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A Peep at The Japs.

The principal apartments in all Japan-
ese houses are at the back, looking out on
miniature landscapes—for a landscape is
skilfully dwarfed into a space often not
more than thirty feet square.

A lake, a rock work, a bridge, a stone
Jantern and a deformed pine are inams-
pensable, but whenever circumstances and
means admit, quaintnesses of all kinds

and slabs of stone for crossing them in
wet weather, grottoes, hills, valleys, and
groves of mintature palms and bamboo; -
and dwarf trees of many kinds, of pur-
plish dull-green hues, are cut into start-
ling likenesses of beasts and creeping
things, or stretch distorted arms over tiny
lakes, J

Not only do the Japanese show great
skill in altering the natural appearance
of trees and shrubs, to create a quiet sense
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are introduced. Smalrpa'vi]ions, retreats
for tea-making, reading, sleeping in quiet
and coolness, fishing under cover, and
drinking ‘sake’; bronze pagodas, rock
caves, with gold and silver fish darting in
and out; lakes with rocky fslands,

. ‘-streams crossed by green bridges,—high

eﬁougih to allow a rat or frog to pass un-
+ der; a stork standing on one leg; lawns

of pleasure in the mind, but they know
how to utilize them to the fullest extent.
Their candles are made from a vegetable
wax ; for export the wax is ‘carefully

. bleached., Over sixty kinds of paper are

manufactured from the mulberry tree,

‘while another species of mulberry is

grown for the important manufactuvre of
silk. :

To say nothing of walls, windows, cups,
pocket handkerchiefs, lanterns, string,
wrappers, cloaks, hats, baggage-covers,
paper is used domestically and professions
ally for all purposes for which we ust
linen, bandages, and cloths, and the con«
sumption of it is enormous. It is so ten-
acious as to be mnearly untearable, and
even the finest kind—an exquisite and als
most transparent fabric, soft like the most
delicate silk ‘crepe,’ in which fine jgold
lacquers are usually wrapped—can only
be torn with difficulty.

The lacquer tree does -not attain a larg-
er size than our ordinary ash, which it
much resembles in general aspect. It is
grown for the sake of that celebrated wvar-
nish which gives its name to the most
beautiful of Japanese manufactures. The
trees are all scarred with numerous in-
cisions, from which the substance exudes
in the early spring. As taken from the
tree it is of the color and consistence of

LUhick cream, but becomes derk on expos-

ure to the air.

Lacquer is usged for all kinds of pur-
poses, from the golden shrines of Shiba
and Nikko down to the rice-bowl in which
the humblest coolie takes his meal, X
can do more fancy Japan without lacquer
than without paper, and combinations of
the two are universal, The fine lacquered

" articles which are sold in the shops are

enriched with five coats of the varnish,
and good old lacquer bears the contact
of live embers without blistering. The
seed of the lacquer tree produces a good
deal of oil. The smell of touch, or both
combined, of new lacquer, produces ini
many people, both  natives and foreign~
ers, a very- uncomfortable malady Known
as-‘lacquer poisoning,” which'in mild cases
affects the skin only, but in severe ones
the system generally,

The wistaria, which is largely used
where strength and durability exceeding
that of ordinary cables is required, seems
universal. As a dwarf it covers the hills
and roadsides, and in its larger growth,
climbs the tallest trees, and occasionally
kills them, cramping and compressing
them mercilessly, and finally riots in its
magnificent luxuriance over their dead
branches. Some of its twisted stems are
as thick as a man’s body. = In pleasure-
grounds it is trellised and trained so as
to form boughs of large size, a single tres
often allowing a hundred people to rest
comfortably under its shadow. On some
rivers a strong cable of plaited wistaria
crosses the water at a great height, so as
to allow of the scows and the plank
bridge which they carry, rising and fall-
ing with the stream.

Among the other ingenious devices are

‘ropes or bolsters of stonmes, consisting of

cylinders of variable length, and from two
to four feet in diameter, made of split
bamboo, woven in meshes small enough
to prevent the escape of a six-pound stone.
They are filled with water-worn boulders,
and serviceable dams and embankments

- re formed by laying the cylinders one
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above the other. Bad as the ravages of
floods are, they are much mitigated by
this simple arrangement.—‘Everyboedy’s
Magazine.’

John Jurgons

A TRUE SKETCH.
: (J. W. Walton, in ‘Gospel News.’)

A business friend of mine, a Greek gen-~
tleman, educated in Paris, was discussing
with me a very interesting topic a short
time ‘since, when it became germane to my
gide of the question, for me to point to
our porter, a tall, muscular Russian, &
member of the Salvation Army, with the
remark:

“There is a scientific fact, a man whose
life was suddenly and completely chang-
ed. I call the phenomenon conversion:
how -do you account for it?’> Since then
‘Big John,’ as we used to call him, has
passed from this earth, and it is proper to
give his story publicity, to the glory of
the only God who can save after this sort.

John Jurgons belonged to an ancient
Swedish stock, annexed to the land of the
Czar by some war of conguest. His fa-
ther was a book-binder in Pernau. He fol-
lowed the ser, and, like many other rovers,
left his early Lutheran training behind
him. When first known on the lakes his
reputation was that of a fighter, particu-
larly when in his cups.

.His great strength, for he was six feet
and nearly three inches tall, together with
his lower nature ruled him. Of course he
was unhappy, and so disgusted did he be-
come with his life, that at the end of
a debauch several years ago, he resolved
to end his life. Taking with him a rope,
he went alone into the woods at Ashtabu-
la Harbor. He first tied one end of the
line to a limb and then used his sailor’s
gkill to form a running noose. 2

Buf in view of the awful thought of ap-
pearing before his Judge, he knelt down
and in his ignorance asked God to forgive
the sin he was about to commit. His
prayer was no sooner offered than answer-
ed. Instantly the Spirit of grace spoke
peace to his poor soul, and he rose from
his knees forgiven and saved. Returning
to his ship he began to praise the Saviour.

In lesg than two weeks he was doing the
same thing in the liitle ‘Floating Bethel’
on™Riyer street in Bleveland. The Rev.
J. D. Jones more perfectly instructed him
in the way of life. With the insight into
human nature with which that rare man
is endowed, he took the new convert with
him to a meeting of the Salvation Army,
held at ‘No. 1 Barracks,” in a hard quarter
of Cleveland. X

On his first visit John was moved to
bear testimony against the methods of
the army, as being ‘too fussy, too much
noise in your religion.’ The chaplain told
him that he had been hasty and hurt these
good pecple’s feelings by his criticism.

Upon that, John sought the captain and

begged his pardon for having hurt his
feelings, but he still insisted that he was
right. : i

Upon looking into the matter further,
however, he became satisfied that there
was ‘method in their madness,’ and two
weeks later he begged leave to join them,
" and was given the post of beating the big
drum, which he did most effectually, ev-

- palpable to be overlooked.

erywhere showing his colors and bearing
his testimony.

His life, however, spoke louder than the
word or drum. From a raging lion, he be-
came ag tractable as a lamb., His Testa-
ment was his constant companion and it
was referred to many times every day. His
dife was that of a docile, obedient child,

whose hand was in that of his Father.

Every question was instantly referred to
him,

A fact that strongly appeals to men who
are constituted like the writer of this, is
that he busied himself in searching and
paying his old deby.s to dram-sellers and
boarding-house keepers. He paid all he
owed, though a hard winter with no em-
ployment stared him in the face.

I zhall never forget an incident which
occurred soon after he entered the employ
of our house. His duties, very humble,
were conscientiously performed. One day
he was engaged in cleaning the office win-
dows, when a sea-faring man, perhaps @
captain of mate of a vessel, entered. Pass-
ing by John, he spied his Army badge on
his vest, for he had now reduced his dis-
tinetive marks to this modest livery.

Moved by the spirit of devilry, or, most
likely, by that which is copper-distilled,
he blurted out a string of blasphemous
oaths, right in s face. Once that would

- have been a dangerous proceeding, but not

now. I looked to see what the other mah.
would say, for though this was not the po-
sition of controller of morals of that count-
ing-room, the insult was too direct and
Never shall T
forget the mild sad expression of John’s
eye as he replied, il a calm tone:

“You don’t know that Saviour as well as
I do, or yow wouldn't have the heart to
use his mame that way. He saved my
soul.’ 3 '

That was all, but that was enough. Not
another word of profanity was heard from
that individual during his stay. Could
there have been a wiser answer?  Many
more illustrations might be given to show
the dynamic' power of simple faith, did
the limits of this article allow.

But ‘the dear Lord,’ as I seem to bear
ths man call him while I write these words
had use for this servant of his in another
part of his kingdom, and before long, fol-
Jowed on foot in procession for miles to
the cemetery by his fellow soldiers and
others, his body was laid in the ground,
there to rest until the resurrection.

——

They Count Up.

A pastor one day visited one of his par-
ishioners, a poor woman who lived in one
small room and made her living by her
needle. He says: ‘She put three dollars
into my hand and said, “There is my con-
tribution to the church fund.” ¢“But you
are not able to give so much.” ¢Qh, yes,”
she replied, “I have learned how to give
now.”

‘¢ “How is that?” I asked.. ‘Do you re~
member,” she answered, “that sermon you
preached three months ago, when you told
us that you did not ‘believe one of your
people'was g0 poor that if he loved Christ,
he could not find some way of showing!
that love by Lis giftsP Well, I went home
and had a good cry over that sermon. I
said to myself, ‘My minister don’t know
how peor I am, or he never could have said
that,” but from crying I at last got to

” Mr. and Mrs. D. C. McKinnon .. ..

March 4, 1904.

praying, and, when I told Jesus all about
it, I seemed to get an answer in my heart
that dried up all tears.”

¢ “What was the answer?” I asked, very
deeply moved by her recital.

¢ “Only this: ‘If you cannot give as other
people do, give like a little child,’ and I
have been doing it ever since, When L
have a penny over from my sugar or loaf
of bread, I lay it aside for Jesus, and so T
have gathered it all in pennies. Since I
began to give to the Lord, I have always
had more money in the house for myself,
and it is wonderful how the work comes
pouring in; so many are coming to see me
that I never knew before. It used to be
I could not pay my rent without bgrrow-
ing something, but it is so no more. The
dear Lord is so kind.”’

He concluded by saying that this poor
woman in five months brought fifteen dol~
lars, all saved in a mnice little box he had
given her, and in twelve months twenty-
one dollars. He says: ‘I need hardly add
that she apparently grew more in Chris-
tian character in that one year than in all
the previous yeaxrs of her connection withi
the church.’—‘Church Union,’

{

Through The Furnace.

We are made of obdurate metal, and
Heaven must needs smite us with terrible
force, I saw a huge pile of rough, crude
iron ore just taken from the bowels of a
mountain; it was useless, but full of pos-
sibilities. They threw it into a furnace
geven times heated. When it came out
like a mill stream it had been born again.
The old, worthless elements had been con-
sumed, and it was now a mew creature.
That furnace was apparently a great sor-
row; the flames were cruel, and the heat
was not to be endured.

But the period of tribulation was not yet
ended. ' A little later on, the bars into
which it had been cast were heated to a
white heat and placed under a trip ham-
mer. The sparks flew as the blows fell;
every flying- spark was a remonstrance.
But the designer, who neded that iron for
a special purpose, shaped it into a plan of
his own. It was no easy task, but the trip
hammer fell with redoubled emergy, and
at last the metal yielded. It tock the
shape required, and if it had had conscious-
ness, it would have been grateful for both
hammer and furnace.

The soul must go through the furnace
and inte the forge and under the trip ham-
mer. It takes shape slowly, and then on-
ly by blows. God’s hammer is God’s love.
He wishes us to be all we can be, and
affliction is the only means by which the
end can be accomplished.—George H. Hep-

worth, in ‘The Life Beyond.’

Postal Crusade,

The following amounts have been re-
ceived for the Indian Post-Office Crusade

Funds:—

Mrs. H. Smith, Bower Island, B.C. .§3.25
Mrs. Jos. Robson; Telfer, Ont .. .. .50
Mrs. R. Cilles, Sherbrooke, P.Q. .. 2.00
Presbyterian §.8., Sprucedale, Ont. 2.00
Janet Mitchell, Glen Ewen, Assa... .50
John Clark, Crowfoot Station,
MW B v v o sa o
Y. . Wright, Victoria, PB.I.. .. 25
2.00
Mrs. Geo. Potts, Meyersburg, Ont... 1.00
Stephen H. Irving, Moncton, N.B.. 1.00
B.Y.P.U. Baptist Caurch, Perth, Ont. .80
Mrs. Wesley J. Steele, West Derby, .
R e L e e T
Sympathy, Burnstown, Ont. .. .. .. 5.00
George Morgan, Elm Valley, Man... 5.00
Mrs. A, Turgett, Hants Harbor, Nfid. .30

$26.60
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Louise Ferguson’s Cure.

(Pansy, in the ‘Junior Christian Endeavor
World.”)

‘Louise!’ called her mother, ‘are you be-
ing as guick as you can, dear?’ :

¢Yes, mother,’ Louise answered, and she
dropped the book she had been reading to
geize the hair-brush. Just what she meant
by saying, ‘Yes, mother,” it might have
been hard for Louise to explain, though
ghe told her conscience that it meant she
was going to hurry. She knew she had
been up long enough to.be fully dressed;
yet she was still barefooted, with her hair
in snarls, and her fresh white dress hang-
ing over a chair waiting to be put on.

‘I wonder,’ she said as she gaught sight
of it, ‘why mamma gave me a white dress
for this morning. We must be going to
have company.’

Just then she caught sight of the new
waist she had been making the day before
for her Paris doll, Adele. Down went the
hair-brush, and, seizing the waist, Louise
ran in search of Adele. That young lady
could not be found for some time, but was
at last discovered behind the couch in the
library, in a spot which had served for a
lake when she was playing the part of one
who had fallen in and been drowned.
Louise fished her out, and began to try on
the waist.

Then came her mother’s voice.

‘Louise, are you readyP It is time for
prayers.’

Louise dropped the doll in dismay. It
did not seem possible that it could be real-
1y half-past seven already. ®&he began to
search for the hair-brush, and could not
remember where she laid it down. -

But there, on the bureau, was her new
perfumery-bottle mnot yet opened. She
wondered whether it really smelled of
‘new-mown hay,” and felt as if she could
_not wait any longer before finding out. If
she could get just a whiff, she could tell.
She untied the blue Jibbon, lifted off the
kid cover, poked at the cork with her fin-
gers, then with the sciszors, and at last
pushed the cork into the bottle and the
scissors into her fingers.

‘Mean old thing!’ she said, as she set
down the bottle and sucked her finger.

Meantime, down-stairs, Louise’s mother
was moving toward the hall, when Mr.
Ferguson said, ‘If I were you, mamma, I
shouldn’t call that little girl again.’

‘Oh, Ralph!’ said Mrs. Ferguson.
on this morning, of all others®’

‘This is the morning of all others when
it seems to me it should not be done,’ the
father said firmly. ‘The child has been up

for an hour, and has been twice warned
already.’

‘I know it, but—could you bhear it to
have her lose all the pleasures of this day
Just by a little heedlessness?’

‘Dear mamma,’ said Louise’s father, now
speaking gently, ‘was it not affer a long
#alk that you and I decided we must try
to help our little girl break this habit of
hers, even though it should cost her. and
mus a good deal to do sof
many times we have tried in other ways
to help her. Didn’t we both promise we

. would be firm in teaching her a leeson the
next time she compelled it#’

.If Louise could have heard her mother
sigh, she would not have sat.so idly on

%

‘Not

Consider how

the window-seat, sucking her @nger and
watching two birds engage im a lively
quarrel over the place for their mest.

‘It is all true, said the mother. ¢‘You
are right, I know, and a promise is a
‘“promise,” but—oh, dear! I ‘thope” she
is ready.” Then she went to the kitchen.

‘Norzh, will you step upstairs and see if
Louise is almost ready? Don’t say any-
thing to her about the plans for break-
fast; that is part of the surprise.’

In two minutes Norah was back.

‘She isn’t ready at all, ma’am,” she
said. ‘She has no shoes nor stockings on,
and her hair isn’t even combed out. She
sits in the window, talking to Jennie
Brooks across the garden.’

Mrs. Ferguson went back to the sitting-
room. Her face was very sad. They talk-
ed together, father and mother; then Nor-
ah was called and given careful directions,
and then the great hamper, packed with
all sorts of good things, was carried out,
and Mrs. Ferguson began to put on her
bonnet; but all the brightness had gone
out of her face.

‘The great four-horse mountain waggon
has stopped at your front door!” called out
Jennie Brooks to Louise, and Louise skip-
ped to the guest-chamber and then peeped
through the blinds.

Sure enough! And papa was bringing
out a hamper. Aunt Laura and Cousin
Dick must be going to King Mountain.
How mean of them! Dick had promised
that she should go with them the very
next time. Yes, there was Dick now! If
she only had her dress on, she might call
to him and remind him of his promise.
She looked about her eagerly for some-
thing to wrap herself in; nothing was at
hand. Why, there was mamma coming
out, all dressed in white and with her hat
on! Oh, dear! she was getting into the
waggon! And papa, tco!

‘Mammal!” the little girl called frantic-
ally. ‘Oh, mamma! wait!’ She rushed
into her own room, and began to draw on
stockings and shoes in the wildest haste,

all the time crying, ‘Mammal “mammal”’

But the great mountain waggon rolled
away; she could hear the tramp ‘of eight
pairs of feet down the road.

What did it mean? What ‘could’ it all
mean? Her mother and father could never
have gone to King Mountain, of all places
in the world, without her! Hadn’t she
been wanting to go, all the springP They
must have just driven to the other street
for some of the party, and meant to come
back for her. She dressed fast enough
now. The hair-brush was found; and in
a wonderfully short time Louise was all
dressed and on her way down-stairs, all
the while listening eagerly for the rum-
hle of wheels that never came.

‘Your breakfast is ready, Miss Louise,
said Norah.

‘Norah,” said Louise, her voice fairly
trembling with eagerness, ‘where are papa
and mamma gone? Did they go before
breakfast? Are they coming back for me?’

‘No more they ain’t,’ said Norah, ans-
wering the last question first. ‘They won’t
be back until night. They’ve gone to
King Mountain, child, twenty of them,
and took their breakfast, and luncheon,
too, along, as nice a one as ever went up
there, if I do say it that shouldn’t. They
felt awful bad to go without you; your

-

pa looked like he was goin’ to a funeral,
and your ma ’most cried; but she safd
she gave you more than an hour to dress
and called you twice, and that was the
third time this week you had bothered in
the same way, and they had just “got” to
show you how silly it was.’

All of these words Louise did not hear.
She had buried her head in one of the
porch pillows, and was sobbing as if her
heart would break.

What a long, strange day that was for
Louise Ferguson! At first she could not
get used to the theught that her father
and mother had really gone away for a
long, bright day of pleasure and left her
at home. Nothing like this had ever hap-
pened to her before. She ate no break-
fast; the thought of it choked her. She
knew just the green and lovely spot where
the mountain party would stop for their
breakfast; but she did not know, or at
least realize, what a sad breakfast that
would be for her father and mother, nor
how utterly she had spoiled their day’s
pleasure.

After a while she went up-stairs, and
put Adele away in a closet. She thrust
the yellow waist into the bottom of
Adele’s trunk, and said she should never
finish the horrid, hateful thing. In this
way for an hour or two she got what com-
fort she could by blaming everything and
everybody, except ine right ome, for her
trouble. Even the robins were scolded for
helping to make her late,

The day wore away by slow wdegrees.
Louise practised her music for two whole
hours, instead of one, and learned all her
lessons for Monday, and put her room in
very nice order, and finished the story-
book which had hindered her in the morn-
ing, and commenced a lstter to her friend,
Alice Wood. :

‘Your mother said you might go over to
your Grandma Ferguson’s this afternoon
if you wanted to,” Norah had told her at
dinner-time, Louise thought about it,
and decided that she did not want to go.
Grandma would be ‘so’ astonished that she
was left at home, and would ask ever so
many questions; and Mrs. Blair, grand-
ma’s nurse, would nod her head and say,
‘I told you your dawdling ways would get
you into trouble!’ Louise could almost
hear her voice, and did not like it. She
would not go to grandma’s. '

At four o’clock the lonely girl wandered
into the garden and grape-arbor; and
there Norah came to her, dressed for a.
walk. o %

‘Your mother said I might go to the
train with a package for father when He
passes on the four forty-five,’ she explain-
ed. ‘I’ll be back in a little while; I have
locked the front door, and you would bet-
ter turn the key in the back door, too, if
you go in the house before I get back.,’

Even Norah could have a holiday this
June day, everybody but poor Louise, who
still pitied herself. The arbor looked very
lonesome to her, and she decided to go to
the attic and look over the picture papers
piled there. It is true this was a rainy-
day pleasure, but Louise could not settle
to anything else.

Seated among the papers, making her-
self believe she was hunting for a certain
picture hard to ﬁnd the lonely dittle girl =
heard voices. !
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‘Yes, they are all gone; they went to
King Mountain this morning, the whole
kit of ’em. I seen the waggon away out
on the road, and seen them in it; and the
girl has gone to that train that her father
runs on; so she won’t be back for a goed
hour anyhow; time enough to strip that
old tree that they think so much of, and
nobody be the wiser. Let me go up first;
then you hand up the basket, and climb
after it.’

The black-cherry tree! its branches were
hanging so full that some of them had to
be propped. Only yesterday her father
had said that two more days of sun-
shine would make those cherries perfect.
And they were the ones that Grandma
Ferguson liked o well, and the ones that

were used for grandma’s desserts for all

Not another tree of its kind any-
where about. Now somebody was plan-
ning to steal the fruit! Yes, there they
were, at work. And it was Sam Rice and
Jerry Washburn, two of the worst boys in
town ; she could see them both quite
plainly. :

What could be done P ‘Somehow’ those
cherries must be saved.. It would break
papa’s heart if grandma’s fruit were stol-
en. ¥ront and back doors were closed and
locked; the boys could not get into the
house, even if they should dare to try it.
Why should she not call out? Perhaps
they would be frightened and run away.
$he might try it, anyhow, What would
she say?

It did not take long to decide. A few
minutes of fast picking, then a shrill voice
startled the thieves.

‘Wouldn’t you like another basket, Bam?

~ Shall I bring one down for Jerry to use?
Then you could each have one.’

The startled boys hushed their voices,
and peeped through the leaves, and trem-
bled, and whispered. Who could that
have been? Nobody was to be seen, for
Louise, the moment she had shouted her
words, had dropped below the window, in-
side. Down they, scrambled, pale with
fright and shame, Somebody somewhere
could see; that was certain. They wanted
no more cherries. What they wanted was
to get away as fast and as far as they
could.

By seven o’clock of that long, long day
Touise was sitting on the porch with her
fathexr’s arm around her, looking up at the
gtill full cherry-tree. She had told her
eager story, told it, indeed, several times,
and explained and enlarged upon it until
there was not another word to add.

Yet, someway, she was not so happy as

~ ghe had expected to be. Her father had
gaid he was glad the cherries were safe;
but he had looked grave when he said it,
and Louise’s mother Wad looked sad and
worn, She was'attend_in-g_ to a business
caller now, and Louise and her father were
waiting for her to come back.

‘Papa,’ sald Louise, ‘wasn’t it a good
thing, wasn’t it “splendid,” that I was
left at home, after all? Or there wouldn’t
have been a cherry. Aren’t you glade’

‘No,” said her father. ¢On the -con-
trary, I am very sorry. Does my Louise
think that a tree full of cherries can make
right a day of disappointment and pain

winter!

for her father and mother, a day meant
for happiness, spoiled through a fault of

thelr little daughter’s that she does mot
ware enough about to ‘try to correct?’
- ¢Oh, papa, I do. I'm always going to

hurry after this; but, if I had hurried this
morning, you wouldn’t have had a cherry
left. :

‘Daughter,” sald Mr. Ferguson, and he
turncd XYouise’s face arcund so that he
could look into her eyes, ‘I would rather
never have another cherry on that tree
than to have had for ome half-hour this
morning a little girl who was doing
wrong.’

‘Oh, father! said Louise, her voice full
of tears. - ‘And grandma loves them so
much !’ /

‘Yes, but I would rather that even my
dear old mother should go without her
pleasure in them than that my own child
should let herself do a thing that’s wrong.’

For the first time in her twelve years of
life Louise Ferguson got an idea that very
night of what it meant to her father and
mother when she went wrong.

‘Even in such a little bit of a thing as
being slow!” she said softly to herself, as
she lay on her pillow. ‘How “much” they
care ! I mustn’t ever make them sorry
again. I WON’T! So THERE!

It was really the first settled promise to
try to overcome her faults that Louise had
ever made,

Out or In.

‘Trouble is with Maria,” said Cousin
Jane, ‘that all her doors open in. Any-
thing that’s brought to her she’s willin’
enocugh to have. If her friends’ll come in,
and make a fuss over her, Maria’s glad to
see them. Her doors turn on the hinges
easy enough to let in the things and the
people she likes. When she was young
and good-looking, and well off, Maria en-
joyed life pretty well. What she wanted
came to her, and she was contented
enough. But now that she’s older, and
hasn’t as much to live on as she used to,
she frets, and complains that life isn’t
worth living, and thinks people slight her,
and that she has a hard and bitter lot. So
far as I can see, the bitterness is mostly
in Maria more’n in her lot, for it’s just an
average lot—that’s all. But Maria thinks
no one has as much to bear in life as she
has.

‘If she once knew what some folks had
to bear, she wouldn’t feel so—she’d be
thankful instead. But her doors don’t
open out, She doesn’t get intq the people’s
lives. She has never gone out of herself
to help a friend, even. She’s never set out
to do any work for others., Things must
come to her; she doesn’t go to them. For
everything leads in, and nothing out, in
Maria’s life. It’s no wonder folks have

got tired of bringing love and sympathy

and cheerfulness and brightness to her,
when she never comes out of herself to

 bring anything to anybody.

‘If I was Maria, I’d take my doors off,
and rehang them, all opening out, instead
of in, ’Twould be something of a job in
the way of repairs, but it would pay—

yes, it would—‘Forward.’
e
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The Walk on the House Top

(Mrs. Findley Braden, in ‘New York
Observer.”)

When the Nineteenth Century was still
young, said Grandmother Lynn, I was a
lively Nantucket child, with but one real
sorrow, the long absence fromi home of
my dearly loved father, Captain Jared
Wade, for his last voyage, in his own
splendid ship, the ‘Vulcan,’ was to far-
away China, and poor mother and me had
not heard from or of him, for consider-
ably over ‘a year. Many of our pitying,
kind-hearted neighbors believed him lost,
yet we never gave up hope, and did not
cease praying aloud, both might and
morning, that God would bring him safe-
ly back again.

Our house in Nantucket town was then
fine and new, and I remember well the
large square parlor, with its cheery open
fire-place, the after-scene of so many pre-
cious kin-gatherings. I went to school
every day, was studying hard, and had
my bouts of knitting to do after play
hours. And so by keeping busy, I was
not really unhappy.

‘Father’s coming home, soon,” I said
one morning, to cheer my pretty droop-
ing mother up a bit. -

‘Yes, yes, Dionis,” she answered quick-
ly. But the tears came into her mild
hazel eyes, as she sadly looked at me,
across the broad mahogany table. I want-
ed to cry too, but I bit my lips hard, and
was able to smile instead.

‘The ‘“Vwulcan’ is strong and safe, and
will weather every storm. The sailors all
said that when they sailed away. And
we don’t forget it, do we, mother?’

She eagerly nodded her still ringleted
head, that I had seen father smooth and
_admire s0 many, many times. ‘He is sure
to come, Dionis. For we want and need
him so, and our other Father is good and
kind. Those who go down to the sea in
ghips, have but to call upon him, when in
distress.’ ;

I kissed her pale cheeks, and began to
trill a merry little air, one too,”that she
and father had often sung together.

‘Don’t, child,’ she said, with sudden
earnestness, ;i

‘Oh, mother, did I hurt you?’

‘Yes, more than I can tell.’

‘Then I won’t sing. Can’t we go up on
the walk, instead? I want to look far out
to sea. = Why, father might be coming
home this very day.’

- Dear mother arose from her fiddle-back
chair, at that, and took my hand gravely.
‘Come then, Dionis, We have surely been
to the housetop a thousand times, since
father left us, but it is always well to be
on the watch, And the spy-glass is in
the hall’ \ :

We picked it up, as we passed through,
and then slowly climbed the long stair,
with its handsome hand-hewn oak rail for
support. There was a shorter stair above
this, with a trap door right overhead, by
which we reached the pleasant walk on
top. ’ ' '

“We must never give up watching for
father,” mother went on, with a tender
kiss. ‘He is somewhere on the sea, and
just where, we will know in God’s own
good time. : . o g =

‘Your turn, first’ I said, putting the
glass into her trembling hands.
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She tried to turn it seaward, but sud-
denly laid it down again, with a sob, ‘I
cannot, Dionis. The tears will come.’

So I turned my sturdy little back on her
misery, and looked out as far as I could.
The sea was smooth and calm, and seem-
ed like a stretch of beautiful blue grass.
But what was that upon its bosom? A
shipP Yes, it was one, for a certainty.

‘Can you see anything, child?’

‘Yes, mother.’

‘Not a ship?’

‘But it is.
ther dear.’

She took the glass again, and this time
her hand was steady, and the hot tears
had been wiped away. Then she gave a
long sweeping glance at the horizon, just
as I had done myself. ‘Dionis,” she said,
at last, ‘there is a ship in plain sight. Run
down, and find Captain Blair. See that
he tells the crier to shout the good mews
al the street corners. Tell everybody you
meet to get to their houseteps. And the
ship may be the “Vulcan.” God grant
that it is? ; 5

L fzﬁz-,ly flew on my glad errand, and it
was joy that gave me wings. Father
coming? Why, we could not know the
blessed truth a minute too soon. And the
very first person I met, was the good old
captain. He had always loved my fa-
ther, and well did I know that he also
loved me. ‘Mother’s on the housetop with
her glass, and we’ve both seen a ship,’ I
cried, in eager falsetto. ‘Please get the
crier out, at once. And oh, don’t you
hope we’ll soon see fatherp’

He sprang towards me, with kind out-
stretched arms. ‘You bring good tidings,
sweetheart.  The whole town shall know
it in a jiffy. TYet me have one kiss and
then go straight back to mother.’

‘I saw the ship first,’ I cried again. ‘Mo-
ther could not look, for her tears dimmed
everything so.’ :

‘Please CGod, they may be the last she
may \have to shed on that score,’ he in-
terrupted reverently. ‘You have sharp
eyes, Dionis Wade, and I’d trust them,
every time.” Then he cried out, in louder
tones, as I hastened back, ‘A ship! a ship!
Crier, rouse the town!”  And just as I

Do look for yourself, mo-

reached mother’s side the man himself .

_was shouting our tale of joy. The neigh-

boring wallks were soon filled with excited

people.  For there was not a family in
Nantucket that did not have some loved
one off at sea, and so all were equally in-
terested. Father’s handsome sisters, my
aunts Styntie and, Laudine, qﬁickly join-
ed us, and the same cheering thought was
in all our hearts, this sighted ship might
prove the ‘Vulcan.’ :

But none of us spoke for a time, as we
were busy taking turns with the glass,
instead. At last we clasped hands, and
simply stood, and waited. Nearer and
nearer, like a great sea-bird, came the
- weather-beaten ship.  Mother restlessly
paced the walk, with now and then a
long tkaw'h sigh. Aunt Styntie hugged
_ me as only a fond relative can, and she
_ whispered, ‘What if father comes,
rigeon P’ : ;

‘Don’t raise false hopes,” said aunt Lau-
dine, even while she fastened a bright new
ribbon on my tangled curls, :

But by and by, a great cry went up,
- that was breathlessly repeated from house-
top to housetop. We did not catch it, at
first, perhaps because our hearing was

v

dulled by the awful fear of disappoint-
ment. ‘Madam,’ called neighbor Transon
to my mother, ¢ they say it is the “Vul-
can,”’

She would have fallen upon the walk,
if my dear aunts had not supported her
on either side. ‘Thank God! thank God!
she murmured. ‘Dionisis not an orphan,
and I will see my true love again.’

When the ship came closer yet, we could
all read her name through the glass. There
it was in bold black letters, ‘Vulecan.’ And
father? Surely he was somewhere on
board. Already I felt his warm lips on
mine, and his kind arms about me. How
could I wait till he came on shoref

‘Let us all go down, and prepare a rare
dinner,” suggested mother, with a return-
ing strength and energy. ‘Jared shall
have the best, and it must be ready when
he arrives.’ :

‘That was spoken like a true Nan-
tucket housewife,’” said aunt Laudine, with
an aprroving smile. ‘You have ever
borne the name of Wade as a:captain’s
wife should, and we love you for it.

So ‘once more we hastened down the
stairs and were soon hard at work. I was
permitted: to dust the parlor furniture,
and put fresh bouquets in the tall Japan-
ese vases on the long mantle over the fire
place. Mother quickly made a relishing
chicken stew, and there were fresh vege-
tables and a  pudding and custards for
her to prepare beside. Aunt Styntie soon
had a rich cake in the oven, while aunt
Laudine set the table with graceful care
and precision, and saw that all was right
in the long, wainscoted dining room,
And lastly new linen cushions for father’s
easy chair were brought out, and put in
rlace. Then one joint labor.of love for
the time being was ended, and we impa-
tiently sat down. to await his coming.
Poor mother did not wish any of us to go
and meet him, lest, as'she afterwards said,
‘there might be some dreadfyl mistake.’

‘If he is still alive, and well, he will ind
us all here at home, and ready with a sub-

_stantial welcome,” shé replied to my one

entreaty. But my aunts once more ran
up to the walk on the housetop. The ship
had crossed the bar, and was rounding
the point, while Long Wharf was being
filled by a gay and happy crowd. I long-
ed to be one of them, but mother kept me
in, till Captain Blair opened the gate. ‘Sail
ho!” he cried, ‘Jared Wade is safe back in
Nantucket, and send greetings to all his
kin. Let the child go to meet him.’

So mother said briefly, ‘Go, Dionis,” and
I needed no second bidding. "

Father was taller than all his sailor
lads, and I soon spied him on deck, giving
orders as calmly as though he had not
been absent a day. The crowd made way
for me, and I ran through, feeling won-
drous proud and happy. Then my uncle

 Warren hoisted me high above their heads,

and the next thing I knew I was clasped
in father’s arms. He did not speak, alt
first, and I could hear his brave ‘heart
beating fast.

‘They all thought you were lost, all but
mother and me,” I cried, with a lingering
kiss. ‘And we hoped and prayed fom
months and monjths. But we knew you
would surely come at last.’

‘Where’s mother,” he asked, quickly,

‘Waiting for yon at home, and, oh, so
glad, and thankful! Why, she most falnt-
ed up en the housetop walk, when we all
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knew it was really ithe “Vulcan.” Bu$
she’s better now, and she has the bes§
dinner in Nantucket, all hot, and ready
this long time.’

After -that father Rissed me a dozen

times, and started to go home with me.

But the folks crowded around to grasp
his hand, and what with a word {to this
one, and a nod to that, it was two by the
clock before we reached mother’s open
parlor. She was sitting just inside, for
she had grown far too weak to stand. But
she reached out her hand in such a lov-
ing, girlish way, that father picked her up
as he often did me. ‘Martha, my brave
true heart!” I heard him whisper, ‘Thank
God, fthat I have been permitted to return
to you, and our little Dionis. And the
voyage was a successful one, after all.
I’'ve got the most wonderful dress pat-
terns for you and Laudine, and Styntie,
not forgetting curious toys for Dionis.’

‘Where are they? I broke in, excited-
ly, though mother’s trembling arms were
still about his neck. Then my dear aunits
came running in, and there were more
hugs and kisses. 3

‘Dinner next,’ said father at last. ‘Ah,
how long it has been since I dined in Nan-
tucket town. But I've taken my last
voyage, Martha, and I shall never leave
you again.’

That was father’s home coming, long
ago. I am a great-grandmother now, but
all those joyous incidents are sitill fresh
in my memory to-day. He lived to be a
very old man, and we were all in all to
each other, to the very end. I married
Abner Lynn, and we moved to Boston.
Once in a greelt while I was able to return
to Nantucket. And I never passed the
home of my childhood without taking a
lingering lock at the walk on the housetop
from which I first saw tthe ‘Vulcan.’

Brief Hints for Bright Girls.

Someone has suggested ffteen things
that every girl can learn before she is fif-
teen. Not every one can learn to play or
sing or paint well enough to give pleasure
te her friends, but the following accom-
plishments are within everybody’s reach:

Shut the door, and shut it softly.

Keep you: own room in tasteful order.

Have an hour for rising, and rise.

Learn to make bread as well as cake.

Never let a button stay off twenty-four
hours,

Always know where your things are.

Never let a day pass without doing some-
thing to make somebody comfortable.

Never come to breakfast without a col-
lar.

. Never go about with your shoes unbut-
toned. :

Speak clearly enough for everybody to
understand.

Never fldget or hum, so as to disturb
others.

Never fuss, or fret, or idget.—Waif,?

i Pl o Sr A

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date
there on is March, 1804, it is time that
the remewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit.
ting a little in advance.
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Mealtime Sunshine.

(Miss Lucy A. Yendes, in ‘New York
Observer.’)

‘Pansy, have you got my stocking\sl”
came in a querulous tone in Elizabeth’s
voice, and saying almost as plainly as in
80 many words, ‘I know that you have, 80
don’t deny it.?

‘No, indeed, I haven’t. I have plenty of
#tockings of my own!’ retorted FPansy,
indignantly.

‘Then where are mine?’ inquired Eliza-
beth.

‘T did n’t eat ’em; and I’'m not wearing
'em,” snapped the irate Pansy. ¢You'd
better take care o’ your things, an’ then
you wont lose ’em all the time.”

‘I do take care of ’em, and I don’t lose
Jem when you leave ’em alone,” replied
Elizabeth hotly.

Nor did her heat diminish when she
found ‘the stockings hanging to her own
skirt, which Pansy had thrown on the
floor when she wanted ‘to sit down in the
one chair which that room afforded, while
she put on her own stockings. In this
spirit, heated and irritated, they entered
khe dining room, with its brightly glow-

- Ing fire, for it was early autumn, and the
grate had been lighted.

‘Good morning, girlies,” and ‘good morn-
ing, papa,’ preceded the usual kiss; and
they sat down to the breakfast table, part-
ly mollified, finally forgetting their half
quarrel. But Mr. Phelps did not forget,
and several times during ‘the day he just
thought of how he might bring harmony
between his two motherless daughters,
girls of twelve and fourteen years, who
should not only have been companionable
to each olther, but a great comfort to him,
instead of which scarcely a meal passed
in which they did not have ‘high words’
even though they did not actually come
to blows. Finally he wrote to his sister-
in-law, a young lady who was teaching
in a girls’ school in New York, stating
the case frankly, and saying that while
he did not so much mind on his own ac-
count—although he felt that he was being
deprived of what might have been his
chief comfort—but because he saw that
bis daughters were really developing an
antipathy for each other, and growing in-
to a really selfish disregard of other peo-
ple’s feelings and their natural righits, one
of which is to live in peace and harmony,
to have an atmosphere of happiness even
when deprived of luxuries or even of com-
forts which neither of his damghters were.
‘And now,’ he added, ‘I wish that you
would come and live with us for a year
or two. Study the girls, and see. if you
cannot bring them together. I will dou-
ble the salary that you are getting, and
ask nothing except that you will “moth-
er” my motherless girls.’ :

When Clara Bannister received that let-
ter she did not hesitate as to whait she
would do, but at conce responded: ‘Meet
me at the five c’clock train, Saturday,’
which Mr. Phelps did, and so had a quiet

- talk before getting bome with her, to the
six o’clock dinner. ;

Both the girls wers somswhat reserved
before the aunt, who was almest a
stranger to them; and this did not wear
off the next day; but Monday morning
before breakfast, Aunt Clara heard’some-
thing similar to what had taken place on
the precsding Monday, of which I have

written, and while she was yet in her own
room, which she had asked might be put
next to theirs, that she might ‘study’
them unawares.

‘T’l1l presume that Elizabeth is orderly,
and Pansy careless,” she thought, fasten-
ing her tie. ‘I wonder why they room
together in this big house.’ She went
down to the dining room before the girls
were ready, and noted their faces as they
came in, one sullen, the other defiant.

The meal was almost silent, Mr. Phelps
dreading an outbreak, Aunt Clara study-
ing ways and means of prevention, and
the girls rather hating to show them-
selves in so unfavorable a light before
their young aunt. But they separated
for the day, Mr. Phelps going to business
and the girls to school.

After a few days more of quiet study,
Aunt Clara found, as she surmised, that
while Elizabeth was extremely orderly
and neat to fastidiousness, Pansy was not
only disorderly, untidy in habits and per-
son, but that Elizabeth roomed with her
to please Pansy, who was timid.

One afternoon Aunt Clara invited Pan-
sy into her own room, and afiter a time
the said, ‘Pansy, if we only had a cot,
which I could put right in that alcove, I'd
love to have you room with me.’

‘Oh, my! Wouldn’t that be lovely. And
there is ome in ‘the deep closet off the hall.
1’11 move right in.” And she did, to Eliz-
abeth’s great pleasure; for although only
two years older than Pansy, she had felt,
in a measure, responsible for her and had
really sacrificed her own feelings a great
deal in rooming with her young sister.

Of course Pansy was rather more care-
ful about encroaching on Aunt Clara’s
rights than she had been with Elizabeth;
but when she used Aunt Clara’s comb,
and left hairs in it, Aunt Clara called her
back from the dining room, and quietly
said: ‘Pansy, I don’t so much mind yonr
using the comb, until you can get one of
your own; but please don’t leave hairs in
iv.? .

‘Why, I have a comb, Aunt Claral” in
surprise. ‘

‘Be kind enough, then, to use it, so as to
leave mine for my convenience,’ pleas-
antly, but firmly. This was hard, but
nothing to not being allowed to throw all
her things down wherever and whenever
it happened, regardless of Aunt Clara or
her things; but they were so chummy and
Aunt Clara was so constantly planning
good times for the girls, and was so bright
and so ready to help them with their les-
sons, to go with them wherever they were
allowed to go at all, and had such an im-
mense stock of stories, of quotations, of
information, of fun, and was altogether
so ‘perficly lovely,’ that Pansy submitted,
and by little and little grew into habits
of order and neatness.

And the meals became pleasant, each
one baving some ‘Sunshine’ memory to
be carried away by each member of the
family, for Aunt Clara believed thorough-
ly in the principle that digestion depends
as much upon the ‘tone’ of the medl as
upon its materials, She also took great
pains to help the girls see that very much

depended upon their individual efforts, for

if they maintained a cheery disposition
and shed a happy influence at the table,
it was infectious; while, on the contrary,
if they had ‘differences’ and brought all
of them to the table, they mnot only did
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themselves a great injury, but they help-
ed spoil the possibilities of the entire day
for the entire household.

‘And mow, girls,” she said, in conclu-
sion, one day, when the conversation had
come around to this point, by natural
gradation, ‘I do want to ses each of you
thinking of this, and of your own possi-
bilities for good, by just merely shedding
“Sunshine,” no matter how you feel. What
if you are out of sorts? You have no right
to help put the entire world out of joint
with you. What if you do have troubles?
You are not lonesome in that. Every-
body carries & load of some sort, and it
only remains for each of us to carry our
own with as little ado as possible, but also
to see how much we can do to lighten the °
troubles of others; and one of the very
best ways, one of the easiest, to make
your father perfectly happy, is to send
him away from home in the morning with
“Sunshine” in his heart that you have
shown at_the breakfast table, so that no -
matter what comes up in his business to
distress or worry him, he will have his
little daughters for comfort, and then
when he comes at night, you can smooth
away all his cares at dinner in the€“same
way. Learn to keep your troubles away
from the table, and ‘allow nothing but
pleasant conversation to predominate.
You will have to bury self, in a measure,
to do this; but that is the very spirit of
“Sunshine,” to think less of self and more
of others. The world will never be better
than its homes; and every happy home
helps make a happy world.”

‘Elizabeth and Pansy were no worse and
no better than millions of other little
girls (I say nothing about boys, this
time), who are too likely to let their lit-
tle personal feelings come up, untrained
and unrestrained, at the table, perhaps
spoiling the meal for the very ones who
need it most, besides spoiling their own
characters, in sheer thoughtlessness,
which soon develops into absolute selfish-
ness.

We have no right to be selfish, nor even
to be thoughtless, and one of the very
best places to train out either quality, is
at the table, by making it a place where
no unkind word is heard, no scowl, frown,
or pout is seen; and here is where the
children of the household can do more
than anyone else to radiate ‘Sunshine,’
for they are without the worldly cares,
the financial anxieties, the other burdens

of the older people,
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With the Bridge Builders.

(George Ethelbert Walsh.)

“This foolishness must stop!’ exclaimed
the foreman of the gang of riveters, as
he stood on the bank below, and saw one
of his workmen poised between heaven and
earth on a huge iron beam that was being
hoisted to its place five hundred feet above
the river. 3

‘We've had accidents enough,” he con-
tinued, sharply., ‘The next man who goes
up on a girder or beam will be discharged.’

That night the order went forth. The
more conservative of the men greeted it
with wise and approving nods of the head.
There were dangers and accidents enough
in their business without inviting unne-
cessary ones. There was mno earthly rea-
son why ‘anyone should go up on a beam,
sitting astride of it, or standing upright
to show his comrades how cool he could be.

But not all of the younger men and ap-
prentices viewed it in this light. ‘Oh, no
one will get hurt riding on a beam,” said
Henry Cleveland, one of the most daring
of the riveters’ apprentices. ‘It’s mno
worse than hanging on the beam to hold
bot rivets, or walking the narrow girders.
I guess the foreman has indigestion.’

Several of the other apprentices and as-
sistants applauded this sentiment; but
Harry Motley, one of the youngest of the
boys, shook his head doubtfully, and then
gaid:

‘I don’t think we should take unneces-
sary risks, anyway.’

There was a shout of derisive laughter
at this sage remark.

‘Say, Harry, you must have lost your
nerve,” one of the boys replied.

‘Never had any,’ said Henry with a
grunt. ‘Did you ever see him walk a
beam? He keeps as far away from the
edge as possible, and looks at the sky in-
stead of the water. I’ll bet he could not
walk this beam here and look down.’.

Henry indicated a narrow steel girder
which had just been placed in position.
It extended across from one cable to an-
other. In the wind it swayed a little, and
it was ceftainly a precarious foothold for
anyone. :

‘Come now, dare you do it.’

‘Yes, I dare do it, but I’m not going to,’
replied Harry, with a flush suffusing his
face.

‘A nice thing to say.
you how to do it.”

In an instant Henry had climbed out to
the beam and was walking across it, bal-
ancing himself deftly on the narrow sur-
face, and calling back to his companions
when he reached the other side.

‘That’s the way to do it he shouted.
‘Now do you take the dare?’

Harry was strongly inclined to show his
comrades that his nerves were as strong
as their leader’s. The dizzy height had

Well, I'll show

‘no terror for him. He had time and time

again looked down from a perch and knew
that his head was perfectly level. He

hesitated, thinking he was foolish not

to earn the good opinion of his comrades,
and then a rush of thoughts overcame
him. What right had he to imperil his
life for nothing—simply for a dare? Did
he not have a mother and tiny brother de-

. pendent upon his wages for their happi-

ness?
‘That-was well done, Henry,’ he said,
with a smile and laugh, ‘but you don’t ex-

pect me to do it simply betause you did.’

‘And why notP The other fellows will
do it

They were dominated by Henry, so that
when he ordered them to walk the beam
they did so without a word of expostula-
tion. But there was one moment when all
hearts stopped beating. - Williston Young,
a new worker on the bridge, hesitated an
instant on the way back, swayed, and
turned pale. For an instant it seemed as
if he would fall into the river below. It
was a case of sudden fright and fear that
comes somevimes to almost all workers on
high places.

The boys stood stock still, fear clutch-
ing them at the heart. Only Harry Mot-
ley grasped the situation and acted. With-
out apparent hurry or excitement he step-
ped toward the beam, and pointing to the
derrick above, said in his most mnatural
voice:

‘See that gull on the top of the derrick,
Williston. I believe it’s a big Labrador
gull. They do come down this river in
summer. I saw one once stuffed in a mu-
seum.’ '

The frightened, trembling boy on the
beam looked up at the gull, his attention
being so diverted from his perilous posi-
tion that he forget it temporarily. When
he looked down again Harry was standing
on a neighboring beam, frailer and nar-
rower, but swung parallel to the first, with
one hand touching Williston on the shoul-
der. It required all the strength and the
nerve of his body and mind to hold him-
self under control, but the danger in
which Williston was placed gave him the
strength,

‘We'll cross arms this way,” Harry said,
slowly, placing a hand on Williston’s
shoulder. = The frightened boy saw the
plan, and instantly extended an arm to-
ward Harry. Thus locked together they
formed a firm and steady support for each
other. A dozen steps brought them safe-
ly to the platform.

Williston was so overcome with giddi-
ness that he sat down and buried his pale
face in his hands. Henry Cleveland had
been a silent witness of the deed. He
walked up to Harry Motley and said:

‘That was a great—a brave deed. 1
couldn’t do it myself. I was frightened to
death when I saw your plan. You weren’t
a bit afraid, and as cool—'

Harry interrupted him with a nervous'

laugh, ‘No,” he said, ‘I must confess it.
I was frightened too—terribly.’

And he shuddered at the remembrance,
and buried his face in his hands. But his
confession of fear brought no words of
taunt from Henry. Instead, he said’ ‘I
wish I could be frightened that way some-
times. When I’'m frightened it controls
me; but when you are frightened you seem
to control yourself.—‘New ¥York Advo-
cate.’

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four mew subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
for one year, and receive a nice Bagster
Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School. Postage extra for Montreal and
suburbs or foreign countries, except

United States and its dependencies ; also’

Great Britain and Ireland, Transvaal, Ber-
muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras, Cey-
lon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-
age in the tountries named.
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Saved in a Basket, or Daph
and Her Charge.

CHAPTER XI.—Continued.

Thus consoled, Daph was prepared to
calmly wait whatever should befall her.
The stream of sunlight that poured right
through the small window slowly crept
along the floor, and the weary hours pass-
ed away. ;

' The new and beautiful truths that had

of late been brought home to the soul of
Daph were much in her thoughts, and full
of comfort.

‘I éo be afraid,” she sail to herself, ‘I’se
did not act so berry Christianable, when
dose big men did catch Daph by de shoul-
der. Dere’s somewhat in Daph mighty
strong dat don’t like folks puttin’ hands
on without tellin’ what’s de matter. Well,
well; I ’spose Daph will get like a lamb,
sometime, if de Lord helps her. I’se do
wonder what the dears is a doin’, jus’ now.
Maybe that sweet Miss Rose is jus’ speak-~
in’ to dem beautiful words out ob de bless-
ed Book. How Daph would like to hear
dose same words her own seif!’

Daph’s meditations were interrupted by
the sudden turning of the key in the lock,
and then the door of the small room was
thrown open to admit the entrance of a
stranger.

The new-comer was a short, stout, elder-
ly man, with a dignified bearing, and a
calm, kindly expression in his round, un-
turrowed face.

Daph looked at him with entire satisfac-
tion. ‘He do be a real genman, and dat’s
a comfort,’ she said to herself as she drop-
ped a curtesy, and waited to be addressed
by the stranger.

Daph’s favorable impressions were in-~
creased by the mild manner and clear
voice in which she was addressed. She
soon felt sufficiently at ease to comply
with the request made by the gentleman,
that she would tell him, frankly, all that
she could remember of her life for the past
few years, and explain how she, a poor
negress, came in possession of jewellery fit
for a duchess to wear.

Daph began in her own simplg way, and
described those pleasant home scenes on
that far southern island. Her heart grew
light at the thought of the happy family
circle in those good old times. It was with
difficulty she brought herself to speak of
the sudden destruction with which that
home was threatened. She touched but
lightly on her own efforts to save the lit-
tle ones, when there was no earthly friend
but herself between them and a bloody
death.

From time to time her listener question-
ed her suddenly; but she answered him
with such apparent frankness and sim-
plicity, that he felt ashamed of the mo-
mentary suspicions that had crossed his
mind.

‘When Daph came, in the process of her
story, to the captain’s late visit, and to
the day of dark, hopeless despair that fol-
lowed it, the eyes that were fixed upon her
slowly filled with tears.

Those tears suddenly gushed forth, as
with the eloguence of a grateful heart
Daph described the face, like that of an
angel, that bent over her in her distress,
and told of the Saviour, who is the friend
ofe sinners, and the comfort of all that
mourn. e
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‘God bless my sweet Rose! murmured
the stranger. ‘This was an errand of mer-
¢y indeed!’ After a moment’s pause he
added, aloud, ‘You need say no more,
Daph,’” and, as he spoke, he put out his
hand to take that of the humble negress.

She did mnot motice the movement, for
she had lowered her eyes as she dropped
her modest curtesy, and relapsed into si-
lence.

Diedrich Stuyvesant loved his daughter
Rose as the apple of his eye, but he had
thought her a little too enthusiastic in her
desire to do good; and he trembled lest her
warm feelings should lead her judgment
astray.

When she had burst into his library that
morning, her face flushed with excite-
ment and unwonted exercise, he had met
her with more than his usual calmness
and consideration. The hasty outline of
the story of her new charge seemed to him
strange and improbable; but he could not
resist the earnestness with which she be-
gought him to hasten to the release of an
innocent and injured woman. Rose felt a
little relieved when she saw her father
take his golden-headed cane and walk
forth, with the deliberate air of one who
has important business on hand. She would
gladly have hurried his steps ; but she
knew that, though slow and cautious,
whatever he undertook would be kindly
and wisely dome, and in this belief she
forced herself to wait patiently for his
long-delayed return. :

Good Diedrich Stuyvesant did not go di-
rectly to the prison, as his daughter had
advised. He first called on Dr. Bates,
heard his pompous statement of the’
grounds of his suspicions, and received
from him the troublesome gold chain, that
was deemed of such importance.

Having agreed to meet the doctor at a
certain hour, at the place of Daph’s im-
prisonment, he proceeded to the red house
with the blue shutters and enquired for
Mrs. Ray. That personage was thrown
into a fit of mortification to be found by so
grand a gentleman in a deshabille; plainly
intimating her recent proximity to the
wash-tub; and her curiosity alone pre-
vented her absolutely refusing to be seen
in such a plight,

It did not take Diedrich Stuyvesant long *
to fathom Mrs. Ray, and to give to her
mean and idle curiosity the contempt that
even she herself felt that it deserved. ‘All
accoutred as she was,” she found herself
obliged to accompany her new acquaint-
ance to the prison, where she and Dr. Bates
occupied a room mear that in which Daph
had been placed, while Diedrich Stuyvesant
proceeded to converse with the prisoner.
The time seemed long to the little doctor,
for he had the full benefit of all abusive
epithets in Mrs. Ray’s vocabulary, which

- was by no means a limited one in that de-
partment. On him she vented all the dis-
satisfaction she felt on having been led_
‘into,’ as she exclaimed, ‘the worst, the
very worst, piece of business I ever put
my finger in.’ :

Daph had completed her story, and was
standing silent and humble, when Diedrich
Stuyvesant summoned Dr. Bates and Mrs.
Ray. R :

The doctor, small in every respect, en-
tered with an air of triumph; while Mrs.
Ray followed; pity, self-reproach, and cur-
josity strangely blending in the expres-

sion with which she looked upon her old
lodger.

Daph met their glance with quiet cem=
posure. In her heart she had been giving
thanks to the merciful God who had rais-
ed up for her a new and powerful friend,
and fresh from the presence of her Divine
Master, she could look on those who had
injured her without a taint of bitterness.

Diedrich Stuyvesant had spoken often in
the councils of his country, and to his
clear, calm voice none had failed to lis-
ten, for he spoke with the power of rea-
gson and truth. Now, he stood with the
dignity of one accustomed to be heard, as
he looked for a moment in silence on the
accusers. Then, in a short, clear statement,
he told the story of the humble negress,
who listened with wonder, as he named
with admiration and réspect the acts which
she had performed, guided by her own
loving heart, and upheld by simple faith
in ‘the great Lord’ of all.

Sternness and contempt struggled for

mastery in the voice of Diedrich Stuyve-
sant, as in concluding, he turned towards
Dr. Bates, and said, ‘As for you, young
man, look at that dark-skinned ignorant
woman, from whom you would have light-
ly taken her only wealth—her good name
—which is above all price!

“Think of your own fair skin, you deem
go superior—of the education you rightly
value—the Christian teaching that has all
been sounded in your ears since childhood,
and then say what good work you have
done in this world! What have you to
bring forward in comparison with the
heroism and self-sacrifice of this poor wo-
man, ‘whom you despised? TYoung man,
think twice, if you are capable of thought,

_before you again peril the good name of

the industrious poor, who are under the
especial care of the great Father in heav-
en! Explore the secrets of your profession,
but honor the sanctity of every humble
home, and pry not into those things which
a lawful pride and an honorable delicacy
would hide from the eye of a stranger.
Know, young man, that you have this day
broken the laws of this free country, where
no honest citizen can be deprived of lib-
erty on mere suspicion, and you yourself

_merit the punishment that you would have

brought on the guiltless. But, go; I would
do you no harm. Go, and be a wiser and
a better man for what you have heard to-
day? ;

Dr. Bates, with a crestfallen air, turn-

ed in haste to leave the room, but his bet-’

ter feelings prevailed, and stepping back
he said, ‘I am young, foolish and conceit-
ed, I know, sir, and I hope I have learned
a valuable lesson this day.’ Then going
up to Daph, he added, earnestly, ‘I have
weonged you, good woman, and from the
bottom of my heart I am sorry for it. If

it should ever be in my power to serve you,

I should be glad to make amends for what
I have done.’

‘Now, don’t, sir! don’t, pleasel’ said
Daph, dropping curtsey after curtsey, and
murmuring, ‘The young genman meant no
harm, I’se sure,” while Dr. Bates slowly
left the room. As soon as the doctor was
out of sight, Mrs. Ray took Daph by the
hand, and humbly. asked her forgiveness.

‘Now, don’t, Miss’ Ray, I do be ’shamed!’
said Daph, in great confusion, her own
tears for the first time beginning to flow.
‘Don’t speak 50 to a poor cretur like me.
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We’s all poor sinners; it’s only the Lord
Jesus, sweet Miss Rose says, that can make
us clean.” The thought of having sald so.
much in the presence of a ‘real genman’
now overcame Daph, and she suddenly re-
lapsed into silence, i

‘Come, Daph,’ said Diedrich Stuyvesant,
‘it is time for you to be out of this place.’

‘May I go free, sirf’ said Daph with &
wondering, joyous look. ;

‘Free as air!’ was the reply of Mr. Stuy-
vesant; ‘there’s no power in New York can
keep an innocent woman in such a place
as this.’

Daph poured forth her thanks to her de-
liverer, and Diedrich Stuyvesant walked
forth, followed by the woman.

He was detained but for a monient in the
doorway by the officers by whom Daph had
been arrested, who pleaded that no action
ghould be taken against them for their
unwarrantable proceeding, and were glad
to be assured that their fault, for this once,
would be passed over,

(To be continued.)
PSSR Y

Any one of the many articles in ‘World
Wide’ will give three cents’ worth of plea-~
sure. Surely, ten or fifteen hundred such
articles during the course of a year are
well worth a dollar,

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers are en-
titl:d to the special price of seventy-five
ccats.

‘World Wide.’

i o
A weekly reprint of articles from lead-

ing journals and reviews reflecting the

current thought of both hemispheres.

S0 many men, so many minds. Every,
man in his own way.—Terence. o

The following are the contents of the issue
of Feb. 20, of ‘“World Wide’:

ALL THE WORLD OVER.

The Real Issues of the War—The New York ‘Evening Post.'

The Bismarck of Japan—8ir Edwin Arnold, in the ' Daily
Telefra h,” London.

Liberal Siberia—Where the Revolt Against Autocracy May
Begi:—By an Englishmanin Russia, to the London *‘Morn-

ing er,
Russia the Most Demooratic Country in Europe—The Man-
chester ‘ Guardian.’ :
Russia’s U) aerﬁround Press—The New Yerk ‘Sun.’
‘What the Camel Thinks'—Black or Yellow Labor in Bouth
Africa?—Canon Scott Holland, in the ‘Commonwealth,’

London.

Mr. Chamberlain's Speech at the Guildhall—A Fitting Cons
clusion to the Beries Given in the Great Commercial
Centres—English Papers,

Lord Goschen's Reply to Mr. Chamberlain ~English Papera.

George Francis Train—By One Who Knew Him —In 'T. P. 8
Weekly," London,

Thﬁ Huqrrors of the Congo Rubber Trade—The ‘West African

o

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
State-Bubsidized Opera-C. L. G, in the ‘Spectator,

London.
Art in Furnishing : On Curtaind Again — Mrs, George
Tweedie, in the ' Onlooker,” London.

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
The Return of the Magi—Poem, by J. E. G. d2 Montmor-
ency, in the ‘ S8pectator,’ London, -
The Ralad in Literature—The ‘Academy and Li ture,
Jondon.
The Vice of Taking Notes ~-The ‘3aturlay Review,” London.
This Poor Widow—Verax, in the ' Daily News,’ London.
‘What I Owe to Oxford—Dr. Robert F. Horton, in the ‘Ohris-
tian World,” London. .

HINTS 07 TiHE PROZGRESS OF KNOWVLEDGE.

A Olassical Education -The ‘Spectator,’ London.

Ancient Use of Molern Devices—The New York ‘Tribune.’

Sir W. Ramsay on Radium —The ‘ Dajly Telegraph,’ London,

Lake Shirwa Disappears —The Second of Livingstoue's Lakes
to Dry Up —New York *‘sun.’ ‘

Beience Notes.

OUY OUT THIS COUPON. 3

‘World Wide’

Will be sent to any

R e Mes -address for twelve
senger’ 1A

have s Wona months for
Wide' at the spe-

clally reduced rate of

75 Cents, « $1.00.

by sending this coupon, o

c&%’?d’:sa";%:}ig ‘Meu:-lng;g-' am!r t‘hV%rld
months on tri

papoers for a doliar g“rml. e tye

JOIIN OUGALL & SON. Publishcrs, Monrea)
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A Peep Through Papa’s
Microscope.

Little Harry Turner was stand-
ing by the table in his papa’s study
one wintry evening, and wonder-
ing very much what was in the big
paper parcel which the carrier had
just left at the door.

When the parcel was opened,
Harry saw a beautiful mahogany
box, and from this Mr. Turner took
out a fine microscope. :

*Now, Harry, said Mr. Tarner,
¢ am going to show you a beautiful
sight ; see, I pierce my finger with
this needle, and now a little drop
of blood falls upon this slip of glass;
come and look at the blood by the
aid of the microscope.’

Harry looked, and saw a vast
pumber of little round bodies,
knocking against each other in the
most peculiar manner,

¢What funny things!’cried Harry,
¢ What are they?

*They are called red corpuscles,”’
gaid Mr. Turner; ‘they are some-
times called oxygen carriers, and
their duty is to carry the oxygen
in the air round the body.’

¢What does the oxygen
tather ?

It burns up those things in the
blood which we must get rid of, if
we wish to keep in good health.

‘How wonderful!” exclaimed

Harry.

* “Yes, my dear son; our bodies
are very wonderful. You must
know that every action, every
. thought, causes some part of the
body to be destroyed ; we must have
oxygen to burn up this worn-out
matter if we would keep well.’

‘Do .you know, father, what a
gentleman told us the other evening
at the Band of Hope ?

- “Well, what did he say ?

 “He said that alcohol made these
red corpuscles smaller, so that they
could not carry enough oxygen.

¢ That is quite right, Alcohol is
such a hot, fiery liquid that it sucks
1he water out of the red corpuscles;
they become smaller, and so cannot
carry a proper quantity of oxygen
round the body. ;

 «What is the result of that,
fthert . S
«It causes the drinker of alcohol
- tobe in a very dangerous condition;

do,

-

his blood not being purilied, should

. he suffer from disease or accident,

he will have little hope of recovery ;
the abstainer, having pure blood,

has the power to fight against the.

disease, so that he may expect to
live a longer and healthier life.’

¢ Thank you, father,” said Harry,
smiling and putting his rosy lips for
a kiss. ‘I have another reason for
keeping the temperance pledge.
Good-night.—* The Adviger.’

An Affectionate Horse.

I have not heard so pathetic a
tale in a long time as that one
which reached me regarding a
wonderful exhibition of animal
affection. It appears that a well-
known young man who died rather

suddenly, had a valuable horse
which he had driven daily for
gomething like ten years. Up toa

day or two before his death he fed

the animal daily ; nobody else ever
attempted it, and the horse grew to
be as fond of him as a human being
might have. When the young
owner died the horse noticed that
other persons fetched him food and
water.
refused to eat. The family did all
they could to induce the animal to
touch the various articles they

placed before him, but without suc-
~cess. For days and days the horse
-was coaxed to eat, but he would
‘not ; the sight of the dumb brute’s

suffering was too pitiful for expres-
sion.  The poor animal pined slowly

For several days the horse

away, until he died.—Bangor

Daily Commerecial.’
—_————

[For the ‘Messenger.?
Story of a Penny.

My face was not always as black
and grimy as it is now, for I was
once bright, and shoune like' gold,
and belonged to a jovial old farmer.

I lived in a stuffy old mahogany
till in the farmer’s desk.

For companions I had dimes and
dollars with white faces; and some
pieces of green paper with pictures
on them. I don’t know whether
they were always so, or had turned
green with envy at sight of my
shining face. ;

One day I heard the farmer tell--
ing his wife that he had sold the
south meadow lot. He came to the
till and put in a number of pieces
of paper, and some yellow fellows.
I did not know that they were of a

-different caste than I, and T said to
myself, here are some relatives of
mine. But as soon as their eyes
got used to the darkness I heard a
sniff, and a voice saying ‘Look;
there is one of the Penny Family,
isn’t it disgusting to be compelled
to live with an old copper penny ?
But we will not agsociate with him.’
And with that they rolled away
into the opposite corner.

My feelings were dreadfully
hurt. I said to myself perhaps I am
copper, but not old, here is the date
of my birth stamped on my breast,
it is 1900. Anyone can see that I
am not yet one year old. :

But I was not to endure such
treatment long, That evening I
was taken out and given to a rosy-
cheeked laddie who had helped
‘Dranpa weed the f'owers’ and I
gpent the night beneath his little
pillow. :

Next day I moved again, into
the till in the village grocery shop,
in exchange for a stick of red and
white candy. oy

I remained there about a week,
and it was well for me that I could
rest, for my next journey was long

“and tiresome.

I was given in change toa youth
starting out to make for himself
name and fame in the big city.
We walked the greater part o°
the way, and often slept in a hay-
stack in some field near the road.
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On reaching the city we walked the
streets day after day searching for
work., Sometimes we got a kind
word, but oftener a cold rebuff, and
the time came when my companion
would take me together with the
dollars, half dollars and dimes, from
his purse and sitting down upon the
bed in his dingy little room, would
count us over, and each day his face
grew more sad. This was repeated
day after day, and each time I
noticed that one or more were
missing from the little company.

One night I heard him say as he
opened his purse, ‘All I have left
is one little penny.” He sat down
and covered his face with his hands,
while great tears chased each other
down his cheeks and dropped upon
the floor.

But brighter days were at hand.
Next day as we were passing the
Iron Foundry we saw a sign—Help

Wanted—My companion entereds,

the office of the chief manager and
was accepted.

At the end of the week I was
given to a shoe dealer to help to
pay for a pair of shoes, and by him
was given to his little daughter as
areward for hunting up his evening
paper. At present I am in the
little girl’s missionary box and have
plenty of company.

I must bid you ‘Good Bye’ for
I am soon to start for India, to help
in beauing ‘Good tidings of “great

joy’ to the little children there.
-—K. G. M.

The Marshal of the City of
Refuge.

(Concluded )

‘Don’t you know it's wmked to
steal nests ?” he asked. ¢ That’s the
birds’ house, that they live in, just
the way we live in our houses,
How’d you like it if you went home
some night and found a big giant
had carried off your house ?

The man seemed very much sur-
prised, but he laid down the nest,
and then sat down on the grass.

‘Whose little boy are you? he
asked.

The voice was kmd and Tovglesr
answered the man’s question, al-
though he was very angry still.

¢ My name 1s Toggles, he said,
‘and T am living with mama, here
on grandpa’s farm, and my grandpa
does not like people to steal nests
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on his land. Didn’t you read the
sign ¥

‘ Yes,” answered the man; ‘and
I thought it was a very good sign.
Do you help your grandpa take
care of the birds ?

‘I'm marshal’ said Toggles;
‘that's what I've got my star for,
because 1’m the Marshal of the City
of Refuge for the birds. If you
saw the sign, why didn’t you mind?

‘Isitalways wrong to take birds’-
nests  asked the man.

He spoke so gently, and looked
like such a nice, good man, that
Toggles could hardly believe he
had really done the wicked thing
that he had seen, only—there lay
the branch, cut off, with the nest
hanging from it.

“Yes, sir,” he answered promptly ;
‘it always is,—that is, unless, of
course, they're last year’s nests’

The man took the branch from
the ground.

“This is a.last year’s nest,’ he
said.

Toggles looked him squarely in
the eye.

‘1 don’t know what your name
is, he said, ‘but it's a very wicked
thing to tell lies. I saw the oriole
last Sunday.’
® Something very like a smile
crossed the man’s face, bub when he
answered, it was grave enoucrh

«And so did I he said; ‘and
Monday. Have you seen him since
then ? |

Toggles thought a moment.

¢No,” he said.

¢ And neither have I. He started
south Tuesday night, and he won’t
be back until next May. He'll
never use this nest again, And I
would’nt mind a big giant’s taking
away my house, if 1 were all
through with it, and had gone to
live in another country—would
you ¥ '

Toggles thought again. \

¢No, he answered. ¢ Where’s
he gone to?

‘To Central America,’
the man. ‘He goes there every
winter, But he’ll come back in
May, and make a new nest. Now,
the kmgﬁsher down by the
swamp, — ‘

‘1 know him?! broke in Towgles

‘He comes in March, and so
do the mourning-doves, but the
robins,’—

replied
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¢ They come first, said Toggles.

¢ Not this year. The blackbirds
were abead of them this time. But,
by the way, have you seen,’ —

And that was the beginning of a
talk that lasted until they heard
the dinner-bell ringing from the
other side of the orchard.

¢ Grandpa, exclaimed Toggles, as
he ran panting up the front steps,
‘I've been talking with a man that
knows more about birds,—oh ! more
than anybody ; and to-morrow he
is going to take me over to Mr.
Smith’s farm to show me where
some owls live, and I want to know
who he is’

‘Did he carry a green tin box ?
asked grandpa, ‘and wear a cap ?

‘Yes,’ exclaimed Toggles; ¢that’s
the man.’ ;

‘I think, said grandpa, ‘that it
must have been the rector of the
Episcopal Church in the village.
He is a great friend "of the birds,
and I am very glad that you have
got acquainted with-him.’

. SRR
My Precious Gifts.

God gave me a little light
To carry as I go;
Bade me keep it clear and bright,
Shining high and low.
Bear it steadfast, without fear,
Shed its radiance far and near,
Make the path before me clear
With its iriendly glow.

God gave me a little song
‘To sing upon my way ;
Rough may be the road, and long,
Dark may be the day ; 2
Yet a little bird can wing
Yet a little flower can spring,
Yet a little child can sing,
Make the whole world gay.

God gave me a little heart
To love white'er He made;

Gave me strength to bear my part,

Glad and unafraid. :
Through Thy world so fair, so bright, -
Father, gulde my steps aright !
Thou my song and Thou my hght,

So my trust is stayed.

—¢Waif)

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
gpecimen copies of the ‘Northern IMessen-
ger’ sent to friends can send the names
with addresses and we will be pleased to
supply them, free of cost. :

L
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LESSON XI—MARCH 18.

Death of John The Baptist.
TEMPERANCE LESSON,

Matthew xiv., 1-12.
Golden 'I_‘ext,

Be thou faithful unto death, and I will
give thee a crown of life. Revelation ii.,
10.

Home Readings. "

Monday, Mar. 7.—Matt. xiv., 1-12.
Tuesday, Mar. 8.—Luke xxiii.,, 1-12.
Wednesday, Mar. 9.—Acts xii., 1-4, 18-
24.

Thursday, Mar. 10.—Mark vi., 14-30.
Friday, Mar, 11.—Luke vii.,, 16-23.
Saturday, Mar. 12.—Matt. xi., 7-19,
Sunday, Mar. 13,—Matt. xxi.,, 23-32.

1. At that time Herod the tetrarch heard
of the fame of Jesus,

2. And said unto his servants, This is
John the Baptist; he is risen from the
dead; and therefore mighty works do shew
forth themselves in him.

8. For Herod had laid hold on John, and
bound him, and put him in prison for He-
rodias’ sake, his brother Philip’s wife.

4. For John said unto him, It is not
lawful for thee to have her. '

5. And when he would have put him to
death, he feared the multitude, because
they counted him as a prophet.

6. But when Herod’s birthday was kept,
the daughter of Herodias danced before
them, and pleased Herod. :

7. Whereupon he promised with an oath
to give her whatsoever she would ask.

8. And she, being before instructed of
her mother, said, Give me here John Bap-
tist’s head in a charger. ;

‘9. And the king was sorry: neverthe-
less for the oath’s sake, and them which
sat with him at meat, he commanded it
to be given her.

10. And he sent, and beheaded John in
the prison.

11. And his head was brought in a
charger, and given to the damsel: and she
brought it to her mother.

12. And his disciples came, and took up
;he body, and buried it, and went and told

esus.,

L)

(By R. M. Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

To-day we study the close of the life of
Christ’s forerunner, John the Baptist. He-
rod the tetrarch, when he heard of Jesus
and his wonderful words and works, as-
sumed that this was John the Baptist,
whom he slew. Jesus had sent out his
disciples, ‘to the lost sheep of the house
of Israel,’ During this time, while he was
making his third preaching tour of Gali-
lee, John was slain. Read Matthew x and
xi., 1-15.. Sl e

Herod the tetrarch was the son of Herod
the Great, who slew the children of Beth-
lehem. He was also the ruler over Gali-
lee and Perea. Josephus, the great Jewish
historian, says that Jokn the Baptist was
imprisoned in Castle Macherus, near the
borders of Arabia, a few miles east of the
northern part of the Dead Sea.

THE LESSON STUDY.

‘Verses 1 and 2. ‘At that time Herod
the tetrarch heard ef _the fame of Jesus.”
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The time was soon after the death of John
and during Christ’s third tour of Galilee.
Reports of the Lord’s wonderful teach-
ings and deeds reached Herod, and, know-
ing the high character of John, the guilty
king confused the identity of the two,
concluding that John had risen from the
dead.

‘And therefore mighty works do shew
forth themselves in him.’ The Revised
Version says, ‘And therefore dosthese pow-
ers work on him.” The rising of one from

' death, Herod thought, would indicate that

he had supernatural powers. So he con-
cludes the accounts of Christ and his
works must refer to a risen Johm.

3-5. ‘For Herod had laid Lold on John.’
The case was as follows: Herod had elop-
ed with the wife of his elder brother
Philip. She was also the niece of the
brothers. John the Baptist, true preach-
er that he was, had not been afraid to re-
buke this wickedness of even the king.
From Mark vi., 19, 20, it is evident that,
if left to himself, Herod might not have
injured John, but his wicked wife had a
grudge against John on account of his
rebuke of their sin, and sought to have
him slain. Herod, however, feared to go
this far, knowing that the people looked
upon John as a prophet, Horeover, Mark
says: ‘For Herod feared John, knowing
that he was a just man and an holy, and
observed him; and when he heard him he
did many things and heard him gladly.’
But one sin leads to another. By his
adulterous marriage Herod had put him-
self under the dominion of a wicked wo-
man, who now leads hini to commit mur-
der. . A

6-8. ‘The daughter of Herodias danced
before them, and pleased Herod. The
king was celebrating his birthday, and
was surrounded by his leading men in
civil and military life. Mark vi., 21. The
daughter of Herodias, by her former hus-
band, was doubtless a beautiful and grace-
ful young girl, whose immodest dance (af-
ter the Oriental fashion) pleased the re-
velers at the banquet table, heightening
the king’s pleasure also, when he saw his
guests’ delight. In the excitement of the
moment, and perhaps inflamed by wine,
the king makes a rash promise to the
dancer. The girl, whose name was Sa-
lome, had been instructed for just such an
opportunity by her wicked mother. In-
deed, the whole thing seems to have been
planned by the unscrupulous Herodias.
Salome therefore asked for the head of

John the Baptist on a charger, or platter..

9-11. ‘And the king was sorry: mever-
theless for his oath’s sake,’ etc. The sud-
den murderous request sobered the king
for a moment. He realizes the trap into
which 'he has been led, but for the sake
of his oaths (the plural is correct), and
on account of thos€ with bim., he would
not refuse the request.

So he sent to the prison and had John
beheaded, and his head given to the girl
on a charger. She in turn took it to her
mother, so that Herodias might have posi-

tive evidence that the good man she hat--

ed was dead. It is supposed that this
feast was at Macherus, where John was
imprisoned, so that the girl’s request was
granted without delay. 2

12. Johmn’s faithful disciples performed‘

the last tribute of their love to their lead-
er, in coming and burying the headless
corpse of this man who died because.he
dared to rebuke wickedness in high places.
Then they went to Christ with their sad
report.

There is something touching and sug-
gestive in these last words of the lesson.
When their leader was dead and they had
no one to look to, they took their gorrow
to Christ.

The centre of this lesson is the peril
and wickedness of unbridled - passion.

_Herod alone was not above lsarning from

the man he here murders, but his lust and
intemperance put him within the power
of an evil woman, who would not scruple
to trick him into a sworn promise to do
what might be asked, and then made mur-
der necessary to the fulfilment of the royal
oath.

The lesson for March 20 is ‘Jesus Feeds

it
the Five Thousand,” Matthew xiv., 13-28,
C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Mar. 18.—Topic—Appetites thay
unmake men. Dan. v., 1-5, 25-28, :

Junior C, E. Topic,

ABRAHAM’S CALL.

Monday, Mar, 7.—~Abram’s journey. Gen,

xi., 31, 32.

Tuesday, Mar., 8.—God’s call to Moses.
Ex. iii., 4-10.

Wednesday, Mar. 9.—God’s call to Josh=-
ua. Josh. i, 1-5.

Thursday, Mar. 10.—God’s call to
Gideon. Judges vi., 11-14.

Friday, Mar. 11.—James and John call-
ed. Mark i, 19, 20. ’

Saturday, Mar. 12.—‘Calleth for thee.’
John xi., 28-29. :

Sunday, Mar. 13.—Topic—God’s call to
Abraham and his call to us. Gen, xii,
1-5; Heb. xi'~¥ 8,

L —————

Little ?.'hings for Teachers.

Mr. Marion Lawrence gives the follow-
ing pointed thoughts about ‘Little Things
for Teachers,” though not one of them is
really ‘little.’

Success in Sunday-school work, especial-
Iy in managing and teaching a clags, will
depend largely upon youv attention to lit-
tle things, such as the rollowing:

Be in your class seat before your schol-
ars are.

When order is called come to order in-
stantly. If you don’t your class won’t,

When ‘the school stands you stand ;
when it sings you sing; when it reads you
read. If you dom’t your class won’t.

Have your lesson so well learned that
you can teach it with nothing but your
Bible before you.

Stand or sit so you can look every
scholar in the face.

Ask plain, simple questions, and do it
rapidly, being sure the restless scholar
gets his share of them.

Make the most of every answer, whether
it be right or wrong, never ridiculing a
wrong answer.

Contribute a specific amount regularly
each Sunday, and try to have your scholars
do the same. .

Is a scholar absent? Visit him before
next Sunday. If you can’t do it send him
a letter. Don’t fail to do one or the other.

If one be sick be especially attentive and
sympathetic; and show it. That very sick-
ness may be the bending of the golden
grain for your sickle. If the absence is
from indifference be very persistent with
your visits or letters.

Pray for each scholar regularly every
day by name.

Speak to your scholars whenever you
meet them during the week; go out of
your way to do it.

Vigit your scholars as often as once a
ouarter, and interest yourself in their
home surroundings. 2

Invite the class to your home occasion=
ally for a good social evening.

Love them, and show it.'

Never lose your temper.

Pray while you teach.

Xeep sweet.

Like teacher, like class.—‘Evangelical
S.8. Teacher.’ :

Old Country Friends.

Do our subscribers &ll know that the
rostage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of cur publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada. 2

«Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.
‘Weekly Witness,” post paid, $1 a year,
‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
‘Northern Messenger,” post paid, 30¢ year.



A Quaker’s Temﬁcrance
Lecture.

Several persons, among them a Quaker,
were crossing the Allegheny Mountains in
a stage.

A lively discussion arose on the subject
of temperance #nd the liquor business, and
those engaged in it were handled without
gloves. S

One of the company remained silent. Af-
ter enduring it as long as he could he said:

‘Gentlemen, I want you to understand
that I am a liquor dealer. I keep a pub-
lic house of , but I would have you
know that I have a license and keep a de-
cent house.

‘I don’t keep loafers and loungers about
my place, and when a man has enough he
can get no more at my bar.

‘I sell it to decent people, and do a re-
spectable business.’

He thought he had put a quietus on the
subject, and that no answer could be giv-
en. Not so. The Quaker said:

‘Friend, that is the most damning part .

of the business. If thes would only sell
to drunkards and loafers, thee would help
to kill off the race, and society would be
rid of them.

‘But thee takes the young, the poor, the
innocent and the unsuspecting, and make
drunkards and loafers of them.

‘When their character and money is all
gone, thee kicks them out and turns them
over to the other shops to be finished off,
and thee ensnares others and sends them
on the same rocad to ruin.’—‘League Jour-
nal.’ S

. @ ——

The Secrets of the Curio
_Cabinet. '

(Maggie Fearn, author of ‘Under a Social
Ban, etc., etc., in ‘Alliance News.”)

Charles Wyndham had not had an easy
life. People who knew him knew the fact,
also. He had entered on a prospectively
prosperous business career when he was
just ome-and-twenty, but five years later
he was called to face a crisis which threat-
ened to ruin him, financially, though by no
fault of his own. The matter was a hard
one to face, but he faced it heroically, and
brought all his accumulated forces of real
gsound business common-gense and some eX-
perience to bzar upon the technical points.
But, study the case as he might, there
seemed no advantageous way out -of the
trouble. The matter, in detail, stood thus:

His parents had died when he was little
more than twenty, leaving him a hamper-
ed inheritance. It was true that he had
gucceeded to fine business premises, in a
good position, but the whole was mortgag-
ed; yet with a few years’ steady, success-
ful work there was reasonable hope that
the mortgage might be cleared off, leaving
him unencumbered. And he resolved to
do this by avoiding the sin which had been
his father’s ruin—the sin of intemperance
—and started his business life from the
safe standpoint of total abstinence. His
mother’s small private fortune of five hun-
dred pounds would form the nucleus of his
nest-egg, and Charles Wyndham set to his
work with considerable energy.

That was five years before, and at six-
and-twenty he had to face a financial ori-

‘sis. Business was at a low ebb; nothing
prospered with him; and the sole care and
responsibility of an aged invalid uncle was
& heavy additional expense. To complete
his full catalogue of troubles, he had re-
ceived a letter from Mr. Anderson’s law-
yer, giving intimation of his client’s inten-
tion to foreclose the mortgage. The inter-
est for the last half-year had not been
paid, and Mr. Anderson could not wait for
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his money. There was another year be-
fors the mortgage would run out, but un-
less every penny of the interest then due
should be paid within three months ha
was resolved to foreclose.

Charles Wyndham faced the matter with
full comprehension of its worst possibiu-
ties. There were business bills which he
must meet, and there would not be one
penny left to pay the interest. He dared
not take up money; for one reason he had
no honorable security to offer, and for an-
other there seemed no probability of pay-
ing it back. ' His only alternative, if he
wished to avoeid the foreclosure, was to take
the needed sum from his mother’s little
fortune, and know while doing it that he
was putting from him his last cherished
hope of being able to redeem his failing
fortunes.

‘Uncle David,’ said he that evening as
he sat by the old man’s side after the day’s
business was over, ‘I have decided what
to do. I shall pay the over-due interest
from that five hundred pounds. We shall
then have a clear twelve months to form
our plans for the future.’

"David Wyndham laid his hand wistfully
on his nephew’s arm.

‘And by doing this you are sacrificing
your last hope of redeeming your inherit-
ance? Charles, it seems a hard thing for
you, but God will do for you what is best.
Even when the moment comes he may
make a way of escape. I do not say he will;
only that he may. ¥You have been as a
son to me all these years, and the Lord has
seen it.’ :

‘And you have been to me as a father,’
replied the young man earnestly. ¢‘What-
ever Mr. Anderson may do in the matter
of the mortgage we shall still have one an-
other.’

“Yes, one another and poor Aunt Debor-
ah’s box.” The old man smiled gently a
he spoke. The other smiled, too. :

‘Dear old Aunt Deborah! What a pecu~
liar fancy it was of hers to leave me that
quaint box with the restriction that I was
not to open it until my twenty-seventh
birthday. By the way, Uncle David, it has
just occurred to me that the mortgage will
run out exactly one month after that date.
I wonder why I thought of that now? It
can have nothing certainly to do with that
out-of-the-world curio box.’ :

He glanced at it with a kindly feeling
of affection as he uttered the words. The
box always had a position of honor on
a sideboard in Uncle David’s room, but be-
yond that softened reverence which we all
have for even inanimate things which
have once been the cherished possessions
of our dear dead, he had never set any
guard or seal on it. Good John Ruskin’s
tender pathos would best have volced his
regard for Aunt Deborah’s strange be-
quest—it was essentially ‘not the gift but
the giving’ which rendered it valuable.

‘I once thought your Aunt Deborah a
rich woman,’ the old man said musingly;
‘but if she had money to leave we none of
us knew who benefited by it.”

“Yes, I remember my mother thought the
same, but the money vanished, if there
were money. She was a clever business
woman, however,” added Charles Wynd-
ham. ‘She made me explain to her one day
every detail of the mortgage, and in ten
minutes had grasped each point as fully
as I understood them myself.’

Time passed—weeks, months—and still
the Wyndham business had not looked up.

It was due to the depression in the money

market, people said; but whatever was the
cause, the result was the same to Charles
Wyndham. The interest had been paid out
of the five hundred pounds, and the dread-
ed foreclosure averted; but the final crisis
was at hand. The only matter awaiting

decision, so far as he could see, was where

to go when ‘the present home had to bhe re-
linquished, and what would be the most
profitable investment of his small remain-
ing fortune. He must find employment
which would enable him to have his uncle
with him, and he found himself harassed
by the difficulties of his position.

It was the evening of his twenty-seventh
birthday, and he was sitting by his uncle
while they read their nightly chapter to-
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gether. The day’s cares had seemed ac-
centuated. The young man leaned his head
wearily on his hand. Was it true that God
was over all? that his hand was control-
ling and conducting the varied ‘minutiae’
of life? Charles read on slowly—

¢ “The steps of a good man are ordered
by the Lord——""

‘Stop, Charles!” interrupted the old man;
‘we need read no more to-night. Take that
assurance for your birthday, my boy, and
believe that it is true that the Lord cares
for us.’ :

Charles rose to lay aside the Bible, and
as he did so his eye fell on the quaint old
curio box. A smile curved his lips.

‘Surely to-day I come into rightful pos-
session of my fairy fortune!” said he. ‘It
is my birthday, Unele David, and I am en-
titled to open Aunt Deborah’s wonderful
box. How cculd I have forgotten it until
now?’ he added half vremorsefully.

‘To be sure,” exclaimed the old man, his
eye kindling a little. ‘We have been un-
grateful, Charles, to pass over kind-
ness so thoughtlessly. It is not often a
birthday gift is prepared so many years in
advance. The silver key is on your watch
chain, isn’t it? I am glad you remember-
ed your poor Aunt Deborah’s little fancy
in time.’

Already Charles wad slipping the little
silver key from the slide ring of his watch
chain when there was a knock at the room
door, and the servant entered with a letter
in her hand. et

‘For you, sir,” she said as Charles looked
up, enquiringly. :

He took the letter, and as his eye rested
momentarily upon the postmark, a shade
of anxiety overspreal his facs. He Jaid
the key hurriedly on the cabinet and cut
open the envelope. Then as he quickly
gathered up the meaning of the brief busi-
ness letter it had contained, he leaned
heavily against the sideboard and covered
his face with one shaking hand. The old
man on the bed clutched nervously at the
coverlet. : i

‘Charles, Charles, what is it?’

Charles moved forward and sank on his
knees by the bedside.

‘Uncle David, it cannot be true that God
cares. See!” He held up the letter. ‘The .
company in which the remainder of my
five hundred pounds was invested had be-
come insolvent, and the shares are value-

less.’

David Wyndham’s pallid lips quivered
slightly, and for an instant his eyes grew
dim, but when he spoke his voice was clear
and reverent. 4

‘God’s will be done,” he said.

‘But, Uncle David, it means that we are
penniless, and we must leave this house a
month from to-day. ¥You know the mort-
gage will have run out, and our sole depen~
dance was upon those shares.’

‘The Lord will provide,” answered the
old man solemnly.

After a few minutes he added—

‘Charles, you must open the box.”

The young man rose slowly.

‘I have no heart to do it,” he said.

‘Nevertheless, the wishes of the dead
should ever be held sacred by us,” replied
David Wyndham. ‘There may be-a mes-
sage of cheer for both of us within.’

Charles fetched the old curio box from
its accustomed place on the sideboard and
rested it on the bed. ;

‘You and I are partners, anyway, Uncle
David,’ he said, with an effort to speak
brightly. v

Then he fitted the silver key, and the
lock flew back. He raised the lid, and the
first objects that met his gaze were some
massive silver spoons, a few heavy gold
seals, and Aunt Deborah’s watch—all of
some value, but of a faghion long past.
Charles lifted them out with a gentle rev-
erence. She had loved him when he was &
boy; he felt a new tenderness for her mem-~
ory. 'Then his hand touched paper, and
he saw a létter bearing his name. U’nder-
neath the letter was a packet of important
looking documents, that might mean a
great deal or—nothing. He sat down care-
lessly on the side of the bed, the letter and
packet still in his hand.

: (To be continued.)
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Correspondence

Dear Boys and Girls,—You know that
the war between Russia and Japan
is causing fears for the safety of the mis-
sionaries and native Christians in Corea,
Japan and China, It is your privilege
to stand by them in prayer, asking our
Heavenly Father to keep them safely and
to protect their property.

It is difficult for us to imagine our-
selves in other people’s circumstances, but
if we try for a moment to think what it
would mean to us if our country mwere
overrun by hostile soldiers, if it were our
houses that were being destroyed, if it
were our fathers and brothers who were
going out to battle and perhaps not re-
turning—no, war in our own land is too
dreadful to think of! But there are little
children on the other side of the world
who will have to think of these
things, and to see them. Already there
are little children made fatherless and
homeless by the cruel war; shall we not
ask our Heavenly Father to provide for
them in some way, and to hasten the time
when the King of Peace and Love shall
reign over the whole world., This is what
we mean when we pray—

Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done,
on earth as it is in Heaven. ~

If we pray this with our whole heart,
God will answer. His will is perfect-love,
his kingdom is perfect freedom. TLet us
ask him specially that the missionaries
and their friends ntay be kept in perfect
peace and safety.

Your loving friend,
THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR,

LETTERS RECEIVED.

Ruby Brooks, Dochie R., Vernon P. M.,
Cecil C. Neilly, Myrtle V. B.,, C. E. M,
Harold Coyle, Annie B., M. F. W., Mabel
Stainton, F, Peters, Bessie D., Gladys E.
Tuck, Lu, Bertha T., Pearl McLeod, Sel-
wyn ‘W. Davidson, Vida M. Smyth, Bes-
sie L. B., Flossie Draper, 'Ethel Robert-
son, May Taylor, Nancy Wismer, Samuel
W., Morton McMichael, Edna M., Flora
V. Atkinson, Nora Amelia Ross, Helen I.
Thompson, Annie Barbara Corbett, Flos-
sie M. Huxtable, Bert Powell, Eva B.
‘West, Wilber Carnahan, Elsie. Mitchell,
H_‘a.ttie A. Hubby, Ruby Smith, Mae Man-
ning, Vernon H., Mary E. Ward, Nellie
E. Gooding, Helena Isabel MacK., Mary
Belle C., Lawrence Cameron, E., Lewis K.,
M. A. Beckingham, Atarah Philips, Bes-

. sie B. McGee.

Several have asked for the name of the
little girl in Bermuda whose letter appear-
ed a week or two ago; her name is Edith
Johnston. Those who wish to correspond

with her have no doubt kept the rest of
ber address.

o v Kelley’s Cove.
Dear Editor,~I have read the ‘Messen-

" ger’ for a long time, and think the stories

-~

are fine, The story entitled ‘Daph and
Her Charge’ is very interesting. ost of
the letters in the ‘Messenger’ seem to be
written by young people. Why don’t some
of the older readers of the ‘Messenger’
write? Perhaps they are like me, afraid
of the old basket that is always waiting.

I will try to describe this place. It is a
small country situated near the ocean. In
winter there are quite a number of wrecks
here. My father got a lovely silver watch

_ once for helping to save a crew from a

wreck. Some of the people are fishermen,
but farming is the chief industry. There
have been some great snow-storms this
winter. One day the mail-man could not
get around, the roads were so, blocked with
snow. In summer this is a very pleasant
place. A great many tourists are seen
walking and riding around. They think
the sea is beautiful, especially when the
waves break over the rocks. :

I am very fond of reading, and have :

February.

vead a great many books. We have three

cats, and every one who sees them says

they never saw such large cats before.
MARY A. (aged 14).

Powles Corner, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy ten years .

old, and I have three sisters and one lit-
tle brother in Heaven. Our Sunday-school
has started to take the ‘Messenger,’ and
we like it very much. My uncle is the
superintendent of our Sunday-school, and
we all like him very well. My father
keeps the post-office here, and we get the
mail at noon every day. I think that the
‘Messenger’ is the best paper printed for
old as well as young. Wishing all suc-
cess to the ‘Messenger.’
WILLIE E. P.

East Bolton.

Dear Editor,—I live on the shore of the
beautiful Lake Memphremagog. In the
summer there is a steamer running -on the
leke. It is called the ‘Lady of the Lake.’
It lands here at a wharf called Bryant’s,
named after my grandpa, who will be 73
years of age on May 12. I had two very
pleasant trips through the lake last sum-
mer. One was a farmer’s excursion and
the other was a Sunday-school party. I
go to the Sunday-school every summer.
Two years ago I took the first prize, which
was a lovely writing desk, and a year ago
I gained the first prize again, the prize
being a chatelaine bag and a lovely hand-
kerchief; and this year I received the se-
cond prize, which was a lovely Bible. I
have three brothers, two of whom are now
grown up and live in Ottawa. We have
one bunny; its fur is white, and mamma
and grandma feed him. I have one kitten
named Pansy, and one dog named Watch.
My brother made a harness for him, and
we hitch him up and drive him anywhere.
‘We have four horses. Nellie is a colt that
papa gave me, and she will be five years
old next June. John is a horse we use o
great deal. We drive him to school and
send him home all alone,

; : PEARL B.

Bear Brook, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I will be eleven years old
on Feb. 14, and father has taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for me since I was a year old. Mo-
ther used to read it for me till I learned
to read myself, and I have been waiting
till you could read my writing to tell you
how we enjoy reading the ‘Messenger.” I
have three brothers, and we all love to
read the stories. Ansan and Baby Carman
cannot read yet, but we read for them. Fa-
ther was in Montreal last June, and was
all through the ‘Witness’ office. My Uncle
Wesley, who was General Secretary of the
Sunday-School Union of the Province of
Quebec, used to tell us how kind you were
to him. I live on a farm; we have a sugar
bush, and have great fun gathering sap.
I have two miles to go to school, and I
never went in the winter till this one; I
am trying to get there some way, so that
I won’t get behind in my class. I like
our birthday book, and would like a text
for my brother and I, as we are both in
WM. H. H.

Aberdour, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy mnine
years old. I live on a farm. I have a dog
called Caesar, and two cats: Darkey and
Bunny. I have one brother, William, and
one sister, Annie. They are twins, and
will be six years old on May 10. I shall
be ten on May 5. I have one grandpa and
one grandma, and they live just across the
road from where I live. I often go there
and have lots of fun. Wishing the ‘Mes-
senger’ every success, . O..

; Russell, Man.
Dear Editor,—TI am a little girl ten years
old. I live on a farm six miles from the
town of Russell. We live one mile and a
half from the schoolhouse, and one mile
from the church. I have two sisters and
one brother. The Rev. Mr. Edmison is
our pastor, and we all like him very much
indeed. I had a little pet rabbit over two
years: it would .elimb up and lav it head
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on my neck. We both felt very happy.
I lost it, and I am afraid the wolves got
it. We are always glad to get the ‘Mes-
senger.’ Mamma looks on it as an old
friend. She was telling me to-day about
some stories that were in it in the early
eighties. CHRISSY McR.

Iroquois, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have five brothers and
two sisters. I am eleven years, and my
birthday is on Sept. 16. We live quite &
distance from the schoolhouse, hut I gen-
erally get a ride up to school. My two
sisters’ names are Annie and Jessie. Mam-
ma says ‘Daph and Her Charge’ is a real
splendid story. I think all the stories in
the ‘Messenger’ are beautiful.

SADIE 1. G.

Mulgrave.
Dear Editor,—~I am fifteen years old,
and live in the country, but prefer town,
because I like business. I expect to be a
teacher. Why do all write about pets? I
would rather hear more about sceneries. I
do not live very far from Niagara Falls,
but have only been there once. In the
spring I love to gather wild flowers in the
woods, especially in the woods mnear our
place, where a creek runs through, and

the scenery is very beautiful.
WINNIE O. L.

(Why does not Winnie describe for us
the scenery of Niagaraf—Ed.)

New Dorchester, Mass.
Dear Editor,—I like your paper very
much. I am six years old. I go to Thek-
ford Street Primary School. I have two
sisters, Margaret, four years, and Ruth,
two years old.
Nova Scotia to see grandpa and grandma.
They live on a farm. There is lots of snow
here this winter. The steam and electric

cars run near our house.
EDITH B. MacP.

Elgin, Que,
Dear Editor,—I have a pet, and it is &
dog, whose name is Tip. He likes to go to
the woods and have a play, and run after
rabbits. He also jumps up after water
and snow when we throw it into the air.
I have thrée brothers and two sisters. My
eldest sister works out mostly all the time.
Also my two brothers. My youngest sis-
ter and I go to school nearly every day. I
am a little boy nine years old. My oldest
sister took the ‘Messenger’ for about five
years, and my youngest sister is taking
#t now. I think it a very mice paper, and
I always read the correspondence page the

first. JOSEPH E. P.

Intervale, N.B.
Dear Editor,—As I am only six years of
age, I cannot read the ‘Messenger’ myself,
but my brothers and sister read it to me.
My father has taken the ‘Weekly Witness’
for nineteen or twenty years, and the
‘World Wide’ for two years., I have six
brothers and one sister. Two of my bro-
thers are in British Columbia. My father
is a clerk in the General Offices in Monc-
ton. My only pet is a kitten called ‘Sam-

son.’ i M. ALICE H.

v Peterboro, Ont.

Dear Editor,—It is a pleasant place where
we live. ‘We can see the trains running
past, also the boats on the beautiful Oton-
abee river. I have about a mile and three
quarters to go to school. We walk most
of the time, but when it is very stormy,
and the roads are bad, our brother drives
us. I have just one brother, his name be-
ing Irwin, and two sisters, whose names
are Ethel and Bertha, all older than myg
self. They call me baby, because I aymn
the youngest. I was nine years old on
Jan, 16. I had a nice trip one day last
summer back to the lakes. We went by

train as far as Lakefield, a pretty little -

village on the shore of Chemong Lake.

Then we took the boat for Young’s Point,

where we stopped and had dinner under

the trees. We had a jolly day, and came

home again at night. MARY H,
&

Every summer we go to

»
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HOUSEHOLD.

Old Magazines.

- A way of utilizing old magazm@s was
hit upon by a semi-invalid which afforded
pleasure to others and occupied her own
time and thoughts. She carefully cut out
articles about cooking and recipes given by
noted authorities, and make a cook bock
for a young housekeeper, which contained
recipes from some of the most noted cook-
ing authorities. For a boy friend eager
to read all about outdoor life, and without
pennies to buy nature books, was made a
book of the clippings about the wild flow-
ers and birds and animals. Several es-
pecially good short stories in the various
smaller-sized magazines were carefully re-
moved, holes punched through the inner
margin and a pretty paper cover added,
and tied with ribbon, and the booklets giv-
en to various friends. The pictures were
aleo carefully ‘cut out and given to a very
small girl who was making a picture book
‘all herself,” but liked contributions for it.

In opening a mew book, care should be
taken or the back binding can easily be
ruined. By going through the entire book,
after laying it flat upon a table, and press-
Ing back each leaf separately and gently,
the book will easily open at any place
thereafter, --‘N E. Homestead.’

Savmg the Eyes.

Don’t sleep gwith the eyes facing the
light. A test by closing the eyes when
facing light quickly shows that the strain
is only lessened, not removed, and the in-
terposition of an.adequate shade is as fully
grateful to the shut eyes as when they are
open. It is sometimes necessary in a small
room to have the bed face the window;
but even then, by means of shades roll-
ing from the bottom instead of from the
top, the window may be covered to the
few inches left free for the passage of air.
An experienced oculist says that a great
many people injure their eyesight by not
keeping their glasses bright and highly
polished. They allow dust and perspira-
tion to accumulate upon them; then they
are dim and semi-opaque, and the eyes are
strained with trying to look through
them,—Ex,

_——.—‘————-

Selected Recipes

Cocoanut Cones.—Two pounds of white
sugar, one cup of grated cocoanut. Boil
the sugar until it makes a soft ball, re-
move from the fire and let stand a few
minutes. Stir and rest it on the sides of
the pan until it assuines a milky appear-
ance. Mix in the cocoanut., Form into
cones.

Minute Waffles.—One pint of flour, one
teaspoon of baking powder, half a teaspoon
salt, three eggs, one and one-quarter cups
of mxlk one tablespoon melted butter. Mix
in order given and bake in waffle irons.

Rice and Chicken Croguettes.—One cup
of cold chicken, chopped fine and seasoned
with salt and pepper, one cup of cold boil-
ed rice. Heat both together in a double
boiler, adding a little milk, if the mix-
ture seems dry. When hot, stir in one egg
beaten light, and when it is thoroughly
mixed, remove from the fire.
mixture is cold, form into croguettes, roll

in egg, then in fine bread or cracker |

cruinbs and agaln in egg, and then fry in
hot lard.

Apple Trifle—Twelve apples, sliced;
stew to a pulp, beat fine and sweeten well.
d the juice of one lemon, and part of
' the grated yellow rind, Beat the whites
of four eggs to a stiff froth, and whip in
with the apples, The lemon can be omitted.

Rye Biscuit.—One cup of buttermilk, one
half cup of sour cream, an even teaspoon-
ful of soda, the same of salt, stir in rye
flour to form a batter as thick as can be
stirred with a spoon, drop in buttered gem
pans, bake in a quick oven. If preferred,
knead lightly, roll and cut out same as
biscuit; we like them best in gem pans.

When the -

FREE TO
SABBATH SCHOOLS.

The ¢ Messenger® is at once the
cheapest and most interesting paper
published of its kind.

The Subscription rate for Sabbath
school clubs is only twenty cents
& year.

If your school already takes an=
other paper,perhaps some particular
class would try the ‘ Northern Mes-
senger.” The ‘ Messenger’ stories
would prove a real incentive to
regular attendance and would be
helpful in every home the paper
entered. ‘

Our experience is that if one
class gets 1t the whole sehool will
order it before long. The circula«
tion of the ‘Northern Messenger’
has grown with leaps and bounds,
numbering to-day over sixty thou-
sand copies a week.

Superintendents ‘or teachers may
have it on trial for four consecutive
weeks, FREE OF GHARGE, in suffi
eient numbers to give a copy to
cach family represented.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON.
T p——
NORTHERN MESSENGER

‘(A Twelve Page Hiustrated Weekiy.) -

One yearly subscription, 80e.
Thres or more copies, ssparately addresse,
25¢ each,

Ten or more to an individaal nddrul, 200
each.

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ per
copy. :

The above rates include postage for Canada (ex:
oepting Montreal City), Nfid., U. 8. and its Colonies,
Great Britain, New Zoalnnd ‘Transvaal, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, coylon, Gambla.
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar.

For Montreal and foroign countries not mentioned
above add 50c a copy postage.

Sample package supplied free on applics.
tion.

T JOHN DOUGALL & 80N,
Publishers, Montreal.

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

EPPS’S

GRATEFUL—~ COMFORTING

COCOA

BREAKFAST ~— SUPPER.

Wesolicit the business of Manufacturers Eu'
gineers and othiers who rearize the advisability o
having their Patent business transacted by
perts. Preliminary advice free. Charges mu
fate. Our Inventors’ kelp, 125 pages, sent uFon
request, Marion & Marion, New York I ife B
Montreal : and Washington, D.C., U.S.A,

: BABY’S OWN £

BT S
EARN
THIS
WATCH

With Solld Silver nickel
case, fancy cdye, heavy
bevelled rysml hour,
minute and sceonds hands,
and  roliabe  American
gm vement by se ling only
& of our lnrgo beautifu'l;
#n colorod l’cnures 16 x
2 X’;’M oty Word o
€S, ngel’s sper”
d -y co d,” at
rt!n

awortaSlc ireo
5 w'th cach kicture,

SEND NO MONEY

SimYly write us that youn
would lke to earn this
handsome Watch and we
wiil send tho pleiures at
once postraid. ou can
easlly sell them In half an
hour as theyare the largest
and mosb beauurul ictires ever sold in this countiy for 236,

A each.

Wi to-da ver will ba delighted with this hand.
ngt:{l‘gam‘y The C:{)nl.g Art Co., Dept. 458, Toronto,

SOLITAIRE DIAMOND RING

Tor selling only 7 large,
beautiful Pictures, 16 x
@ 20 inches, at 15c each, In

¢ the centre of each one is
a very realistic Pleture of
the Great Baltimore Fire,
surrounded by smaller
pictures ‘of other noted
Tires, such as the Great
Chicago Fire, the Boston
Fire, the San Francisco
Tire, the Ottawa Fire,atc,
etc. The first seven people
you meet will buy them
from you. They are the fastest sellers you ever saw.

When sold,return the money and we will immediate=
, Iy send you, absolutely free, this beauatiful Ring,
elegantly finished in 14 k. Gold,and contaiaing one
very large, magnificent ﬂashiug Austrian  Dia-
mond in the famous Tiffany style detting. The
stone s wonderfully hard and brilliant, full of
color and fire, and can hardly be told from a
Real Dlamond Write us a Post-Card to-day,
and we will mail the Pictures postpaid., Address,
THHE HOME ART CO., Dept. 430, Toronto.

Handsome Presents FRERE
SEND NO MONEY
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GRAPHOPHONE | Wioe oswes sires

E% plays ov kind of
Enntrusmen music,
sings ev class of
pongs, te you =nli
kingscifunny 5torios. \

—~ aadrﬁgﬁfﬁ'ﬁﬂ’k’ﬁﬁ“&?ﬂﬁ Barreis of Fum for Every Boy and -Girl

e e iy You can SKATE—GOAST—SLIDE

&t 10c. each. (A certificate worth 50c.

free to each purchaser) Kvery paskuge Wharever thera {ganow, si8es or dce; either on street, hill, walk,

y ' s handsomely decorated in 1% co'ors and crusted snowbank or anywhcrs clss with e pair of our wide

conmm @1 of the rarest, prettiest and runner skates, made of special sieel, any sizo, handsomely fin-

2 most fragrant mnzties in eve y imagin- shod, which we weam.y fra0 for semn%onl 2 doz packages

a S ; able color, ﬂwF 11 ke Bot frosh Bwraet Foa Boeds at 10c. eac ery pacmgo 18
: - ©¢akes, When goid, return the money d in12d t colors and ha

and we will immedlately send you (his veal &raibies@ and most rra.gn.nt varieties 1n every imagin.
# 2 1 ; Columbla Graphophonsd exuelly as illus. Everyb lﬁbuyﬁ em, They ave the best gellers

' b i g e trated, with spring motor, Jarge metal ouever aaw, A certiticate worth 80c, free with each package.

: R B tmrll’S'm g horn; all bandsomely ene and Girls, write to-day. sure, and we will mail feeds post.

- caameued i::dktxtﬁmmud ::m}‘im;lkt l}lutgdd datonce. Address Prize Beed Co., Deps, 104 , Toronto.

"one musical and ‘one Fgong record—-Hmvmtha. Dixie Girl. Annie Laurle, Car ck to O nia, My
, 0id ‘Oaken Bueket, 8 in Our Alley, My Wild Irish Rose, Kathleen Mavourneen, T'se going Back to % K ( : “
eﬁte‘.“'l)%'xye Eglme(x?y. Home 'Sweet Home, c{c ete, Undzrsuxxd this s not & v,:;zor » machine that must be turred by hand, I G ! K I C K ! !
b g real selfpbu ing Grapho houe, with which you can give concerts in any size kall or room. as it sings, talks and plays,

fust a3 loud and clear as any $60.00 Talking Mackine, Write for seeds to-day sure, Prizme Bocd Co.; Depl 409, Toron’ o

VALUABLE PRIZES EASILY EARNED GET INTO

THE GAME!

' A1l yon have to do is to rend us your
neme and nddress and we will
rmail ‘you foatpud end trust
you with 134 doz, largs, beau-
tifal packe, es of Early-bloome
fng Sweet Pen Beeds to sell ab
100, each, Erery package con-
teincover 66 diﬂ‘ﬂ'env:‘rli:
4293, t4e most complete aasortiment of Sweet Pea See
the world. The; give an ebundance)oef large finely«

£EE Ais IATION FOOTB@ !3

vul Teguiation made of specially prepaied Oak
sather, hand aewn and furnished th best quality red yub.
er bladder, ,f”w for selling at I@e. cach only 15 large pack-
01’ ftweet Pea Seeds. Luch paciige 1s beautifuily decor-
12 co'org and contn‘us 43 of the ravext, preiti eit and
ot |able eolor. %y
Xm N

Ill'é 81, J
Jd z"'nle e&s wonﬁ ﬁeﬁ:};& {&J\ g'e i ca e ?r
ek Tite u 8 tmn oar qst. ey tnd

=

formed i in & greab i m'xd W J John' mm
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g provided wm\ fmprovas giobe sights, Alel‘p-rm urehu'!o:zht:ﬁ:’g:h shogting bmal'l!.- 80 mnn;udmnrz:.t ‘::m 3528, S0 1-Mr 1S hatl m_‘! ot y8 i ligingty

er B.R. shot or darts us

remo 4 elth;
ﬂumae of 50 L., ou wrlte us at oues to send you the seeds and
mil ::'f:ui; ﬂ‘;::lldil of any child: An EX'h‘a 'I’OSOI“ FREE l Hinm and return the money within one week
after you reoeive them, we will glve you Kree, im addition to the , & Cotabination Knife with two five
gieol bledes, o corlzcrew, and glsas cutter | aud we will alse give youan opportnnityto t this hendseme, Gold-finished Double
Huntiag Case Watch monnclv enmvul froe without selling any more Secds. Dan s :7 or ¥ou mry miss these extra Presents.

Adiress THE, PRIZE SEED CO., DERPT. 425 NTO, ONTARIO

sm.zmas mmmm RING F REE gﬁ,{,gf\gg

Hanﬁsams Filr Soarf ann Bmg
JETERENER

Kalesn 300 in &
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: tul, Strongly made of steol and brasg
¢ Serd name and handsomely nickel plated, Has belt
platnly written, ; \ wheol, stenm whistle end safety valve,
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§0ld the seeds in & fow minutes,
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i e B B : A aut hew "i
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{roma real Dismond even by an ex
the Seeds at %nrnnn fow days you will bo wearing
huz'nlfxcent Ring that never f:ils to attract . a.u‘enuon whers
ever it is, Tho Sesd Supply Co. Dept, 439, Terouto, Onk.

sewan, Kirke
ton, Ont,, $aid ¥ ““My Engi ; usay they are only 1Bo,
boauty and a grand ’u:x'u:or:: - Then” soil “veturs tho
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Co., Bopt.” 415 Toronto , Lo gt 6 ]
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: FREE
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Beautiful Presenis F R E E
Fora
Few

Minutes’
Easy
Work,
- No
Money

Required

8imply send us your name and addressona Post Card and we wﬂﬁ
mail !’0“ ostpmcl and trust you with 20 large packages o:

Bweet Pea. Seads tosell at 10c, each, No trouble to sell our]
Soeds when you say that every package contains the finest|
mixturein the world lover 80 merem varleties, all giant]
sweet gcented flowers in svery imn.gina le color. A certificate)

worth B0¢. freewith each (? ackage. When sold retum

us the money and we will immediately send you the most)
beautiful Doll you have ever seens

Z2i INCELES EEIGEL

with long, golded curly halr, pearly teeth, beautiful eyes and
moveable head, arms and lege. ~ Her handsome dress is elegantly|
trimmed with ribbons and , and she has a beautiful hat to
match, as shown in the &cture. "also stockings, -llppers. and lace
trimmed underwear, ememper, you get this ha.nd
some Doll, beautifully dressed from head to foot—worth $2,0
cashin any store—absolutely ﬂ'eg for / :
selling only 20 packages of Seeds, and if you fu
sell the Seeds and return the money within & \§
week after you recelve them. wo will give yml
ahxmdsome Solid Gold finished Ringr sel
gt‘ {

Ee magnificent Fire
ln o veret ed Box, free a8 an ox
prosont. and if you write us
?, oence we will give yout an o p01'~
unity to get this enu ml Gol
ished double un in caso
Watch FREE in sddition
to your other presents with-
out selling any more Seeds, FRa@s
member, no other Company glves
such valuable presents for doing 80
little work, ou will find our Bweet”
Pea packages the fastest sellera you
over saw. Write us Lo- We guarantes to treat you!
sht. The Publishers c{thh pnper will tell you that we alwa; s do

exacuy what wo say, Addresz THIE SEED SUl’i’LY CO., DEPT. 4{,, TORONTO, ONTARIK

1 Just your name and addkess ph!n wﬂtten and we 'wm mail you, pmplﬂ. 1 doz. ‘N"G okege

SEND NO MONEY ofe:ryly blcoming Swept eeds to gell at 100. each, Ever ;ch ¢ Ot:{) ins the

mixture ln the world, over 0 different varisties, alllarge ﬂoworin dellclously fragrant ang beaut full Ore ?héz

“ the fastest sellers you evey savy, uol eturn the money and for your trouble wa w spn you -3
some get of carvers, full size, made of the g sl umg:red steel, rlch ﬂnm q a!ﬂ nag hor“hundm, and silver
ferrules, ‘Wou c2uld not buy this sot ol s n ar ? ? len? %n ash
and the only reason we can glye them for lellln‘ uolmlol w;ro riunate lu ug T n‘ a lpool om hrge muhﬁq
vl ot 'euo or tbej
orento

factarer in England at s greatly reduged price. Thisis tio eotest you in th o!o papér.
sy be all gone by the time yot{r lotter rec?ches us, Address, ﬁ. ’% % r&&ﬁr 0., D.p 146

SURE DEATH TO RATS,
CROWS, SQUIRRELS,

RABBITS, ETC.
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_ . 4 ‘, : m;_:t’_'??t”ha“mm Dominion Boe a i 128 T i 7
PIGTURES ON CREDIT |\ pyanpsome WATCH and

~NO SECURITY ASKED—
ﬂ“ih!x V&atoh a8 8 Solld El'ﬁalcﬁcm.

coxorod ctures, eacl
m.mod 'l' o Angels W)

‘*The Family Record,”

before Filot,” " Bock el Agu.
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gnm o :olt:xr:n:d couhxinl:o g;?:ut:an é?:;%d‘n‘m }
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