pealing anthem
raise,

Deck my rapt soul with splendid robes of
praise. '

The conflict finished, lo!

field :

Break, mighty death ! the sword, the spear,
the shield. T

Ah! let soft pity touch thy tender‘,breast;

Ah! take a weary wanderer home to rest.

For long an exile, though of nobler birth,

Long have I wandered o’er this wretched
earth ; - .

O! lead me, lead me to His bright abode,

The mansion of my Father and my God!

I leave the

The Find-the=Place Al“m.zmac

TEXTS IN THE FIRST EPISTLE TO
TIMOTHY.

June 2, Sun —We trust in the living God.

June 3, Mon.—Meditate upon these things.

June 4, Tues.—The laborer is worthy of
his reward. .

June 5, Wed.—Keep thyself pure.

June 6, Thur.~~Godliness with content-
ment i5 great gain, : '

June 7, Fri—The love of money is the
root of all evil. N

~June 8, Sat.—Follow after righteousness,
godliness, faith, love, patience, meekness.
Tight the good fight of faith lay hold on
eternal life, whereunto thou art also called.
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Left Behind in the Moun-.

"L tain .

(By Henry Elliot Thibadeau, in “The’

Youth’s Companion.’ In Three Parts.)
' PART I.

' ¢ . .
‘After graduating from college, I had left

my home in Massachusetts to go west and
teach school. After the first month a fire
had burned nearly all the new town and
destroyed the schoolhouse. .

Then I journeyed to Winnipeg, and after-
wards drifted to Calgary in quest of work.
There sharp necessity had forced me to lab-
or as a. common ‘navvy’ with pick and
ghovel on the new Canadian Pacific Rail-
way, then under construction from Calgary
to British Columbia. )

Here I Had had leng months of hard,
rough life with the turbulent construction

feigned for-the purpose of shirking; and
the kindly disposed are hard-worked, tired
laborers, having little- time to spend Wwith
invalids. As I'lay, unable to move, groan~
ing a great deal—for the slightest jar .or
motion caused me the keenest anguish—I of
course became an afiliction to my mates.
The company’s. surgeon had been absent
for .some time, and it is doubtful if he
could have done much to. benefit me, any-
way. At last, when the road-bed was com-
pleted to a considerable distance beyond
our camp in the lower valley of the pass,

the entire gang was moved forward ror fif-

teen or twenty miles.-

Here I bBecame delirious, and during my
delirium orders had evidently been issued
for a farther advance. I knew indistinctly

‘that.the men were trying to move me. I

must have cried out with such agony and
frenzy that™ at last they despaired for
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géngS. At last we had reached Donald,
crossed the Columbia, and entered thg stu-
pendous cains of Roger’s Pass and the ra-
vines of the Illicilliwaet. .

Passengers who now journey over the
line in comfortable railway coaches obsgrve
the scenery here not only with admiration,
but with o sense of awe; but we, whovﬁrst
cut the way through these wild gorges, felt
more than awe—a sense of constant peril
and hardship.

After we had labored for weeks in rain
or drenching mists, blasting down the
ledges, tunneling and grading, rheumatic
fever, complicated with cerehral ‘meningitis,
laid me low. My limbs swelled and stiff-
ened, my pains were agonizing. A sick
man does not gain much sympathy or at-
tention in a camp of rough navvies. There
are always some who think his illness

> )
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through my unconsciousness I heard one
say, ‘Well, we’ve got to leave him, then.
I'll get somebody and come back for him to-

morrow. Most likely he’ll be dead by then,
anyway.’

When I came to my senses, I found a
bucket containing water set near my bunk,
a can half-full of porridge and a case of
hard biscuit. .

I lay in my bunk and looked at a Rocky
Mountain marmot which had entered at the
open door of the log camp. I think the
singularly shrill ‘< whistle’ of this odd little
animal had roused me. I was still feverish
and in terror at the thought of being mov-
ed, so racked and swollen were my limbs.

After a time I reached out for the dipper
and drank copiously -from the bucket. I
think that I also attempted to gnaw one
of the hard-bread cakes, The delirium

. probably returned after that, for I came out

of a sort of dream that two men we
trying to move me. -
As a matter of fact, I learned long after- '

. wards that po one had ever returned for

me. 'Two of the men who had tried to
move me were injured the next day in an
accident ; the others, ignorant and brutal
half-breeds, were probably too indifferent
to return, and possibly the majority of the
navvies were unaware for days of my ab-
sence. It is wonderful that I was not at-
tacked by hungry grizzlies, or panthers, for
the Selkirks were then muech infested by
these animals.

‘When consciousness again returned to me
I was too weak to move, and lay sleeping or
dozing probably for two or three days. Then
I contrived to sit up on the edge of my bunk
and I ‘have a pretty .clear remembrance of
subsequent happerings.

It was now the season when raspberries
were ripe, and one of my first excursions
outside the door of the camp was to a clus-
ter of raspberry-bushes, where I ate greedily
all the berries I could reach. I was still
excruciatingly lame and sore, and bent like
an old man,

~The now deserted camp was situated in
the bottom of a great ravine, nearly a mile
below the line of railway skirting the moun-
tainside. There were three large shanties
for a hundred men or more, and across the
creek, at a distance of perhaps two hundred -
yards, were two other log camps, which had
gheltered a gang of lumbermen. who had
gone ahead of our crew, making trestle tim-
ber. :

The larger of their two camps had lost
its roof, doors and lighter woodwork by
fire ; its walls of massive green spruce logs
were merely much blackenéd. Their small-
er cabin remaihed as they had left it. Théy
had cleared a considerable tract of the ad-
jaeent forest of its great spruce and-pirie
trees. In the three camps left by our main
gang I found many odds and ends from the
food supplies: a quantity of beans, more
than half a barrel of pork, and as muéh
corned beef, a box and a half of hard bis-
cuit, a box of matches and numerous other
articles.

The bread had, perhaps, been left behind
for my benefit, the other stores carelessly,
for despite the great expense of conveying
provisions into this remote region, there
was always a great deal of waste. Broken
tools also lay about-—axes, - bars, shovels,
picks, a quantity of cordage and a reel of
telegraph wire. '

In such circumstances I began my hermit
life. At first it was enforced on me by
my crippled condition; but when, some
weeks later, I heard at a distance the sledge-
hammers of men laying rails for the road,
I felt no disposition to hobble up the moun-
tainside” to them, or make my presence
known. ' I knew I had been 'a great trou--
ble to my mates, and I resolved to avoid-
human beings until I should be able to work
as of oid. As none of the trackmen came.
down to the old camps, my resolution was
not tempted to fail.

Of the exceeding loneliness of my life
here I shall not attempt to say much, but it
was not without iis enjoyments, The tre-
mendous mountain scenery, at first so for-
biddingly grand, took on in time a more
tamiliar and friendly aspect. Out to the
westward, steel-gray peak Sir Donald and
the Hermit Mountain towered mid-heaven,
crowned with -eternal snow and ice. How
many hours I watched the play of the gold-
en sunset on those tremendous rock-pinna-
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el%, while the night purples gathered tn
the deep sky ‘beyond ! '

Then the daily movement of wild animal
er round my solitary camp was interesting,
when I came to observe it attentively : the
ever-journeying bears, the shrill-whistling
marmots, the eagles wheeling about the
‘high cliffs, the Httle flocks of brown moun-
tuin sheep, and the white goats, appearing
and disappearing fitfully on the bushy
Tedges above the timber-line. Altbough no
naturalist, I- came gradually to note the
habits and behavior of the wild creatures of
the mountains, and to find in them diver-
gton, if not companionship.

With squirrel-like instinct, I was moved
to lay up a store of berries for winter, from
the quantities which loaded the briers
around the camps. To preserve these, I
pched up about two dozen tin cans which
had contained baked beans, peaches, pears
and other canned goods for the foremen and
engineers. :

After cleapsing them and ﬁlhng them
with Dberries, I replaced the ragged tin tops
and soldered them air-tight, while the cans
were sbtill hot, with a thick coat of spruce
pitch, 0dd and clumsy as the device may
geem, the berries kept as gweet ag if her-
metically sealed with the most approved

. patent cover.

- I built a kind of fireplace of stones. I
was possessed of a rheumatic sufferer's
dread of dampness, and In order ‘o make
‘the camp dry and warm to sleep in, I fre-
quently cooked my next day’s food in the
evening—frying pork, boiling corned "beef
or making unleavened bread.

The firelight, too, cheered my loneliness,
and as I at first imagined, deterred wild
beasts from approaching in the night. It
@&id not always produce this effect, however,
for a panthe'r -often wakened me with its
eries. Once it came to the camp door and
scratched like a dog. -
1t startled me badly by jumping on the
roof over my bunk and walking about there,
unttering a doleful; moaning note. I threw
an old tin bucket across the floor to frighten
it, whereupon it leaped down with a sudden
low, gasping breath, and walked stealthily
about the cabin for an hour or more.

I made my door fast with props, but I
often wished for a gun and ammunition ; I
had no defensive weapon except an axeand
a short stake in the end of which I had fixed
the blade of a broken butcher-knife. In
attempting to use this I was nearly killed
one night a little later in the summer.

A noise outside the camp had wakened
we, and I Taised myself in my bunk to
listen. It was the tongue of some animal,
licking something or other. I.keard It
for some moments, and then caught a sound,
as if the animal were snifing and pawirg
over the chips just outside my doorway.— -

"Ag there was a bright moon aad light
fell through the cracks in the door, I rose
glowly and crept forward to peep out—at
the panther, as I imagined.

But it was something much larger thae a
panther, Fear stole over me as I peered
through the cracks in the door and percely-
ed its huge bulk. I suppose it was a large
grizzly bear, or else what is termed a *sil-
vertip' or a ‘roach-back’ bear,
it was larger than a black bear, and its coat

- looked silvery gray in the moonlight, It
was a huge, ungainly brute, seemingly as
heavy as an ox.

After turnimg over the chips with one

great paw, and snufing meanwh!le, it cams -

nearer the door and ran’ its great muzzle
along it, as if trying to gain an idea’of what
was inside. I felt frightened, for I knew
* that an animal of that size and weiglht could
- break.the door down and easily work its

A few pights’ later’

Certainly -

‘will on me, crippled and unarmed a8 I was,
" I had, thoughts of rekmdhng my fire, but
dig pot like to let the bear hear me movmg
for fear it. might be sudden]y 1ncltec’[ to
break in. As my knife-stick ‘was set close
by the door, I grasped that and stood peep-
ing out through the cracks.

The grizzly, raising one paw, felt the Iin-
tel of the door softly at first, then extending
his nails, -dug at.it more forcibly. The
door clattered and shook. The beast could
evidently pull it down, and I thought I
must make haste and do something for my-
gelf. Watching my -chance, when the
beast’s nose was close to the door, I jabbed
the blade through the crack and yelled

loudly.

1 hit hard and cut him. The suddenness
of the thrust probably startled the animal-
about as much as it hurt him, He uttered
a hideous yelp and Instantly struck back
with his paw. The next instant I found
myself on my back with the door on top of
me and the props fiying helter-skelter. )
For a moment I thought I was killed. In
my.crippled condition the shock and the fall
hurt .y swollen, lame limbs hombly !

When I caught my breath—for the edge of .

the door had struck me near the pit of the
gtomach—I howled aloud from anguish.
The beast might have walked in and
made an end of me had he chosen, but ke
seemed disconcerted by the neise and out-
cry; for when I crawled painfully from un-
der the door and raised myself enough to
Iook out, I saw him standing twenty or

- thirty feet away, mth his ‘nose down and

his head swinging ﬁttully toand fro in thé

moonlight, as if he were trying to work an %

idea into it

I was in such pmn from my fa.ll that I
did not mow much care whether the bear
attacked me or not, but I crept to the fire-
place, struck a match and set some bark
and other dry stuff blazing brightly., When

I peeped out again the bear had gone away. .

I bad not strength left to raise the door,
but crawled groaning, into my bunk, and
was unable to get up again for two days.
For many hours I had a'. high fever and lay
in great pain.

Still I am inclined to believe that I was
the better afterward for the tumble and the
sudden violent exertions which I made;
for after getting about again I was less bent
than before, and my limbs were not so
stiff. None the less, the medicine had been
very harsh.

I proceeded immediately to strengthen
my door and rig a heavy bar for it. As
it chanced, too, I had not seen the Iast of
my nocturnal visitor. .

(To be Continued.) .
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Farewell to the Farm.
(Robert Louis Stevenson.)

The coach is at the door at last ;
The eager children mounting fast
And kissing hands, in chorus sing:
Good-by, good-by, to everything !

To house and garden, fleld and lawn,
The meadow-gates we Swung upon,
To pump and stable, tree and swing,
Good-by, good-by, to everything !

And fare you well for evermore,
0 ladder at the hay-loft door,
O hayloft where the cobwebs cling,
Good-by, good-by, to everything !

Crack goes the whip, and off we go;
The trees and houses smaller grow;
Last, round the woody turn we swing;
Good-by, good-by, to everything !

The Effects of a Silk Dress.

(By Morgan’ .Ta.mes, in the ¢ Alha.nce News. ')
a CHAPTDR I -

! “I have been young, a.nd now 'am ola »

- *Yes, I am now an old man, over eighty,
years of age, and like all old people who
git. in armechairs by warm ﬁresides, 1 like
to Jovk back on the past. 'When we are
young we Jove to dream of the golden fu-
ture in store for us, and when we are old
it is our delight to look back on the golden
past, not to dream, as the young do, but fo
meditate lovingly on a period which, with
all its vicissitudes, is, after all, the golden
-time of one's whole life,

* And.now we are able to judge the events
that happencd then by the light of later
experience, and we réalize with joy and
thankfulness how true it is that “Our: tim%
are in his hand.”

‘ To-day, my chair was wheeled to the

‘window. It was the day of the great tem-
perance festival in this little Welsh fown.
The children had told me, some days ago,
with great excitement, that they, as Band of
Hope children, were going to march in the
procession, and to-day I had the pleasure of
seeing my children’s children taking their
part in the great struggle against England’s
greatest enemy. v
© “What strides the good cause of temper-
ance has made in Wales since the year
1836, when I, a4 young man of twenty-two,
was secretary of the local temperance so-
clety, and kept the pledge-book! I have
the worn old book still, and I like to turn
over its yellow pages, with their dirty fin~
ger marks made by the poor victims of the
drink fiend, who had determined to free
themselves from its clutches :
" ‘They c‘buid net write their names, some
of them, and there are many crosses in ifl
I always remember one—a big, straggling
cross—but not as faded as the others, be-
cause whei it was-placed there by the trem-
bling fingers of Jack Lewis, the drunken
reprobate of my native town, it was the
blackest of them all. He said when he
placed it thers-that he wanted it to remain
_ for ever.

‘I well remember the day. As a native,
and an old . inhabitant, I knew everybody
in the place, and as secretary of the tem-~
perance branch, a staunch teetotaler, and
the warm friend of the drunkard and Kis
wife, I may say that I had the special ad-
vantage of being in a position to be the
recipient of many a sad tale, and of many
a woeful tragedy enacted silently behind
the scenes ; but no story was ever told me
80 carnestly, never a recital of wrong stir-
red me so deeply as did that told me one
gnmmer day by Jack Lewis.

¢ “I have come to sign the pledge, Morgan
James,” said he.

‘“Come again to-morrow, Jack,” said I,
“you know the rule; no one .is allowed to
sign when in drink.”

«uYeg,” returned Jack, “I am in drink
now, but you will never see me like thig
again, Morgan James. I'm in real earnest
this time, and I want to sign now. I want
to be on the other sxde—on your side, Mor-
gan James.” !

¢«No, Jack Lewis, I cannot break the rule
for you. If you are in carnest you will
come again when you are sober, and Ishall
be glad to let you sign them.”

t“Ah, Morgan James, if you knew what
1 know,” sald Jack, coming nearer, and
making an effort to clutck at my coat, s¢
as to draw me to him, “if you had heard
what I have heard, and seen what I have
seen, aye, and if you knew my feelings, and
could read my heart; you would let me
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sign, yes, even it you had to break the_

ru.le ”

'“And he told me his story. When he

' had finished, I fetched the book, opened it,

and gave it him Wwith the pen. Yes, I broke

the rule, a thing I had never done before.
“When he had placed his cross he stag—

- gered out again, turning round at the door

to say, “You will never repent this, Mor-
gan James,” :
". *I took the bool back to its place in the
room behind the shop. = My wife looked up
questioningly. - She knew who my visitor
had been. I simply pointed to the cross
‘and the name. -

««“But, Morgan, he was in drink.
you broken the rule #”

¢In answer, I told her Jack Lewis's {ale.
When I had finished she said, the tears
streaming' down her cheeks, “Yes, it is a
- powerful argument—the claims ‘of the
‘drunkard’s wife and children. I hope for
Mary’s sake that Jack will keep it, but I'm
rather doubtful. The drink has such a
hold on him.”

< «\Well,” returned I, as I re-entered the
shop, “If I'm not very much mistaken he i3
all right this time.”’ L

CHAPTER II.

Have

Jack Lewis was the most drunken char-
mcter in the town. Not a_night passed but
that he came home to his poor wife and
children, reeling drunk. He was often to
be seen, especially on pay-day, in the
" mines, where he worked, staggering along
the street from one public-house to another.
The street children delighted to follow him,
mocking him when, as was often the case,
he happened to stumble against something.
But even in drink Jack Lewis never utterly
lost his manhood. It is true the drink
awoke the criminal nature in him to some

extent; but his human nature was of such

o broad and noble kind that even when
dragged through the lowest depths of degra-

- dation he never altogether lost sight of it.
He knew that he sinned against God, against
his wife and children, every day of his life,
but, as he had often told his wife, he be-
lieved the drink had too strong a hold on
him for him.ever to be able to renounce it.
He had given himself up as lost, and all
Wwho knew him had done the same. The
only one who believed in him was his wife.
She knew that Jack was too manly and
sterlmg a character to be easily lost, and
she had never stopped praying for aim, and
had taught the children to lisp a prayer for
him even when they and she had gope sup-
perless to bed.

But, to everybody’s surprise, Jack Lewis
suddenly and thoroughly changed.

One Bot afternpon in the summer of 1837,
Jack Lewis was sitting in the .corner of a
large, old-fashioned settee, in the kitchen
of the White Lion. .He had left his wife

- and children that morning with nothing in
the house for breakfast, and bad been drink-
ing ever since. FHis mug of beer was on
the table at his elbow, and his pipe on the
floor. - ’

Two young women, Katle Morris, the
daughter of the proprietor of the White
Lion, and her friend, Myfanwy Wynne, the
niece of another small publican, were by the
table at the window, busily talking about
a new silk dress, and they could not decide
on the pattern. - Jack Lewis appeared to
be sleeping, so that his presen:e did not pre-
vent them from discussing prices and pat-
terns freely.

‘Look at this pattern, Myfanwy, this blue
with the black stripe in it.’

‘I like the mauve,” said Myfanwy, _‘but,'
with a sigh, ‘it is more expensive. It is
89, 6d. a yard, while the blue is only 6s. 6d.

'tlmes on pay-days.
will come in crowds and spend a lot. " I

‘tions as those, Myfanwy ;

*Yes, but what does that matter,” said
Katie. ‘I like the mauve too. I am go-
ing to ‘have the very nicest and the very
best. Mother wants me to look nice in the .
publlcans hall next month.’ N

‘But where is the money to come from 7.

My allowance is nearly gone. I spent it
when I was away last week, and each dress
will come to about £5, for we must h'we
ten or twelve yards of silk.

‘Oh, don't be .silly, Myfanwy,’ returned

‘the other ; ‘ the more I look at the mauve
‘the better I like it.

_I must bave it; and,’
as a brilliant idea struck her, ‘it is pay-day
in the mines to-morrow, and if I ask him
father will give me a tenth of the money
received in the till.. He does that some-
1 only hope the men

might be able to get a new set of furs for

‘the winter, too.’

‘But, what am I to do 7' said Myfanwy.
‘ Oh,*sald Katie, ‘ I'll come with you.and

‘ask your uncle to do the same towards you.

He’s sire .to do it. You know that we al-
ways get the same things.. If I have some-
thing that-you haven’t you are sure to have
something like it soon ; and ‘the same with
me, I always get what you: get, and now
you'll get what I get. - That's™a good idea
—that tenth part.

And she got up,-and began putting the

patterns away, Myfanwy, who had sudden-
ly become quieter, helping her.
- 'Well, what's the matter now ? Isn’t it
settled beautlfully, thanks to Katie Mor-
ris 7’

“Yes,

men whose money goes to pay for our
dresses to-morrow. We are each having a
nice new dress, and perhaps a set of furs
at their expense.
poor wives and children, and,’ lowering her
tone, ‘ think of this poor creature’s wife.’

At this Jack started in his place and lis-
tened more eagerly. .

“You are most thankless, Myfanwy ; there
you are off again on that old subject. You
are a regular little traiter. What does it
matter to us,’ whispered Katie, ‘if Jack
Lewis and his set were born silly. It's
their own look-out. We give them their
beer for their momney, and exchange is no
robbery.’

‘But they lose such a-lot, Katie !’

‘You ought never to -entertain such no-
all I know and
care is that I am going to have that mauve
dress, and that these men are going to pay
for it. If they're silly enough to do it, let
them. And another thing, I want to look
nice for Tom’'s sake. Oh! Myfanwy, you
must never marry into “the trade” as I'am
doing ; with those notions of yours you
would never do for a publican's wife. Come
along, do you want the silk dress or not?
First to your TUncle’s, and then to the
shop.’

The silk dress prevailed. Myfanwy went,
and Jack Lewis was left alone with his
thoughts.

Poor Jack! His heart was very sore.
He had heard all their conversation, and it
had wounded him to the quick. Xatie
Morris’s words had struck home. He got
up from his place, and, in his anger, took
hold of the mug and dashed it to the floor,

‘stamping on it with his feet, saying in low,

passionate tones, ‘Jack Lewis and his set
pay for their dresses!’ ‘It doesn’t mat-
ter to them if Jack Lewis and his set were
porn silly.’ ‘No, perhaps not, Miss Morris;
but it will matter to Jack Lewis from this
time forth. Oh! Mary, Mary, when did
you get your last silk dress ? “Jack Lewis
and his set going to pay for it!” No,

said Myfanwy, the more thouo‘hf-_r
ful ; ‘but I was just thinking of the poor h

I'm thinking of their

nevermore, Katie Morris, will you see the
glitter of Jack.Lewis's money. I'll go to
Morgan James this minute, and sign the
book.”’ And out he staggered, and came
straight to me.

CHAPTER I1I.

_The great change in Jack Lewis's charac-
ter was a nine days’ wonder in the .little
town, but ‘that the change lasted was a
greater wonder still. Many people, Tem-
perance friends among them, who had been
surprised at this sudden change, expected
him to as suddenly fall back into the old
ways, but he disappointed them =all. He
went to_work the day after signing the
pledge, and found that he had to bear a

_great deal of chaff and mockery from his

fellow-workmen ; but he had taken the
right turnirzg this time, and, encouraged on
" his way by his wife's ready sympathy, and
by the knowledge of her prayers, he was
given strength to .go straight ori, and he
never once thought.of looking bacl. )

Several days afterwards, in coming. from
his work, Jack met an old companion, Ar-
thur Richards, a carpenter. ¢ Hello, Jack
Lewis, is it thou? I have not seen thee
for some days. Thou wert not at the White
Lion last night. Is it true that thou’st be-
come teetotaler ?

‘Yes, Arthur, returned John, stopping
suddenly : ‘no, I.was not at the White Lion .
last night, nor, please God, wilt thou ever
be seen there again.’

‘What has made - thee forsale thy old
companions like .this so suddenly ? I did
not think tiite’d be that sort, Jack.’ : :

‘I found out that I-loved my wife and
children better than my companions, Ar-
thur ; that is why I was not at the White
Lion last night. But I want to persuade
my companions to be of .the same opinion,
too. = Thou belong’st to ‘“the set” too, lad !’

‘What “set,”” man ? . Wh’at art thou
talking about ? .

‘Well, I'll tell thee the reason why I
signed the pledge.’

‘Oh! there is a reasonm, is there ?
hear it, then.
‘Reason !
a silk dress.
‘A silk dress! Art thou mad, man ?

‘ Well, I was sitting boozing at the White
Lion one afternoon, and Katie Morris and
Myfanwy Wynne were talking about a new
silk dress, and they could not decide which
to have, whether a £4 dress or a £5 one.
They thought I was asleep, but -I heard
every word they said, and I shall never for-
get them, lad! 'What dost thou -think
made them decide on the £5 one ? Would'st
thou like to know ?

‘Yes; but what has that t¢ do with thy
signing the pledge ?

‘Thouw’lt know in a mitvie. They decid-
ed to have the expensive one because it was
pay-day at the mines the next day, and
they would be able to afford it with our
money. Our money, Arthur! While our
wives and children go about in rags, we
clothe them and their kin in silk. Yes,
we are silly ! ‘““What does' it matter to us
if Jack Lewis and his set were born silly.
It's their lookout.” These were the very
words, man.’

‘Did they say that, Jack ?’

‘Yes; one of them said she was going
to have the dress, and that you and I and
our kind should pay for it, Arthur. If we
wero silly enough to do it, why, they’d let
us !’

‘Yes, wo are indeed foolish,’ sald the
other, with his head bent. The story had
reached Arthur Richard’s heart, us well as
Jack Lewis’s. :

*And there was another thing,” went on

Let’s

Oh, yes, there’s a reason. It's
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Jack ; ‘T had gone theré that morning with
my wife's entreating voice ringing in my
ears. She had asked me for money to buy
. bread and clothing for my little ones. And.
that I8 what I heard. No, no; Jack Lev-
is is not going to pay for thelr silk dresses
any more. Wit thou not join me, Ar,
thur ? Come now to Morgan James with
me.’

‘No, not to-day, Jack; but I'Hl go home and
think it over. [ can’t come now.

¢ Well, I'll call to-night for thes, and I'll
help thee sign thy name. .

That night he brought him to my house.
and there was another cross in the Book,
and ‘another polnt was scored by the silk
dress.

But its influence did not end there. Ar-
thur Richards was not the only one of ‘the
set’ that followed Jack Lewis’s example. In
time they all forsook their old haunts, and
became staunch supporters of the temper-
ance cause in the town, and it was to the
story of the silk dress they gave the eredit,

I never regretted the step I took in allow-
ing John Lewis to sign the pledge. He
and his family, after that day, became a
source of great interest to me. I watched
with joy their struggles towards a better
tife. ‘

John Lewis soon resided in a freehold
house of his own. Many cowmforts and
luxuries, before unknown, fell to the lot of
his family. Now and then he was seen
depositing money in the bank, and in time,
having himself become an employer, some
of the members of his family even aspired
unto a silk dress. Nor did he stop there.
Every good cause, and every means of
raising the standard of morality in the town
found a2 warm supporter {n John Lewlis, the
nseful and influential leader at one of the
well-known places of worship in the town,
but ‘his fellow-townsmen knew that the
cause which always occupied the warmest
corner of his warm heart was the good
cause of temperance.

The Story of Two Speeches.

(By Amas R. Wells, in ‘Christian Endeavor
World.")

An eloquent word—for the Mastsr,
Yet half for the speaker, too ;
For he sought as his gain the praises of
men
And not the good he might do.

So the angels sadly left it,
And for all of its lofty sound,
Men tossed it o while to ard fro with a
smile, '
And then let it fall to the ground.

A stammering word for the Master,—
Blundering, timid and slow;
But the best he could do, for his purpose
was true,
But his heart was a-thumping so,

Yet the angels seized it and bore it
On pinions happy and strong,
And made it a sword in the war of the
Lord,
The struggle of right against wrong.

For the battle is not to the giant,
The race Is not to the fleat,
And an armor of might for the bxtterest
fight
Is found at the Saviour’s feet.

And thrones in the highest heaven,
And the laud of the seraphim,
Are for weak ones that dare follow Christ
anywhere,
Yea, venture to fail-—for him,

_{can; no stain on his name.
- fair to tell you that his disposition is not

An Ugly Boy.
" (By Rhodes Campbdell, in ‘Forward.')

A rugged, massive frame appeared in the
doorway of the immense .orphan asylum
schoolroom. Immediately hundreds of eyes
were fixed upon him, as he made his W&Y
to the superintendent’s desk.

‘'Well, Mr. Hanna, have you come to any
decision * asked .the superintendent, pleas-
antly.

¢ Yes, I have, Mr. Merea,’ sald David Han-
na, in a lIow tone. ‘I want that boy over
by the east window, that one who is so large
and:

‘Ungainly,’ said Mr. Merea. ‘Well, I
gshould think that you’d have taken any
other one, Mr. Hanna; but there’s no ac-
counting for tastes. Thaddeus McFadden
is of good stock on both sides, Scotch-Amer-
But it is only

good ; he is sullen and ungrateful. The
man who brought him here tcld the same
story. “He is sulky and unresponsive,”
and we have found it true. Still, you can
try for a year, you know.’

Two hours later David Hanna was driv-
ing from the station of Dorset, several miles
on the Eastburn pike. - Beside him sat the
large, overgrown boy whom he bad adopted

on trial; while back of them, in the wag- ,

gon, was & small, shabby, black trunk be-
longing to Thaddeus. '

The boy was silent all the way to the
Hanna farm, with a repellanf silence, it
seemed to David Hanna; but anyome who
knew David kpew that the very obstacles
which would disgust others only stimulated
him the more.

‘ Thaddeus, do you know what T would
like to do 7 David Hanna asked this ques-
tlon the day after the boy had been settled
in his pew home. Thaddeus's great dark
eyes looked at him suspiciously, and he
waited,

‘I'd like to give you boxing and fencing
lessons. I used to be quite famous at such
things; you know an old fellow must brag
of his youth,” said David.

A flash of surprise and pleasure came in-
to the boy's eyes. ‘Do you really mean
it ¥ he asked.

‘Of course I do,” David replied. ‘You’ve
o fine frame, Thaddeus, only you don’t
know what to do with 1t; that was my
case. With shoulders back and head erect
you’d be an athlete to be proud of; you
must have outdoor sports this fine weatber.

‘T came here to work,’ said Thaddeus,
stubbornly. ‘I mean to pay for my keep.
I can do I\,. too.’

‘Of course, you can, and I'll give you
plenty of work’ David gave his hearty,
genial laugh., ‘But I want to make the
most out of you. I want you to make the
man I fancy you'll make.

Thaddeus’s face fell. ‘I can’t make much
of anything, and I can’t be driven; you’ll
be sick of your bargein,’ he said,

David said nothing, but the lessons began
in a large room adjoining the kitchen, As
they progressed, Thaddeus developed un-
usual skill and quick strokes. Xven David
Hanna was surprised at the boy’s Luyrove-
ment, not only as a pupil, but in his car-
riage and general -appearance.

David Hanna was a childless widower, a
farmer of moderate means. He ruled the
‘farm, his housekeeper, Annetie Bangs, rul-
ed him, so far as domestic affairs went.
Life went on monotonously, yet very hap-
pily, at the farm. Thaddeus worked hard,
read when he wasn't too tired, and every
week David insisted on taking him with
him to town. But even David’s sanguine

nearly died.

temperament felt the chill of disappoinbs
ment as the weeks lengthened into months,
without any progress toward real friendship.
or more intimate relationship between the
two. ‘Thaddeus was faithful, honest, and
industrious, but, except now and then dure

ing the boxing lessoms, his passive unre-

sponsiveness ‘remained.

‘*Was I mistaken ? I was sure there was
a _fine nature underneath that ,exterlor,"
David thought. They were just entering
Dorset. - While David was buying grocers
fes, he missed Thaddeus, and later he coula
hardly believe his eyes. .There was the
shy, awkward lad helping a ‘brlghtftaged
woman with her numerous packages, his
face all smiles, and he was actually engaged
in conversation with her.

‘I didn’t know you knew Mrs. Ellis,
Thaddeus,” David said later.

" ‘I never before saw her; but she looks
like mother” Thaddeus’s face had notlost
its rare glow.

‘Your mother must have been very at-
tractive, then.’

‘Oh, sir, she was the brightest, kindest
woman you ever saw—just happy and singe
ing all the time; not one bit like me. Af-
ter she left me, and I was bound out, 1
I couldn’t tallc about it, and
0ld Caleb Harsh thought I was just sulky
and mean-and he, well—he was pretty
hard on me. I didn’t mind his tfrashin’
me so much, though I.wasn't used to it; bul
he never believed me, and to be always mig-
trusted made me ugly. I couldn't do any-
thing but just keep still; but I made up my
mind, then, that I’d try never to care for
anything or anybody, because it malees folks
suffer so awfully.’ '

‘Did 'old Harsh get tired of you ?’ - David
asked, gently.

‘Well, he traded me at the asylum for
a quicker, pleasanter-spoken boy ;- he bort_l ’
Mr. Merea a lot of lies about me, but I knew
il wasn’t any use to do anything, Mr.
Merea never could bear me, and—and—OB,
Mr. Hanna, you're good to me, but I’ve got
into such ways that I am mean and ugly,
Yowd better take me back before I'm bound
to you for good. I can’t bear to ses you
so good and kind and know that it is all
wasted. Why did you ever choose me ¥’

‘Because I took a strong liking to you,.
Thaddeus. Youwre not mean: you don't
lie.” '

“No, because I just can’t; I feel too hor-
rid after it said Thaddeus.

‘Well, I'm going to keep you, so youw'll
have to put up with it David said, in his
decided voice.

In the fall Thaddeus went Into Dorsect to
gchool. He studied well, although he was
not unusually quick, ¥He shunned the oth-
er boys. ‘They shan’t have a chance to
snub me, lke the boys in Alden did when
they jeered at me and called me “old
Harsh’s lamb,” Tl never go through all
that again,’ said Thaddeus—‘never.

But one day on the way homse, he was to
meet a neighboring farmer four miles far-
ther on who was to give him a lift—he
came upon a sight that roused him, There,
near the lonely road stood the bully of Miss
Pritchard’s room, Julius Beeber, thrashing
a delicate little fellow from one of the lower
rooms,.

‘1 told you TI'd kill you, if you ever told
on me; how-dare you interfere with my
doing as I please ¥  Julius Beeber's face
was purple with passion, and, by the wap
he was laylng on the blows, it looked as if
he would do.as he threatened.

Thaddeus straightened his tall form and
sprang into the open woods. ‘Stop that I’
he cried, as he grasped Beeber from behind
and threw him ; bui in a moment he was
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up again, and dealt Thaddevs a powerful ’
. blow. .

At first it appeared to little trembling
Theodore that they were too ~unequally
matched, and felt sure that Beeber must
win, as he always did; but Thaddeus’s les-
sons told now, and he used his knowledge
with a coolness which surprised himself. In
_ the end he left Beeber out of breath .and
badly beaten, picked up Theodore and took
him to his aunt’s, not far away, and sup-
posed that was the end of it all. But the
next day David came to him. -

* Thaddeus, Mr. Beeber says you're a bully
and nearly ruined his son for life. Did you
fight 2 Tell me about it.

‘You've heard what Mr. Beeber said,’
Thaddeus replied, doggedly. ‘Isn’t that
enough 7’

‘No ; I'm waiting for your side.
that it will'be the truth.

Thaddeus’s face lighted up.
story briefly.

¢ You did right,’'said David ; and to Thad-
deus’s surprise, that was all that he ever
said about it.

In the spring, Thaddeus had a fresh sur-
prise. ‘I've had a fair offer for part of my
farm, Thaddeus,” David said. ‘I'm going
to sell. I want money to send you to col-
lege. I propose to pay all your expenses
the first year; and then you can decide
whether you care enough to work your way
in part the other years. I can’t afford to
pay anything, but I can give yo{l a big lift’

It was Hanna’s turn to be surprised.
Thaddeus grasped his hand. ‘You don't
mean to do this for me—you don't mean to
give me such a chance ? Why, you're liko
a father! I’ll serve you always. I'll do
my best at college. - Oh, if you knew how I
want to be a doctor !’

‘Don't “serve me,” Thaddeus.
a little, if you can.
was a lttle chap, and I want a son more
than anything else,” said David. '

‘I'm not a stome, if I am so horrid,
Thaddeus said, his voice shaking with rare
emotion. ‘I cap’t talk much, but I'll try
to deserve you—iather !’ )

Years later, when Thaddeus was slowly
earning his present fine practice in the
large western city of L———, I heard one
man in a street car say to another : ‘That
is Doctor Hauna; he cured my boy, you
know. ‘That’s his father with him. You
pever saw such devotion as there is be-
tween tk_lose two. Aren’t they fine-looking
men ? . .

Glancing in the direction indicated, I saw
my old friend, David Hanna, as erect as
ever, while beside him strode a young
giant, talking eagerly, his face half turned
toward me, and I knew that it was Dr.
Thaddeus McFadden Hanna,

-——e————~

Wait for the mud to dry, is a good rule
in more ways than one. Suppose we try
it the next time we are vexed ! ’

TFather Graham, as everybody in the vil-
lage called him, was one of the old-fashlon-
ed gentlemen of whom there are so few left
now. He was beloved by every one, and
his influence in the little town was great,

go good and so active was he.

A young man of the village had been
badly insulted, and came to Father Graham
tull of angry indignation, declaring that he
was going at once to demand an opology.

«My dear boy,” Father Graham said, ‘take
a word of advice from an old man who
loves peace. An imsult is like mud; it
will brush off much better when it is dry.
Wait a little till he and you are both cool
and the thing is easily mended. If you
go now, it will only be a quarrel’

It is pleasant to be able to add that the
young man tcok his advice, and before the
pext day was done the imsulting person
came to beg forgiveness.— Wellspring.’

I know

Love me

"contents of a chapter. each day.

He told his -

My boy di
y boy died when he few rapid questions.

.go much more love,’

' Little by Little.

1 was quoting carclessly the proverb,
‘Out of the abundance of the heart the
mouth speaketh,’ referring ‘it to Solomon.
“Does Solomon use those woids, too ?” ask-
ed a quiet listener; ‘becaus¢ you will find
them in the twelfth chapter of Matthew, as
used by our Lord. ' o '

I verified his statement at once, by open-
frg the Bible at hand, and then turned to
my informant to know how it was that he
had been able to place the words so accu-
rately. ‘I have made it a rule for many
years,” he answered, ‘to learn the general
It only
takes a few moments, especially in those
parts of the book which I am already fami-
liar with, It is, of course, a mechanical
way of treating thé study of Scripture, and

‘must not in any degree talke the place of

either critical or devotional study ; but I
have found it most useful, and a fine return
for the investment of such small amounts
of time.’ :

I then quizzed this Bible student as far
as my own memory, enabled me to do 80,
and Tound that he knew his Bible as a
child knows its primer—book by book, al-
most chapter by chapter. And this most
useful skill in using the Word of Truth had
been acquired by a few minutes’ efforts each
day. '

I was fired with an immediate desire to
have my class adopt this pian, even if they
had to be coaxed to do it by some proraise
of reward. Tor myself I can only hope for
partial success; the muscles of my memory
are now considerably stiffened; but you
know the old conundrum, ‘ What is as soft
as wax and as hard as brass? Answer,
¢ A child’s memory.’ Soft to receive, en-
during to hold.

So now we begin the hour’s lesson by a

chapter of Matthew ? ‘The genealogy of
Joseph, and the birth of Christ’ *Second
chapter ? ‘Visit of the wise men; slaugh-
ter of babies; flight of holy family to
Egypt ; return to Nazareth. ’

You see how easily this would be learn-
ed. Do you not think it will make the
Bible like the starry sky to us on a clear
night instead of a sky murky with mists of
ignorance.—E. P. Allan.

A Bump of Love.
(By E. R. B)

I wag looking over some old letters when
I found one from a father to his sister, in
which he tells a story about his litte girl,
five years old. I think her funny idea will
amuse you, and the lesson her father drew
from it will, I hope, teach us a lesson, too.
The father says he was seated one day
with his little daughter Eva on his knee,
and she was telling him in childish, ex-
travagant language how much she loved
him. He, to somewhat moderate her ex-
pressions of love, told her she could not

love so much, as she was such a little

thing and had such a little heart. Tva
only remarked, ‘ Of course I have, father.’
The letter goes on to tell that in the course
of the day little Eva tumbled down some
stone steps and had, as the result, a large
bump on her forchead. Her mother won-
dered she cried so little, but when her fa-
ther returned from business in the evening
she ran to meet him, saying, ‘Look here,
father, I am so much bigger, and can hold
pointing to the bump
on her forechead. The father adds, “Would
that Christians would turn the hard bumps
of the world into love, like my little Bva’
That is just what God wants us to-do, if we

.

¢ What is in the first:

are his children—turn the bumps of the
world into love. How is this to be done?
You dear’ children. who love God and are
frying to please him, how can you do it?
You cannot go through life without. getting
many bumps. Some you feel on your body,
and some you feel inside, by a hurt or an-
gry feeling in your heart. Perhaps a bro-
ther, or sister, or a, SCﬁOOlﬂQllOW, has done
or said something very unkind to you, and
you cannot forgive them, so you have a
large bump of unforgivencss inside. Now,
this bump must be turned inte love and
then you will be able to forgive.

In John xv., 17, the Lord Jesus commands
us to love one another, and in Matthew V.,
44, to ‘love your enemies to do good to

- them that despitefully use you and perse-

clitg you’ They would not be your =ne-
mies, for the time being, if they did not
give you bumps either inside or out.

~ Now, dear children, will you ask God in
the mame of the Lord Jesus and by his
Holy Spirit, to help you to turn these bumpi
into love ?

In Matt xviii., 21 Peter asks the Lord
Jesus how often If his brother sins against
bim is he to forgive him, and the Lord
gives him in answer a small sum in addi-
tion: ‘Until seven limes’ is not enough.
¢ Until seventy times seven.

70
7
490

When we have forgiven someone several
times we think we are very forgiving. But
what about 490 times?  This shows that
God wishes us always to forgive, no matter
how often. The bumps inside generally
hurt more than the bumps that show out-
side, and they have & way of -getting worse
and worse unless quickly cured by being
turned into love.

I mean that hurt, angry or jealous feel-
ings indulged in cause great pain and sor-
row, but if' the all-conquering love of God
comes in, who has told us'‘to love our
neighbor as ourselves,’ then the sorrow and
pain goes. ' :

First, vou must come to the Lord Jesus,
who died en the cross for you, and ask to
have your sins forgiven for his name’s
sake and the Holy Spirit given to you, who
will help and guide you to do what is
right—* Alliance.’

Good, but for What ?.

There are a great many good people in the
world, but what are they good for ? They
do not drink ; they do not swear; they do
not gamble ; they do not use tobacco ; they
keep the Sabbath Day; yea, they even at-
tend divine worship regularly and so we say
that they are good people. But what are
they good for ? Their goodness is of the
negative kind. While they do not do any-

thing bad ncither can we say that they do

anything good. They never join in the
song services ; they never lift their voices
in thanksgiving or prayer; they never g0
forth on missions of love and merey ; they
never give for any noble purposs; and it
they are asked to lend some assistance in
any way, it is, ‘Oh! I can’t do that; get
someone else to do it for you While we
call them good people and class them among
the better clement of the comnmunity, yet
in our sober, thoughtful moments we
aro led to ask ourselves the question, ‘What
aro they good for ?—Rev. C. W. Davidson.

J I

The only difference education can make
in sin is to make it change the manner o
its expression.—* Ram’s Horn.'



mLITTL]:} _

Mrs. Tabby Gray.

' Mrs. Tabby Gray, with her three .. &

little kitténs, lived out in the barn
where the hay was stored. One of
‘the kittens was white,  ome was
black, and-one gray, just like her
mother, who was called Tabby,
Gray from the color of her coat.
These three little kittens opened
their eyes when they grew old
enough, and thought that there
was nothing so nice in all this
wonderful world - as their own
dear mother, although' she told
them of a great many nice things,

J e

like milk and bread, which they

should have when they could go up
" to the big house, where she had her
. breakfast, dinner and supper.

Every time Mother Tabby came

from this big house she had some-
thing pleasant to tell. ‘Bones for
dinner to-day, my dears,’ she would
say,” or ‘I had a fine romp with a.
ball and the baby’; until the kit-
tens longed for the time when they,
could go too.

. One day, however, mother cat
walked in with joyful news,

‘I have found an -elegant new
home for you,” she said, n a very,
large trunk where some old clothes
are kept; and I think I had better
move at once.’

Then she picked up the small
black kitten without any more

words, and walked right out of the
barn with him.
. The black kitten was astomshed,

but he blinked his eyes at the
bright sunshine and tried to see
everything.

Out in the barnyard there was a
great noise, for the white hen had
laid an egg, and wanted everybody
to know it; but Mother Cat hurried
on, without stopping to enquire
"about it, and soon dropped the kit-
ten into the large trunk. The
clothes made such a soft comfort-
able bed, and the kitten was so
tired after his exciting trip, that
he fell asleep, and Mrs. Tabby trot-
ted off for another baby.

 While she was away, the lady
who owned the trunk came out in
the hall; and when she saw that
the trunk was open,
locked it, and put the key in her
pocket, for she did not dream that
there was anything so precious as a
kitten inside. '

As soon as the lady who owned
the trunk had gonme upstairs Mrs.

she shut it,
 rubbed
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Tabby Gray came back, with the
little white kitten; and when she
found the trunk closed she was ter-
ribly frightened. She put the
white kitten down and sprang on
top of the trunk and scratched
with all her might, but scratching
did no good. Then she ~jumped
down and reached up to the key-
hole, but that was too small for
even a mouse to pass through, and
the poor mother mewed pitifully.
What was she to do? She pick-
ed up the white kitten, and ran to

the barn with it. Then she made

haste to the house again, and went
upstairs to the lady’s room. The
1l:dy was playing with her baby,
and when Mother Cat saw this, she
against her skirts and
cried: ‘“Mee-ow, mee-ow! you have
your baby, and I want mine! Mee-
ow, mee-ow? :

By and by the lady sald ‘Poor
kjtty, she must be hungry’; and she

went down in the kitchen and pour-
ed sweet milk in a saucer, but the
cal did not want milk. She want-
¢d her baby kitten out of the big
black trunk, and she mewed as
plainly as she could: ‘Give me my
baby — give me my baby, out of
your big black trunk®

The kind lady decided that the
eat must be thirsty; and she said:
‘Poor Kitty, I will give you water’;
but when she set the bowl of water
down, Mrs. Tabby ~Gray mewed
raore sorrowfully than before. She
wanted no water—she only wanted
her dear little baby kitten; and she
ran to and fro, crying, until, at
last, the lady followed her; and she
led the way to.the trunk.

‘What can be the matter with -
this cat? said the lady; but she
took the trunk key out of her
pocket, put’it in the lock, unlocked
the trunk, raised the top — and in
jumped Mother Cat with such a
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bound that the little black kitten
waked up with a start. ,

‘Purr, pury, my darling “child,’
said Mrs. Tabby Gray, in «ueat ex-
citement; ‘I have had

him up and started to the barn.

" The sun was bright in the barn-',

)ard and the hens were still chat-

tenno there; but the black kitten -

as glad to get back to the barn. ™

for as :."qmetly took a chair and engaged

.in conversatmn with . the other

Hxs mother was glad, too;
she-nestled down in the hay with
ler three little Kkittens,
{hem that a. barn was the best
piace, after all, to raise children. |

And she never afterwards chanfr-
¢d her mind.—“The “Westminster.’

Tom Hathway’s Sticcess.

Tom Hathway was the son of a
poor widow, who lived in the small
village of Salem,
dent upon her only son, as her hus-
~ band had been killed by the Bioux
Indians on his way to the gold
fields of California, seeking a for-
tune. Tom was an industrious,
honest, upright boy, always the

leader among the village boys, and -

always ready to comfort his. poor
mother in times of distress. o
Nearby the Hathway home lived

Dick Alston, thé son of a wealthy’

New York merchant, who made
his home in .Salem, aund George
Denton, the son of a lawyer of
Salem. Both boys were jealous of
Tom, as he was the favorite of the
village, *. They tried to jeer him by
calling him a ‘little mamma boy.’
But Tom.didn’t heed their jeer-

ings, but kept bravely on, ﬁghtingl

the battles of life.
" He obtained a position as clerk
in the corner grocery of Salem,
with wages sufficient to lLeep bhis
mother and himself comfortably
during the winter,
was in the spring, however, that
Tom met with his first great suc-
cess. Dr. Rogers, living in the
neighboring village, hung a sign in
his window advertising for an
honest boy.  Tom saw the sign as
he was delivering groceries in the
village, and that same night on his
return to his home, he told his
mother of his intentions of apply-
ing for the situation at the doc-
tor’s. ‘
The next morning Tom dressed
in his best and started for the doc-
tor’s house five miles distant. Mrs.

Hathway went to the gate to see

_a safe condition.
a dlea.dful“
fright? and before the black kitten .
could, ask one question, she plcked :

she told "

She was depen-

at least. It

her son off, and told him not to
cross the ice, although it was the
shortest way, because it was not in
He obeyed his
mother’s command, as he always
did, -and’ took * the longer route
around the lake. '

.He reached the doctor’s office in
a shorb'tlme, and walking in, was
surprised to see Dick Alston and

‘George Denton, who were also ap-
‘plicants for:

the position, He

boys, which was overheard by the
doctor in the adjoining = room.
Some of the boys talked about Tom
being poorly dressed, and doing
just what his mother wanted bhim.

‘I wouldn’t walk around that.ice
for anybody, not even my mother,
said Dick, ‘when it’s the shortest
way to cross over.

‘But my mother told me the ice
was unsafe, and I always take her
advice, said Tom.

‘Onsafe nothing? said Dick. ‘Wo-

men don’t know anythmw about
the ice’
- Tom felt indignant at these ans-

wers and the insults to his mother,

but said nothing at the time. The
boys didn’t know that the doctor
heard everything they had said,
but the doctor knew it, and  he
made up his mind as to what boy
he would select. 'He entered the
waiting-room, where the boys were,
and made his selection. The lucky
boy was Tom Hathway, who obey-
ed and defended his mother. He
became closely attached to the doe-
tor, and learned the profession of
medicine through his guidance,
and to-day is a noted doctor with a
large practice in the city of New
York. —‘\Imhlgan Advocate?

A Sunday Dog.

It used to be a common thmfr to
see dogs at church with their own-
ers in the country parts of England
and Scotland; and, as they usually
behaved well, they were not molest-
ed. But very much later than that
a handsome setter in one of the
Middle States not only went to
church faithfully, but took it upon
himself to keep all the family up to
their duty. '

IIis name was Joe, and his face
was full of kindliness and intelli-
gence. The cocking up of his left
ear and a general expression of
being on the alert was peculiar to
him on Sunday, and he seemed re-

9

solved that eyery man, woman and
child on the premises should honor

the day as he did.

He never made a- mistake in the
day of days which .he began by
leaving his kennel "earlier than
usual, to set about getting those
children off to Sunday-school.
There was a long country walk be-

fore them, and he knew they’d be -

late unless he kept at them. So he

barked and scolded and capered -

about them, saying as  plainly as
dog language could, ‘Do hurry, you
thoughtless creatures ! Don’t you
hear the first bell ringing? When
the laughing flock wis ready to
start Joe marched off with them
and kept severe discipline in the
way of wanderings by the roadside.
" One Sunday morning this faith-
ful guardian nearly. fell into dis-
grace himself. He- had rushed
from his kennel to give chase to a
rabbit, apparently forgetting what
day it was, when the sound of the
first bell suddenly reminded him.
The knowing cock of his ear drop-
ped.-as he wheeled about and went
oft at full speed to hurry up his
careless charges.

Joe always marched into the
Sunday-school with them, and paid
strict attention to what was going
on. He also went to church after-
ward, and established himself in

‘the family pew without ever mak-

ing a mistake— Herald and Pres-
byter.’

Faithiul in Little Things.

I cannot do great things for Him,
Who did so much for me ; '

But I should like to show my love,

Dear Jesus, unto Thee.
Faithful in very little things,
O Saviour, may I be!
There are small things in daily life
In which I may obey,
‘And thus may show my love to
thee; -
And always every day,
There .are some little loving words
Which I for thee may say.

There are small crosses I may taLe,
Small burdens I may bear,
Small acts of faith and deeds of

love,
Some SOITOWS I may share ;

.And little bits of work for thee

I may. do everywhere. -

So I ask thee to give me grace
My little place to fill,

That I may ever walk W1th thee,
And ever do thy will—

That in each duty, great or small,
I may be faithful stilL.

-/}
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- Jesus' Appears to Paul

‘Memory verses, 6-8. Read
Acts ix., 1-20; x;cvi., -9-20.

Goiden Text.
. ‘I was not disobedient unto the heavenly
vision,’—Aets xxvi., 19.

i esson Text.

(6) And it came to pass, that, as I made
my journey, and was come nigh unto Da-
mascus about noon, suddenly there ,sfhone
from heaven a great light round abouil me.
(7). And I fs!1 unto the ground, and heard
a voice saying unto me, Saul, Saul, why
persecutest thou me ? (8) And I answered,
Who art thou, Lord ? And he said unte
me, I am Jesus of Nazareth whem thou per-
secutest.  (9) And they that were with me
saw indeed the light, and were afraid ; but
they heard not the voice of him that spake
to me. (10) And I said, What shall I do,
Lord ? And the Lord said unto me, Arisg,
and go into Damaseus; and there it shall
be told thee of all things which are appoint-
ed for thee to do. (11) And when I could
not see for the glory of that light, being led
by the hand of them that were with me, I
came into Damascus.. (12) And one Anan-
fag, a devout man according to the law,
having a good report of all the Jews which
dwelt there, (13) Came unto me, and stood

and said unto me, Brother Saul, receive thy

sight. And the same hour I looked up
upon him. (14) And he said, The God of
our fathers hath chosen thee, that thou
shouldst know his will, and see that Just
One, and shouldst hear the veice of his
mouth. (15) For thou shalt be his wit-
ness unto all men of what thou hast seen
(16) And now why tarriest
thou ? arise, and be baptized, and wash
away thy sins, calling on the name of the
Lord. .
Suggestions.

We have to-day the wonderiul story of
how Saul of Tarsus the freeborn,
educated, fierce young Jew who had so
cruelly persecuted the Christians, casting
both men and women into prisom, was
trapsformed into the leving, humble, forei-
ble preacher of the gospel, proud to call
himself the bondslave of Jesus Christ.

Saul heawrd the voice of Jesus, and he
must have caught a glimpse, ton, of that
wonderful face (II. Cor. iv., 6), for he in-
stantly recognized that it was the glory of
God which surrounded him. In great as-
tonishment he asked, Who art thou, Lord ?
He had thought that he was serving God by
persecuting the followers of Jesus, but in
that instant it was revealed {o him as by a

flash of light that Jesus was God, (John i,

1-3; x., 30 L. Jobn v, 7), and that in per-
secuting his church he was persecuting
Christ himsel?. The church (all the true
followers of Jesus who have been born
again and washed from their sins in his
precious biood), is the body of Christ (Col.
i, 18, 24 ; ®ph. i, 22, 23; v., 25-32), and he
feels everything that is done to hurt his
people.

At that moment of great lizht and glory,
Saul’s spiritual eyes were opened, but his
outward sight was blinded Ly the heavenly
light. TFer three days he was blind to all
about him, but the great light was burning
in his soul, burning up the dross of earthly
ambition, refining and purifying the zeal
and affections, illuminating the conscience
and setting his whole being on fire with
Jove to God. By that light Saul saw Him-
self as a wretched sinner (Rev. iii.,, 17, 18
1. Cor. xv., 9, 10), with no hope except
through the saving power of Jesus Christ
By that light Saul saw the worthlessness
of a life that was self-centred, and the glory
of a Hfe hid with Christ in God. By that
light he saw, as it were, God’s scales weigh-
ing the things man counts valuable, plea-

highly

sure, pride, rank, wealth, and worldly hon-
ors of every kind, agninst the real values
of eternal life. The tawdry and temporal
values of earth weighed lighter than van-
ity, .(Ps. 1xii.,, 9; IL Cor. iv., 17, 18), but
the scale sank heavy with the eternal weight
of glory of a life wholly given up to God
and centred in Jesus Christ. By that light
Saul chose tp lay aside every earthly weight,
(Heb. xii.,, 1, .2; Phil. iii, 7-11), and to
count 2]l earthly gain as loss, and all earth-
Iy honor as nothing, in order that he might
obtain the eternal joy and honor of a life
jdentified with Christ’s.

By that great light and fire in his soul
Saul the persécutor became Paul the sue-
corer of the followers of Jesus and the
mighty messenger of the gospel to the ends
of the then known world. We . are very
apt to lcok upon the bistory of the different
great men of the Bible as stories of the
inevitable, it seldom occurs to us to think
that their lives might have been totally dif-
ferent if they had chosen differently. They
did not know when the critical moments of
their lives would come, nor how great
things depended on their choice at such
times. They were simply men and women
like ourselves and their history is written
down for our example. (I, Cor. x., 6, 11;
Rom, xv., 4). It Is not for us to criticise
their goodness or their badness, but just
to study how God worked through them
and how they hindered his working, and
take encouragement or warning from their
history. Saul might have rejected the
veice of God and chosen earthly glory and
the preise of men, as did that Saul whose
history is told in the Old Testament. (L
Sam. xv., 10-30.) But if he had not obey-
ed God he would have lost the wonderful
opportunity not only of preaching the gos-

. pel to many nations, But of being the ex-

positor of the gospel to all. generations of
those who should afterward follow Christ.
e being dead, yet speaketh by the epistles
which the Holy Spirit wrote through him.
It would have been an awful thing for
Saul to have rejected the voice of the
Lord Jesus when he spoke to him on the
way to Damascus that day, we have some
idea of what he would have lost by dis-
obedience then. But we cannot measure
what our own loss will be if we turn away
from our Saviour now or if we disobey his
voice at any time. The Lord Jesus Christ
is calling men and women and boys and
girls now to the same life to which le
called Saul. And as his grace was suffi-
cient to change the proud and fierce Saul
into the loving and lowly-minded Paul, so
his grace is sufficient for every one of us.
He can change the most unatiractive life
into a beautiful and radiani channel of
blessing to others. He can make the hum-
blest soul a blessing to the whole world
by his grace working in and through it.
The Ananias whom Jesus sent with a
message to Paul was not the Ananias who
pretended to offer all that he had to God
but kept back part of the price. (Acts v,
1-5). This Ananias was a geod man whom
every one trusted. When the Lord Jesus
told him to go and speak kindly to Saul at
first he did not like to because he knew
how fierce Saul had been against the Chris-
tians, but the Lord told him what to say
and Ananias went When Anapias laid
his hand.on Saul and greeted him lovingly
in the name of the Lord, Saul’s eyes were
opened and he saw clearly. ' It is very im-
portant to be kind to young Christians and
to help them in the knowledge of Christ.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, June S.~Topie—How t{o enter
Christ’s family.—Matt. xii.,, 46-50.

“Junior C. . Topic.
SOME KINGS OF THE BIBLE.

Mon., June 3.—Saul’s ill temper.—I. Sam.
xviii., 10, 11,

Jrues., June 4—Covetous Ahab.—I. Kings
xxi., 15, 16. ‘ _

‘Wed., June 5.—A self-willed king—II.
Kings x., 8%

Thu., June 6.—Hezekiah’s good reign.—
II. Kings xviii, 3-5.

Fri., June 7.—Darius the Median.—Dan.
vi., 25, 26, '

Sat., June 8.—The King of the Jews.—
John xviii., 33-37.

Sun., June 9.—Topic—Lessons from Bible
kings. (Saul, Rehoboam, Hezekiah, Agrip-
pa, Ahab, Asa, Ahasuerus etc.)

_ That’s AllL

Liquor-dealers often betray themselves
unconsciously in their advertisements, and
1 have occasionally had the pleasure of
pointing out an instance of these damaging
admissions. For pure guilelessness;, how-
ever, nothing in this line quite exceeds an
advertisement which, since the Rev. Charles
M. Sheldon direcfed my attention to it,
I bave seen in many papers that should
know better. It is a very simple adver-

“tisement :—
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Il SVMITH'S WHISKEY., ..
. THAT'S ALL! .

.
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(Of course, the name is not Smith.)

‘Smith’s Whiskey. That’s All!’ Could
the sarcasm of the most powerful temper-
ance orator paint a more damning picture ?
‘That's All  Indeed it is. Nothing else

left. No money. No credit. No decent
clothes. No comfortable house. No busi-
ness. No friends No skill. No reputa-
tion. No health. No strength No cour-
age. No happiness at home. Nothing to

eat there. No joy for the children. No
religion. No peace - of conscience. No
safety or hope, in this world or the nexk

But ‘Smith’s Whiskey’ He has that.

‘That's All’ Smith’s whiskey. ~ And a
swollen head. And a turgid brain. And
bleared eyes. And a tomato nose. And

palsied hands. Aznd waverlng vision. Fest
for the gutter. Nerves for the serpents of
delirium. A thirst that is maduess. A

“brutal passion that has taken conirol of his

gn{;-ire being. Smith’'s Whiskey. That's
I

‘Who that reads this interpretation does
not know that it is true ? And who will not,
in the fear of God, for the love of his bro-
ther, use all the power he has to drive this
cynical, deadly evil from off the face of the
earth 7——Caleb Cobweb, in ‘The Christian

Endeavor World.’

Cigarettes and Situations

That cigarettes are deadly polsonous is
an absolute seientific fact. A physician
made 2 solution of all the nicotine from
cne cigarette; one-half of it was injected
into a full-grown frog, from the eflects of
which the frog died almost instantly; the
other half was used upon another frog with
the same result. The poison of the cigar-
ette is as deadly to the husman .being as to
the frog, but slower in its work. Diseases
resulting from its use are well known to
physicians, The same physician who ex-
perimented upon the frogs says that inste_ad
of the fancy pictures which accompany c¢ig-
arette packages, each ought to bear a skull
and cross bomes and Dbe marked ‘deadly
poison,’ the same as other poisonous drugs.

Since Chief Moore issued his order a
number of Chicago Dbusiness houses have
pursued the same course. The board of
education does not permit cigarette smok-
ing in its ofilce ; Montgomery Ward & Co.
will not employ boys addicted to the use of
cigarettes ; bi-monthly lectures on the evils
of cigarelte smoking are provided by Mar-
shall Tield & Co., for the benefit of thieir
employees ; the Chicago, Burlington and
Quincy Railway Company has notified its
employees that they must abandon cigar-
ettés or forfeit their positions; several cs-
tablishments have opeumed their doors to
lecturers connected with the Anti-Cigarette
League. The United States Supreme Court
has declared the Chicago anti-cigarette law
valid. _Arkansas has an anti-cigarette bill
which malkes the sale or giving away of cig-
arettes to any person under any circum-
stances a misdemeanor, punishable by fine.

That the civil service commission of New

York City purposes to rid itself of ‘several
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. 'wmmdred jovenile cigarette fiends,’ and sab-
‘Btitute ‘office girls’ is another straw that
shows which way the wind blows.
“The Anti-Cigarette league, with head-
rs .in .the Woman'’s Templs, ‘Chicago,
{s vigorously .waging war against the cigar-
ette.
its- work publishes a bright little.paper en-
-fitled ‘The Boy.’ School teachers are oud

In their denunciations of the cigarette; .

their positions enable.them to observe its
effect and they have noted its viciousness.
Many are assisting the league in iis work
and have secured from boys under their
care pledges thdt they will not smoke cigar-
ettes before they are of age.
‘{0 the cigaretie is constantly increasing in
force, and it is to be hoped that the earth
. will not have passed many mile~stones in
the new century before the deadly °coffin
na.il’ is relegated_to obscurity.——Young Peo-

ple.’

By Dean Farrar.

My reasons for taking the pledge were
partly getieral and partly special. .

First—I became convinced that the use
of aleohol in any form was not a necessity.
! saw that whole nations have lived and
flourished without it. I believed that the
whole race of man had existed for cen-
turies previous to its discovery.

Second.~I was struck by the indisputable
fact that in England 20,000 inhabitanfs of
our prisons, accustomed to strong drink all
their lives, and the majority of them
brought into prison directly or indirectly
by it, could be, and were, from the mo-
ment of their imprisonment, absolutely de-
prived of it, not only without loss, but with

. entire gain to their personal health.

Third.—I derived from the recorded tes-
timony of our most eminent physicians fhat
the use of alcohol i3 2 subtle and manifold
source of disease even to thousands who
use it in quantities conveniently deemed
moderate ; also, that all the young, and all
the healthy, and all who -eat well and sleep
well, do not require it, and are better with-
out it. :

Fourth.~Then the carefully drawn sta.-

tistics of many insurance societies con¥ine-
ed me. that total abstinence, so far from
shortening life, distinctly and undlsputably
conducted to longevity.
" Fifth.—Then I accumulated proovf tha.t
drink is so far from being requisite to phy-
sical strength or intellectual force, that
many of our greatest athletes, from the
days of Samson onward, ‘ whose drink was
enly of the crystal brook,’ have achieved
without alcohol, mightier feats than have
ever been achieved with it .

Sixth.—~—And besides all this, I knew that
the life of man always gains by abolishing
needless expenses and avoiding artificial
wants. Benjamin Franklin said, a hun-
dred years ago, ‘ Temperance puts wood on
the fire, meat in the barrel, flour in the
tob, money in the purse, credit in the coun-
try, clothes on the bairns, intelligence in
the brain, and spirit in the constitution.’

: Lastly—-We saw that life is full of temp-
tations, and that there was one fatal temp-
tation, at any rate, from which we should

be absolutely and under all ¢ircumstances

exempt.—* Temperance Paper.’

What Senator Depew Says.

Senator Chauncey M. Depew recently de-
clared: ‘Twenty-ive years ago I knew
every man, woman and child in Peekskill.
It has been a study to mark boys who
started In every grade of life with myself
to see what has become of them. It is re-
markable that every one of those who drank
{s dead; not one living of my own age.
Barring a few who were taken off by sick-
ness, every one that proved a wreck and
wrecked his family did it from rum, and
no other cause. Of those who were ehurch-
going people, steady and industrious, every
single-one of them, without an exception,
owns the house in which he lives’ The
man of God, like Napoleon's guards, does
not know surrender,

————

Some of the municipal authorities in

France have had large Posters printed and

. circulated, setting forth the ravages of al-

cohol, which show that one Frenchman out

of every nine is given to drink, and that

_gixty-three out of every, hundred murders
are due to a.lcqhol.

It is after the boys, and to.further

Antagonism -

Cori‘espondence

Seaforth Ontano. -

Dear detor,——ln all the letters I Lave
seen in your paper, I never saw one from
‘C 4th.’ I live out of town some distance,
and like it much better than in town, as
you have more freedom., We own two

hundred acres of land and keep a large

stock. ‘"We have a silo which is a. great
benefit to the farm. I think it will soon
be the prettiest time in the couniry, as
the trees.are bursting ‘into a thousand
leaves.!. Again wishing you all success; I
remain, R. H. C. (Aged 13.)

Stony Creek.

~Dear debor,~1 have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ this year. I like it ever so much. My
brother and sister took it when they were
small. My brother is now in the Klou-
dike. I live with my grandfather on a
farm ; he is 86 years of age, but reads all
the papers. We have a very large Maltese
cat which catches snakes as well as mice;
he is my pet. We live nine miles from
Moncton, at Stony Creek.

. ABBOTT H. S.

Blanford.

Dear Editor,~I live on a farm and I have
two sisters and four brothers. We live
near a river and we have great fun skating.
I bave a dog and his name is Fobby. We
have great fun with him, 'We have an or-
gan and my oldest sister is taking music
lessons. . We take the ‘Messenger’ and like
it very much. We have taken it for over

three years. .
* FLOSSIE L. Aged 10:)

Lansdowne, Ont.
Dear detox',-——I have taken the ‘ Messen-
ger’ since January, and I think it is a very
nice paper. I always read the Correspon-

dence first and then I read the other stories.’

My papa is a blacksmith. I have two
brothers and one little sister two years
old. I have never seen a letter in here from
Lansdowne, I like to go to school and go
nearly every day. My teacher’s name is
Miss Robertson' and I like her very well.
I am ten yedrs old. I wonder if dny little
girl’s or boy’s birthday is on the same duy
as mine—Oct. 22. - ANNIE BE. S.

Parry Sound.

Dear L‘dxtor—Thls is the first time I,

have ever Wntten to a paper. I go to the
Methodist Sunday-school - and got. the
‘Northern Messenger’ there. 1 like it very
much.. I have four brothers and two sis-
ters. I have read quite a lot of books, but
I think my favorite is the ‘ Basket of Flow-
ers.” I go to school every day and read in
the fourth book. My bhirthday is on the

27th of February. .
M. A. B. (Aged 13.)

Tarmington.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm.. I have
half a mile to go to school. We do not
have school a whole year. My teacher's
name is Miss Purdy, I like her fine. There
s a brook mear by home so that [ ean go
fishing whenever I want to. My father
has two horses and a two-year-old colt. I take
the ‘ Northern Messenger’ and I like it very
much. I am twelve years old, I am in the
sevenih grade at school. My dog's name is

Sport. My cats’ names are Biddie and
Tabbie.- I hope I will see this letter in
print. CARRIE A C.

- 8till Water,
Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ and
like it very mich. I have seven brothers
and one sister. I bave a nice time coast.
ing in winter. My oldest brother has two
black horses and a black colt. My aunt
and her children were here this winter. I

have fifteen hens,
‘WHIDDEN. " {Aged 7.)
Kemptville

Dear Editor,—We are moving to Ottawa
and I am spendmg a few days with grandma
and grandpa. I have one little brother,
his name is Freddie, and he will be eight
years old on May 12.° I used to get the
t Messenger’ and I like it very much, 1
hope I will get it in Ottawa. Some day
I may write again and tell you about my
pels: GLADYS M. B.

*~8& very nice one.

T -

~'There are three churches and

. little babies.

Yyears old.

Mldland ‘Ont,

Dear Editor,*I am an interested reader
of your paper. This is the second year
that I have taken it. The first year it was
a Christmas present from grandmamma, and
This time I got it on my
birthday, which is-Jan, 10, I have a num-~
ber of papers (all last year’s) that, if they
could be of any use to any person, I woull
be glad to send. Please tell me where and
how to send them. ETHEL A. (Aged 13.)

[If you write to Miss Reid, 2710 St. Cath-
erine street, Montreal, she would give you
directions about forwarding literature to
settlers in the North-West.]

o Moncton,
Dear Bdifpor,—As I 'was menewing my
subscription 'I thought I would write a let-
ter. I got the ‘Messenger’ as a birthday
present last year, and I think it is a very
nice paper. I could not get along without
it. I have two brothers, one in Alaska and
the other in Cuba. I go to the Aberdeen
School. I am in the Sixth Grade; there
are 850 scholars in the whole building. My
teacher’s name is Miss Lea, I like her very
much. I have a cat, her name is Muff; she
is a tortoise shell cat.
a ga.rden of my own this summer
EMM_A Macd (Aged 13.)

OcknooK.

" Dear Editor~I like reading the letters
in the Correspondence. I am seven years
old. I have four sisters, My eldest sis-
ter takes the ‘ Messenger’ and I like it very
much. 1 do not go to school, but will
when the roads dry. Our teacher’s name
is Miss Taylor. My oldest sister is going
to be a teacher, OLIVE M. M.

Horning’s Mills, Ont.

Dear Editor,~I live on a farm four miles
from the beautiful and 'romantic village of
Horning's Mills.

I am in the fourth book. ¢
over a mile to go to school. I take music
lessons from my sister. I don't go--to
Sunday-school in the winter, gs it is too
far away, but there is one mear by for six
months in summer which I attend. I have
two sisters and one brother. I 'am the
youngest of the family. ’

HAROLD A. L. (Aged 13.)

Galiano Island, B. C. -
Dear Editor,—There are so many letters

I have a little

™

- in the ‘Northern Messenger’ which I like

to read, but I have seen pone from Galiano.
I hope this will be the first one. 'We have

. & nice little home in a lovely harbor called

Montague. We have four head of cattle, a
nice garden and orchard. My sister has a
dog named Britannia, and a cat with three
ears who likes to steal milk. I have two
sisters, three brothers and a father, and
have a mother, sister and brother in hea-
ven. We go to school three miles every
day. Our teacher’s mame is Mr, Wallace.
‘We bhave church every two weeks. Our
former minister's name was the Rev. Mr.
Foss, but he went away and we bhave the
Rev. Mr. Young here now. We are going to
&ry to get a Sunday-school started here.
My birthday is on Nov. 7.
FLORENCE GRAY.

Craighurst.

Dear Hditor,~Not sceing many letters
from Craighurst I thought I would write
you one. I go to school every day and
like going very much. My father has about
fifty hives of bees that we all like very
much. I go to the Presbyterian Sunday-
school, where I get the ‘Messenger’ from a
kind lady. Craighurst is a very pretty lit-
tle place with one school and one hotel
one black-
smith's shop, and two general stores. Mo-
ther as well as the rest of -us enjoy read-
ing the paper. I have threz brothers and
four sisters alive and two sisters (who were
twins) dead: they died when they +were
‘We have t{wo geese setting
and one has ten goslimgs. The school is
just across the road from my home and I
attend regularly, My <teacher’s name 'is
Miss Morrison, and all the scholars like
her. I have a brother going to the High
School; he is fourteen years old. I am
twelve years old. I wonder whose birth-

day is on the same day as mine, Jan. 5. . T -

have a sister born on the daybefore mine:
hers is on Jan. 4. I have a little. brother
born on Victoria Day. He is nearly two
RUBY H.

I am going to have.

o
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Family Discipline a Century
Ago.

Little Johnnije was an only son and the
pet of lhis older sisters, as well as the joy
‘and the pride of his parents, and indeed of
the whole parish. He was almost invariably
remembered in the generous gifts brought
‘to the parscnage, and a calte or a big red
apple or a saucer pumpkin pie Wwas almqst
sure to be brought for ‘Master Johnnie

When he was about four years old he was
invited with his father and mother to spend
the day with some wealthy parishioners,
who had also an only son about Johnnie’s
age. .

"It was a grand dinner and other distin-
guished guests were there. But Henry, un-
like his little visitor, was accustomed to
The pudding was very
nice and according to the prevalent custom
was placed upon the table at the beginning
of the meal. :

‘] -want my pudden,’ vociferated young
Henry. He was hushed for a time with
lumps of sugar and a gocd deal of cajoling.
But the family could pay but little attention
to their guests. It soon became, ‘1 will
have my pudden’ With cries and Kkicks
he soon Jlet himself down from his high
‘chair and lay upon the floor and screamed.

This could not be borne and the mother
hushed the cries with, “There, there, Henry!
Be a good boy and don’t ery any more and
you. shall have your pudding’ His plate
wag filled and quiet restored.

Little Johnnie looked en with wonder and
evident admiration. FHere was a hero and
a conqueror his thoughtful face seemed to
say, though he did not put it in those words.
The next morning at breakfast Johnnie
@idn’t want his usual porringer of nice
bread and milk. He wanted something
which he knew he had not been allowed to
have. With a little fear and trembling he
declared, ‘I will have it’ , His parents
looked their astonishment, but remember-
ing the episode of the day before wisely
said nothing but watched the game. Pres-
ently he, too, kicked and screamed, and
then scrambled down from his high chair
and lay upon the floor, in the most approv-
ed fashion. v

His mother rose calmly from the table,
took Master Johnnie by his. head and his
heels, carried him into an adjoining room
and laying him upon the floor said: ‘I
thought we brought our little boy home
with us last night. If we made a mistake
and brought Henry we will leave him here
till they send for him.’ She went out and
shut the door. Johnnie pounded on the
door and kicked and cried for a few min-
utes. Then all was still.
there was a tiny, timid knock. ‘Who is
there 7' asked his mother. ‘It is your dear
little boy, come back again.

Johnnie was in his mother’s arms, sob-
bing his sorrow and asking to be forgiven,
and as he told us himself in his old age,
It was the first and the only time that I
ever tried to manage my mother.’—Sarah
French Abbott, in ‘ The Congregationalist.'

——

Tread -Soft..

(By Mary Appiewhite Baéon, in the ‘Sun-
day-School Times.")

They were having their summer rest ihis
year in the country. One morning they
walked quite to ‘the edge of the belt of
woods shadinrg the sandy road, and sat
down to rest under a large red oak. Four-
year-old Robin was out in the open space
beyond. Suddenly he stopped with his
right foot resting firmly on the heel, and
the little pink toes well up from the ground.
‘Mama ! mama !’ he called, ‘come get the
briers out—quick !’

¢It's that tread-soft’ he said learnedly,
ag she picked out the sharp yellow points
from the tender little sole, calling the plant
by the name he had heard the country peo-
ple give it.

It seems to be everywhere,’ his mother
cried, seeing the gray blooms, with their
yellow centres, thick in the sunburnt grass,
‘pricking my baby’s feet !’

The boy answered with~the accumulated
wisdom. of three days’ residence in the coun;

y: ‘If you don’t put your foot down

while the briers are in, they won't hirt

After a time .

you, he said. He had accepted nettles as
'3, ‘mere incident of this glorious breadth of
field and wayside. -

The mother sent a-smile after the sturdy
little figure hastening back to its work of
discovery ‘among the blackberry bushes but
her face clouded again as she went back
to her friend.

‘Ellen has always been just that way,’
ghe said, sitting-down on-the green moss,
and resuming the conversation where it had
been broken off. ‘To think of her tellin
me how to manage my servants!’

Her friend was silent. :
~ ‘I could tell you fifty things she has
‘done to hurt-my feelings in the month that
she has been at my house.

‘I thought she said good-bye to you as
it she really loved you,’ Jennie suggested.

‘I dop’t remember how she said good-
bye. I remember what she said that morn-
ing at breakfast: “Now, Mattie, try to
look on the bright side of things.” It is
intolerable. to have somebody always come-
menting on my. weaknesses.” S

Jennie West -could think of nothing
‘worth being said. ; She began to examine
the red filaments in a bit of moss.. '

‘1 sometimes think I have more things
to vex and trouble me than any woman I
know,” Mrs. Mills went on. ‘

‘You have a beautiful home, a good hus-
band, a lovely child’ A dozen similar re-
plies swept up to Jennie’s lips, but she sent
them sternly back. After all, she ‘could
not kuow her friend’s troubles as her friend
knew them. .

Robin came hopping up on one foot, hold-
ing the other in his chubby hand. i |
stepped down hard before I knew they were
in there,’ he said, tears in his blue eyes,
and his lips smiling bravely. IHis mother
picked out the briers tenderly, but he limp-
ed a little as he ran away.

‘Why didn’t you push them farther in ?°
Jennie West asked. '

. “ Push briers into Robin’s little bare feet!’
the~mother cried in astonishment.

* Push briers into Robin’s mother’s poor
little heart!” her friend said daringly.
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What Do the Children Read ?

Tell me, O doating parents,
Counting your houschold joys;
Rich in your sweet home treasures.

Blest in your girls and boys.
After the school is over,

Tach little stndent freed ;
After the fun and frolic,

What do the children read ?

Dear little heads bent cver,
Scanning the printed page;
Lost in the glowing picture,
Sowing the seeds for age.
‘What is the story, mother ?
What is the witching theme ?
Set like a feast before them,
Bright as a golden theme.
—A, B. Thomson, in the Australian Chris-
tian World.,” .

Household Hints.

Ice can be kept well even during the
warmest weather. Wrap it in several thick-
nesses of flannel and place in the ice-chest
on four crossed pieces of wood so that no
water will accumulate. under it.

Ants can be driven away if the places
they frequent are sprinkled with oil of pen-
nyroyal. :

The smell of onions may be removed from

the breath by eating parsley moistened with

vinegar.

Mildew stains can be removed by rubbing
plenty of soap and powdered chalk on the
garment and placing it in the sun. It may
be necessary to repeat this operation.

Houses may be kept comparatively cool
during the simmer months by throwing the
windows and blinds wide open in the early
morning hours and then closing the blinds
for the rest of the day.

Pitch or tar stains, it is said, may Dbe re-
moved by rubbing the spot with lard and
letting it remain for several hours before
sponging with spirits of turpentine. If the
color of the cloth be changed, sponge with
chloroform.

Canton flannel is to be numbered among
the essentials for hougekeeplng. Bags of
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THE MESSENGER.

. . -
it should be made with the nap side out, to
slip over breoms for wiping off the papered
walls often.. Our walls become dusty, as
does our furniture, carpets and -curtains,
and should be often wiped off. Such bags
are inexpensive and useful. A large pieca
of it is very convenient for rubbing silver,
in place of the oft-recommended chamois
gkin. The black will wash out of the nap
quite readily, and it gives a gloss to silver,

OUR BEST PREMIUM,
The New-Century Pablication
WORLD WIDE

A Weekly Reprint of Articles from Leading

Journals and Reviews Reflecting the
Current Thought of Both Flemispheres,

Clubbing Offers.

Special
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JOHN DOUGALL & SCN,

Pubijishers, Monireal, Canada.
i

ADVERTISEMENTS

AGENTS WANTED TO PUSH ¢ WORLD WIDE”
on special frial rate offer. Nothing nicer.to canvas
for. Generous commisgions. 1t isjust what intelli-
gent people are Jooking for. \rite for terms,
samples, cte. JOHN -DOUGALL & 80N, Pub-
lishers, Montreal, 7 :

LAUGHTER LENGTHENS LIFE -SODO “ IDEAL
WASHING TABLEYS, For wilhout labor they
completely cleanse clothes, Send §cenis for sample,
J. 'ﬂ}.) SPICER. 291 Commissioner street, M ontreal,
P.Q. Agenis wanted everywhero. oo
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NOGRTHERN MESSENGER
(A Twelvo Page Hlustrated Weekly),.

One yearly subscription, 30c.

Three or more copies, separately addresg-
cd, 25¢. each.

Tea or more to an individual address, 20¢,
each. ' R

Ten or more separately addrezsed, 25¢. per
eopyY.
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ments will bo made for dolivering packages of 10 or more in
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Sample package supplled free on applica-

tion.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Publishers, Montreal.
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Redpath Dougall and Prederick Eugens Dougall, both of
Moatreal, ’
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