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The Royal Chaplain.

Regarding the late Bishop Sumner {of Win-
chéster), the following incident is told: When
in attendance on George IV. on one occasion,
the King said, ‘T am beset on all -ides. One
asks me for this; another wishes fo: that. In
point of suitors, I pelieve I could even excel the
Tord Chancellor. Yet, Sumner, I never meet

. with any request from you. How is this?’

‘May it please your Majesty,’ was the reply,
I, too, am like others. I bhave a ceciain ob-
ject at heact, a private request of my own
to make, and I have been anxiously walting
an opportunily to introduce it

et me have it now,’ was the permission
ﬁntd, with a smile not unmixed with sur-
prise.

‘During the reign of your Majesty’s revered
gather, a custom prevailed that the household,
morning and evening, should be summoned to
gamily prayer. This practice, with your
Majesty’s permission, is what I should wish
to be revived and fully acted upon.

‘By all means. Why was it not named be.-
fore? But is that all, Sumner? Where 18
your request?’ ‘For myself, sire, I have none
to make. Your Majesty’s bounty has left me
sothing to ask.—‘The Living and the Dead.

An Old Minister With a New
_Experience.

m Rev. H. W. Pope, in the ‘Intelligencer.’)

Not long ago I met a minister who is fast
approaching sixty. He said that last sum-
mer he returned from vacation with a heavy
meart. He had been pastor of the same church
for a dozen years. He was not strong physt-
cally, and the demands of the parish were
constantly increasing. Preaching was becom-
ing harder and harder, and he seemed to have
no message for his people.

He did not feel equal to the task of taking
up the burden of another year, and he began

to question ceriously whether a new minister

could not serve the church better than him-
self. For several weeks he pondered the mo-
mentous question whether he had better not
resign and hope for a smaller church. ; 'One
day it occurred to him that an old minister
with a new experience might be better for the
church than a new minister with an old ex-
perience.

At once he began to wait on the Lord for a
fresh anointing of the Holy Spirit. His heart
grew hungry, his prayers became imperative,
The fire in his soul burned brighter, and he
fed it constantly with the fuel of God’s word.
He reached the point where he fully resolved
that one of two things must happen—either
he would have a new religious experience, or he
would resign his pastorate.

One morning, as he opened a little book of
selections, from which he was accustomed to
read, his eye fell upon ome passage, ‘The Lord
ghz': increase you more and more’ In-
stantly there flashed into his mind a glimpse
of the boundless resources of grace and glory
which God had in store for him, and he cried
out to his wife:

‘There it is, there it is, O wife; see what

the Lord has given me; I haven’t got to
go after all’ His soul was filled with
heavenly joy, his eyes were wet with tears.
Such a vision of the Crucified one and the
depth of his riches, and such an overwhelm-
ing desire to proclaim him, came into his
heart that even now he cannpot recall it with-
out tears. e

It was easy to take up the burden. Indeed
it was no longer a burden, but a privilege.
The chariot wheels did not drag now. Sermons
were no longer made, they were born, and
preaching became a delight. Never did his
people enjoy his ministry more, and he seems
likely to remain there as long as his earthly
ministry continues,

Perhaps this incident may bring comfort to
some aging and anxious pastor whose people
have become restles:, Pessibly it is nst a new
minister that the people crave so much as a
fresh inessage, and that is so easily within
our reach. A change of pastor might bring
no improvement. Indeed the old pastor with
a new experience would probably be prefer

able to a new pastor with an old experience.
No one enjoys stale bread from the pantry,
nor a mouldy message from the pulpit, but a
minister with a real message from God is al-
ways and everywhere welcome, since the
days of John the Baptist.
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The Fifth Gospel.

There are four written Gospels The fifth
is writing now. The world may forget the
four, and the leaves of the book may never be
turned, but the fifth Gospel men are sure to
read.

That fifth gospel is your life of Christ; that
is, your life in Christ. Men may forget
Christ; they never forget the Christian. Christ
lives in heaven and on earth. The world’s dull
eyes have never gazed upon his heavenly glory,
but they are looking eagerly for Him on earth.
Christ in men is the most powerful preaching.

The world has had many lives of Christ.
Each Christian is writing his own, and the
very children read it. We are either revealing
or veiling Christ to men.—Selected.

The
Goodness of God.

Suppose a group of merry children
were sitting around the cheerful fire,
while the snow is on the ground, and
the mother of one of them brings in a
basket of fine ruddy apples, perhaps
some thoughtful ome would thank her,
and say it was very kind to think of theit
pleasure, and would love her for vg‘hat she had
done.

But would any of them, as they enjoyed
‘the nice fruit, remember how the apple trees
looked in spring-time, covered with their pink
and white blossoms, and their tender green
leaves? Would they think who sent the gentle
breeze that carried away the leaves of bloem,
leaving the little germ on all the boughs?
Who sent the sunshine day after day, and the
gentle showers, and the summer dew? And
who, in the golden days of autumn, made the
large, round fruit hang ripe on its stem?

God might, when He made this world, have
made but one kind of food if He chose. It
would have been enough to keep us alive, if
the broad fields had been all filled with grain,
and we lived on bread alone. It was His good-
ness to us that planted the grape-vines on

_the sunny hills—that loaded the trees with

their precious fruit—that put on the peach its
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golden fur, and polished the pear with
smooth, beautiful skin—that made every cli-
mate and every land produce delights for the
eye and the taste.

Then how many creatures He has made to
be useful to man—to labor for him, ¢r to fur-
nish food or clothing. Could anyome but God
have done this? Are not all His works very
wonderful and strange?

It seems strange to us, that with all this
world of people, the sun, moon, and stars to
keep in their places, Ged can notice'every lit-
tle bird. But He says that not even a spar-
row falls to the ground without His notice.
Who taught the swallows to know tha time
for returning, the birds to sing, and where to
look for their food, and sleep inm their own
feather beds?

How do they know, when the frost comes
and the nights grow cold, that they must fly
far away to a warm land, where tae roses
bloom through all the year? And when spring
returns to us with mild air and leafy trees,
does He not direct their flying wings back to
their summer home?—‘Friendly Greetings.
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Both Hands.

On the morning of a blessed day long gone
into the past, in Westfield Normal Hall, dur-
ing the heavenly hour of devotion precsding
our stulies, golden words were spiken by a
loving disciple of the Lord, whose echo, like
' thé music of the sea-shell, still lingers in my
heart and life,

The lgsson taught of perfect trust in our
Lord and Master, was given in the form of a
dream. A traveller was on the way to a
beautiful land, where all was brightness and
joy. He could s2e it in the distinc?, but when
he drew near, he found that a broad stream
intervened, which must be crossed if he would
reach the sunny land. A light boat, gayly
painted, was near, ‘In this he seated himself
and began rowing across the stream; bgt
suddenly the waters were ruffled, the frail
bark tossed upon the rising waves, the beau-
tiful country was no longer visible, but bar-
ren, precipitous rocks arose on thez opposite
shore. He sought a landing-place,’ found it
with difficulty, and essayed to scale the cliffs;
but in vain; they grew stieper, more inmac-
cessible. As he clung to a projecting rock
for support, while above towered a perpen-
dicular ascent, there appeared One from the
height, saying:

‘Wilt thou be saved?

‘0 yes!” was the glad respinse, and the suf-
ferer eagerly held out the: left hand toward
the friendly One. p

‘Both hands!’ said the Helper; but the im-
perilled one dared not let go h's hold upon the
rock, which he thought kept him from falling.
He therefore turned from this way of es-
cape, went down the rocks, sougiit the boat,
and rowed down the stream in search of a
better landing. But none could he find, and
now—the winds rose higher, the raging bil-
lows increasing in might, his bark was over-
whelmed and broken by the tempest, and he
was left in the cold, surging waters, with
naught to cling to save a remnant of the

shattered vessel. Almost overcome and ready

to ‘perish, he again saw; bending ffom above,
the Helper,

‘Wilt thou be saved?’ he asked again.

‘Yes, O yes!® is the eager response, and the
right hand is extended, while the other, with
the grasp of death, clings to the broken wood.

‘Both hands,’ said the voice from heaven,
and the poor sufferer, kn:wing that he must
perish unless he yielded, with one earnest ef-
fort let go his hold, lifted up both hands, and
at the moment when the last earthly hope
was relinquished, be was taken in the arms of
Infinite Love, lifted above the roaring bil-
lows, and planted on the Rock of Ages, sav-
ed forever, ;

‘Nothing in my hand I bring,
Simply to Thy cross I cling.

The Adoption of Donald.

The clock on the great stone church at the
corner showed that it was only half-past six,
put the short November afternoon had long
cince deepened into darkmess. The lights on
{he avenue shome with a flickering gleam
through the fast falling snow.

Suddenly around the cornmer came a figure,
sud 'as it paused under an ele‘;trig light, ¢ht
says fell on a slender little lad in shabby gar-
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ments, with a violin clasped tightly in his
arms.

The boy’s face was thin and pale and the
great brown eyes seemed full of unshed tears.
Wearily he leaned against the post. No omne
had cared to listen to him to-day, and he
would have no supper. Neither breakfast nor
{dinner had he had, for that matter.

Oh, it was so cold, and he was so hungry.

Perhaps he might lie down here inthe snow
and an angel might see him and take him up
to Paradise. What was that verse? Ah,
yes! ‘And they shall neither hunger mor
thirst.

What a beautiful place that must be! He
wondered if little Patrick, the boot-black, was
there now. Patrick, who had died in the ear-
ly fall.

How many nights they had shared a bun
or a bit o&fruit together, and planned a daz-
zling future, when he was a great musician,
and Patrick a banker,

Well, Patrick had found a better home than
the palatial mansion he had pictured; but he
was just a tired, hungry little street waif,

As he stoed there in a sort of stupor, a lit-
tle light flashed from a window across the
way. The curtain was up and he could see
into a luxurious dining recom, where prepara-
tions for the evening meal were going on. The
sight of that tempting table filled him with
fresh strength, and, crossing the street, he
drew his bow across the violin and began to
play.

Now, in that gréat mansion lived a woman
past the first bloom of youth, but with its
traces still upon her. A stately, haughty
woman, possessed of many talents, she dwelt
in the luxurious home alone, All her kindred
had crossed the dark river, and she was left
the last of a noble family. Society admired,
but stood in awe of her. She gave her money
with lavish hand to charities, herself she
never gave.

While possessing much that makes life de-
sirable, Elinor Wentwo:th had missed the best
in life. To-night she sat before the open fire,
a bored, listless look on her handsome face.
She would have to go abroad this winter, she
was thinking. Home was too unbearably dull.

Suddenly she raised hLer head in wonder.
through the still night air came the sound of
a violin, Louder and louder rose the plain-

tive notes, and o full of sadness were they.

that tears unpidden came to the -listener’s
.eyes, -

Hastily ringing the be!l, she ordered her
servant to learn who was playing outside in
the bitter night. : ¥

He came back in a moment: 'Twas notiing
but a beggar lad, and he would send him
away. : L

She cried out imperatively to bring $im in.

‘Bring him right here!’ she said, to the as-
tonished man. ;

The boy entered, his weary face full o
dread. Probably she would send him to the
police station.

‘What is your name?’ she commanded.

Donald Shepard, ma'am,’ he replied, slow-

lylplay for me. Anything’ and Miss Elinor
reseated herself, and watched him closely.

He played a simple little melody, but as
she looked, something stirced her thoughts.
Once, long ago, she had had a little brother
with such beautiful dark eyes. She had wor-
shipped him, and had cried out fiercely when
he had been taken away.

What if Stephen had been left to the mer-
cy of a cold, hard world. The old tender im-
pulses, so long restrained, leaped forth.

‘Stop!’ she cried, and calling him to her,
held his little hands in her own warm ones
while she said, gently:

‘Donald you have a wonderful talent. Now,
I want you to tell me all about yourself.

He told her quietly. _Told her of his father’s
struggle with poverty; how he had been a
music teacher, and in the spring had followed
the mother, dead long ago, and had left his
boy nothing in the world but his treasured
violin, and the legacy of an honest name.

Miss Elinor had listened silently, her

thoughts busy; but now she said:
~ ‘Donald, I once had a little brother, whao
was dearer than all the world to me. 'He is
gone, and I am all alone, & A8 you, and 1
want you to come and take his place’: and
;}}en she dréew him into her lap and kissad
im.
People caid that winter tuat Elinor Went-
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worth seemed to grow younger and brighter;
that she had been alone so long, a companion
was what she needed.

She thought so herself, when the long-
silent rooms rang with the sound of a child’s
merry voice; or when at night she and Don-
ald sat before the fire, making plans for the
years to come, or talking of those who were
waiting for them in a far country.

One evening when they had been ¢peaking
of these loved ones, Donald told her of little
Patrick, and of the neglected grave in the
cemetery.

‘T wish I could put a stoneon it, Aunt Eli-
nor!’ he said, and she bent and kissed him for
an answer.

So it came about that a week later they
stood by a little mound and at the head was
a marble stone with a beautiful marble angel
on top,'and below was written:

‘PATRICK DOOLEY,
Aged ten years.
‘He giveth His beloved sleep.
—Marcia L. Webber, in ‘Young Churchmam
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The Maple Leaf Forever.

In a few weeks we shall be having our one
imperial anniversary and the schools, throfigh=
out the Dominion will very properly be ar-
ranging for Empire Day celebrations of vari-
ous kinds. There will this year be thousands
of children receiving their first impressions of
the duties and privileges of their adopted
country as part of our Empire, Every school
from tHe Atlantic to the Pacific will doubt-
less be singing on that day ‘The Maple Leaf
Forever, and whether for juniors or seniors,
the song sentiment would be all the more
vivid for the wearing of our national emblem

in the form of a maple leaf brooch or stick -

pin. The same holds goods for Dominion
Day. We have arranged to place such em=
blems within reach of all, and have recently
made announcement to that effect elsewhere
in our papers. That the boys and girls of
Canada know a good thing when they see it
one may judge from the way this maple leaf
offér is being taken up. Sample breoches are
being sent out in every direction in reply to
eager enquiries and already orders for sup-
plies at our special price for quantities are
rapidly coming in. Ontario heads the list so
far, with Quebec a good second. Next week
may see great changes. This is a fine chance
for schools in new or remote districts to cul-
tivate a patriotic spirit, for the article they
will get from us will be every bit as good as
they could select themselves, for a much higher
price, at the largest city stores. One month’s
trial subscription to ‘The Weekly Witness and
Canadian Homestead and to “The Northern
Messenger’ is given with each brooch or pin
as an extra over and above our liberal ..o~
tations. See to it that every scholar in your
school has one of these emblems for Empire
Day. For full particulars see our large advt.
headed ‘The Maple Leaf For Ever and Every
One’

JUST WHAT THEY ALL THINK.

A Nova Scotia boy sending his first order
says:—‘1 received the sample pin which I
think is beantiful, and I was able to get
twelve names of people who are pleased to get
the pretty pins. You promised to
send me a pin for my own work, please send
a stick pin.

Yours truly, :
JOHN WALL.
Riversdale, Col. Co.,, N.S.

Sample Copies.
Any subscriber who would like to have speci-
men copies of the ‘Northern Mess:nger’ sent

to friepds can send the Mames wilh addresses
and we will be pleased to supply them, fres

of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
'wt?rm Wide’ will also be sent frec on appli-
cation.
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= BOYS AND GIRLSE<

Rasmus, or the Making of a
Man. '

(By Julia McNair Wright.)

By special arrangement with the National
Temperance Society and Publication
House, who hold -the American
Copyright.

CHAPTER X.—Continu2d.

‘“E!” It's a queer little quirl, anyhow. No
good, is it?’

‘It is the most used of any letter. This is
ua.n ’

‘Looks liké a praying beetle, or piece of an
ant.

‘And this is “¢t.?

‘Yes, pretty good fish-hook. M-e-a-n-t,
m-n-e.) Rasmus held the paper close to his
eyes, and bellowed like a bull of Bashan, as
if nearness of sight and noise would impress
his mind with the five letters. As he was na-
turally of good abilities, and now in earnest
to learn that day’s lesson, he soon had the
five letters fairly mastered,

Then Mr. Llewellyn took the card, saying,
‘Now, I will show you how many words can
be made with these five letters, m-e-a-n-t,
meant; leave off the t, and you have mean, a
mean act; m-e me; a-n-t ant; a-t; at; a-n;
an; t-e-a, tea; m-e-n, men; t-e-a-m, team;
m-e-a-t, meat; m-a-t, mat; t-a-m-e, tame;
m-a-t-e, mate, and so on. Now, all those
‘words you got from five letters. I could find
you ¢thers.. I want to show you that few
letters can made many words, according as
they are placed. Letters are like seeds. You
plant a few seeds, and how many thousands
will grow up, you take one little word like
m-e-a-n-t, and you can make many words
out of it’

I couldn’t write a letter out of them five,
could I?’ said Rasmus, locking at the cabalis-
tic signs with intense respect. -

‘No; but if you will try you can seon learn
all the 26; then you will hefore long know
how to spell words with them, and can write
o fair ‘letter! . _

‘Now, here goes,’ said Rasmus, ‘PIl learn.
Last night when I heard that splendid writing
*bout habits, from that little chap, sez I,
maybe my little chap learned to read and
write, tco, for he had a head-piece on him,
you know! He was as smart as they make
’em, and if so be he learned, and I found him,
T'd sort of hate to tell him I didn’t know let-
ters, I would hate to shame the little chap; he
had nice feelin’s.

Moved by these considérations of his ‘lit-
tle chap,’ and by unexpressed ideas concern-
ing the blcoming Sally, Rasmus took the card,
.and went on studying as they resumed their
way. He bawled his lesson aloud, as they do
in Chinese temples of learning, but happily
all the werld was his school-room. On went

‘Al n! t! ant!!! here’s one 'long the road,
lugging a little white bundle. Here’s an ant-
hill moving, Mr. Llewellyn! See what a string
of ’em, all carrying bundles. Them bundles is
baby-ants, and here they’re piling of ’em
tound the new house, and them within-side
is taking ’em down. Once, when they were
doing that, I picked up three bundles on a
‘blade of grass, and hid 'em behind a pebble
ome ways off, and soon they missed em’, and
when they'd carried the rest down, they scout-
ed round till they found them three. A-n-t.
T-e-a-m. Rod, what does that spell?.

- What is this coming up the r0ad?’

Dox? No, a team’ o PSR :
-e-a-m, team? ?m stick there, team,’
he gave his head a blow with his fist.
‘M-e-a-t, pork. No, ‘meat. That’s the ticket.

Mr. Llewellyn here perceived a flaw in his
instructions. At evening he gave his pupil a
lesson on the sound of letters, showing him
that though pork might be a form of meat,
m-e-a-t could not spell pork. An  adult
gpul may have bis advantages, but the sim-

seeing that the hope of writ'ng was the main-
spring of this studiousmess, taught him t0
write the letters as he learmsd them,  After
a week Rasmus became unhappy over his slow
progress, and the distant prospects of letter-
writing, though by that time he had learned
all the potent twenty-six signs, Mr, Llew-
€llyn, to encourage him, proposed that Rodney
should write to Sally, asking that if her fa-
ther found any fossils, not wanted by the
cempany, he would save them for Rodney.
Rasmus seized eagerly on this hint, and
watched with anxiety the progress of the let-
ter. It was a rainy evening, and they had
stopped” at a little countiy-tavern. :

‘Tll say Rasmus sends you his love, said
Rodney.

‘That would be too steep,’ said Rasmus,
seriously.

‘Well, in ancient times when knights lived,
they used to write to the ladies, “I kiss your
hand.”” Tl say, “Rasmus kisses your hand.”’

‘But I don’t, said Rasmus, ‘and she'd be
mad.’ =

“Then I'll say, “Rasmus thinks of you night
and day,”’ said the mischievous Rodney.

‘Rod Harris! I'll choke you, sure as you're
born!’

‘Then, tell me what to say.

‘You say we’re all well, and hoping she’s
the same, and Mr. Llewellyn and the rest de-
sires their regards.’

Rasmus felt better after that letter was
dispatched, and atticked his studies with new
vigor, He tormented his companions to kKnow
how to spell everything, and forthwith wrote
it down. He bought a long pencil, and pick-
ed up every scrap of paper he saw, to print
on.

‘Rod! how do you spell a cow? Dad, how
do you spell leaf? Is leaves spelt the same
way, ¢h? Why in sense do they turn out that
“f” and put a “v” in? That ain’t fair. I shall
say l-e-a-f-s, leaves.)

‘Then Sally will laugh at you,” said Rod,
and that. brought Rasmus to reason.

‘It's a big shame I was left like this’ gaid
the burly pupil, one day. ‘I ought to been
taught all this an’ the figgering things when
1 was little, The police ought to caught me
and sent me to school every day, an’ the
schoot ought to furnished my book, and towel,
and water to wash my face if I was dirty.
You see, in the cold an’ rain I'd just took toa
warm, tidy room to sit in. An’ for all the
poor, little hungry lads that has no dinner or
breakfast, police ought to make a list of ’em,
and have a kitchen where they could get a
bowl of hot soup and a chunk of bread. Police
stands ’bout the corners, and nabs kids for
stealing, when perhaps the poor little shavers
i3 so hungry they fair has to snatch a bite.
When they gets drunk, or acts werry bad, the
bobbies sends 'em to the station-house, and s0
to the island, an’ graduveats ’em to the gal-
Tows, like George Mack’s composition. = Why
don’t they stop it before it begins? School-
house is much better place for the kids than
grog-shops to get warm in. Out of the school-
house they’ll get to a stove-pipe hat and good
bocks. Out of grog-shops over to the island,
every time. Poor kids!’

CHAPTER XII.
The Widening World.

‘Who breaks his birth’s invidious bar,
And grasps the skirts of happy chance,
And breasts the blows of circumstance,

And grapples with his evil sm"

Day after day drifted slowly by, as our
travellers faced .the rising suns. The clover-
bloom loaded the air with fragrance; the grass
was almost ready for the mower. Over Rod-
ney such change had passed, as over the ripen-
ing season; his cheek was a healthy brown;
he swung along the roads with a vigorous step,
he carried his load wiﬂjmqt fatigue, he no
longer wondered that his two companions were
untired, for he was tireless himself. If Ras-

mus, progressing in his reading, and writing,
and ciphering, made daily positive and appre-

ciable acquisition, Rodney did not less, for
Mr. Llewellyn was an unwearied and skilful

docility of a child isaleo a happy factor -master, and few boys who have spent their

in receiving the rudiments of education. Ras-
'l!&»v.ﬁ!&l!i‘!g" t;;’ nd &lﬁ: mat. et
spelied m-a-t, and why they &d ot spell -
some cther way, and so on. Mr. Llewellyn, -

N
A

years in school, become as skilled in botany
or entomology, as Rodney did in his summer
trip across Pennsylvania. : St ;

Thére were mapy hours, sometimes whole

days, when Mr, Llewellyn was engrossed im
his painting or writing—days when the jour-
ney came to a pause, and -  Rasmus built a
booth, and Mr. Llewellyn gave himself to0
some investigation, and Rasmus and Rodney,
lying under the trees, with nothing particular
to do, devoted themselves to each other’s in-
struction and entertainment. It was in such
days that Rodney enthralled Rasmus by be-
ginning the tales of the Knights of the Round
Table, and the Search for the San Grail.

‘What's the San Grail?’ demanded Ras-
mus.

‘Well, don’t you remember all I've read y)u
Sundays about tae Lord jesus—that was purn
in Bethlehem—and ¢ ¢d 10. men on Caivary?’

‘Whoe's forgetting, demanded Rasmus, :o-
sentfully.

‘And you recollect what Mr. Llewellyn
read, last Sunday, about that Last Supper,
and the bread, and the wine, and “when He
took the cup He blessed and gave to His disci-
ples”—you remember it? Well, you see, in
the times of the Round Table and King Ar-
thur, that I have been teiling you about, they
got up the idea that that cup the Lord pass-
ed round at the Last Supper, was a cup of
pure gold, and that it was somewherss about
in the world, and they wanted to find
it

‘I don’t blame ’em, said Rasmus heartily.

‘They called it the San Grail, or Holy Grail,
or Cup. Sometimes it is spelled another way,
but I suppose you don’t care about that.

‘Drop the spellin’, pardner—I’m nigh dead
of spellin.”

‘Well, all these knights of King Arthur
wanted to go and find the San Grail, or Holy
Cup:. They thought if they found that, then
they’d get to heaven, sure. And they all
swore to go out and find the Holy Grail; and
away they all went, Sir Launcelot, and Sir
Gawain, and Sir Madcc, and Sir Bedievere
and Sir Tristram, and a lot more, and Sir
Galahad—and they searched all the world over
for a great while/’

‘Much as thirteen years—or ten years?’
asked Rasmus wistfully, beginning to asso-
ciate that search for the golden cup, with his
search for the golden head, so well loved.

‘Yes—more than that.

‘I hope they found it!’ i :

‘Yes—you shall hear, They crossed moun-
tains, seas, rivers, sometimes together, some-
times alone. They fought beasts, and hea-
then knights, and giants, and dragons, and the
devil. And angels helped them sometimes, and
sometimes they got weary, and rested, all
but Sir Galahad. He wag the youngest of all,
and the holiest of all, and his heart was firm
set on just that eone thing—the Grail.  He
was strong and brave, and all enemies went
over before him, The poetry about him
reads— ,

‘“My good blade carves the casques of men,

My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,

Because my heart is pure.”

‘So on he went., He prayed in every
church, and by every tomb and wayside cross;
he helped every poor persom, redressed every
wrong, and “he kept fair through faith and
prayer” And he sailed in magic boats over
unknown seas, and climbed enchanted hills,
and when his heart was ready to despair, he
heard a sweet sound, and saw a light, 'md in
the sky beheld three angels who carried the
Holy Grail, and so he knew he was on the
right track. He had such a charger, or horse,
as never was seen, white as snow; and his
armor was white, and here is the poem 1
learned about it:

c«A maiden knight to me is given
Such hope I know no fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven,
That often meet me here.

I muse on joys that will not cease—
Pure spaces clothed in living beams,
Whose odors haunt my dreams,

And, stricken by an angel’s hand
This mortal armor that I wear, :

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,

. Are touched, are turned teo finest air.”

‘And after a while he found the Holy Grail,
and the angels gave him to drink from the
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gacred wine, and then he was carnied into hea-
ven, for he was the youngest and purest of
all the knights of Arthur’

If D've got to be like that, I'll mever find
my little lad.

‘But I guess no one is like that, Rasmus.’

‘P'm so bad I think I'll never find him, said
Rasmus, in deep despair. ‘But yowll find
him, Rod. I really guess you will. You're
young, and you have no bad ways’

’d be mighty glad to find him,; said Rod-
ney.

‘); say, Rod, suppose you mever find your
uncle? What do you mean to do?

‘Why, I must find him.

‘But your letter from him is old. It-is
years since he wrote it; he was old then, most
like; he may be dead. Your Mr. Andrews has
died; perhaps your uncie has?’ -

“Then, I suppose, I’ll have to go to work’

‘What work can you do, Rod?’

I don’t know. I never was taught any’

“There’s the rub. They don't pay boys that’s
learning. You are too old for a cash-boy;
you don’t know your way for a messenger-
boy; you don’t know how to wait in a restau-
rant; and then, what will you do about col-
lege?’

q don’t know, said Rod, in deep despair.

4’11 tell you, Rod. I'Il get Mr. Llewellyn
to find a school for you, where they’ll take
you and dress you for twenty dollars a month,
and P’ll go back to farmer Jackson, who’ll give
me that twenty-two dollars a month, and I'li
work for him till I get you through college.
I'll take the other two dollars a month to ad-
vertise for my little chap. How long will it
take you to get through, Roed?’

‘Pive or six years, said Rod, hopelessly.

Chirk up. That ain’t forever. I can stand it
that long.’

“But what will you have for clothes?’ asked
Rodney.

‘0, 1 won’t need much clothes; perhaps 1
can work mights for them for the mneighbors.
I never get tired.

‘But there’s Sally, said Rodmey. 4If you
are spending all your money on me, you conld
not marry Sally.’ ;

‘Maybe she’ll wait) said Rasmus, dubious-
ly. :
y‘Suppo'se she wouldn't? ‘

“Phat would be awful! But if she does, I'll
learn all the time more, and be more of a man
for her, you see. 5

‘Rasn’nz:' gaid Rodney, heartily, ‘I think
you are the best-feeling fellow in the world,
and the imost generous. I know yowll find
the little Robin; I kmow yowll marry Sally;
I know P'll find my uncle; and then, Rasmus,
men that are going through college don’t have
to be all the time dragging on some oOne else.
They can earn money themselves; they get
places to teach, or - to write books, or copy
papers; they have ways of earning momey. b

‘Well, keep up your pluck, pardner, sal
Rasmus, rolling over on l:ms face for a .,nap.
Il stick to you like a pinch-bug, see if I
don’t.)

That was considered a compact, as they
went on their way.

By this time, with a}l t‘he economy prac-
tised, and all the hospitality received, Rod-
ney and Rasmus had exhausted the funds
with which they left Pittsburg. Mr. Llewellyn
knew this, and was making his plans. The
next day they reached a great farm, where
several hundred acres were in grass. The
great, white house, handsome barns, larger
than the house, and numerous out-buildings,
together with the flocks of fowls of all kinds,
and the many cows, the yokes of ‘young oxen,
the horses and colts, made Rasmus rejoice
greatly. He burst forth—

9f I owned a lamp, such as that fool fel-
fow 'Laddin, that Rod told me about last
night, had, I tell you I wouldn’t go to rub-
bin’ it, and askin ' for jew'lry, fine houses,
slaves, clothes, and big feasts. No, siree I'd
rub it in for a farm like this, with guinea
fowls and turkeys, and mares with colts run-
ning by 'em, an’ stout young bullocks like
them, and acres of corn and clover, and apple
orchards and bee-hives, and garden sacs, and
big, fat, white pigs in the pen, and little pigs
with pink skins—them’s the things to make
& man independently happy!”

‘Here’s the owner, and he looks contented,”

waid Mr. Llewellyn, as a hale farmer ecross-
ing the road stopped and held out his hand,

‘Hullo, my friend! Still out after bugs?
Come in, come in; you're not geing to pass us
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by; we're always glad to see you; and the
boys have laid up some curiosities for you
that they make sure they will some day se¢
all painted in your book’

‘You haven’t begun the haying yet?’

‘Begin to-morrow. Splendid weather and
splendid crop, but short of hands. Now, here’s
a man looks as if he could do good work in a
hay-field.’

“You're right, boss, said Rasmus, genially.

‘He and the boy would both be good help.
What do you say to taking them through hay-
(To be Continued.)

Romance of Two Owls.

When Romeo and Juliet died at a road-»%use
iu The Bronx, there was much sorrgwing
there. Romeo and Juliet were a pair of owls.
They lived and loved together and ip death
they were parted but a short time.

In March a dead tree on the hill eyond
Bronx Park was blown down. The boys pass-
ing the spot soon afterward discovered a big
owl blinking its great eyes vacantly at the
wreck of the tree, which proved to »% aiso
the wreck of its home, for the boys found two
of the oddest looking nestlings, copsisting
mostly of eyes and mouth, among the <uins
of trunk and branches.

They took the two queer little birds away
with them, the old one making no protest, al-
though they were plainly its own.  The
owlets were purchased by the proprietor of
the road-house, and it was a wise investment,

for in their short but interesting career they.

brought many dollars to his till.

The young birds were well cared for, and
grew and thrived. When they were large
enough to look out for themselves, they were
placed in a large cage, and soon became great
favorites with the old customers of the place,
and attracted many new ones.

They were a source of constant amusement,
not only because of their grotesque appear-
ance, but also because of the avidity with
which they accepted things edible from the
hands of their admirers, to say nothing of the
unmistakable adoration they had for one an-
other. For this last reascn the owner of the
owlets nawed them Romeo and Juliet,

Mice seemed to be their favorite choice in
the food line, and if two mice were put in the
cage at the same time each would take one.
If one mouse was larger or plumper than the
other, the male owl invariably took the small-
er or the scrawny one, thus giving plain evi-
dence of his gallantry and of his considera-
tion for his mate. If there was only one
mouse in the cage, Romeo would divide it and
never failed to give the larger and presumably
the choicer portion to Juliet.

The affection between the two birds seem-
ed to grow stronger daily, and the manifesta-
tions of it were an evar-pleasing sight to the
many people who were constantly around the
cage. Whether liberality of feeding was re-
sponsible for the calamity that befell Juliet
one day is not known, but just after putting
away a particularly fat mouse that Romeo

" had gallantly parcelled cut to her from a pair

that some one had brought in for their din-
ner, she gave an uncommonly large and so-
lemn blink and tumbled off her perch dead as
a stone. !

A moment Romeo, who had bolted his mouse,
sat on his perch, gazing dowxg at _his prostrate
mate, his eyes open to their widest extent.
Then he seemed to realize what had gecurred.

He dropped down to the side of Juliet, car-
essed her feathers with his beak, and sl.wwed
the greatest distress. He continued this for
several minutes, and then apparently awoke
to the fact that it was all useless/

He returned to his pe:ch, where he sat for
an hour gazing down at his dead love, refv:ls-
ing to pay the least attention to anything
that was gging on round him. Then he drop-
ped to Juliet's side again, a

The bottom of the cage was covered deep
with sand. Romeo drew his dead mate over
to one corner of the cage, and with his beak
and feet threw sand upon her until she was
covered out of sight by a mound. Then he
went back to his perch. v

He persistently refusedw to eat or drink. He

~ would not get off of his perch, but sat gazing

gadly at the mound below him, On the morn-
ing of the second day after Juliet's death
they found Remeo dead at the side of the
mound.—Brooklyn ‘Eagle.’*

April 20, 1908,

Old and Young.

They soon grow old who grope for gold
In marts where all is bought and sold—
Who live for self, and on some shelf

In darkened vaults hoard up their pelf,
Cankered and ctusted o’er with mould,
For them their youth itself is old.

They ne’er grow old who gather gold
Where spring awakes and flowers unfold;
Where suns arise in joyous skies,

And fill the soul within their eyes.

For them the immortal bards have sung;
For them old age itself is young!

_ —Selected.
The Passing of the Heart-
stone.

Few children of the present day will ever
know the solid comfort, rest, and satisfaction
which clustered around the old-fashioned open
fireplaces, with their quaint dog-irons, which
used to assume all kinds of shapes, animals,
and personages—the tongs which raised many
a blue blister on our fingers, and then stood
up ~again the jam and winked their one eye
at us; the shovel, which often played the
part of a stage-coach, and then that of a sled
on which to transport merchandise to foreign
markets; and the huge hearthstones, smooth
as glass, on which we have gotten many a
fall, and where we roasted apples whose fla-
vor has never since been equalled; and where
the johnny-cake was baked to a turn, and on
whose bosom those good old sweet corn pones
were baked in those bakers covered with an
iron lid with great shovelfuls of live coals
underneath and on the lid; that pile of hot
ashes frem which those baked potatoes—such
potatoes have never since been baked, and
where the chestnuts were roasted to a turn—
unless we forget, as we sometimes did, to
slip a little hole in the hull, when there would
be an explesion and scattering of nuts, ashes,
and people; the. great backlog, with a large
stick on top of it to help to lead the smoke
up the chimney and throw the heat out into
the room; the forestick, with its complement
of smaller wood and kindling, and to crown
it all, a roaring blaze leaping into the chim-
ney, and sending warmth and good cheer to
every' corner of the room, where our imagina-
tion pictured all kinds of animals, pictures,
and dancing figures—‘Rural World.

. The Dangerous Haymow,

The old-fashioned barn at the end of the
Schuylers’ big yard was a grand place for
play, large enough for the Schuylers and
their friends to make all the noise and have
all the fun they could wish,

On one side were the stalls, on¢ of which
was occupied by good old Ned, the horse who
took the children on their long drives gver the
country roads. Ned would often roll his eyes
and stretch out his neck at the strange sights
and sounds outside his house, but the little
folks never troubled him, and often brought
bim a little treat for the fun of feeling his
soft lips on their hands,

Over Ned’s head wao a hay loft, a fine place
for hide and go seek. It was only on rare oc-
casions, however, that the children were al-
lowed to play there, as Mr. Schuyler said Ned
would not eat the hay if it was trodden down
and broken.

On the opposite side of the barn were two
large partitions for salt hay—hay with which
to make beds for Ned and the cow. This hay
was dark green in color, and salty in smell.
One partition was well filled, while the other
had little in it. The only separation between
the two mows was a long plank at the bot-
tom and a huge beam above, high enough to
make a fine place from which to jump into
the hay below.

The children climbed to this beam up a sort
of ladder built on the side of tho barn. When
they rcached the beam they steadied them-~
selves and then walked out as far as possible
before taking a jump. The best climber
went first, walking out as far ashe could keep
his balance, then the next, and the next, un-
til sometimes the beam was fi'led w'th laugh-
ing, swaying children for their turn to jump.
Generally they jumped one by one, sometimes
altogether. The Schuylers had learned to
roll as quickly as possible to the opposite side
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of the mow after they had landed in the hay
especially if visitors were on the beam, as
strangers were apt to b:come ex:itsd ani land
all in a bunch.

One afterroon there was a small party in
the barn. Two or three little friends " had
been inv.ted, and had had a fine tim2 t gether.
As the hour for going home drew # ar, Clara,
the maid, came down from the house with a
pitcher of lemonade and some nice little rai-
sin cakez. They feasted on thes: until every
drop and crumb had disappeared; then one of
the company suggested, ‘Let’s have one moe
jump before we go.

‘Why do we always jump into this hay-
mow?’ asked one of the visitors. ‘Let's jump
into the other one for a last turn)

‘Mother thinks it is not safe to jump into
that mow,” explained the Schuylers. ‘You see,
there isn’t much hay there, and there are
boards and things piled up in ths other end
and sticking out into the hay. If we jumped
too far over we might get badly hurt’

The vis'tor locked as if he would like to try
it. ‘Did she say you mustn’t?’ he asked.

‘No; she didn't say we mustn’t. She only
said it was dangerous. =

‘Well, ’'m going to try just ome. I'll jump
straight down where it looks safe” The chil-
dren waited doubtfully while he climbed to
the beam, and held their breath as he walked
out a few feet, leaped boldly into the air and
landed safely in the green hay.

‘It's all right, he declared, encouragingly;
‘and it's fine, The jump is longer, because
the hay is so much lower down.’

‘If it's safe we can do it’ said Will. ‘Mo-
ther wouldn’t object’  And soon all the boys
were clambering up to have a turn. Every
boy jumped successfully, then the girls could
not be outdone.

‘Ill take a jump myself) said Clara, an or-
phan girl whom Mrs, Schuyler had engaged to
help her with the housework. She was not
many years older than the oldest Schuyler, but
she was a good worker, and- regular house-
mails were hard to find so far out in the coun-
try. The children thought her quite grown up
and wonderful in many ways, so now they all
cried out, ‘Oh, yes, Clara, let’s see you jump.

Tl get up on thc beam with you and you
can, 2o first, added Bess. So Clara gnd Bess
walked out on the bsam. Clara delighted the
audience with many airs and flourishes, Bess
moving cautiously along hardly daning to
smile for fear of losing her balance.

‘One, two, three—go!’ cried the children be-
low. Away went Clara, jumping out much
farther than she had intended, and landing,
alas! nmear an old plank hidden by a light
covering of hay, Her ankle struck sharply
against the plank and she screamed with
fright and pain. Bess, seeing Clara rocking
herself back and forth on the hay below, lost
her balance and fell screaming into the mow,
landing safely but dreadfully frightened. For
a moment the children stood dumb with hor-
ror and surprise, then little Lottie broke into
loud weeping, and the Schuylers rushed to
Clara’s aid. ; :

‘Come and tell mother, Clara. she’ll fix your
foot, said Will, looking very pale.

‘Oh, yes; if you soak it in hot water it
won’t swell. Do come up to mother, quick,’
urged Hattie, tearfully, for Clara was a fa-
vorite, rough though she sometimes was, Clara
tried to stand, but soon found that she could
not bear her weight on the injured foot, I
can’t walk,’ she said, in a scared voice. ‘How
will T ever get to the house? I'm too big to be
carried.”

‘Hitch np Ned to the camriage,’ cried one, ¢x-
citedly.

‘You couldn’t boost me up in the carriage?’

- groaned Clara.

_ ‘We can get you into the express waggon,

aid Bess; ‘all but your feet anyway. Th> naxt
- moment the toys had drawn it clese to the-
‘mow. ‘Just hop a step or two, Clara) they

urged. ‘Wo can draw you right up in the
waggor. TIt's licky ths tig door is ope~.’ With

some lopping and much helping, Clara, balf

laughing and ralf crying, managed to get into

~the expiess waogon, with the injured foot

sticking cut tragically behind.
‘Bell, you run ahead and tell your mother.

- Well come on slawly, as Clara is pretty
heavy, said the visitor, who had, started the

ngerous jumping. ‘Tell her it was my fault’
Bess startad off on a run, the rest following

~ in a que:r processicn—all very sober, the g Tis

quite pale and Lottie loudly wailing.

Mothe: said very little. when she- saw the \
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children’s faces and heard ther story. Clara’s
foot was bathed and bandaged, and she was
put to hed. The n:xt morning she hobbled
downstairs, and fer siveral days got about the
kitchen by kneeling. on a chair, which she
pushed slowly befors her, The four were re-
quired to help as much as possible. It was a
solemn occasion.

‘Well, I'll never jump in that mow again,’
said Clara, as s™e sat with ker faot propped up
on a chair the next cvening. ‘Your mother’s
been an angel atout it, too; and she warned
me it wasn’t safe’ :

‘We were really all of us in it—the d sobey-
ing, I mean,’ said Bess, frankly. ‘Mother
didn’t say we shouldn’t, but we knew she
meant that when she said it was dangetous.
Mothers se2m to know a'l about these thingr.
And four heads nodied ‘yes’—‘Observer.

‘Told in the Twlight.’

In a bock of sporting stories and incidents,
issued under the title, ‘Told in the Twilight,
occurs the following:

‘To make a long story short, I bought the
dog, and after comsidzrable d fizu’ty I got him
to the house of a friend with whom I was
staying. I kept him shut up in a stable for
the next day or two; then I took him away
by train to my place. I fed him myself, put
him to bed, had him constantly by me, and
petted him to furtler orders; but he never
seemed to be happy.

‘The more I petted him the more he moped.
He did not exactly pine for he took some
nourishment; but as time went on the pecu-
liar look in his eyes grew sadder and sadder,
and I used to sit for hours wondering what
was the matter with him.

‘One day I had gone for a long walk in the
country and taken the dog with me. He was
so different from other dogs. He trotted sober-
ly along, either at my heel or a few yards in
front. When I stcpped the dog stopped. When
I sat down the dog did the same, and looked
into my eyes with a kini of expression which
seemed to say as plain as wordscould sp:ak:
“I am your slave; I was sold to you to save
those dear to me from starvation; I am obedi-
ent and well-conducted. What meore can you
want? Surely you cannot expect me to be
happy in a strange land, exiled fiom the home
of my puppyhood.”

‘On the afternoon in question T was some
miles out in the country sitting on a bank
which overlooked a considerable expanse of
heath, I gazed into the dog’s face and won-
dered if the theorists were right when they
argued that dogs could reason like human be-
ings.

‘“Yes, Tim,” I said, giving utterance to
what was passing in my mind, “you are a long
way from your old home. It lies right there
to the westward,” and I pointed with my hand
over the bracken and heather in the direction.
“That’s where your friends are, miles and
miles away, with rivers and all kinds of ob-
stacles between, which neither you nor your
instinct could ever overcome, unless I helped
to guide you back again with the superior
knowledge that the Almighty has given to us
vain mortals. If it were otherwise, Tim, my
boy, and your heart longed to return because
you were not happy with me, I would give you

free leave to go, with a blessing on the jour-
ney. I would release you fr.m t:e bordage of
an irksome yoke, from the fuifilment of a
distasteful duty, -and you might start when
you liked to follow the setting sun westward,
westward, westward, until your poor legs
ached, and your brave heart almost decpaired
of ever reaching the goal of your ambition.”

‘Whilst I thus addressed my dumb com-
panion, raising my hand in a theatrical man-
ner, I pointed again in a direct line, as the
crow flies, the trail of his old home.

‘Judge of my astonishment when the dog
got up and came to me, wagging his tail and
barking, with a joyous light in those deep-
set eyes which I had never seen there before.
It was the first time the dog had shown any
expression of his feelings since I had bought
him some wceks previously, ard I was at a
loss to comprehend its meaning,

‘Next he licked my hand, and trotted a lit-
tle way from me, Looking round onmce, he
gave a joyous bark, and then made off at a
comfortable jog trot in the direction I had in- ~
dicated. In vain I shout:d and whistled him
back. Tim was off. Soon he disappeared over
the horizon and I saw him no more.

C R S

‘About three weeks afterwards I received
a letter from my f:iend in the M d axds, which
ran somewhat as follows:

‘“You remembe: buyng a dog from a col-
lier one afternoon when we had walked over
to see the steel works, Well, yesterday I was
in the same neighborhced ard the man saw
me as I pass:d his house and stopped me, He
said the dog had come home again, but as I
doubted his word he took me into the cattage,
and there, sure enough, Tim was, lying on the
bed of a sick child, It seemed the dog balong-
ed to this child, who was a cr'pp ¢, kav ng re-
ceived some injury to her spire in chiidhood,
and, in sheer desperation from want of food,
the father took tha dog to sell. At the loss
of her pet the child moped, and they thwousht
she would die; in fact, the doctor had told
him that he had given up all hep?, when Tim,
her dog, returned to her. The poor dog was
in a terrible emaciated condition, and could
only just crawl. They lifted him on to the
child’s bed, and when she saw her dog omce
more she wept for joy; from that moment her
recovery was assured. The dog has never left
her bedside since, and I enclose you a postal
order for the sovereign you paid for the dog,
as the colller says he vzl sell his soul before
he will part with Tim again.”’

Helping God.

‘God is a good worker but he loves to be
helped, says one old proverb; and another, a
Jewish proverb, says:‘ God could n:t be every-
thing, and so he made mothers’ That last
may not be very acutely true theology. At
any rate, he does not chose to do everything
without help, and, O, how much of this help
is required of you mothers!

I long to give you a certain con-olation: You
may not be very wise, probably 2:i2 mot; you
remember Carlyle’s estimate of his country:
‘30,000,000, mostly fools’~ At any zate, yos
count very few of your acquaintances to be
wiseacres, so you may rely on it that wery
few of them count you a wiseacre; and per
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®aps you have doubts yourself of your thor-
ough wisdom. If so, in the infinitely difficult
matter of bringing up your children you may
have :pany painful misgivings as to your me-
thods. -

Now, in my belief, one fact remains un-
questionable. Your example is nine-tenths of
your influence upon them. That explains
why innunierable families of children of
good parents turn out amazingly well, al-
though the methods of their bringing up have
differed very widely, although some have been
allowed liberty to the point of license; too
much liberty entirely, and some have been
trained with a severity wrong and cruel

Of course one explanation is that God, who
saw the high and holy motives of both kinds
of parents, rewardsd their motives, not their
mistakes. But leaving that out of the ques-
tion, we can see with our own earthly eyes
how example molds, molds, molds, all day
long and every day, far more than precept or
punishment. Think of the mountains of in-
fluence which in a child’s home pile up
around it, especially from the mother. The
ten or fifteen years of constant intercourse aré
very long even to the mothe:, but we all know,
by looking back, how interminably long they
are to the child; and all this time the child is
acquiring the language which it Lears, English,
German, or Chinesz, and acquiring the thoughts
which it. perceives, honest or tricky, kind or
bitter, pure or impure, Christlike or the re-
verse,

What an encouragement when you long for
wisdom in management. For we can be good
if we will, because God stands daily ready to
make us good for the asking.—Presbyterian
Banner.!

Live in the Sunshine.

Live in the sunshine, don’t live in the gloom;
Carry some gladness the world to illume.

Live in the brightness and take this to heart—
The world will be gayer if youw'll do your part.

Live on the housetop, not down in the cell;
Open air Christians live nobly and well.

Live where the joys are and, scorning defeat,
Have a good morrow for7all whom you meet.

Live as a victor triumphing go

Through this queer world beating down every
foe.

Live in the sunshine—God meant it for you!

Live as the robins and sing the day through.
—Margaret E. Sangster,

Pauline’s Day at Her
Mission.

‘Is it you, Pauline? When is it your turn
to go to the mission? Could you go for me to-
morrow, dear? I know I'm a frightful nuis-
ance, but youw'll help me out, won't you?
Pauline knew her friend was breathless and
perspiring from the way she rattled off her
scntences, but Georgia Kenneth was always
out of breath for one reason or anather.

‘What is it this time, Gesrgia? The measles
or the dressmaker or—'

‘Worse than anything you can imagine,
groaned the voice at the other end of the wire.
‘Mother was called to Aunt Mary’s this morn-
ing, and Cousin Carrie is coming this evening
with her three lively infants. Now, what do
you think of that? You surely can’t refuse

hen I’'m in such distress.

Pauline hung up the receiver and sat down
with a little frown on her face. Clearly the
girls were imposing on her, and how to rid
herself of the burden she did not know. Just a
few moments before Georgia telép}xoned,
Helen Parsons had called for a few minutes,
and had lost no time in getting to the cause
of her visit. ‘It isn’t your day at the mission
till next week, Paulie} she had said, ‘but
couldn’t you relieve me on Friday? It seems
something always comes in the way when I
want to go down there. I will have tpe”won:
all ready for the children and the things for
the lunch, if you will only help me out. You
are so sweet tempered and obliging that you
spoil us all’ 2 v r s

And Paulin: had w:akly promised both girls
to relieve them. The Happy Workers” Mis-
oion had been established in a very forlorn
subury of the flourishing little city several
months before by the girls of M'ss® Carter's
Sunday school clacs, and for a time everyone

was very enthusiastic. The dirty little stu-
dents were washed, combed, caressed, taught,
fed, played with and enctouraged by the young
ladies until the room in which the sewing
school was held would scarcely accommodate
the eager youngsters. Old garments were
begged from prosperous friends to be made
over again by the children or mew material
fashioned into wonderful aprons and under
garments. Visitors were eagerly shown the
delightful picture and for a time two and
three girls helped with the work on the three
afternoons of each week the school was in ses-
sion,

Just how it happened Pauline never could
explain, but gradually one girl and another
formed the habit of asking her to take her
day until the children had learned to know
that Pauline 'would be their teacher at least
twice a week. They loved her for her skill
and patience, and at first the girl was greatly
flattered by their frank statements as to her
qualifications as a teacher,
~ ‘'m going to put a stop to this’ said Paul-
ine with decision. ‘They call me sweet tem-
pered or something equally s lly, and I've been
foolish enough to believe all their flattery, I
suppose they think it’s a great privilege for
me to be in the same class with them since
they are all rich and I’'m poor. I’m surprised
that I never thought of it before, and then
this dear, sweet-tempered, obliging girl threw
herself on the lounge and sobbed as if her
heart would braak. She was all that the grls
of her class called her, but once in a while
the brave spirit despaired and life seemed too
hard to be endured. Her only home was with
an old aunt who daily reminded her of her
great obligation to her for shelter and food,
s0 it was surprising that the podr child de-
served any of the adjectives bestowed upon
her by her mates.

‘It’s Miss Paulie! It's M'ss; Paulie!’ scream-
ed the children of th: m'ssion, running to meet
Pauline the next afternoon and relicve her of
her bundles. ‘Good! Gaod! Gocd!’

‘1 always wash my hands cleaner when I
think yow'il be here, M ss Pau'ie,’ said a feank
little maiden, showing two red paws scrubbed
to the last degree and smelling loudly of yel-
low soap. ‘I love vou best’ :

‘So do I, said amother, ‘You k:iow the n ¢:st
songs and learn us lots more than them other
ladies” :

‘And you let us s‘ay as long as we want in
the afternoon’ chimed in another admirer.
‘Miss Paulie, since yowre here I'm going to
get mamma’s apron dome. I just kmow it

But Pauline stecled her heart against the
engaging little pupi's. ‘They are just like the
girls, was her bitter thought. ‘They like me
pecause I do more for them. Well, I'll keep
my word about soming for Helen and Bess and
Amy, but after that they can attend to their
own days, The next time anyone asks me if
it's my day at the mission I'm going to tell
them every day is mine lately.

The little girls scrambled into the little
chairs and the work of the afternoon com-
‘menced with a brisk song. Before the short
prayer rose from the lips of the children Paul-
ine was in a better frame of mind and posi-
tively happy when the sewing was given out.
Steadily the needles flew and the bright
scholars really did good work on the garments
that had been basted for them by older hands.
Fault-finding critics. point2d out that the girls
of Miss Carter’s class might have made twice
as many garments in less time on a sewing
machine than all the pupils turned out, but
those who visited the mission were charmed
with the zeal and skill of the young workers.
No mere distribution of ready-to-wear gar-
ments could have brought the bappiness that
the sewing sciool had implanted in the eager
hearts, nor have given them the glimpse of
something better and higher than- their own
poor homes. Already the seed was springing
up to bring about a revolution among the re-
latives of the pupils.

‘Miss Paulie, thers comes Mrs. Fields, an-
nounced one little girl as a carriage stopped
before the door. ‘That’s tie third time she’s
been here’ Mrs. Fields, in her rustling silk
dress, was an awe-inspiring visitor to the
children. Every ncedle flew and every eye
was glued to the sewing as she emtered, for
she had a bad habit, in the minds of the chil-
dren, of looking sharply at everything and
evervbody on the premises, i

. ‘How do you do, Miss Pauline? Is it your /

day at the mission? I tought you were here
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last week when I visited the Happy Workers.
Georgia Kenneth told me this was her day so
I thought I'd look in a minute.

‘It is her day, but she asked me to come,
explained Pauline, feeling the old irritation
creep over her. ‘I am to stay for H:len Par-
sons on Friday, teco. I am afraid the mission
is getting rather toco much of my instruction.

‘No, it isn’t. We like you the best of all)
rose in a chorus from the small pupils who
fogot their awe in defence of their baloved
friend. Something in the tome of Mrs. Fields
gave them the impressicn that she was find-
ing fault with Pauline, and they rushed to
her aid loyally.

‘Children are keen judges,’ said Mrs. Fields,
with a smile. ‘I am glad they love you, Miss
Pauline. It seems to me they are making so
much better progress than at the time of my
visit a few weeks ago. They are doing splen=
didly.

‘Miss Paulie let’s us stay as long as we
want, and the other ladies always send us
home at four o’clock,’ said a little girl who
had recovered her tongue at the kind words.
‘We can do whole lots of sewing when she’s
here.’

‘Won’'t you stay for lunch, Mrs. Fields?’
asked Pauline, to stop the flow of p:a s:. ‘Pat-
ty and Nora are to =erve it to-day?’

Very proudly Patty and Nora washed their
hands, folded their work and proceeded to
pass the sandwiches and rosy apples which
had been provided by Pauline. Daintily, as
they had seen the young ladies do, the chil=
dren ate the fcod and then the sewing was ré-
sumed. Mrs. Fieids could not help noticing
the vast difference between the manners of
that day and the behavior during h<r fizst visit
to the mission, but she said nothing on the
subject.

‘What a sensible lunch’ said Mrs. Fields,
when the children were again at work. ‘Geor-
gia told me she intended to serve frosted cake
and bon' bons to-day, and I thought that a
very odd lunch for children. Georgia is a dear
girl but very excitable.

‘She must have forgotten all about it said
Pauline, rather grimly, ‘for she nevir sant the
basket to me. I had only time' to prepare
these simple tkings because I had to help
auntie all morning.’

“You could not have found anything more
delicious,! said Mrcs. Fields, heactily. ‘Will
you have to prepare the lunch for Friday or
is Helen more reliable than Georgia?’

‘She has promised to have everything ready,
and usually ‘keeps her word. Somc:times the
girls give me money to buy things for the
lunch when I come for them, but you cannot
buy as nice things as you make at home.

‘T should think you would have the class
without refreshments if the burdea falls on
you so often,’ said Mrs. Fields, It isn't fair
for the girls to impos: upon you in that way.

It was on the tip of Pauline’s tongue to
say, ‘They won’t do it much longer’ but her
eyes fell upon the Happy Workess as they
struggled with hemming, back stitching, fell-
ing and other needie problems, and a smile lit
up her face. 4 couldn’t bear to diszpprint the
children, Mrs. Fields. They look fcrwa:d #ith
such pleasurc to the only clean food most of
them ever taste, and it is a real joy to show
them a better way to live. It would break
their hearts to close this little scheol)

Tears stood in the visitor's ey:s, but she did
not answer. In the twilight the bappy chil=-
dren went home, some of them bearing mnew
aprons or garments as presents to their um-
tidy mothers and others, rejoicing that their
work would scon be completed. They hung
about Pauline, joyfully planning for the next
season and telling how glad they were that
Miss Parsons could mot come,  Mrs Fields
lingered to take Paulina home in he: carriage,
‘and the children decided to fall in love with
her also since she was kind to thii: dear
friend.

‘T don’t deserve their love, said Pauline, as
the carriage rolled away. ‘I don’t know wh.
they had been so kind and afiectionate to
me always, but I feel guilty every time they
Tun to meet me. ? :

‘Do you enjoy the work?’ ask:d M:s, Felds.

‘Indeed I do, answered the girl, forgetting
all about the discontent and tears of the pre-
vious €ay. I don't believe anyth'ng could
have done for those little girls what tie mis-
sion has accomplished.! A 5

‘There is to be a meeting of Miss Carter’s
class at our house this evening, Pauline,’ said

@
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Helen Parsons, meeting- Pauline on the street
the next week. ‘Miss Carter is sick, but she
asked that the meeting be held, anyway. Very
important, she said, so be sare to come’

‘Girls,) said Rose Iorter, when the class
met that evening, ‘I'm going to tell you the
business of the hour in a very few words, It
seems to be the opinion of the class that the
Happy Wicrkers’ Mission has grown to such
proportions that-we cannot longer look after
it. Miss Carter thinks we will have to give it
up, and so do I

‘I'm sorry,’ said Georgia, ‘but if the rest
think so, why maybe it would be well to—'
She broke off abruptly and th:n went on, ‘Hon-
estly, girls, it's almost impossible for me to
take my turn at the mission.

Pauline’s lip curled slightly as she remem-
bered how little any of the girls had been do-
ing, but she said, calmly, ‘What about the
poor children? If we close tre sck0ol they will
be sadly disappointed.

‘Close the school?’ cried three voices at once,
unable to hold in any longer. ‘“Who said close

. the school? We are going to give it into the
hands of a paid teacher who can give all her
time to the work, or rather Mrs. Fields is, for
she is going to pay a salary, Isn’t that a
good plan?’

‘Very,’ -said Pauline,
heard your plans.

‘And you are to be the teacher,! fairly

screamed the excited girls. ‘We were sure
‘you'd suspect when we kept finding excuses
‘%o send you down there in our places. Mrs.
Fields wants to take up the work in memory
of her little girl who died long ago, and is
~willing to give you forty dollars a month to
have classes all the time down there. Isn't
that lovely?’

For answer Pauline laid her head on Geo-
gia's shoulder and wept bitterly. ‘Girls, I've
been thinking the meanest things about you
all; she sobbed, ‘and I don’t dsserve the place.
Al the time I’ve been going down there .I
thought you were imposing upon me and—'

‘Well, we were, but Mrs. Fields suggested
it} interrupted Georgia. ‘I have been very

~much ashamed of myself time and again for
giving you my day; but she wanted to see if
you had the right amount of patience and

“long-suffering to undertake the work. Paulie,

faintly. ‘I had not

- X congratulate you, for Mrs. Fields is very pe- -

‘culiar about some things, and you have -won
her heart completely. oz =

" s it too late for the meeting? asked Rose
Lane, coming in at that moment. ‘Girls, I
find it’s impossible for me to go to the mis-
sion to-morrow, and I must find someone in
my place. Where's Pauline? I wonder if she
could go? She’s so lovely about obliging her
friends always that we really impose upon
“her but—’

‘Miss Lane, let me present to you the new
teacher of the Happy Workers’ Mission,’ said
Georgia, leading Pauline forward., ‘Every day
will be hers at the sewing school from now
on, thanks to Mrs. Fields. :

‘Oh, it’s all over, is it?" asked Rose, with a
hearty kiss. ‘I had to stay away from the
meeting until now, girls, to invent an excuse
for not geing down there to-morrow, and at
the last minute Aunt Betty came to visit.
You'll let us help you once in a while, won’t
you, Panline?’

‘If you'll all forgive me,’ said Pauline, with
smiles and tears mingled on her face. I want
‘my day at the mission to be a complete suc-
cess, and I cannot do thHat alome. You precious
deceivers, you can’t know what independence
will mean to me, especially when it cgmes
along with my cherished work. I caw’t um-
derstand why such a great blessing should
come to an ungrateful girl like me.

* It isn’t necessary that you should, my dear

child,’ said Helen, with a grown up air. ‘Dear

: ! Won’t the Happy Workers have a cele-

ation when they hear the news?'—‘Presby-
n Banner. ; : ?
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What I’ll Do.

Though I am now in younger days,
Nor can tell what shall befall me,
I’ll prepare for every place
Where growing age may call me.

Should I e’er be rich or great,
Others shall partake my goodness;

I'll supply the poor with meat,
And show no scorn nor rudeness.

Where I see the blind or lame,

Deaf or dumb, I'll kindly treat themj;
I deserve to feel the same,

If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them.

If T meet with railing tongues,

Why should I return their railing?
Since I best avenge my wrongs,

By my patience never failing?

When I hear them telling lies,
Talking foolish, cursing, swearing,

First I'll strive to make them wise,
Or I'll soon go out of hearing,

What though I be low and mean,
I'll engage the rich to Icve me;

While I'm modest, neat and clean,
And submit when they reprove me.

If I should be poor and sick,
I shall meet, I hope, with pity;
Since I love to help the weak,
Though neither fair nor witty.

I'll not willingly offend,
Nor be easily offended;

What’s amiss I'll strive to mend,
And endure what can’t be mended.

May I be so watchful still
0’¢r my humors and my passion
And to speak and do no ill, £
Though it should be all the fashion.

Wicked fashions lead to hell,
Ne'er may I be found complying;
But in life behave so well,
Not to be afraid of dying. \
. =—0ld Poem.

and His Perfect
Pictures.

(Willard' Aldrich, in the Michigan “Christian
Advocate.’)

‘William

James and William, cousins about fourteen
years of age, had been out all the day before
taking pictures, and had just come from' de-
veloping their films. James had secured a good
number of pictures while William had not
taken one. William felt very badly about his
poor luck, and as usual in such cases went to
his' grandmother for consolation,

‘Well, William,” said grandmother, ‘what is
the trouble now?’ your face looks as though
you had lost all your friends, and yesterday
you looked so pledsant and happy as you
started out with your fine new camera. Didn’t
it work to suit you?

‘The camera worked all right.
whatever it was pointed at.’

‘Well, what gives you that disgusted look?
If the camera worked all right, you ought to
have secured a fine lot of pictures.

‘That is just what makes me disgusted with
myself. I ought to have taken a fine lot, but
I didn’t get ome’ ;

‘How 'did this happen?’ said grandmother,
shrewdly leading him on to tell the story.

‘What makes me the most disgusted is that
James got some fine ones, and I had as good a
chance as he and a better camera, and I got
none. DIl sell the old thing for a song, if I

t a chance. : :
‘e‘I_thonxh_'t you said the camera took ¢/hat-
ever it was pointed at, and yet you want to
sell the “old thing”’ . :

Yes, I know it is my fault, grandmother,
it must be, but I can’t see where the fault is.

““Tell me all about it, and maybe I can put
“some spectacles on your eyes that will help
you to see a little clearer”
‘%ﬂnt;ﬁh& we saw was a fine bluejay.

 was so close to us that we could see every
~wanted to get a good v'ew of his crest and the
black markings ¢f his neck. When I could se?
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his neck well his crest did mnot show, so 1
waited for a good view of both, and he flew
away before I could get that, so I didn’t get
any picture at all. James got two good ones
of him.

‘How was it with the partridge? I heard
you talking about how you crept up to him.

‘He was a beauty, the finest one I ever saw,
and we worked over a half hour to get near
to him. Every marking was so perfect on
him, and he held his head up so proudly. It
was a treat to watch him as he got ready to
drum. His tail feathers and neck were richly
marked. I waited to get a picture that would
show them both. Several times he almost
gave me what I wanted, but he never got into
a position to give me a perfect picture. James
got three nice ones, but none of them are ab-
solutely perfect. I forgot about being quiet
and made a little movement with my arm, and
before you could think he was off through the
woods with a loud b-r-rr-rrr, and my chance
to get a pictwre was gone. It is horridly
mean to have such poor luck.’

‘Is it all luck’ William? Think it over a
little.!

‘I know you think it is not all luck, but you
have always told me that “whatever was
worth doing at all was worth doing well,” and

_+“to always strive for the very best.” I tried

to get the very Lest kind of a picture, and I
I didn’t get any for the reason that the birds
did not give me a chance to get a perfect pic-
ture. T think it was all luck.)

T am glad for once that you misunderstood
two proverbs, that are all right in a general
sense, but cannot be applied to cases like
yours. It gives us a chance to talk over some
other truths that you need very much to un-
derstand. When you start out to do a thing,
‘keep what you intend to do in your mind, and
make it your whole business to do that par-
ticular thing. When you are after a picture,
get it, and do not let even a perfect picture
sidetrack you. The picture that you started
out to get yesterday was there; your cousin
James got it, but you did not, Something must
have caused your failure; it was not just luck.
You would be satisfied with as good pictures
as James got, would you not?

‘Yes, his are fine’

‘Now, why didn't you get as good omes? I
think the reason is in what you said a few
minutes ago. You want:d to get the very b:st
kind of a picture, and didn’t get any for the
reason that the birds did not g&e you a chance
to get a perfect picture. You went where you
probably could get only fair pictures, and ¢ien
were not satisfied with the chance to get a
good one, but tried to get absolute petfection,
and of course you failed. Had you been satis-
fied with fair ones you would have gotten as
many as James. :

‘I don’t see why I could not, for I can take
a b?tter picture of a house or a tree than he
can.

‘Now, here is your lesson. When you are
dealing with things over which you have no
control, be satisfied with a good result. When
you are using materials over which you have
control, then “strive for the very best” and
remember that “what is worth doing at all 43
worth doing well.” When you are developing
a film or printing a picture, make your work
the very best. Be painstaking and careful in
every detail and get perfect pictures. But
when you are taking pictures of birds, be sat-
isfied with a fair picture. When youn are deal-
ing with other people, or with things you
cannot control, then be satisfied with fair re-
sults.

‘You make it so clear. I begin to see now
why I didn’t get any pictures yesterday.

‘I hope you will always remember what I
have said, William, and apply it to your life
work, for I am talking about your own faults
to-day. And remember something else. Edu-
cate your judgment so that you can tell

' quickly what is a fair result, then be quick

to take advantage of it. Many failures in
life are because men have not educated their
judgment, do not know exactly what a good
result is, and are a’l the tims hes titing, While
they are debating whether or mot a ‘thing is
good, some other man takes advaatage of it
and their opportunity is gone, just as James
got the pictures yesterday. While they  are
wondering whether any money can be made
~out of it, some other man has mads the monay
and gome on to something else. Successful
~men educate themselves so that they ca
quickly form good judgments, and then are
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quick to act on their judgments. If you will
learn this lesson, William, you will be a very
successful man.’

“Thank you, grandma, I think I see what
you mean. James and I are going out again
to-morrow, and I believe I shall get as many
pictures as he.

And sure enough William got more pictures
than James.

A Wonderful Acrostic.

Explanation: The initial capitals spell, ‘My
boast is in the glorious cross of Christ’ The
words quoted, when read from top to bottom
and from bottom to top, form the Lord’s
prayer complete: ;

Make known Thy gospel truths, ‘our’ Father
king,

Yield us Thy grace,

above;
Bless us with hearts ‘which’ feeling can sing,

‘Our life thou “art” for “eve:,” God of love!’
Assuage our grief ‘in’ love ‘for” Christ, we

pray,

Since the bright

‘glory’ died,
‘Took all our sins and ‘hollowed the’ disp’ay.
Infant ‘be’ing first a man ‘and’ them was
crucified.
Stupendous God! ‘thy’ grace and ‘power’ make
known;

In Jesus’ ‘name’ let all ‘the’ world rejoice.
New labor in ‘Thy’ heavenly ‘kingdom’ own,

That blessed ‘kingdom’ for thy saints the

choice, .
How vile to ‘come’ to Thee ‘is’ all our cry.

Enemies to ‘thy’ self and all that’s ‘thine/
Graceless our ‘will) we live ‘for’ vanity,

Loathing thy very ‘be’ing, ‘evil’ in design,
0 God, thy will be ‘dome’ ‘from’ earth 10

heaven;

Reclining ‘on’ the gospel let ‘us’ live,

In ‘earth’ from sin ‘delivered’ and forgiven.
Oh! ‘as’ thyself ‘but’ teach us to forgive.
Unless ‘its’ powe:r ‘temptation’ doth destroy,
Sure 4¢’ our fall ‘into’ the depths of woe.
Cacnal ‘in’ mind, we've ‘not’ a glimpse of joy,
Raised against ‘heaven’ in ‘us’ hope can flow.
0 ‘give’ us grace and ‘lead’ us on thy way;
Shine on ‘us’ with thy love and give ‘us’

peace.
Self and ‘this’ sin that rize ‘against’ us slay,

Oh! grant, each ‘day’ our ‘trespasses’ may

. Ccease;

Forgive ‘our’ evil deeds ‘that’ oft we do.
Convince us ‘daily’ of ‘them’ to our shame.
Help us with heavenly ‘bread’; ‘forgive’ us

too, ‘

Recumnt‘ lusts, ‘and’ ‘we’ll ador thy name.
In thy ‘forgive’ness we ‘as’ saints can die,

Since for ‘us’ and our ‘trespasses’ so high,
Thy Son, ‘our’ Saviour, bled on Calvary.

—*‘Christian Advocate.

dear ‘Father’ from

prince of ‘heaven’ and

An Enthusiastic Auditor.

The late Dean Hoffman was once called up-
on to speak at a gathering in the interests of
a cause to which he had given much of both
time and money. He took the rostrum reluc-
tantly, and began apologetically as follows:

‘I am not much of a speaker, friends’

‘Amen,’ came heartily from a gcod Metho-
dist not far from the speaker,

Dean Hoffman looked discincerted, but man-
fully tried to proceed:

‘1 shall detain you but a moment, friends!’

‘Hallelujah!’ came from the same Metho-
dist.

The dean proceeded to make a very few re-
marks with a very red face. He laughed most
heartily, however, when it was afterwards ex-
plained to him that the exclamations of pious
gratitude had come from a deaf brother, who,
able to recognize nothing but the pause in the
dean’s speech, had expressed h§s approv.al on
faith, rather than on hearing—‘Christian

Youth. -

A Bagster Biblé Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for on¢
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School

Postage extra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign
countrlei, except United States and its dependencies;
also Great Britian and Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda,
Barbadoes, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, and Zanzibar. . No ex-
tra. charge for postage in the countries named.

A Legend of the Robin,

The old Britons had a beautiful legend of
the robin which embodies so much of tender-
ness and religious sentiment that it ought to
be preserved as an evidence of the softeming
influence of Christianity on this warlike peo-
ple,

When our Saviour went forth, bearing his
cross, and with the crown of plaited thorms
piercing his brow, a little bird, touched with
pity for his sufferings, plucked from the crown
one thorm, which carried with it a drop of his
precious blood.

‘This blood, ’tis said,
Down dropping, dyed the tender bosom red.

Since this time, the legend runms, the bird
has borne a charmed life, for the little crea-
ture had ‘done what she could’ for the Mas-
ter.

‘Since then no wanton boy disturbs her nest,
Weasel nor wildcat will her young molest;
All sacred deem the bird of ruddy breast.)

This tradition  is, perhaps, the foundation
for the high favor, amounting almost to re-
verence, in which the ‘redbreast, as they lov-
ingly call it, is held by the English people to
this day.—Mrs, G. W. Miller.

Not so Bad a Slip.

‘Mamma,’ said little Bessie, at table one
noon, ‘I'm to write someéthing to read in school
next Friday, but I’ve forgotten what the tea-
cher called it’

‘An essay, perhaps,’ suggested Bessie’s fa-
ther,

‘An oration,’ offered the little maid’s high
school brother, teasingly.

‘A valedictory,’ prompted a senior sister.

‘No; said Bessie, suddenly brightening, ‘I

hat it is—it’s an imposition.’
e e o 5 of feeling for her unfortunate sisters?

—Selected. g

s

A Lesson in Elocution.

“The queer thing about the people wha boast
of always speaking their minds,’ said a mer-
ry girl, ‘is that they nearly always have such
very disagreeable minds to spzak. Did you
ever hear anyone preface a compliment, a
commendation, or anything gracious or pleas-
ant, by saying, ‘I always must speak my own
mind?’

‘When anyone begins that way, I wonder
whether it is my conduct, my friends, or my
last new gown that is coming up for adverse
criticism. Of course, if it is some of your
elderly relatives or acquaintances who have
the habit, you can only be resigned and re-
spectful as possible; but I had a schoolfellow,
a girl no older than myself, who had exactly
the same kind of a mind. She had confronted
me with it on several occasions, and so one
day when she began “You know I must speak”
—I interrupted her.

‘Must you? Well, tien, I've just come from
the elocution class, and I’ll tell you what the
professor said: ‘“Never speak anything until
you have studied it, and feel sure that it is
worth speaking, that you are the person to do
it properly, and that it will suit your audi-
ence.”

‘She looked at me a full minute without a
word, but the professor’s rule worked so like
a charm that I've often wished that all the
people with minds they must speak could take
lessons in elocution’—Selected.

How to Know a Lady,

I have read many articles purporting to
show how a lady may be known. In one of
these articles it was asserted that ‘a lady
may be known by her boots’; in another,
‘that she may be known by her gloves’ ‘by
her neck-wear,’ etc. A writer who claimed to
be a close observer said that if you gave him
but a glimpse of a woman’s handkerchiéf he
would tell you whether or not the owner was
worthy to bear the title of lady.

I once heard a gentleman say, ‘A lady is
judged by her laugh’ Again I have heard,
‘You can tell a lady by her voice, by the care
of her hands and nails, and by the letter she
writes” So I began to put these things to the
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test, and I now tell you the result of my ob-
servations.

1. The Boot Test. The last seat in the car
was taken by a’faultlessly atti.ed b:auty. She
had a pretty foot and wore an elegant shoe,
which fitted her perfectly. Then a tired
looking mother, carrying a heavy, frolicsome
baby, entered the car, and stoed holding on to
a strap until a very aged and trembling man
—evidently a  gentleman—insisted that she
take his seat, while he held to the strap. My
beauty in the patent-leather boots had never
thought to offer her seat or to hold the baby
for the mother, and I could not help thinking
that a lady would be more considerate of the
comfort of others.

2, The Handkerchief and Glove Test. In a
large dry goods store I saw a clerk cross the
house to pick up a dainty cambric handker-
chief for a customer. The handkerchief was
accepted by a hand in a neat kid glove; but
the owner did not thank the clerk, nor gast
even a grateful or pleasant glance in acknow-
ledgment of the favor she had received. Sure-
ly a lady would not be so thoughtless of the
little courtesies of life,

3. The Laugh Test. I heard a merry, ring-
ing laugh which I would have declared came
from a pure as well as a happy heart; and I
afterwards heard the’ laugher say to her mo-
ther: ‘It’s none of your business who my let-
ters are from.” Would a lady speak thus to
her mother?

4. The Voice Test I heard a reader give,
in the sweetest, most musical voice, that old
but beautiful poem, ‘Somebody’s Mother, and
the next day 1 saw that same reader laugh
immoderately at on old woman who fell and
scattered her marketing over the pavement.

“Would a lady be guilty of ridiculing the mis-

fortunes of others?

5. The Hand Test. Over the keys of the
piano swiftly and gracefully moved hands that
might well serve as models for sculptor or
painter, but those hands, on a bitter cold day,
rudely closed the door in the face of a woman
who was asking alms. Can a lady be devoid

6. The Letter Test. I once read some let=
ters of faultless rhetoric and pleasing style.
They modestly encouraged the attention of
a fond lover; but I learned that the writing
of these letters was but the pastime of &
heartless:flirt. Would a lady be guilty of any
such amusement?

Then I concluded that, while a lady should
be scrupulously neat in her dress, should cul-
tivate sweetness of voice, and should be able
to write an elegant letter; yet all these
qualifications, if combined with selfishness or
rudeness, would fail to constitute a lady, for
one of the chief characteristics of a lady must
be forgetfulness of self and consideration for
the wants of others,

A lady is simply the highest type of a
woman. She will be gentle and modest, mjs-
tress of temper and curiosity., She will know
and honor her own place in the social order,
as the divinely appointed moulder, teacher,
and refiner of men; and out of this beautiful
and noble place she will not seek to move. To
fit herself for her place, she will cultivate body
and mind; the body in health and vigor, that
she may take her share of burdens and be
cheerful under them, and that her work in the
world shall be fairly dome as her hands can
do it; and the mind ' in knowledge, accom=-
plishment, and taste, that she may be a de~
light and help in her home. There is a hid-
den lady in every woman as there is a gen-
tleman in every man, and, no matter how far
the actual may be from the possible, a true
lady or a true gentleman is always reco|
and acknowledged by this nobility in the hu=
man heart.—John Boyle O'Reilly.

—l———————

‘He that hires one garden (which he is able
to look after) eats birds; he that hires more
will be eaten by the birds’—Hebrew Proverb.

Sam ple Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have specle
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names wilh addresses
and we will ‘be pleased to supply them, fres
of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
‘World Wide' will also be sent free on appli-
cation.
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A wee gray mouse on a pantry shelf
Sat nibbling her midnight tea ;
A banquet meet for a princess to eat,
Yet sighed as she munched,didshe
And quoth, * Ah me! if it weren't
for cats,
How pleasant this world would
be!

A World of Trouble.
(By Edna Payson Brett, in the ‘Congregationalist and Christian World’).

A tabby cat on a sunny step
Was lapping her morning tea;
She’d milk and mice and she'd
ev’'rything nice,
Yet sighed as she lapped, did she,

~ And cried, ‘ Dear,dear! ifit weren’t

for dogs,
How lovely this world would be!’

A prudent pup in a hiding place
Was gnawing his midday tea;
¢ With silly kits to be seared intc
fits,
And sumptuous bones,’ mused he,
¢ Alack, alack! if it weren’t for
boys,
A heaven this world would be !

The Adventure of Peter
and Polly.

Peter Waddle, just fresh from a
combing, with his fluffy tail fluffier
than ever and a new pink bow on
his new leather collar, sat on the
backyard walk. :

Peter was six months old and the
most trusting Angora kitten that
ever mewed to be cuddled. He
loved everything and everybody,
even the housemaid, who shooed
him out of her way twenty times
in amorning. In fact, the reason
for his sitting on-the walk was be-
cause Nora had just closed the door
on him.

He held no hard thoughts against
Nora. He knew she would save
him the best of the chicken bones,
and see that he had plenty of gravy
on his potatoes. So he sat in the
sun and blinked.

Now all was different with Polly
Coddle. Polly Coddle could get
into the same yard with Peter
Waddle, but she did not belong
there. She lived in a shabby yard
on the other side of a tall fence,
where housemaids were unkuown.
She had a three-colored coat of fur,
and wore no leather collar, nor any
kind of bow and the nearest she
had ever come to chicken bones was
to smeﬂ feathers th_rown away in

me ash barre Butiphe was like

~ Peter in this—she ‘was onl y six

SR

"her own fence.

months old, and had come to sit in
the sunshine.

Peter spied her as she was giving
a final touch of cleaning to her bib.

‘Something more to love, he
thought, and started along the
walk, But to his amazement this
¢ something more’ humped its back,
flattened its ears, and spit. This
was a reception so unexpected that
Peter halted.

Thereupon Polly Coddle let her
ears come back to their natural
position and curled her tail com-
placently round her toes.

‘I may be poor, was what she
seemed to say, ‘but I'm proud, too,
and I don’t know that kitten.’

Peter sidled round and said,
‘Miau!” Hemeantit in the friend-
liest spirit, but Polly was not used
to friendliness. She got up and,
with one eye on Peter, moved nearer
Peter, mistaking
this for an invitation to play, made
another dash, but this time was
brought up so abruptly by Polly
Coldle’s bristling manner that he
barely saved himself from a back-
ward somersault. He looked at
Polly. Polly looked back un-
winking, ,

Peter consxdered When he
wanted an ythmg in the honse. and
they would not give it to him at
once, he sat up on his hind legs.
He certmnly wanted that three
colored kitten to play with him.

Perhaps she was like the people in
the house. Sitting up might move
her.

He rose on his hind legs, dropped
his front paws as he had been
taught, and waited. Polly looked
at him out of sleepy eyes, and went
on with her washing.

Peter dropped on all fours again.
He felt about discouraged. There
was one thing more, however., He
had known it to happen that he got
his way sometimes if he rolled over.
He did not like to do this. He felt
so silly afterward, but he would
try it.

He made ready,squirmed, twisted,
squirmed some more for good mea-
sure, gave a big flop, and it was
done! And whether it was the
plumy tail waving aloft, as Peter
went over,or whether Polly Coddle
thought a kitten who could tumble
like that must be nice to play wich,
is not certain; but no sooner had
Peter righted himself than Polly
drew near, put a cautious paw on
the tip of Peter’s tail, allowed Lim
to sniff noses with her, and in
another minute the two were rolling
one another over as if they had
baen lifelong friends. ;

~ And then into the midst of this
frolic came an interruption. Some-
how, from somewhere, through the
unlatched {ront gate or over the
low front yard fence blundered —a
dog. Turning the corner of the
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house, he caught sight of the
kittens, and, making a dash from
the walk, was close upon them be.
fore they could untwist themselves,

It was an awful moment, and
Peter, who had never had to meet
danger before, would have turned
to run. But Polly’s life had taught
her better than that. She knew
Yyou must never run from a dog un-
less you are sure that you can get
to a tree or fence before he does;
and this time she was not sure, the
trees and fences were so far away.

Instead, she faced squarely about,
braced her paws, and, swelling her-
self up beyond anything one would
have thought possible, spit with all
her might. And Peter, catehing
her spirit of defiance, swelled him-
self up and spit, too.

It was a sight to daunt a braver
dog than this one, who not only
stopped short, but barked with a
foolish bark. Upon this Polly,
humping her back higher and flat-
tening her ears flatter, advanced
sidewise. Peter, showing that he
could learn rapidly, followed her
example.

The dog stood perfectly still for
& moment, regarding the kittens
with a look that seemed to ask if
they were really in earnest, and,
apparently deciding that they were,
gave a silly pounce on the grass,
and, barking at every step, as if to
protest that he was not frightened,
lumbered round the hous: to the
sireet,

Slowly the kittens unswelled
themselves, and slowly, but to-
gether, followed to the corner of
the house. Here they looked care-
fully round. Nothing was to be
seen. All was safe and quiet.

Peter drew mnear Polly and
bumped his head against her Polly
bumped back,

¢ P-r-r-t ! said Peter,

‘P-r-r-t!" answered Polly, which
meant that they knew the danger
was over and they were very good
friends indeed.—H. G. Duryee, in
*N. C. Advocate.’

Tongues and Ears.

‘No country in the world does
more to entertain its children than
Japan,” says Miss White, a success-
ful young missionary who has been
doing admirable work there. ‘Even

on the street corners stand men
whose sole business it is to tell
stories to little boys and girls.

‘One day I joined a group of
little folks who were eagerly listen-
ing, and this is what I heard :

¢ “Once upon a time a peasant
went to heaven, and the first thing
he saw was a long shelf With some-
thing very strange-looking upon it.’

‘“What is that ?” he asked. ¢ 1Is
that something to make soup of ?”
(The Japanese are very fond of
soup.) :
““No,” was the reply; “those
are ears, They belonged to persons
who, when they lived on earth,
heard what they ought to do in

‘order to be good, but they didn’t

pay any attention to it, so when
they died their ears came to heaven,
but the rest of their bodies could
not.”

‘¢ After awhile the peasant saw
another shelf with very queer
things on it.

““‘What is that?” he asked again,
“Is that something to make soup
of 2’

““No,” he was told; “these are
tongues. They once belonged to
people in the world who teld people
how to live and how to do good,
but they themselves never did as
they told others to do; so, when
they died, their tongues came to
heaven, but the rest of their bodies
could not.” :

‘ Wasn’t there a good lesson in
thisstory ? As I listened I thought
that the missionaries were not sow-
ing all the good seed.”—Selected,

The Wiseness of Lady Belle,

‘I guess horses don’t know much,’
Ellie said thoughtfully.

She was on the front seat with
Uncle Colin, Aunt Faith and little
Hop o’ Thumb were on the back
seat,

Suddenly Uncle Colin pulled on
the reins and said, * Whoa, Lady.
and there they were stopping right
in the middle of Nowhere!—not a
house anywhere near, not even g
store or a schoolhousge,

‘Why, what you stopping here
for, Uncle Colin ? cried astonished
Eilie, and Hop o Thumb echoed
“’Toppin’ here for ¥ from the back’
seat. Even Aunt Faith looked
surprised = =

“For you to get out,’ answered
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Uncle Colin calmly. *We can’t
take her any further, can we, Lady
Belle? Not a young person that
says horses don’t know mu——"

‘O laughed Ellie, as if she
understood. But she hopped out
and ran up to the big gray nose
and reached up on tiptoes to rub it.

‘I'm sorry I said it, honest I am,
Lady,” she said. “You know some-
thing. Now, will you let me ride
the rest o’ the way totown ? She’s
bowing her head, Uncle Colin! She
says I may!” And Ellie came run-
ning gayly back and climbed up on
the front seat again.

A little way ahead there was
quite a steep hill—a ¢ steepish’ one,
Ellie said. Lady Belle crept down
it very cautiously, picking her steps
with the greatest care. She would
not trot even near the bottom.

‘Merey! what a slow coach—O0,
I forgot! Excuse me, Lady Belle.
But, honest, I could run down such
a little hill as this is, even if ’tig
icy—an’ I've only two legs ’stead
of four! Besides, Lady Belle’s got
‘ereepers’ on her boots, hasn’t she,
Unele Colin ?’

“Yes, but they need sharpening,
We'll go to Shoemaker Ben’s, Lady
Belle. Then we'll see!’

‘ Ho ! loughed Ellie, ‘Lady Belle
won’t know they’re sharp! That's
what 1 meant by saying horses
don’t know—O!" Ellie clapped both
little red-mittened hands over her
mouth and laughed again.

‘Whoa, Lady !" began Uncle Colin
solemnly. Then he relented. ‘No,
you needn’t this time. We'll' go
on and show this young person in
another way that it isn’t horses
that don’t know much.’

In front of the blacksmith’s shop
there was a very slippery place in-
deed, and it seemed to Ellie that
Lady Belle hardly moved at all, she
crept so slowly over it. But, when
all four shoes had been ‘ sharpened’
and they were starting away, how
she did fly over that long slippery
stretch of road! Now she didn't
creep—mercy no!—but held her
head high in the air and pranced
along as merrily as you please, not
in the least afraid of slipping ! Just
a8 if she knew her shoes had been
‘ sharpened !

‘Why, I b'lieve she does?
thought Ellie aloud. ¢ I b’lieve she
knows it as well as—I do?’

And just that minute it almost
seemed as if Lady Belle turned her

Zretty gray head and winked one

eye at Uncle Colin!—Annie Ham-
iton Donnell, in ¢Zion’s Herald.’



e i

e e et i e

April 20, 1906.

Correspondence

M., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I do not go to schosl very
regularly now, as I was sick. We have a vely
nice teacher. His mame is Mr. L, I am in the
Fourth Book. I was down at my grandpa’s
last week, he was celebrating his 8oth birth-
day. I am a regular book worm. I have read
about 35 books. Some of them are: ‘Won
from the Sea,’ ‘Martin Rattler and ‘Bert’s
Holiday.! I wonder if anybody els?’s birthday

is on the same day as mine, January isth.

CHARLES W. MALTBY (12).

B., Pa.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for six years, and am on the seventh year,

a Christmas present. I like it very much. I
have read quite a number of books, some of
which are: ‘Stories of Colonial Children,’
‘Child’s Life of Christ; ‘Rollo’s Voyage to
Europe,’ ‘At the mercy of the State’ and a
lot more. I think the answer to Wesley Big-
ger’s ‘riddle is three pigs. The answers to M.
J. B’s are: 1. An icicle. 2. eight apples. I
will send one. I saw something to-day, ’twas
not on earth, not on sea, and surely not in a
tree,
GLEASON H. McCULLOUGH (10).

N: L, REL
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Mecsenger’
for two years, and mnow I get it in Sunday
School. I like it very much. We have quite
a large schoel. There are sixty-five scho}ars.
We had a Christmas tree for it. I was in a

-

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Sailing boat’ Willie B. (9), B. Ont.
2. ‘Lion.’ Dora Comfort (10), F,W. N.Y.
5 3. ‘Little boy blue.” Addie Ellis, C.B,

A

4. ‘The canoeist’ Rachel Ross (9), T.
§. ‘The finish.” Robert Cyril Hamilton, B.G.

-

6. ‘Where I skate.” Donald Matthewson
(10), P., Ont.

7. ‘Boy and ball’
Ont,

8. ‘Rich man, poor man, ebc’
Beardsley (12), B., N.S.

9. ‘Fox’ Rilby McLeod (10), M. Ont.

Ella Hackett (11), T.,
Ruth L.

and would mot be without it. I go to school
to Herrick Centre, four miles distant. I went
last winter also. I go down on the train, and
walk back if the weather is favorable, if not
I come back on the train, stven o’clock at
night. The train goes down at 8.5 in- the
morning. I live a mile and a quarter from
the railroad. I am in the ninth grade. School
will be out in April. I have two sisters and
one brother. I am fourteen years old, and
was born in  Aprih- My great grand-
father was one hundred years old when he
died. My mother went to his anniversary.
The:e were over three hundred p:ople there.
He shook hands with more people than ke
ever had before. He was Justice of tha Peace
for thirty years. I have two grandmothers
and cne grandfather, For pets we have two
cats, two rabbits and ore bird. I have great
fdg in winter coasting and skating. Thers is
a library in the school-house. I am very fond
of reading. I have read eighteen Leoks dur-

irg the two terms of school .
; ~ FLOYD R. AVERY.
S P, Ont.

‘Dear Zditor,—I would say in answer t3 Z.
L. Foster’s question, ‘How many words are
there in the Bible?’ that thare are seven hun-
dred and seventy-three thousand, six hundred
and ninety-two words. I also send a ques-
tion, how often does tie word ‘And’ appear in

% . MARGARET E. BREED.

et

Dear detcr,-‘rhil makes the th'rd year
my grandma has sent me the ‘Messenger for

D, Vi, USA

dialogue and recited ‘God’s Best Gift to Man’
besides. I took my recitation from the Corres-
pondence page. I have put all my ‘Messen-
gers' into a book. I am twelve years of age.
My birthday is August ninth. I think the
answer, to the problem in Bible arithmetic is
188 scholars. I am not sending the work, as
it would take too much room. I think the
middle chapters of the Old Testament are
Job. 28 and 29. Reverend is found in only one
place in the Bible, Ps. cxi, 9. I go to school
every day, and am in the sixth book. My
favorite studies are geography and drawing.
‘GEORGIA MCcINNIS.

R., Sask.
Dear Editor,—When I was crossing London
Bridge, I met my Uncle Sandy, T chopped his
head and drank his bleod, and left his body
standing?
Riddly, riddly, Andy oh, my father had some

weeds to sow, the seeds were black, and tht_\

ground was white?
There is something white, and when you
turow it up it is white, and when it comes

down it is yellow? .
v : g MINNIE URSAKI.

5 i

3 B, Ont.
‘Dear Editor,—We take the ‘Messenger,” and
I like reading the Correspondence page very
much. I am eleven years old, and in the
fourth book at school. I have mever written
to ths ‘Messenger’ before. There is a railway
track running through our farm, and they
have just finished building the large bridge
near our place. I am taking music lessons
now. I am very fond of reading. I have read

-
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about twenty large books lately. We have a
lot of guinea-pigs, which we sell at soc. a
pair. They are very good to keep rats away.
I wonder if any of the boys have ever tied a
string from the ceiling down as far as their
heads ,then tied an apple on the end of it,
and tried to eat it without touching it with
their hands?
GARNET WICKSON.

M. S, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I think the ‘Messenger’ is an
interesting paper. How many agice with me?
The continued story ‘The Christmas Stocking’
was a very nice story. The boys and girls are
sending some very good riddles and puzzles.
The answer to Rosa J. Rose’s question is
‘Schoolmaster’ is found in the 3rd chapter of
Galatians, in the 24th and 25th ve:zes.

Edyth Breoks asked how many times ‘Rev-
erned’ occurred in the Bible? It is foundi in the
r1rth (one hundred and eleventh) Psalm, and
in the ninth verse. Which is: He sent re-
demption unto his people: he hath command-
ed his covenant for ever: holy and reverend
in his name.

I am sending a few conundrums:

1. Who is that always sits bafore the
Queen with his hat on?

2. What is it that is always going and yet
standing still?

3. There is a gitl in our town,

Silk and satin is her gewn,
Silk and satin, gold and v2lvet,
Guess her name three times I've said it?

I have read quite a few books, and some of
them are: ‘The Haossier School Boy, ‘Tom
Brown’s Schogldays,” ‘Nothing but Leaves/’
‘Frank the Fisherboy, ‘Gipsy at the Golden
Crescent, and many others. I have just fin-
ished reading the book called ‘Danesbury
House! It is a good book. How many have
read it? I think I will close wishing eve:y
success to all who read this letter,

The Editor mentioned before that the an-
swere of conundrums must be sent in also, so
I will send mine below.

L. MERRICK.

Your answer received, but of cours: we do
not publish them before time has bcen given
to guess them.—Cor. Ed.)

; ) Q.. Ont.
Dear Editor,—I want to answer a question
I saw in Sunday’s ‘Messenger’ A little boy
got tem cents’ worth of nails, what did he
get them for? Ams. To pound,
ROSS MACK (6).

T., Que.
Dear Editor —I am learn'ng to ckats now. I
go to school every day, and like it very much.
The answer to E. Ross’s puzzle is an um-
brella. I am sending you some puzzles. Take
one from nineteen and leave twenty. What
is put on the table, cut, and never eat:n?
M. E. S.

M., Sask.
Dear Editor,—I will tell you come of the
books I have read, which are: ‘The King’s
Servant,” ‘Pet’s Project, ‘Sister Estzlia, ‘Rob-
inhood, and a few others. I will close with a
puzzle. Four brothers run side by side &¥i day
but never touch one another.
JEANNIE DUNCAN.

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS

ble and handsome Fountian Pen, usually

A.orﬂmx’sz.oo. manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger' subscrib-
ers for a list of five new subseriptions to the
«Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

's Horse,. Cattle, Sheep and Swine

Th:soct!;:? pleTma book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine.  Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of four new subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER’S MINION BIBLE, suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School. Each boy and
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for three new subscriptions to the'
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
pages, containing the following Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical ‘adex, Maps,
.and Illustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’' subscribers for
thirteeen new subseriptions to the ‘Northern

eriger’ at 30 conts each or tem new sub-

_-scriptions at 40 cents each. X

NOTE — Premiums, Clubs and other g -
_scription offers are not avaiable for ‘iiﬁ“éig;“&
Montreal and Suburbs.
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LESSON V.—APRIL 29, 1906.
The Parable of the Sower.

Mark iv., 1-20,
Golden Text.

The seed is the Word of God.—Luke viii,
1I.

Home Readings.

Monday, April 23.—Mark iv., 1-20,
Tuesday, April 24.—Matt. xiii,, 1-9.
Wednesday, April 25—Matt. xiii.,, 10-27,
Thursday, April 26.—Matt. xiii,, 18-23,
Friday, April 27.—Jchn xv., 1-8. 5
Saturday, April 28.—Eccle. xi,, 1-10,
Sunday, April 29.—Luke viii., 1-15.
(By Davis W. Clark.)

The Parable of the Sower, connected as it
is with an ever-recurring proce:'s of ratur: can
rever become effete. And, as that process is
one in which the very sustenance of human
life depends, an unwonted dignity attaches to0
the parable. And, as Jesus’ own interpreta-
tion is attached, it is impossible to go astray
in the search for its meaning. In im-
agination I hold in my haad a grain of wheat,
just like that which the sower went forth to
sow. What is that seed? Perhaps you say:
‘It is brown’ But I did not ask the color.
‘Oblong?’ No, I did not ask the shape. These
are but ‘accidents’ of the seed. At the centre
of that grain there is an essence—an inde-
scribable, invisible something. The Latins
called it ‘substantia,’ the inner principle of the

ed. It is this which gives the accidents of
color, size and shape. Extract that princi-
ple, and there is nothing left. . . . The
gospel is a seed. It may be written or spok-
en. It may be Scripture, hymn, sermon,
prayer, tract, Sunday school teaching, #chor-
tation. The accidents of form are multiple.
But at the heart of it there must be a divine
principle of life. They must be Jesus’ words
of opirit and life. . The gospel sexd re-
quires a sower. There are some sceds which
nature has provided with the means of sow-
ing themselves. These are, however, the ex-
ceptions which prove the rule. They are us-
ually, too, the seeds of wertiless weeds, About
in the ratio of their value is okill and care
required in the planting of gcod seed. As
multiplex as the forms of the seed, so are the
sowers. Whoever presents gospel truth in
such manner that its power accompanies it is
a sower of the seed. The seed implies a soil.
And the soils are as multiplex as the sowers
and the seeds. . . . Acrcss the Oriental
fields footpaths may still be seen. Though al-
lowed, they partake of the nature of trespass.
Farmers—not accidently, but purposely—sow
upon them for a witness that the claim to
tkem is not abandoned. The unawakened
human heart is a path trodden hard by sin
and evil habits. Yet it belongs to God. He
still claims it. His truth is sown upon it for
a teotimony. But in such instances the soul
of the gospel does not touch the soul of the
man. There is an outward hearing, indeed,
but no inward comprehending. And the seed
is quickly taken away by the wicked one,
wko sends irrelevant thoughts, pleasures,
business, etc, as a flock of birds to devour
the seed. . . . Some sced falls- upon a film
of oil which covers a ledge of rock. The rock
ho'ding the heat acts like a forcing-house, and
causes the seed to germinate all the more
qu'ckly. But there is no chance to draw mois-
ture from the depths of the soil. For a per-
manent and healthful growth, the seed of the
geepel must grow as deep as it grows high.
There must be as much intericr life as there is
exter'or expression, as much belief with the

heart as confession with the tongue. But the

nbroken rocky. covering of the heart remders
:'n interior gmzvth impossible. The life of the
seed is beautiful, but brief. The same sun

that caused it to germinate, withers it. ., . «
There is still another soil which, though un-
trodden and free from rock, yet has secreted
in it roots of poisonous thorn A bushes. The
thorns and the wheat grow together, but the
thorns faster and more luxuriantly, They rob
the wheat of the nourishment of the soil
which belongs to it, its portion of sunshine,
dew and rain; they poison it with noxious
breath, they wound it with their sharp briers,
they choke it. Two ccnditions of human life
seem here referred to. The poor, in whom of-
ten the extreme anxiety about temporal af-
fairs and absorbing attention to the making
of a living chokes the spiritual life; and the
rich, who in their abundance are prone to for-
get God, and indulge themselves to such an
extent as to stifle all spirituality. . . .
The good ground may now be defined by con-
trast. It is not the wayside, It is not stony.
It is not therny. It is a soil that has been
ploughed and harrowed; stirred to its depths.
A soil that has caught the sunlight and rainm,
and holds them. A soil that will receive the
seed and hide it and  warm it in its bosom.
Such a ©o'l w.1l predrez a hundred-fold. Moral
earnestness—an honest and geod heart—is a
geod soil.

THE TEACHER'S LANTERN.

‘With consummate strategy, Jesus went to
‘the macses’ The feast-times found Him in
Jerusalem, where the widely-scattered Jews
were wont to eather. The intervals between
the feasts found Him on the shores of Galilee,
the centre of population. The manner of His
life attracted. He was no mendicant. His
humble retinue had a common purse, meagre
no doubt, but suffic'ent, w.th what the women
ministered who followed in His train. Yet
there was no ostentation, though the wife of
Herod’s chief steward was with Him. By
deeds of 'kindly helpfu'ness He identified
Himself with tte people He had come to seek
and to save. We have a clue to the size of
Jesus’ audiences in the fact that on onz occa-
sion there were five thousand men, not includ-
ing women and children. It was at
this epoch that Jesus’ preaching suffered a
change of style co marked as to excite the
wonder of His dicciples, and put a question on
their ‘lips. An emergency made the change
necessary. In the heterogeneous mass before
him there were some from whom it was ne-
cessary to hide for a time the essential na-
turs of His kingdom. Had he proclaimed Him-
self explicitly as only King of Hearts, he
would have precipitated His fate before He
could have sown His sesd and tra'ined.ms
apostolic college. The pa‘able was His shield.
At the same time it confused the worldly-
minded and hostile, it st'mulated the docile t0
an inquiry which was always rewarded. Like
God’s lantern in the sky which led Israel’s
wilderness. march, the parable was light t(:
Jesug' friends, dark to His foes. . ]est.xs
incomparablz legacy to His clurch is His thir-
ty-three parables. If all the rest of the Bxple
were lost, there is enough in these word-pic-
tures to show what the kingdom of heaven is,
and how to get into it. . A little mind
steks to magnify itself by the use of the re-
condite and cbscure. It is the mark of a great
teacher that he can make the commonest ob-
jects and processes of nature or art the vehicle
of instruction. Such was Jesus’ method.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, April 29.—Topic—Home missions
among foreigners in America. Eph. ii., 13-19.

Junior C. E. Topic.
- MISSIONS IN EGYPT.

Monday, April 23 —Egypt
day.  Gen. xii,, 14-20.
Tuesday, April 24.—Egypt in ?

Banc- 42t ,38-45. 4.—rEEYD Josgphs day.
Wednesday, April 2z.—. in .
Ex. i, 7-;43’. Pril 25—Egypt in Moses’s day.
Thursday, April 26—E
Egypt. Ezek. xxix,, 3-7.

Friday, April ~ 27—Isaiah”g
Egypt. Iea. xix,, 19-22, :
Saturday, April 23—

Isa. xix., '19.;-22.

Sunday, April 29.—Topio— A vict
Ps. lxvill, 31, g0 DA Visit to Egypt.

in Abraham’s

zekiels message to
message to

Promise to Egypt.
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Thrown Out,
(Geo. Power, in the ‘Alliance News.)

‘Now come, get out, be off, I say,

I'll have you out somehow’;

And then mine host, who'd made the boast,
Nor made it vain, I trow,

Pitch’d out his drunken customer,

Who fell and cut his brow.

Near to the tavern stands a cot,
Wherein an anxious spouse

And children yearn the quick return
From well-known public-house

Of husband, father, with the wage
Ill spent on his carouse.

Shall one go forth to find him?
‘1l go,’ cried Sissie Nell;

So Nellie bold, but ten years old,
Seeks now the ‘Old Blue Bell’;
A mission she had often had
More times than she could tell.

On speeds the little maiden,
Tongue framing words to say
Unto the one her hopes rest on
For butties day by day;

And as she nears the tavern door
A crowd impedes her way.

But not for long, for quickly Nell
Beside her father kneels, .

And lifts his head all bruised and red
With gore that from it steals,

To lavish on it all the care

Her temder heart it feels.

Some willing hands assist her

To staunch the gaping wound,

To raise the slave and selfish knave
Upright from off the ground,

His feet regained, with Nell as guide,
The druukard’s homeward bound.

For this Nell gained a promise,
When father’s head was clear,
That for her sake he’d never take
Another glass of beer;

The promise given long was kept
And proved a blessing dear,

No more the father wasted time
Supporting the ‘Blue ‘Bell,

Nor did his wage mine host engage
In work that dooms to hell

The simple slaves that take not heed
Of truth, they know and well,

SRR e :
The Economy of Drink — In
a Nutshell.

Suppose four farmers came into fown, each
with $30 in his pocket. One goes to a dry
goods store, one to a hardware store, one to a
boot and shoe store, and the other to a saloon,
and each. spends his money in the place he
visits,

After two weeks I come to you and say:
‘Let us go and see those producers; see what
they have received for the money they gave
those non-producers” We drive to the home
of the man who spent his money at the dry
goods store. ‘What did you get?’ Do you see
that dress which Nellie is wearing and the
coat that Tom has on? Well, I gave the mer-
chant $30, and he gave me in exchange these
things. He is better off; we are better off.
Exchange of value; both are benefited.

We go to the man who traded at the hard-
ware store, and we say: ‘What did you re-
ceive?” ‘Do you see the stove, and the axe,
and those kettles? ‘Yes’ ‘Well, I gave him
$30, he gave me these. We are better off; he
is better off. : : ;

We go to the man who spant his money at
the boot and shoe store. ‘What did you re-

_ Ceive for the money you paid? ‘You see these

boots which I am wearing ani the shoes Nel-
lie has on, and the boots that Will, Dick and
Harry and the rest are wearing? I gave that

%
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m<rchant §30 for them. We needed the boots
and shoes, he needed the money, and we trad-
ed.’ An exchange of value; both are bene-
fited. .

Now we go to the man who spent the $30
in the saloon and say to him: ‘Sir, you paid
that non-producer $30. What did you get
back?’ ‘Come here and I will show you.! Will
he say that? No; he will hang his head and
say: ‘I got this flaming nose, these bleared
eyes, and have been sick ever since.

‘My farmer friend, would you not have been
better off if you had put the $30 in the fire
and burned it, and never had gone to the
drinking-place at all? Yes; because you would
have gone to work t once and produced more
wealth to take the place of that destroyed.
The liquor dealer took your money and unfit-
ted your brain and muscles for the production
of more wealth.

The Voice of Science.

Recent investigation has shown clearly
enough that alcohol is easily and abundantly
oxidizable in the human body, but the mere
proof that a substance is consumed in this
way does not entitle it to rank as a food, and
still le§s can this supposition be entertained
if in addition it at the same time causes de-
composition and destruction of living proto-
plasm. That alcohol does this is not doubted
in view of the present knowledge of metabolic
processes, and this granted, it is evident that

- a substance capable of destroying body tissue

can not also at the same time serve to build
up and replace damaged parts. Therefore the
position that alcohol may play the double role
of food and poison is untenable, and the sooner
it is dropped from the list of drugs for in-
ternal administration, the better it will be for
physician and patient. ‘Medical Record.

Boys of Drinking Parents.

A son of a drinking man or woman has less
chance of health and active mental facult'@es
than of total abstinemce parents. Statistics
gshow alarming facts in this particular. Par-
ents, give the boys a chance by being total
abstainers yourselves and setting them an ex-
ample in practice and a start without the
hededitary peril. An eminent doctor in New
York city found that over seventy percent of
khe children of drinking parents in a large
number examined, were afflicted with organic
or nervous diseases.—‘National Advocate.

Alcoho! is Bad in Everything.

It does mot build up the body.

It reduces muscular force,

It lessens and lowers the warmth of the
body, although at first it seems to raise the
temperature.

It acts as a spur on the nervous system, but
in the end it weakens ani destroys nervous
force.

If our drinking habits were rooted out, im-
mense sums of money now spent in preserving
order and restoring health would be saved and
be made reproductive.

As a race, if we left off using strong drink,
our physical, mental, and moral powers would
be improved. :

People who do great feats of strength, skill,
or endurance, do not use strong drinks. Great
cricketers, brilliant oarsmen, smart runners,
great fighters, and the hardest workers in all
fields do not use intoxicants, but purposely
abstain from them. :

The clearest heads, the strongest nerves, the
stoutest hearts, all to be had without the
use of alcohol. lected.

France’s Worst Foes.

- Dr. Lowenthal, who is a member of the com-
‘mission which investigated the cause of the
creas opulation in France, writes in a
ris journal that the real evil is not so much

Pa
‘the diminution in the birthrate asthe terrble

~ increase of the death rate. He says that

‘Alcoiwlism alone is killing France,’ while

tuberculosis, which of all diseases is most eas-

ily avoided, is raging in France with more vio-

lence than any other country in bhewtlrrlﬂ.’—~

Leicester ‘Daily Bc,'st.’

Drink and Woman,

In a hospital ward a woman lay

Painfully gasping he: life away;

So bruised and beaten you scarce could trace
Womanhood’s semblance in form or face.

Yet the hair that over tie pillow rolled

In a tangled mass was like threads of gold;
And never a sculptor in any land

Molded a daintier foot or hand.

Said they who ministered to he- ne2d:

‘None but a coward could do this dee;

And what bitter hate could have nerved the
arm

That a helpless creiture like this could harm?’

Then the dim eyes, hazy with death’s eclipse,

Slowly unclose, and the swo'lea lips

Murmured faintly: ‘He loves me well—

My husband—'twas drink—be sure and tell
When he comes to himself—that I forgive;
Poor fellow—for him I would like to live.”
A shudder, a moan, as the words were said,
And a drunkard’s wife on the couch lay dead.

O fathers, who your daughters rear;

Somebody’s daughter is ly'ng here!

O brothe:s of sisters, come and see

What the fate of your precious-one may be!

O man! however you love your home,

Be it palate, or cottage, ’neath heaven’s blue
dome,

This demon of drink can enter in;

For law strikes hands and ba:ga ns with sin.

You have legalized c:ime, you have the gold,
Now hand them over the sons you sold—
Keep pushing them forward. Drink, boys,
drink!
Your father's are
think;
And in the great mart where mammon strives,
Cheapest of all things are human lives,
—Chicago ‘Inter-Ocean.

Action of Alcohol on the Liver—In the
‘Centralblatt fur innere Medecin,’ Oct. 20, 1900,
Dr, George Rosenfels gives an account of his
experiments to determine the efiects of alco-
hol on the liver. Depriving dogs of all other
food, he gave them from 3% to 4 c.c of ab<
solute. alcohol largely diluted with water,
from two to four times a day, it being equal
to 5 to 4 c.c. per kilo, the weight of the ani-
mals, They were killed before spontaneous
death would occur from the poisonous effects
of the alcohol, and on examination the liver
was found to contain an increased amount of
fat, in many cases more than double the na-
tural quantity, and the glycogen was much
diminished.  This appears to constitute a
positive demonstration that alcohol taken in
doses no larger than used by a majority of
beer drinkers is capable of producing a fatty
liver with diminished glycogenic function.

—_————

Among the Sick.

‘Every nurse kmows that most wards in
her hospital would have a very empty look if
all the victims of alcohol in some form o
other were weeded out. And in the houses of
the well-to-do, in spite of “three-bottle men”
having departed with the change in national
habits, the private nurse sces that many of
her patients are suffering, directly <z indirect-
ly, from alcoholism’—‘The Hospital.

[ R .
A Happy Rebuke.

Archdeacon Eyre has been telling a Shefficld
audience that he once sat opposite a drunken
man in a tramcar. He put himself on familiar
terms with the Archdeacon, thrusting a bunch
of flowers in front of him, and seeking to draw
an appreciative comment on their beauty, The
reply of the Archdeacon, with the eyes of all
others in the car upon him, was apposite and
effective. ‘Sir, he said, ‘do you know why
those flowers are so sweet and nice? It is be-
cause they drink nothing but water.’ The own-
er of the flowers was sufficiently sober to see
the point.—‘Alliance News. ; :

paid for your souls, they

In ﬁﬂswen; to a query, Berry, formerly the
English executioner, states that not one of
the 500 persons whom he hanged(wuj a total

e
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The Home-made Rug.

There’s a beautiful rug in a little room of a
certain house I know,

Where I sometimes call of an afternoon; on a
friend of long ago.

It is not a costly Persian rug, by merchants
bought and sold,

Or an Indian pattern of colors rare, inlaid
with threads of gold.

It was not made for a monarch’s throne, or
barem of Turkish Bey;

It was not woven in any loom by the genii of
to-day.

Its beauty is not in its patterned grace, or
figures of studied art,

But all through its lustrous texture glows the
love of ‘a human heart,

A mother, borne down by low estate, shut out
from superfluous things,

Sits down with a basket of rags at her side,
and patiently sews and sings.

She sings as she thinks of her finished work,
how beautiful it will be

To cover some spot on the faded floor where
once was tapestry.

Her husband will smile his old-time smile,
her children will dance with pride

On the new-made rug, though the floor be bare,
and no other rug beside,

And her own eyes will feast on it for many
-and many a day,

And the love she wrought in that home-made
rug will linger there alway.

—{Christian Herald.

A Letter to the Middlings.

(By Helen F. Boyden, in the ‘Presbyterian
Bannzr?)

For those who tread the busy walks of life,
unencumbered by physical ills, I have no
word, and only the memory of an experience.
To those who pass the weary months, seasons
and years, prisoncrs to their couch, I am. not
fully competent to speok. In my fifteen years
of crippled life I have been a ‘middling,’ like
the old colored auntie, ‘Sometimes up, a.d
sometimes down.’

My first head is, Don’t be proud. You re-
member, in the “‘Window" in Thrums,’ that
crippled Mysie overlooked the meighborhood
from her window, and when the neighbors
came in to gossip with har each one was given
a mental position to (o respond with the num-
ber of deaths or amcunt of sickness zer fam-
ily had had. Those most favored with afflic-
tions tried hard to be humble. So when we
meet those ‘less faycred let us also study hu-
mility.

Second. Take a lodk aryund, Study the face
of a harassed business man; listen to tae
querulous tonme of the housewife; note the
pucker on the school - girl's brow; hear the
break in the laughter of the happy child. Does
strength and vigor and power to do and be
seem to make the many happier than y:u?
Besides, their pin pricks and headachos areé
just as hard for them to bear as your hours of
agony. In the adjustment of life they were
given their burdens and cares and 'pain, as
well as you. A friend teaches his little boy
to bear life’s hardness in a unique manner.
When a finger is cut, or the head is bumped,
he says: ‘That’s a joke!’ and burst out laugh-
ing; and 'the little boy surprised, laughs, too.
This may seem a cold philosophy for all pain,
but let’s laungh.

Third. Protect your individuality. It may
weem a sore point to invalids who have to do
and be so much under the will of others to
learn that their own wills are apt to become
so weak as to need a prop. ‘What can’t be
cured, must be endured’ But if we cannot
walk, or eat, or sleep as we choose we caa at
least do our own thinking, Let us know our
own mind. As an old lady says, ‘The
mind’s the man’ Within our kingdom let us
reign, ‘not tossed about by every wind of doc-
trine! Don’t let a Chriztian Science friend to-
day turn your mind inside out, nor a patent

. medicine dealer to-morriw empty your pick t-
book; search till you find your own convic-
tions, and then abide by them. i

Fourth. Grow. Because your VPhYSECal life
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is bounded, do not let your mental and spirit-
ual life become narrow. Your neighbor, who
has travelled in many lands and stood before
kings, ueed live in no larger sphere than you.
Think fine and noble thoughts; hold healthful
views; keep from trivlal selfishness. As far as
lieth in you, study the bright side of life, and
tell it to your neighbor.

Fifth. Never despair. The idle hours that
pass will not seem long if spent in pleasant
reading or thinking. Keep hopeful in the pre-
sent; forecast no gloomy future.

‘Thy fate is ‘the common fate of all,
Into each life some rain must fall;
Some days must be dark and dreary.

The dark night passed will never come
again; life’s winter brings its promise of
spring. Yesterday always has something pleas-
ant to remember, to-morrow something bright
to hope for.

Now I have not given you one word of re-
ligion, yet this is a spiritual talk, for what
but the spirit could discern the things of the
spirit? And if you listen to the still small
voice and follow your honest convict ons those
things which are hidden from the wise and
prudent shall be revealed unto you as unto
dear children of His kingdom. If I have given
you a thought for the night season, or a smile
for the reading, my letter has fulfilled its mis-

sion..

A Paraﬁ_le.

Far up the quiet country side,
Near lonely farm and ancient kirk,
Where neighbors stroll at eventide
With homely talk of love and work,
A silver stream flows soft and fair,
And any hand might turn it there.

But from the heights of pathless hills
A thousand waters join its own,
Until its voice the echo fills,
And shakes the bridges ¢’er it thrown,
And startles awe-struck hearts ‘of men;
And woe to aught would siay it then!

Now still once more, but mighty grown,
To God’s great sea it finds its way,
‘Which laps the shores of lands uaknown,
Where one dark night is brightesi day.

0 quiet stream beside the kirk,
Who could foresee your way or work!
—Isabella Fyvie Mayo. .
—— =

Selfish Sacrifice.

She is one of those selfishly generous per-
sons who make other people a good deal of
trouble,’ said a lady in describing the circum-
stances which curround an acquaintance.

‘Selfishly generous?” The words were re-
peated inquiringly after a moment’s silence.
‘That’s rather paradoxical, isn’t it?’

‘She is a living paradox; such people al-
ways are, insisted the first speaker. ‘Her
husband’s brother, an immate of the home for
years, will never be any better, but may lin-
ger for months to come, and Mrs. F—— and
her husband are devoting themselves to him.
It is not a case that calls for a trained nurse,
and I ean not bear to leave him to a stranger
while I am able to do for him,’ she says ten-
derly. So she keeps up her household affairs
as well as she can—being one of those par-
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SICK HEADACHE
CARTERS

Positively cured by
these Littlie Pills,
They also relieve Dis.
tress from Dyspepsia, Ins
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating, A periect rema
edy for Dizziness, Nausea,
PILLS, |prowstness, Baa Taste
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[ Tongue, Pain in the Side,
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REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

ticular housewives whom hired help seldom
can please—and is wearing herself out gener-
ally, to the great anxiety of her friends. The
lack of assistance is not due to lack of money,
but simply to her feeling that the services of
affection are worth more than any other, and
that she is quite willing to spend herself in
that_ way. Meanwhile a daughter residing in
a distant part of the town, is making daily
visits to the old home, and doing all in her
pPower in kitchen and sick-room at the cost
of much ‘dlscomfort and inconvenience to her
own family life. Her daughter’s is the only
sort of help she will tolerate, and which she
would be hurt not to receive,

‘And 1\_Irs. F—— has not a thought that her
self-gacrifice ig selfish, and she is really giv-

ing a great hi
—-i‘;Forvgv ard.’deal which does not belong to her/

ITTLE
E

————— i

Household Hints.

- To remove the smell of paint from a room,
leave in it over night a pail full of water,
into ‘which three or four cmions have been
sliced. Shut the door, and in the morning
you will find the smell of paint has gone, it
having been absorbed by ‘the onions and
water. -

To clean windows and looking glasses: To

a quart of lukewarm water add a dessert
spoonful of kerosene oil, dip a leather into
the mixture and rub the glass; it will be clean
in half the time it will take to clean with
‘water only. Polish with a dry leather.

— el

Selected Recipes.
Date Bread.

Make a sponge with a pint of slightly
warmed milk, two cupfuls of white flour, half
a teaspoonful of salt, and half a 'yeast cake
dissolved. Set in a warm place to rise; then
add two teaspoonfuls of sugar and two of
molasses, three cups of sliced dates and
enough flour to make a medium stiff dough.
Turn into well-greased pan, and bake after it
has nearly doubled in bulk. Allow three-
quarters of an hour for baking. The bread
should be allowed to stand at least “en hours
before eaten—Selected.

Plain Fritters,

Put one tablespoonful of butter with half
a cup of water over the fire. When boiling,
2dd one-half cup of flour. Beat rapidly tiu
smooth, and the dough forms inte a round
loaf. Take from the fire, and when a little
c00l, beat in one whole egg, then add a sec-
ond egg, and beat till smooth. Drop this
dough by small tablespeons into smoking hot
:nt, a:; 14:00!: slowly. They will keep turn-
ng a ursting till done. i
s S 74 g d Serve with any

Sausages are more digestible and free
Say 'S from
m ritf"ﬂ:&:ie_y are placed in a wire basket and
T five minutes in Boiling water. Lift
the basket and drain, pierce the sausage gent-

all the grease in a bowl and prepare a thick-
ened milk gravy in the pan,

cup of butter and three tablespoonfuls of
flour; pour over this one pint and a half of
boiling water for ten minutes, Cut bread in
slices half an inch thick, toast brown and dip
into this. Serve hot. 3

BREAD CRUMB BALLS—Are a good way
Fo utilize bread crumbs. Soak bread crumbs
in cold water until perfectly soft; mash with
2 spoon until smooth, add salt and three eggs;
begt all thoroughly together, They must be
s.txff enough, to drop from a spoon and form
little cakes; fry in hot lard and butter to-
gether,

There are numerous puddings that are both
dainty and palatable that will use up the
bread crumbs.

LAMB OR VEAL BADGERS.—Chop lamb
or veal very fine, and mix with it chopped
parsley, a little onion, pepper and salt, Make
a batter with one egg, half a cup of milk, salt,
and flour enough to ma'ke a very thick batter,
Into a pan of boiling lard, drop an iron spoon-
ful of the batter, and in the centre of that
place a smaller spoonful of the minced meat.
When the latter begins to brown or curl at
the edges, turn the edges up over the meat,
and roll the badger over, long shape. When
brown all over, take out and keep warm.

CREAM OF CELERY SOUP.—Two cups
celery, 2 cups milk, 1 tablespoonful butter, x
tablespoonful flour, r cup cream, 1 sprig pars-
ley, a few drops onion extract, a few drops
celery extract, tablespoonful almonds, chopped
very fine, salt and pepper to taste. Scald the
milk with the parsley, rub the butter and
flour together until smooth and add to the
scalded milk. Cook until it thickens. Press
the celery through a coarse sieve. Add cel-
ery, cream and seasoning to the milk. Add
chopped almonds, and when ready to serve
beat ;with egg beater until smooth. The tips
of the celery may be used as a garnish,

NORTHERN MESSENGER
. (A Twelve Page lllustrated Weekly)

. To Separate Addresses.
Single COPY .o oo i i deer il T 408
Three copies to separate addresses .. ..$1.00
Four copies to separate addresses.. .., .. 1.20
More than four at the rate of thirty cents
each,

SUNDAY SCHOOL CLUBS.

Sunday-school Clubs, ten or more copies to
one address, twenty cents per copy per annum,

Postage,

Five months’ trial at haif the above rates.
Postage included for Canada (Montreal and sube
urbs excepted); Newfound.and, Great Britain, Gibe
raltar, Malta, New Zealand, Trancvaal, Jamai+
ca, Trinidad, Bahama Islands, Barbadoes, Ber-
muda, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
wak, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cyprus, also to the
United States, Alaska, Cuba, Hawalian Islands,
and Philippine Islands ‘
For Montreal and foreign countriee not mene
tioned above, add 50c a copy postage.

Sample Copies.
Sample package supplied free on applica~
tion.
JOHN DOUGALL & SON.
Publishers, Montreal,

: BABY'S OWN £

$12 WOMEN'S SPRING SUITS $4,50

MADE TO ORDER. Saitsto $15.0). Jackets. R incoats
WlimFanai fk:r‘s atplnmrgxifn%t urer":ix' prices.
end for Bamples. Cloths and 1"ashions to No. 1,
SoUTICOTT / (2.-&0.

SUIT ©9., London,

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' ip printed and published
avery weok of the * Wi :
and Bt. Peter strects, in the city of Montreal, by Johs
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eu.eae Dougall, both of
Montreal

All businezs communications should be addressed *Johe
Douzall & 8on.' snd all lstters to the editor should hef

u&c-.nw‘w of the *Northern Messenger.”

BUTTERED TOAST.—Beat to a froth one

Building, ntthe corner of Cralg
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What is Ours.

But she is crowding you out, she is taking
the place that really belongs to you, said a
warm-hearted, but not very wise friend, con-
doling with another over what she considered
a wfbnﬁ ‘But the brave heart repudiatei that

i f the case.

V“@’;: 0if it were really mine I should have it.
No o;:e can take from me what really belongs
to me. . >

How
we migh

f heart-burning and bitterness*
n:uec:ca‘; e if we would but real’zs that

-

T S

truth! Is it not a truth? We resent the ad- i
vancement of another to the pesition that we
think should be ours, we are sore-hearted with
a sense of personal wrong when another wins
the success we have coveted, yet we can not
miss our appointed place, our own guerdon,
except by our own refusal of it. ‘While Iam
coming, another stzppeth down before me, gaid
the disappointed man at the pool, lifting to
the Master eyes weary with Pain and wait-
ing. But no placs in the healing waters could
have_bee'n to him like the touch that sent him
on his way rejoicing. The rich peculiar bless-
ing, all his own, found him where he was.—
‘Forward.

DON'T FORGET OUR FLAC OFFER

If your school wants g
flag write for particulars,
This offer is open until Do-
minion Day.

Get to work now, Flag eards
and samples for the asking,
Address, Frag DEPARTMENT,_
Witness Office, Montreal,
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 THE MAPLE LEAF¥

FOR EVER AND EVERYONE

The happy suggestion that everyone, old and young, throughout
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no " faes ot *1c8 the Dominion should wenr a Maple Leaf on Empire Day and Domin-
color and beauty 3 vy 3 S o o P <
of the origimat, ¢ 101 Day, is gaining ground like wild fire,and you will not want to be

v T Broole Without one. If you get our Maple Leaf Pin you will be proud of it
Pin, as well as of the day you celebrate.
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stnpay SCHOOL CLASS Javces

greatly increase the esprit de corps—the fellowship of the members of any class or
school. Nothing could be more appropriate than our fine colored hard enamel Canadian
Maple Leaves. These are exceedingly dainty and pretty and would serve to pinon a
small silk Union Jack for Empire Day, a badge bearing the arms of your Province for

Dominion Day and scholars will find it the right thing to hold their school or class colors
safe and fast.

‘reuy

SINGLE ORDERS TWENTY CENTS EACH.

The price for these brooch or stick or eravat pins ranges in the city stores
from twenty-five to thirty cents, but we are able to send these pins postpaid for
the remarkably low price of twenty cents each, because, knowing that thousands of our
readers will want them, we have made special arrangements with the largest manufac-
turers to supply their needs. Kach person who remits for a pin is entitled to order the
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’ and the ‘Northern Messenger’ for one
month free trial to any single address they like in the Dominion.

BE A LEADER IN YOUR CLASS.

Send twenty cents for a sample stick pin or brooch pin and we will promptly
send it to you-—then call a meeting of the boys and girls at recess—show them your
pin and tell them that

IN ORDERS OF TEN OR IMORE THEY ARE ONLY TEN CENTS EACH

and that if they will each pay you ten cents for a_pin or brooch we will send them
promptly, and in quantities we wi.ll include w1t!l each pin ){L m_lk .Unu;m Jack to wear
with the pin on Empire Day, a silk badge beanpg their I rov"mcml Coat of Arms for
Dominion Day, and that besides all this we will send the Weekly Witness and
Canadian Homestead’ and the ‘ Northern Messenger’ for one month free of all charge
to each one of the class whose name is sent us with the order as havmg_ bought a pin

-the pins and brooches will, however, all be sent in one package registered to the
address of the one remitting the money. Act promptly. Don’t let your school be
behind in this important matter.

% Mapie Leaf Order Form for all,
Joun DovGarr, & Sox, Publishers,
A\

B
ReAMHR

‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

Please find enclosed the sum of twenty cents for Maple Leaf . ...
Pin in fine hard colored enamel.

R POST OFFICE ADDRESS AND PROVINGE,
Sel‘ldPil—lto....’.l.‘....'......'.....
Send Witness
ﬂ.nd HOlneSt-ea.d 055 ss e e e e o

.......0.'..0.!0...!....“.o...l

Selld Messenger t.‘o....".."."'°"' .""l'COO...‘.oonctonlcoo-oou-no
% No extra charge is to be made for the papers which are hein

& sent on trial to those who have not taken them. |

Special i“’holﬁ"s sending for these pins as a sample to show to their classes wiil please give the
WV Notico . name of their cluss teacher end also the bame of the school. 'Fhose who do will receivs an
\ \\ ] to Scholars. extri premium free of charge.
)
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