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A Massmnary Killed.

'Mr. F. Weiss, of the American Mission,
' Tangier, Morocco, writes to 'the ‘Christian
- Herald,” New York, under date Oct. 21.
I enclose a picture of Mr. Cooper, a mis-
¢ sionary of the North African Mission, who
was shot in the city of Fez, by a fanatical
Mr. Cooper left Tan-
gier with his wife and two children about

Moor, four days ago.

three weeks ago, having spent the sum-
It was here in
Tangier that we first met Mr. and Mrs.
i Cooper. They were truly a blessing to

Morocco, and were greatly beloved by all
who knew them.

mer months here, resting.

Mr. Cooper’s talks to us were heart stir-
ring, and especially his last talk before

% leaving Tangier for Fez. When the news
came of his death, our girls wept as though

loved by the children. He had labored
six years as a missionary in this land. He
had arrived in Fez only four days before

. this sad event. On that day, he and two
native colporteurs
place to buy some matting for the floor of
their new Mission home. While they were

~ purchaaxng the articles, out rushed a fan-
atic Moor from Manli Adree’s mosque. In-
stantly pulling a revolver from under-
neath his gelab (coat),; he shot Mr. Cooper
in the abdomen. The latter fell but was
quickly picked up by four men and carried
to the mission house. Medical help was
summoned—a doctor and a dentist—but af-

|
l
g

their hearts wotld break. He was much-

went to the market-.

ter two hours of great agony, the devoted
missionary passed peacefully away.

After the assassination, the fanatic ran
back to the mosque for refuge. This
mosque is considered by the Mohammedans
a very holy place. Murderers, thieves and
all sorts of criminals go there to find sanc-
tuary, and no one can touch them while
there. When this case was told to the Sul-
tan, ‘he immediately sent his soldiers to
the mosque and brought forth the murder-
er, something never known to have been
done before. Then he ordered him to be
placed upon a horse and taken through all
the streets of the city, to make him an ex-
ample to the people. After this was done,
the murderer was shot dead by the Sul-
tan’s soldiers. ’

It was a great shock to Mrs. Cooper, who
is mow bereft of her husband, and left with

MR. COOPER, THE MISSIONARY MARTYR AT FEZ
The photograph shows him talking to a native in the mission doorway.

two little ones, one a babe of six months.
She is a very devoted Christian. We all
sympathize with her,

We have been informed later that all the

Christian workers in Fez had been ordered.

to leave at once, as the more fanatical por-
tion of the natives are in a great state of
tumult, and are stirred up by the Sultan
showing protection to the foreigmers and
causing the murderer to be brought from
the mosque and pubhcly killed as a pun-
ishment for doing just what they claim to
be their religious duty to do.

ers, pray for the missionaries here, and

_ that thousands of souls may be brought

from darkness into light and from the
power of Satan unto God through the sac-
rifice of the life of this departed brother.

Dear read--

God’s Dealings With a Late
Fearner.

(Rev. W. A. Mason, D.D., Amarillo, Texas,
in ‘The Faithful Witness.”)

I was once of the opinion, that the age
of miracles was past, and that I might not
expect answers to prayers, that involved
Divine interposition of a supermatural
kind. I had been a regular pastor for six
years. In 1876 a daughter of a member
of my church was taken with haematuria,
a deadly form of malaria disease. As was
common with that disease;, she went
straight in the direction of death, ILate
one Sunday afternoon word came to me
that she was dying. I hastened to the
house, and met the physician, who was a
conscientious, praying Christian, coming
out of the front door. He told me that the
girl would not survive more than an hour
or two. As I entered the sick room, I felt
that I was in the presence of death. All
present were waiting for the last breath.
Suppression of all secretions, deadly nau-
sea and other symptoms, told that blood
poisoning had set in. I stayed a few min-
utes, and, having to leave to be at the
evening service, I bade this sick girl good-
bye never expecting to see her alive again.
Her mother followed me to the door, and
said about ihis to me: ‘Brother Mason,
Cod can doanything, can you not ask him
to cure Lena? Tell him that if he takes
her I will not be rebellious, I know it will
be best; but ask him if he cannot spare
her to me: T have had so much troubles;
brother Masom, don’t you think you can
ask him for me?’

I had just come from what seemed to me
the death chamber where I saw this girl
in the last agony, as I thought. Could
I believe that God could or would inter-
vene? I answered the mother, ‘Sister, I
will ask the Lord to lead me in this mat-
ter, and if I can, I will ask him to raise
Lena up.’ I went hurriedly from the house
to the church. All through the service
the plaintive urgency of that mother’s
words sounded in my ears and in my
heart. When service was over I went to
my room alone. There seemed to be a pe-
titioner at the door of my heart appealing
to me in the words, ‘can’t you ask him to
cure Lena?’ I was very un.huippy; I felt a
great responsibility laid on me. In this
condition I sat down with the intention
of settling the matter one way or another.
I asked as in the presence of my own
heart and God, ‘Can I ask God for this
miracle?” I shall never forget what fol-
lowed. A conviction seized my heart to
its deepest depth, I had not the least doubt
that God could heal the girl. I fell on my
knees and made my request in the name
of the sympathizing, wonderworking
Christ, who holds the ‘keys of death and
of hades.” My prayer was short, I\ rose
from my knees as firmly convinced that

-the child was cured as if I had seen it. I

could feel no other way. I went to sleep
peacefully, with the impression that I had
been in the closest touch with God..

But more, as'I arose from my knees the
clock sgruck eight. I noticed it. T arose
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early mext morning and hastened to ths
bouse of the sick girl. The sun was just
rising. His early morning glory seemed
in keeping with the feeling in my heart
that I was going to a place of rejoicing
and not a place of weeping. As I ap-
proached the house the mother saw me
and came out of the front gate and met ma
with these words, ‘Brother Mascn, the doc+
tor has just left here and says a miracle
has been wrought. He says Lena has not
a dangerous symptom and is absolutely
well to all intents.” I felt no surprise at
this, but was anxious to ask one ques-
tion. It was this, ‘When did she begin to
improve?’ This conversation occurred as
‘we advanced towards the house. We had
arrived at the door as I asked this ques-
tion. Before the mother could answer the
Catholic nurse in the room hearing thae
question answered, ‘I can tell ye exactly:
you know how sick she was when you was

here? Well, she got worse and worse, till

the clock was striking eight she turned
terself on the other side. I said to me-
self, “Lena has turned over to die.” She
was very quiet and I said, “she is dead.”
1 listened for her breathing, but could
hear nothing. I moistened my finger and

tield it before her nostrils, and felt a
warm breath. I still thought she would
be gone in a few minutes. Again and

again I felt for her breath. AtlastI could
hear her breathe, and I leaned over her
and she was sleeping as peacefully as an
infant. I was alone and was afraid. I
could not believe it. Three hours passed
in this way, till when the clock struck
eleven, it nearly.frightened me to death
when Lena awoke, stretched herself in the
bed, and raised up in a sitting position
and said she was hungry and must have
something to eat. Her mother was out of
the room at the time and I called her.
Wheh she came in Lena said she was
hungry and must have something to eat.
We both tried to persuade her that it
would be dangerous for her to eat; but she
said she was well and must have some-
thing. We brought her in some prepara-
tion with more milk than anything else
in it. She ate it with relish, then went
to sleep again, and did not awake till the
doctor came, about dawn.’

Lena was in the enjoyment of her usual
health in a few days, and still lives.

Now, the foregoing was an actual expe-
rience. There are thousands occurring
just like it in all essential respects. With
such facts before us what is the opinion
that the days of miracles are past worth?
Can any one read the New Testament and
say that such things are out of accord
with it? More another time.

The Power of the Gospel.
(William Marchall, in the ‘Institute Tie.”)
One evening during some special meet-
ings held recently, the gentleman who
was working with me went with me to
take supper at the house of a man consid-
erably over middle age. From his early
days this man had been a horse-trader,
and was known as the most blasphemous
man in the community. His home was all
that the word implies, a godless one. Nei-
ther his wife, nor his children, nor the
grandchildren, were converted.
- lering supper I got into conversation
with him about his relation to the X.ord
Jesus Christ, and tried to show him some
passages from the Bible. He told me that
. °
“ ‘- %

this was useless for, in the first place, he
didn’t know whether that was the Word
of God or mot, and in the second place he
couldn’t read, and wouldn’t know whether
I was telling him truly what the Bible
said, and in the next place he was so ig-~
norant that he couldn’t understand it.

This puzzled me for a minute, but I
lifted my heart to God for guidance, and
said to him:

‘My friend, it may be that you cannot
read, and that you do not know whether
this is really the Word of God or not, but
you do know that wsomething in there,’
placing my hand on his breast, ‘tells you
that what I have told you about your own
sinfulness and the love of God for you is
all true.’

The words went home. He assented tq
all that I said, and asked me to show him
just how he could be saved. How glad I
was to do =0, and there and then this old
hardened sinner accepted the Lord Jesus
as his Saviour. My friend and I knelt
with him in prayer, and he poured out his
heart to God for forgiveness and in
thanksgiving.

When we got up from our knees, I said
to him:

‘The next thing for you to do is to con-
fess Christ before men,’ showmg him Ro-
mans x.,, 9, 10.

He demurred at first, saying: ‘Why, the
people will only laugh at me if T get up!

But I held him to it, and finally he
promised he would do so at the meeting.

We went over to the meeting together,
and when the time came, and he got up to
testify, it was just as he had anticipated
—the whole audience burst out in shouts
of derisive laughter. He said to me after-
wards: :

‘Now, didn’t I tell you what they would
do?’

I said, ‘Yes, but are any bones broken?
Did it do you any barmp’

He answered, ‘No.’

‘All right,” I replied; ‘now keep on con-
fessing Christ.’

The next evening he got up and gave
his testimony again amid somewhat simi-
lar shouts of laughter and loudly-voiced
assertions that he wouldn’t last another
twenty-four hours. But the next evening
he was on hand again with his testimony,
to the amazement of the whole commun-
ity, who began to see that there was power
after all in the Gospel of the Lord Jesus
Christ to save a man from sin.

To make a long story short, his wife

and children, and those of his grandchild-
ren who were old enough to understand,
have all accepted the Lord Jesus Christ.

Through the old man’s earnest persever-
ance a little church has been erected in the
village where formerly there was no re-
ligious service, and he is himself actively
and happily engaged in spreading tha
blessed Gospel that has done so much for
him.

Do You Belong ?

The ‘Youth’s Companion’ is not a relig-
ious journal, but it is deeply imbued with
the religious spirit and all its teachings
are wholesome. In giving advice to the
young people who have gradusted from
school with an ideal of moble gervice it
says: ‘There is no better way of “com-
mencing” to realize that ideal than by
jdentifying yourselves with the church of
your faith, Many organizations-work to-
ward the ideal incidentally; the church

makes for, it constantly and avowedly.
Through no otheragency can the educated
and high-minded youth do so much for
the service of his fellowmen. The mere
attendance at church is in itself at once a
henefit to the individual and an example
which may change the whole course of life
for some weaker brother; and to some of
the many interests of the modern church
the man of affairs may consecrate his ex-
ecutive strength, the scholar may bring
his wisdom, the young man devote his
courage, his hope and his enthusiasm.’
This is well said and should be taken to
heart by our educated young people. Edu-
cation is for service, and it finds its wid-
est field and richest fruit in the church
and kingdom of Christ.
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The Love of Christ.

Amn old herdsman in England was taken
to a London hospital to die. His grand-
child would go and read to him. One day
she was reading in the first chapter of the
First Epistle of John and came to the
words, ‘And the blood of Jesus Christ, hig
Son, cleamseth us from all sin.’ The old
man raised himself up and stopped the
little glri, saying with great earnestness:

‘Is that there, my dear?’

‘Yes, grandpa.’ .

‘Then read it to me again—I never
heard it before.’

She read it again.

‘You are quite sure that is theref’

‘Yes, quite sure, grandpa.’

‘Then take my hand and lay my finger
on the passage, for I wamt to feel it.’

She took the old blind man’s hand and

placed his bony finger on the. verse, when

he said:

‘Now, read it to me again.’

With a soft, sweet voice she read: ‘And
the blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth
us from all sin.’

‘You are quite sure that is there.’

‘Yes, quite sure, grandpa.’

‘Then if any one should ask how I died
tell them I died in the faith of these
words: “The blood of Jesus Christ, his
Son, cleanseth'us from all sin.”’

With that the old man passed into the
presence of him whose blood cleanseth
from all sin.—English Paper.

Jesus Touched Him.
(Rev. Cortland Meyers, D.D.)

One of the electric bells in my houss
lately refused to ring. I could not discov-
er the cause. A bell-hanger, after some
time spent over it, found that right up.un-
der the bell, so small as to be almost im-
perceptible, was a place where the point
of contact was lost. That was the trouble.

And so it is often in the church of
Christ. Your batteries are all right in
the cellar, your wires and machinery all
right. But the point of contact is often
defective. That, in my judgment, is where
the great work of the kingdom cf God is
to come in—the point of contact. Follow
the footsteps of Christ and you will see
that it was through the point of contact
that he did his work. It was through the
marvellous touch of the Son of God. We
must go back to first principles and we
find the difficulty just there. Thers was
never better working force, mever better
principles in the church of Christ than
there are to-day. I believe ws shall ses a
brighter day yet for the church,

i

'

rl
:

Shteadibmios oy




+5BOYS AND GIRLS®s

Lo, the Rich Indian.

New Metlakahtla, Alaska.

(Olive McGregor, in the ‘Christian Ene

deavor World.”)

The passengers on the Alaska steamer
‘{Queen’ were awakened early one morning
Jast summer by the stopping of the ma-
chinery. Then, as our royal vessel slowly
turned, we noticed that it was headed to-
ward an island, upon which all that could
be distinguished in the early dawn was a
great white cathedral building.

But as the gangplank was thrown out
on the new Metlakahtla pier, at four
o’clock on this bright July morning, a
score of Endeavorers were ready to land.
The village was wrapped in slumber, save
an Indian boy who vigorously rang a bell
on the wharf to announce the arrival of
sithe steamer, Stepping from the pier on to
the smooth plank sidewalk, which stretch-
es in unbroken lines along four miles of
the village streets, we aimed first to visit
the great white church.

The air was cool and clear, the village
silent, and streets deserted; so that the
pervading atmosphere of peace, comfort,
and sweet cleanliness, all three so foreign
to heathen Indian villages, was felt by all.

Disappointed, though not surprised, at
finding the church locked, we enjoyed
viewing the imposing exterior with its
two square towers; also other buildings
near by; the schoolhouse built in the shape
of a cross; the octagonal Council House
with its roof of eight gables diverging
from a small cupola in the centre; and the
large new circular building that was be-
ing erected for Mr. Duncan, his assistants,
and guests.

As the villagers were not yet awakened,
the beach presented the mext attraction.
On the way we stopped to look at the fire-
engine house, with ifs alarm bell on top,
and within it the hose-reel and hand-
pump. Each cottage is supplied with its
own permanent ladders, reaching in sec-
tions from the ground to the highest part
of the roof. A mnearly completed system
of village water-works supplies the water.
‘As the town suffered greatly from fire sev-
eral years ago, every precaution is now
taken to avoid another such disaster.

Tach citizen pays a tax of three dollars
a year for town improvements, keeping up
the sidewalks, etc. Before the beginning

of 1898, electricity furnished all the light

for the viliage.

Just ten years ago every foot of the
ground now occupied by these hundreds
of pretty cottages, the homes of one thou-
sand Christian Indians, was a dense for-
est, untouched by man’s hand. Now,
through ghe unaided efforts of these In-
dians, every tree, and even every stump,
Lias been removed. The absence of huge,
decaying stumps i¢ an unusual thing in an
Alagkan town. Here you do not see the
barn-like ‘communal houses’ of the ‘ranch-
eries’ or Indian villages, of Sitka and
* Junsau, but* well-painted houses, with
fancy gabled roofs, pretfy bow windows,
and neat front piazzas; each house the
home of one family, not of ten or fifteen
families, the usual number in the ‘com-
munal’ houses of heathen Indians.

As cacn property-holder wished a corner
lot, Mr. Duncan wisely laid out the town
with four lots to each block, each cottage

surrounded with a well-tilled garden and
enclosed by a picket fence. Strawberry
beds, ingeniously covered with an old fish-
net to kesp cut greedy crows, made attrac-
tive many of tZe front yards.

The beach in front of an Indian village
in Alaska is an extremely repellent place,
because of foul odors and disgusting
sights; but a more attractive spot could
not be found than the clean sand beach of
New Metlakahtla. No herd of fierce lean
dogs feeding on odoriferous dead fish; no
litter of decaying wood and filth of all
kinds, usually surrounding an Indian vil-
lage, could be found here, but instead a
clean stret:a of sand and scores of well-
painted boats.

Strolling back to the pier, we were glad-
denéd by a sight of one who may reverent-

REV. WILLIAM DUNCAN,

From a ‘snap-shot’ taken.of him by one of
the travellers mentioned in the article.

ly and truly be called the ‘patron saint’ of
this village and people, Mr. William Dun-
can, looking hearty and strong in spite of
his sixty years. He is little more than
five feet tall, rather fleshy, with a ruddy
complexion; kindly, shrewd, and often
twinkling blue eyes; firm mouth, and chin
covered with a sandy grey beard.

He stood, surrounded by an eager ques-
tioning crowd, rapidly recounting the
story of his forty years of earnest Chris-
tian work, God’s blessing, and the wonder-
ful result among these dusky people of
the forest. e

-’Pointin-g to a building near, one young
lady asked, ‘What is that little building
for?’ ;

‘That,’ said Mr. Duncan, ‘is our jail’;
and with a twinkle in his eye he added:
‘We use it only to punish naughty boys.
Sometimes a boy is too unruly to be eas-
ily governed by his parents, and is brought
to me. I lock him up in that little room
for half an hour, and he is subdued and
repentant when he comes out. We have
no need of a jail here. There has not been
a crime committed during the ten years
we have been on this island.’

This is easily explained by the fact that
not a drop of ‘alcoholic liquor is to be

found on the island, or is allowed to bhe
brought there, and gambling is unheard of.
All who wish to become citizens of New
Metlakahtla must sign, and agree to com-
ply with, the following rules, or what is
called the ‘Declaration of Residents’:—

We, the people of Metlakahtla, Alaska,
in order to secure to ourselves and our pos-
terity the blessings of a Christian home,
do severally subscribe to the following
rules for the regulation of our conduct.

1. To reverence the Sabbath, and to re-
frain from all unnecessary work on that
day; to attend divine worship; to take the
Bible for our rule of faith; to regard all
true Christians as our brethren; and to be
truthful, honest, and industrious.

2. To be faithful and loyal to the gov=-
ernment and laws of the United States.

3. To render our votes when called upen
for the election of the Town Council, and
promptly to obey the By-laws and orders
imposed by the said Council.

4. To attend to the education of our chil-
dren, and keep them at school as regularly
as possible.

5. To abstain totally from all intoxicants
and gambling, and never to attend hea-
then festivitiés, or countenance heathen
customs in the surrounding villages.

6. To carry out strictly all sanitary reg-
ulations necessary to the health of our
town.

7. To identify ourselves with the pro-
gress of the settlement, and to utilize the
land we hold.

8. Never to alienate—give away or gell—
our land or building-lots, or any portion
thereof, to any person or persons who have
not subseribed to these rules.

Signed Witnessed s~——.
Date

A large sawmill, wholly under the con-
trol of Indians, furnighes employment for
a number of men, while a larger number
of both men and women are employed in
the salmon-cannery. This, also operated
entirely by Indians, turns out twenty-five
thousand cans of salmon a day. Besides
making tin cans and packing-cases for
their own use, they make them to sell to
other factories operated by white people in
other places. Every part of this building
is scrupulously clean, and shows evi-
dence of good managément. On the moun-
tain slopes of Annette Islands are said to
be hidden wvast quantities of valuable
mineral ores not yet disturbed.

A scrap of the conversation held between
myself and a grave, courteous elderly In-
dian on the wharf will serve to show the
spirit of the people and their simple
faith.

I asked, ‘Was it not very hard for you
to leave your homes in “Old Metlakahtla”
—ten years ago, and come here to begin all
over again in this wilderness?’

His face expressed wonder, surprise, and
slight indignation as he replied: ‘We love
God; we cannot quarrel. If we stayed
there, we must quarrel with the authori-
ties.”

‘We love God; we cangot quarrel,” he re-
peated. :

Then I asked, ‘How many of the people
in the village are members of the church?®’

He answered: ‘All who are old enough.
Yes, all our people belong to the church
and love Jesus. :

Such simple purity of Christian faith
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mmd practice, put into speech by an Indian
’1d enough to remember witnessing in his
childhood horrible cannibal feasts, cruel
tortures inflicted on their own subjects by
gavage chiefs, and domestic life in its
most degraded state, reminds us that ‘with
God all things are possible.” At half-past
six, just as the cannery had opened for
work, our steamer slowly moved away
from the pier. The little group of Indian
men and women on the wharf joined the
Endeavorers on the ‘Queen’ in singing,
‘Blessed be the tie that binds our hearts
in Christian love.

Tears rolled down some dusky, smiling
faces and filled the eyes of the one white
face; Mr. Duncan’s, as the strains of ‘God
be with you till we meet again’ became
fainter as the boat steamed away. Soon
all that could he distinguished of the hap-
py New Metlakahtla was the great white
church, the beacon-light of thesa sarnest
Christian people.

B

My Squirrel ¢ Mufile.’
{For ‘Our Dumb Animals,’ by Mrs. 8. J.
Brigham, East Orange, New Jersey.)
) Muffle ’ resides in Chipmunk Town,
We own a lot together,
His home is there the whole year round,
Mine through the summer weather,

Hi: house is high, the tower climbs
A hundred feet or more,

Mine is a little one which stands
Quite near to his back door.

It took the Lord a hundred years
To build his house, they say,

Mine is a cottage built by men

: In three months and a day.

We are such comrades! he and I,
We spend much time together
Talking about the woecdland folk
Who dress in fur and feather.

And of the long cold winter days
When snow lies deep above him,
‘When he and I are far apart,
And no one near to love him,

He condescends to share with me
Nuts of all sorts and sizes,

Stuffing his furry cheeks until
His face he quite disguises.

When ¢ Muffle” wants his share and mine
I gladly give him all,

And while his pockets swell with nuts,
My own grow very small.

Dear ‘ Muff |’ He hides them all.away
Upon his storehouse shelf,
While I am learning how to love
My neighbor as myself.
—_——————s
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Drinking is, afiter all, only a pronounced
symptom of a large vice—self-indulgence;
and self-indulgence is always fatal, in the
long run, to all the habits and activities
which men very properly honor.—R. F.
Horton, D.D.

Ant-Hills.
(‘The Strand Magazine.”)

A striking peculiarity of the white ant
is that it is not an ant at all, but a ter-
mite. Any ordinary person observing it
and its habits would call the insect an
ant; but the learned men of science who
settle these things tell us that it belongs
to the order of Europtera, and is allied to
the dragon-fly; whereas the ants are all
Hymenoptera. Indeed, the very latest
classification puts the termites in a class
by themselves, somewhere between thy
dragon-fly and the cockroach. But ths
travellers who first encountered the ter-
mite in its different kinds were not scien-
tifically exact in their nomenclature, and
took the way of the ordinary person, call-
ing the new insect a white ant.

The termites are remarkable chiefly for
two things—some sorts for one and some
for the other. One is the building of most
extraordinary nests, formed of particles
of earth cemented together, and pierced by
many tunnels,  chambers, passages, and
corridors, and the other is the destruction
(internally) of anything wooden they can
get hold of.

Mr. W. Saville-Kent, the distinguished
naturalist, made a tour in Australia a year
or two ago, taking photographs of many
remarkable things, some of which were
reproduced in his valuable work, ‘The
Naturalist in Australia.’

The termites of Australia have not yet
been thoroughly examined, but the Euro-
pean species (Termes lucifugus) has; and
in a nest of the latter there are found to-
gether eleven different types—which will
give some measure of the complicated state
of termite society. The eleven types

are : (1) the youngest larvae, there
being mno discernible distinctions be-
tween them at this stage; (2) the

semi-matured larvae of the soldiers;
(3) adult soldiers; (4) semi-matured lar-
vae of workers; (5) adult workers; (6)
nymphs (with imperfect wings) of the
first order, developing into kings and
queens; (7) king; (8) queen; (9) nymphs
of the second order developing into sup-
plementary males and females; (10) adult
supplementary males; (11) adult supple-
mentary females.. There is mno reason to

‘suppose that termite society in Austra-

lia is any less highly organized—in fact,
it may be found to be more highly organ-
ized still.

The white ant is one of the most de-
structive insects in Australia. It is not
a mound-builder, but it lives in subter-
ranean passages, and in the borings it
makes in wood. Nothing is safe from
this pest. Furniture, rafters, floor-board-
ing, dcor-posts—it eats into all. A house
left unguarded for a month or two may
come to terrible grief. The whole of the
wood-work, w'hile outwardly apparently
sound, will become a mere shell, with
walls no thicker than paper, so that one
puts his foot through the flooring as he
would through a stretched newspaper, and
the legs of seemingly solid chairs and
tables crush to dust and splinters between
the finger and thumb.

The soldier termites are distinguish-
able by their darker color, and
by their larger heads, which are
almost ‘black. These termites, it may
be observed, as well as other species, se-
crete a sort of acid, which will eat away

by weather.

even glass and lead. There are many in-
stances of the metal capsules of bottles
being pierced, in order that the insects
might get at and eat the corks. And in
these cases the.surface of the glass was
plainly corroded along the line where the
termites had laid their covered passages
towards the corks. XLead sheeting of con-
siderable thickness has also been perfor-
ated by white ants eager to get at wood
behind it.
* The food of the mound-building sorts
seems to be chiefly dried grass. They are
mound-builders and haymakers.: They
collect great hoards of grass blades finely
cut up, and store them in the myriad food
chambers that intersect their hillocks. And
the various species erect”mounds of vary-
ing shapes and sizes, particular shapes be~
ing produced by particular species. These
mounds are all of a roughly pyramidal
shape, sometimes with the apex prolonged
into - a - pinnacle. The hills grow
gradually, of course, and when completed,
range from 6ft. to 12ft. in height as 2
rule, though some reach 14ft. “or 15ft.
And it may be taken as a general rule
that the habitation, or ‘termitarium,” as
it is correct to call it, extends as far down-
ward under the surface of the ground as
upward in the air. Thus we may get some
notion of the immensity of the architecs
ture of these industrious insects, in com-
parison with their insignificant size. The
color of the mounds is commonly a rust-
red, much akin to the line of the soil be-
low. Mr. Saville-Kent made several un-
successful attempts, by excavation, to
discover and examine the queen in her
royal chamber, in the midst of certain of
the mounds. But the skill and diligence
of the worker-termites rendered his efforts
unsuccessful. So rapidly did they wall
up all approaches to the chamber at the
first alarm, that it became, apparently, a
mere lump of clay, indistinguishable from
the many others around it. In many
cases it was possible to trace clay-covered
galleries for several hundred feet along
the surface of the ground from the bases
of the hillocks. It is supposed that the
termites make innumerable holes in the
walls of these galleries in the night, issue
forth, gather their harvest of grass, and,
bringing it in, repair all the breaches be-
fore daylight. - .
We come now to the mounds of what
Mr. Saville-Kent calls the ‘Kimberley
type,” since he came across them in the

Kimberley district of Western Australia.

The tallest nest of this sort which Mr. Sa-
ville-Kent measured was 14ft. high. It
had reached its fullest development, and
it was becoming a little worn at the top
The shapes of these termita-
ries vary a great deal, and some present
odd and grotesque forms.

With the aid of a pickaxe and a cross-
cut saw, a mound was divided exactly in
half, and the thousands of inner cham-
bers and passages were exposed. From
the centre upward and out to the sides
the chambers were almost wholly filled
with the stored food, in the shape of fine-
1y choppedgrass. In the centre,however,and
a little below, was a collection of smaller
cells, apparently the nurseries, devoted to
the rearing of the young ants. These
cells, however, were found to bhes unoceu-
pied when laid bare, the young having
doubtless been carried away at the first
sign of disturbance. Here again nothing
could 'pe discovered of the qusen ant,
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A mound partially destroyed, in this
manner is never abandoned. The termites
instantly set about rebuilding the destroy-
ed side, and in coursé of two or three years
no sign is visible that the termitary has
ever been interfered with. As a matter of
fact, Mr. Saville-Kent paid a later visit
to this same termitary, and_ found the
work of rebuilding well forward.

A third class of Australian ant-mound

was inspected. It is called the
Magnetic, Compass, or Meridian Ant-
hill, from a very noticeable pe=

culiarity. Every one of these termitaries
is in plan of a roughly elliptical shape, or,
at any rate, it is narrow and compressed,
S0 as to be very much longer than broad:.
And every one of these mounds points, in
the direction of its length, exactly north
and south. In the valley of the Laura
River, about sixty miles inland from Cook-
town, North Queensland, these termitaries
abound. They rise in a multiplicity
of sharp pinnacles, with some - re-
mote resemblance to the roof “of a Gothic
cathedral. This particular form of meri-
dian or magnetic termitary does not at-
tain any very great elevation, 8ft. being
the height of the tallest measured. But,
as we shall presently see, there are in oth-
er parts of Australia termitaries of very
different shape, rising to a much greater
" height, and yet characterized by the sin-
gular north and south direction. To guess
the reason of this extraordinary orienta-
tion has been a puzzle to many men of sci-
ence, and all sorts of theories have been
expressed. It seems agreed, however, that
magnetism or anything of that sort has no-
thing to do with it. The most probable
suggestion yet offered is that the mounds
being of such shape and so placed, their

larger surfaces are in the least possible

degree exposed to the direct mid-day rays
of the sun, and therefore convey to the in-
terior a minimum degree of heat. A large
surface facing directly the noon rays .of
the tropical sun would become extremely
hot, and would retain its heat for the rest
of the afternoon., If this explanation be
the true one, it adds one more to the
many wonderful instances of termite
sagacity. And, indeed, so must any other
explanation. For it is plain that these lit-
tle insects, working in the interior of their
habitations, ‘box the compass’ with per-
fect accuracy, .through all the tortuous
windings of the myriad passages which
they .traverse. How they, in the dark of
their habitations, know with such perfect
precision the exact direction of north and
south, and how they carry that knowledgs
with them through the mazes they tra-
verse, is a thing science may some day
determine, though we scarcely expect the
revelation very soon. There is another va-
riety of Meridian mounds familiar in the
neighborhood of Port Darwin, which not
only point due north and south, but are
also convex on the broad east side and
concave on the west. Here is a more com-
plete demonstration still of an under-
ground knowledge of the cardinal points.

Still another form of Meridian termitary
is found in Australia, also in the Port
Darwin district. This is the largest of all
the ant-hills in the continent. It differs
in.shape from all the others, and its
height is immense. This particular ex-
ample was 18 feet high, Mr. Saville-
Kent calls this the ‘Columnar va-
riety. Strong ridges or buttresses
are built against the mounds, add-

X »

ing much to their strength. By the rule
we have already mentioned, which makes
the depth underground of these habita-
tions equal to their height above it, the
total height of this colossal structure, vis-
ible and invisible, i§ 36ft.

Many other kinds of Australian termites
erect very small mounds of 2ft. or 3ft.
high; and it is a curious fact that cer-
tain species of birds drive holes in these
mounds, and build their nests there. A
sort of kingfisher, distinguished by a
white breast, behaves thus in the south-
ern parts of Western Australia. In Cen-
tral Queensland, a parrakeet.excavates in-
to the small termitaries in the same way,
and deposits its eggs in the nest there
formed. But another kingfisher — the
White-tailed—selects a Iiarticular form of
mound which is a curiosity in itself. It
is an even, regular, egg-shaped - mound.
Into the side of this the kingfisher bur-
rows, and within it makes its habitation
and lays and hatches its eggs. Mr. D. Le
Souef, the director of the Melbourne Zoo-
logical Society’s Gardens, has taken a pho-
tograph of such a termitary as this, show-
ing the entrance to the kingfisher’s nest
within. After the irregularities to which
the other forms of white ant-mound have
accustomed wus, this regular consruction
comes as a surprise.

Not only birds, but lizards, rats, snakes,
and scorpions thrust themselves as visit-
ors on the unwilling termites and make
their homes in the mounds. Man, also,
has found a use for the habitation of these
insects. He does not go into them as a
lodger, but he breaks them up and uses
them for road-making. Termitary earth,
used as a top layer, binds and hardens un-
der _stress of weather into a firm masé,
like cement. Then the knowing bushman
will select a small termitary mound, hol-
low it with dexterity and care, and use it
as a temporary oven wherein he performs
surprising feats of cookery.

It is to be remembered that the termites
work at their building operations in the
night time only. This is the rule, but it
is a rule with exceptions. It seems to be
the rule because, in making some fresh
extension of premises, it is necessary for
the insects to break through the outer wall,
and so expose themselves to possible at-
tacks from their many enemies.

In all countries where white ants abound
the flight of swarms of the winged sort
is a familiar occurrence. They crowd
over all artificial lights at night, and be-
come a great nuisance. In Massachusetts
they are each season observed to fly in a
thick cloud, accompanied by numberless
birds, which gorge themselves with the
insects until unable to close their beaks..
There are fifteen different species of birds
that take part in this feast.

In India and in many parts of Africa,
termites are used as food by human be-
ings, and European travellers have testi-
fied that, nicely roasted, a handful or so of
white ants is a delicacy not to be despised.
But in Australia, low as is the develop-
ment of the aboriginals, and unpromising
as are many of their articles of food, the
termites are not eaten. But, what is, per-
haps, more singular still, the natives
about the Kimberley district of Western
Australia eat large quantities of the earth
of which the mounds ‘are compbsed. Mr.
Saville-Kent has frequently observed a na-
tive break off a piece of white ant’s nest
anA devour it with much relish. And it

was not from the promptings of imperious
hunger, for the natives in question were
in European service, and well and reg i-
larly fed. Mr. Saville-Kent suspects t'at
certain secretions of the termites, togs th-
er with a minute fungoid growth, <on-
spire to render the clay attractive tc the
native palate.

The Hissxgbrnary Who Was a
Baker.

When Dr. Cyrus Hamlin, the first pre-
sident of Robert College, Constantinople,
found it impossible to obtain gocd bread
in Turkey, he set to work with his usual
energy and established a steam flour mill
and a bakery. The story of his success as
baker may be familiar to many of our
readers, but is worth retelling.

During the Crimean War Lord Raglan
established his military hospital in the Se-
limieh barracks at Scutari. One day Mr.
;Hamlin was asked by an orderly to call
upon Doctor Mapleton at the hospital. As
he entered, the doctor asked, brusquely,
without salutation:—

‘Are you Hamlin, the baker?’

‘No, sir; I am the Rev. Mr. Hamlin, a
missionary.’

‘That is just about as correct as any-
thing I get in this country. T send for a
baker and I get a missionary.’

There happenedto be two loaves of bread
on the table, and Mr. Hamlin said, ‘I pre-
sume it is bread you want, and you don’t
vare whether it comes fromw@a heathen or a
missionary.’

‘Exactly so,” answered the doctor.

After some debate between the mission-
ary and the officer, Mr. Hamlin agreed to
furnish bread for the hospital uss. Tak-
ing up the printed contract, he noticed
that it said, ‘T'o deliver bread every morn-
ing between the hours of eight and ten,
or at such hours as may be agreed upon.’
Mr. Hamlin paused a moment, and then
gaid: ‘It will be necessary to insert in this
centract the words, ‘except Sabbath,” after
the word ‘morning.” The bread can be de-
livered Saturday evening, say at sunset.’

‘The laws of war do not regard the Sab-
bath,” replied the agent of the English
government, curtly. ‘I cannot change a
syllable in that form of contract.’

‘Very well, sir; then I will not furnish
the bread. I have not sought the busi-
ness.’

‘The chief purveyor,” said the doctor,
after a pause, ‘is a good Scotch Christian,
and he will arrange with you for that.”.
So Mr. Hamlin was engaged to supply.
bread at a rate of twelve thousand pounds .
a day.

The first delivery at the camp was dra-
matic. The soldiers were waiting impa-
tiently to receive it. They seized the
loaves ravenously and tasted them. Then
the bread was hurled high in the air, and
the joyful cry rang through the ranks:—

‘Hooray for good English bread!

The provost of the camp was overbear-
ing and rude, and some trouble was anti-
cipated over the double Saturday delivery.
On the first Saturday at sunset, Mr. Ham-
lin, preceding the long .ine of carts, sa-
luted the provost and said, ‘As it is Satur-
day I deliver the supply of bread for Sab-
bath; as at the hospital, so at the camp.’

This was met with the order to take the
bread back and deliver it in the morning,
Mr. Hamlin, unheeding the order, left the
bread and departed quietly. To the mis-
sionary’s astonishment, the next Satur-
day morning the provost wrote on his re-
ceipt, ‘Remember the double Saturday de-
livery.’—‘Wellspring.’ ;

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send five new subscriptions to the
Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents each
and secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable
for Sabbath School or Day School. Bound
in black pebbled cloth, with red edges,
measures seven inches by five and three-
quarter inches when open.
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What the Trolley Wire Said.

(Sarah L. Tenney, in the ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.”)

It was ‘Labor Day,” and nine o’clock in
‘the morning—just the hour for school to
begin, only there would be no school to-
day, for it was a holiday. Instead, a
merry crowd of boys from one of the
grammar schools in a large Eastern city
boarded an electric car bound for the sea-
shore. They each had a lunch box or bas-
ket, indicating their purpose to make a
day of it.

Roy Vining was one of the party, a
bright, wide-awake looking boy, rather
under size for his age, which was twelvs
years, but with clear, honest eyes and a
very winning smile, 'Roy had been anti-
cipating this outing for weeks and sav-
ing up every cent he could earn meanwhile
to indulge himself in it, for his mother
was a widow who worked hard to support
herself and only child.
scarce and poorly paid for at that, so when
the time arrived for the long anticipated
pleasure, Roy found he had just enough
money to allow him the trolley ride and
back without anything over for ‘extras.’

‘It is too bad, Roy,” said his mother,
who, like all fond parents, desired to have
bher boy enjoy as much as the other boys
on their good time. ‘Here are ten cents
more; take them for any little thing you
might like.”

‘No, indeed, ‘'mother,” answered Roy,
flushnig with indignation. ‘Do you think
I would use your hard-earned money? I
shall have a fine time, never fear! The
ride will be charming; you have put me up
a royal lunch, and I can go in swimming
and find plenty of things to enjoy that
won’t cost a cent.” So kissing hig mother
good-bye, he started away, whistling mer-
rily, though deep down in his heart he
did wish he had a little money ‘over’ for
ice cream or rolling ten pinsg, or 4 ride on
the flying horses, of which latter he was
specially fond. It gave promise of being
a very warm day, and a good many other
people besides the school boys seemed to
think it would be a fine thing to go to the
shore. So long before they were half way
tkore the car was crowded to overflowing,
all the standing room between the seats
and even the running boards being whol-
ly occupied. Roy was a little fellow and
was so closely wedged in between two very
fleshy women, each with a baby in her
arms, that the conductor failed utterly to
see him when he came around for fares.
Roy had the five cents in his hand and
tried to pass it along, but it was utterly
impossible to reach the conductor through
the mass of humanity, and the two big
women were so occupied with each other
and their babies, they never noticed Roy’s
attempt to pass on his money. With a
little thrill of exultation, Roy thought to
himself, ‘Jolly; I’m five cents inf” I can
have one ride on the flying horses, any-
wayl’ :

‘But you wouldn’t think of using the
money in that way,” whispered that faith-
ful little monitor called ‘Conscience.” ‘Of
course you will give it to the conductor
when you get off the car, for it belongs to
the company, you know.’

‘Why, to be sure,” immediately respond-
ed Roy, though a shade of disappointment
rested on his handsome countenance. But
a2¢ was a loyal little “Knight of King Ar-
‘hur,’ and had been instructed by a lovine

But ‘jobs’ were ®

mother to be both honest and honorable.
A second and even a third time the con-
ductor collected the fares with the same
result. Roy’s increasing wealth proving
a constantly increasing temptation to hold
on to it, but even when he found himself
with a surplus of fifteen cents, he resolved
in his stout little heart to give it all up.
Then it was that the trolley wire began to
talk. Perhaps you never knew that trol-
ley wires could talk, but all you boys who
ride on the electric cars have, doubtless,
noticed the peculiar ‘singing’ or ‘murmur-
ing’ of the wires overhead. Sometimes
they seem to ascend a regular scale of
sounds, descefiding in like manner.

‘To Roy’s tempted soul and strained im-
agination they seemed to talk and say,
‘Xou fool! you fool! you fool!” with con-
stantly rising reflection till it became al-
most a shriek, ‘to give back fifteen cents,
when you might have such a good time
with it! You can have a boat ride and a
ride on the flying horses, and have ice
cream and candy and no end of good
things with all that money.’

¢ 'Tisn’t yours,” whispered Conscience.
But the trolley wire was bigger and noisier
than Conscience and ‘talked’ so loud it en-
tirely drowned the gentle voice of the in-
ward monitor. ‘The money is yours. You
tried to give it up and couldn’t succeed.
Besides, it’s the conductor’s business to
look after the fares. If he fails to take
them, it’s his lookout—not yours. You
have a perfect right under the circumstan-
ces to keep the money.’

“Misn’t yours!’ reiterated Conscience,
this time a little more faintly than before;
it would be stealing both ride and money.’

‘I mever stole in my life,” returned Roy,
indignantly, and although he spoke under
his breath, the trolley wire heard him,
and instantly responded ‘Of course you
never did, and never would. This wouldn’t
be anything like stealing. Xeep it, you
foolish boy! Xeep it! keep it!’ shouted the
trolley in the descending scale as the car
veached its destination and began to slow
up. Roy’s usually frank, merry counten-
ance was clouded and anxious with the
jnward conflict, but as the car stopped and
the crowd of pleasure-seekers turned treir
steps toward the ocean, Roy went straight
to the conductor and gave him the fifteen
cents. He had not the slightest idea that
any one beside himself knew he had mnot
paid his fare, but it so happened (boys,
does anything ever ‘happen?’) that an el-
derly, dignified gentleman sat behind Roy
in the dense crowd and saw the whole pro-
ceeding. He witnessed Roy’s attempt the
first time to reach the conductor, and his
immediate impulse was to lean forward
and assist him in passing the fare on.
Then on second thought, he drew back
said to himself: ‘No! T’l1 watch that
boy!” He observed Roy’s failure to reach
the conductor both the second and third
times, but, for reasons known best to him-
self, he was even more anxious to watch
the final result. Not being observed in

‘the crowd as it left the car, he kept close

at Roy’s elbow as he talked with the con-
ductor, and this is what he heard:

‘Here, Mr. Conductor, you didn’t take
any of my fares. I was so small I s’pose
you didn’t see me, and I couldn’t reach
you, the people were packed so close.”

‘Well, you are a rare bird,’ exclaimed
the conductor, looking at him in unfeigned
astonishment. ‘Why didn’t you keep it?’

‘Why, it isn’t mine, of course,” returned

o
> Ve,

Roy. T've had my ride, and I wish to
pay for it.’

Again the conductor looked at him as if
he were a curiosity among boys, and thex
he said:

‘Well, boy, I’ll tell you what; either you
or I have got to keep it, for my accounts
are all made up this trip to corraspond
with the ticker, and you may keep it for
your honesty.’ :

‘Why, that wouldn’t be right, either,?
gasped Roy, refusing this even greater
temptation; ‘it belongs to the company.’

‘Oh, well, give it here!” exclaimsd the
maun, impatiently. ‘I’m not so thin-skin-
ned as all that, and I’ve no time to bother.’
So, pocketing the change, he turned upon
his heel and strode away. Meanwhile, tha
old gentleman, beaming with satisfaction,
took his way with the other pleasure seek-
ers toward the seaside.

And I will privately confide to you that
even the conductor was so impressed with
Roy’s integrity that when he handed in
his account at headquarters, he also pass-
ed in the extra fifteen cents, explaining
the facts in the case, thereby increasing
his own reputation for honesty. Roy had
a delightful day, notwithstanding the oth-
er boys indulged in much he was obliged
to deny himself. But it was a very happy,
though a very tired boy that reached home
that night, with a glowing account of the
day’s pleasures.

Now, in the place where .Roy lived, in
one of the downtown law offices there had
been hanging for several days a notice in
the window, ‘Wanted, an office boy.” Be-
tween forty and fifty boys had already
made application, Roy being among the
number. It was, a very desirable situa-
tion, bscause the boy would be permitted
to attend school, performing his office du-
ties outside of school hours, and the pay
was liberal. But Lawyer Stearnes had
not yet been able to find just the
kind of boy he was looking for until the
day he rode to the seashore and witness~
ed Roy’s little apisode. He had been fav-
orably impressed with Roy’s appearance
at the time he made application, only he
thought him rather small. But this inci-
dent on the trolley car decided him, for he
recognized Roy the moment he saw him.
A day or two after Roy received a letter
by mail, after reading which he ran, flush-
ing with excitement and delight, to read
it to his mother. It informed him that
the coveted position had been given to him,
because, among other requirements, he
was ‘an honest boy,” and Squire Stearnes
went on to explain how he knew this fact.
Then Roy told his mother what he had not
told her until then—all about his tempta-
tion and victory, remarking as he closed,
‘I think Satan must have rode the trolley
wire that day, mother 4 ¢

“Without doubt,’ amered his mother,
‘and I am equally sure, and thank God for
it, that one stronger than the tempter rode
inside the trolley car close to my darling
boy.’

Expiring Subscriptions .

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the
date thereon is Jan. 1903, it is timse that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose mothing by remit-
ting a little in advance. :
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How the Minister Spoiled the

Music.
(Justin Henry Seward.)

‘The door of the brown cottage opened,
and a little old man in a threadbare over-
coat came down the steps. At the foot he
turned and with feeble gaiety tossed a kiss
to his wife, who stood in the doorway.
Then he was off down the street.

She looked after him and smoothed her
silvery hair, with a tremulous sigh. The
little cottage had been their”home ever
since they came from Scotland, thirty years
before. Every Sunday morning she had
seen him start away in this fashion, al-
ways with the merry salute from the foot
of the steps; yet never before had she felt
pity for him, real pity, as if he needed
some support. In the little church around
the corner he had preached all these years
with a vigor and confidence rarely egual-
led in young men; she had no fears for
him there. But on this Thanksgiving day
he was to preach in a stately church ‘down
town,” before the rich people of all the
other churches, from a platform where he
had never stood before. She knew his heart
failed him mnow, and a little prayer came
from her lips as she turned indoors.

‘Come, nmow, my man,’ he was saying
staunchly to himself, as he trudged down
ithe leafy walk, ‘you be needin’ a larrupin’
or so. @Grit your teeth, ye fool; is’t the
first time ye’ve spoke to a multitude? A’
their finery canna harm ye, nor will the
truth be lost.’

Ee seemed to put heart into himself
with bis mutterings, and the golden sun-
light and pure, cold air braced him. He
was really a very feeble old man, leaning
heavily on his stick, and with shoulders
bent almost into a bow. In his face,
though, there was power, and in his clear
brown eyes, shining back in the shade of
their dark eyebrows. But though he had
conquered his waverings for the moment,
he could not but tremble and breathe fast-
er when he saw the great brown church
ahead of him, and all the fashionable
folk in their rich, new autumn garments,
filing in at the doors. Nor was he reas-
sured when seated in the deep wvelvet chair
back of the pulpit, with Mr. Fleming, of
the Presbyterian Church, on one side of
him, and Mr. Brouthers, of the Congrega-
tional Church, on the other. The faces
ranged before him seemed all hostile, all
cold and forbidding. He saw My, Perkins,
the real estate man, near one of the great
sparkling windows, and he thought Mr.
. Perkins looked as he did the last time he
said to him, ‘Now, Mr. McCrae, I really
must have that house money day after

to-morrow.” And there was Mrs. Billings,

who bad put him off with a cold nod once
when he approached her on the street, and
offered his hand. He thought she looked
now just as she did that day. Then there
were some young men back by the door,
who led the way up the aisles when any-
body entered. :They seemed to be whis-
pering and = chuckling together about
something. He supposed it was his old
coat and clumsy shoes. Altogether, it
made him feel like a very old and poor
and weak old man, quite different from the
strong, uplifted person who thundered
forth the truth each week from the Baptist
pulpit.

Mr. McCrae interpreted mnot altogether

wrongly the expression of the faces before

him. Some of the people were a good deal
put out over his having been asked to

preach. They thought seriously of stay-
ing away, but they knew Nellie Favouri
was going to sing, and—why yes, Franz
Grossart was to play the organ, and he
was such a wonder. The fact is, the peo-
ple of Colbury were very ‘advanced’ and
large-moneyed people. They lived in
houses pretty nearly palatial, with verit-
able parks around about. They had re-
ceptions and dinners and dances, and lawn
parties and festivals—church festivals, for
they all belonged to ome church or the
other. ‘It really wasn’t such a bore, you
know, and didn’t cost very much.” Christ-
mas was a week of jubilant noise and con-
sumption of candy; Easter was a glitter-
ing parade and musical festival; while
Thanksgiving was a great combination of
the town churches in. an entertaining
preaching service, and then the various
dinner parties afterward. How ridiculous
then it was, that that queer old McCrae,

"who lived among the old fogies in North

Colbury, should be sitting up there about

to begin his sermon,

‘Xuh,” said John Billings, the head ush-
er, doing a waltz step in the vestibule, ‘I
s’pose he’ll give us a talk about salvation
for turkeys,—say, Jimmy, wasn’t that
party last night great?’

No one thought it necessary to listen to
the old man as he rose to speak, bent his
head over the Bible until his bushy white
hair almost touched the pages, and read
his text in a slow momnotone.
people openly simulated great weariness;
others sniffed and coughed; John Billings
whispered with the fair Miss Perkins in
the back seat. But McCrae spoke steadily
on, with his eyes not seeking those of his
hearers, but fixed on some point not with-
in their sight.

As nearly as the sleepy intelligence of
the audience could make out, he seemed to
be maundering along about giving thanks
to the Lord, ‘appropriate enough, I sup-
pose, but so tiresome,” as more than one
woman whispered to 'her husband. Me-
Crae seemed to make mo effort to appeal
to the congregation’s feelings. He stood
still behind the pulpit, scarcely lifting a
finger in gesture. PBut all in a moment his
features seemed to stiffen in a white aus-
terity, his dark eyes gleamed and glanced,
and he strode from behind the desk to the
very front of the platform. Then with
every eye upon his, he spoke straight
down upon the amazed faces before him.
Ah, how he smote them! How his voice
rose and fell, one moment a fierce cry, the
next an awesome whisper. To the con-
gregation it was as if a mighty hand had
gripped them, and was swaying them at
will. One burning sentence after another
‘fell, denouncing the shallowness and dis-
play thése people had substituted for de-
votion, the frivolity of their lives, their
utter uselessness in any good work, the
separation of their thoughts from godly
things.

‘I heseech you,” he cried, ‘to walk worth-
jly of the calling wherewith ye were call-
ed, with &’ lowliness an’ meekness. My
friends, ye canna follow the world, and
be the Lord’s. ‘Come ye out from among
them and be ye separate.” Ye ha’
sembled here to geeve thanks, but how
empty is your thanksgeeving. Oh, friends,’
and his voice became low and deep, while
his face looked upward, ¢ “be filled wi’ the

Spirit, speaking one to another in psalms

and hymns and spiritual songs, singing
and making melody with a’ your heart to

Some of the .

as-

the Loxrd; geeving thanks always for a’
things in the name of our XLord Jesus
Christ, to God, even the Father.”’

Then there was silence. The old man
had sunk into his chair, and his massive
head was bowed. The congregation sat as
if bound to the floor by a single chain.
Not a soul moved. The air seemed blank,
save for the echo in each mind of those
last holy words. Suddenly upon the still-
ness a great crash of melody broke from
the organ pipes far up toward the ceiling,
A few brilliant chords, and then a pierc-
ing voice thriiled forth an aria from a
well-known opera. It was Miss Favouri,
gorgeous in green silk and a flowery bon-
net. She stood in the choir loft just above
the pulpit, swaying and tossing her head
as she sang, after the artiste fashion. The
notes pattered upon the listeners’ ears like
a swift summer shower. Scales and trills,
astonishing intervals and brilliant flights
of wvocalization sparkled round about the
melody, while the organ kept up a running
fire of dancing chords. Somewhere about
the middle of the performance, just as the
singer was rising upon a crescendo of runs
which was evidently to end in an over-
powering climax, the song died with a
sudden shock, and the organ stopped short
with a gasp. Every one stared in amaze-
ment, and there, in the centre of the plat-
form, they saw McCrae, with his face,
stern and set, turned toward the singer,
and a hand raised high in a gesture of
‘command.

‘Stop,” he said, ‘Ye must stop. I will na
hear it. The holy temple shall not be giv-
en to such exhibitions.’

Then he turned to the audience. A bar
of sunlight lighted his white hair, and his
head stood out bright against the dark
trappings back of the platform. He
seemed to the suddenly thoughtful throng
like some divine being, standing there
condemning them with that upraised hand.

‘We will sing,’” said he, in his ordinary
monotone, steadied, however, by an evi-
dent effort of the will, ‘Praise God from
whom all blessings flow.’

The organist was nonplussed and help-
less. Miss Favouri was pale and silent.
But somewhere from the centre of the
congregation a voice took up the majestic
strain, another chimed in, a few scattering
here and there began to sing, and in a me-
ment all were on their feet, singing as
they had mever sung before, as they never
had tried to sing; and then bowing silent-
ly under the benediction.

‘A singular service, Brother Brouthers,’
said the Rev. Mr. Fleming, as the people
slowly filed out.

‘Singular indeed,” returned the other,
‘but what has become of our Brother Mc-
Crae?’

He was not on the platform. He was
not below. But up in the choir loft they
saw him bending over a prostrate girl’s
figure in green silk; his hand resting on
her shoulder, and his face soft with a
half-shy sympathy. He had spoiled her
song, and this was his penitence.

: Bicycie Travel.
(Annette Noble, in ‘Wellspring.’)

Harry Brown was poor and ambitious.
He had graduated from a common school
but was unable to go to college. He he-
lieved that he could get a certain educa-
tion out of a trip to Europe. He had good
health, a bicycle, and two hundred dollars,
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Oh, yes, among his possessions he counted
& sympathetic friend, also poor. Harry
and this young theological student se-
cured second-class passage on a good
steamer, for twenty dollars each way—on
a steamer where the clean quarters made
up for the plain foocd and lack of style.
They had a fine passage, during which
they studied, read, and grew intellectually.

After landing they wheeled off on the
smooth roads, seeing something mnote-
worthy every mile of the way. Each
night, they found some.little inn or a
clean cottage, and for a small sum had
good beds and abundant food. What ap-
petites they had! They shunned high-
priced hotels, and obtained good dinners
elsewhere for twenty-five cents. If it
stormed they rested or went by rail, third
class, improving this opportunity of meet-
ing people and talking with them.

Every day was filled with - profit and
pleasure, and they spent only about one
dollar a day. At the end of three months

_they were not penniless, and felt indeed
richer than millionnaires. Their trip was
L success, ?

Again, two teachers, women, took their
wheels and for very little more than the
young men had spent, passed a delightful
and profitable vacation in England. One
of them returned with photographs illus-
trating the whole trip—castles, mountains,
lakes, palaces, and lovely landscapes. In
the notebook of her companion were pages

of material which later made the writer -

able to fix to each picture its own proper
study or story, and so there crept into
print a pretty little book that justified its
being and paid its way so well that its
young and enthusiastic author said, ‘Some
day I will go again and know more.’

If it is right for you to travel, if you
long to gee the old world and its accumu-
lated treasures, assure yourself where
there is a will there is usually a way,
sooner or later. ILearn all you can, by
way of getting ready, and you will have
a sure recompense in that, if you never
go at all. If you find that you must, after
all, stay at home, remember the saying
of the old man that, ‘mankind in general
is very much like the generality of man-
kind,” and that if one sess all there is to
see, and learns all there is to know, in and
about any one spot on earth, that person
is very wise; and he can be very interest-
ing, if he will be simple-hearted, unsel-
fish, and love his neighbor as himself.

The story is told of one who ‘dined with
the gods,” and returning to earth ‘remem-
bered onl% the pattern of the tablecloth.’
There are many who have travelled this
world over and have come home no wiser,
no riéher, morally or intellectually.

‘Diving and finding no pearls in the
sea

Blame not the ocean, the fault is in
thee.”

said the old Persian poet, and it is as true
to-day as it was centuries ago when it was
written. 2

1 would rather face heathenism in any
form than the liquor traffic in Africa. 1
have gone many times into the native heath-
en towns to preach the gospel, and found
the whole town, men, women and children,
in excitement over a barrel of rum that had
been opened to be drunk by the town people.
And when I reproved them they have re-
plied: ‘What do you white people make rum
and bring it to us for if you don’t want us
to drink it?”—Miss Agnes McAlister, -

Killed the Grass=
hopper.

Between the years 1873 and 1877 Min~
nesota was visited by a plague of grass-
hoppers, or Rocky Mountain locusts,
which so increased from season to seasom
that the farmers of the state were practi-
cally ruined, business was at a standstill,
and men’s desire to fight the pest was so
worn out that the state of mind of thae
entire community was one of despair.
Every means known had been tried to ex-
terminate the insects except prayer, and
finally towards spring of the year 1877,
Gov. John 8. Pillsbury made a proposal
to some of the ministers who had im-
portuned him to issue a pr‘oc‘:lv'ama,tion ap-
pointing a day for prayer throughout the
state.

‘Get up an expression,’ said he, ‘setting
forth just what it is that you propose,
and have it gemeral, and if it meets with
my approval I will do as you wish.’

This was done, and an expression from
many of the ministers of the State re-
questing that a day be appointed for fast-
ing and prayer was handed to the Gover-
nor.

Upon this he decided to act, and a pro-
clamation, of which the following is a
copy, was issued: i
‘State of Minnesota, Executive

ment, St. Paul, April 9, 1877.

‘A general desire having been expressed
in various religious bodies in this State
for an official designation of a day of
fasting, humiliation and prayer, in view
of the threatened continuation of tha
grasshopper scourge, I do hereby, in re-
cognition of our dependence upon the
power and wisdom of Almighty God, ap-
point Thursday, the twenty-sixth' day of
April, instant, to be observed for such
purpose throughout the State; and I in-
vite the people, on the day thus set apart,
to withdraw from their ordinary pur-
suits, and in their homes and places of
public worship, with contrite hearts, to
besesch the mercy of God for the sins of
the past and His blessing wupon the
worthier aims of the future.

‘In’ the shadow of the locust plague,
whose impending renewal threatens deso-
lation of the land, let us humbly  in-
voke, for the efforts we make in our de-
fence, the guidance of that hand which
alone is adequate to stay ‘‘the pestilence
that walketh in darkness, and the des-
truction which wasteth the noonday.” Let
us pray for deliverance from an affliction
which robs the earth of her bounties, and
in behalf of the sufferers therefrom let us
plead for comfort to the sorrowful, heal-
ing for the sick, succor for the perishing,
and larger faith and love for all who are
heavily laden. ‘

‘Let us, moreover, endeavor to deserve
e new prosperity by a new  realization
of the opportunity vouchsafed to those
things which make for the well-being of
men and the glory of God.

‘J. 8. PILLSBURY,
‘Governor.’

Of course this attracted widespread at-
tention and caused much comment. In
the State the Governor’s action was in gen-
eral heartily endorsed, though a few so-
called liberal leagues ridiculed his pro-
clamation. One member of such a society
wrote to the Governor and asked him care-
fully to take note of the condition of the
grasshoppers the day before the day of
prayer and again the day after to ses the

Prayer

Depart-

effect of the invocations which would go
up from all the churches.

Among the God-fearing people the pro-
clamation created a profound impression.
Though not prepared to hazard an opin-
ion as to the probable effect of their unit-
ed prayers, they resolved to cbserve the
day in the most devout manner. I well
remember hearing our minister read the
proclamation from the pulpit, and then
in solemn tones exhort his people to as-
semble in the house of worship on the
R6th day of April, and there lend their
voices to the general appeal from an evil
for which the power of man was helpless.

When the day came an air of Sabbath

-stillness proclaimed thatit wasnot as other

days. The unusualness of the occasion
impressed all alike, and the scoffers had
little to say. Shops and places of business$
were generally closed, and when the bells
announced the hour of service, men and
women in Sunday attire, went their way
to their places of worship.

In recalling that day, recently,
Pillsbury said :

‘I never saw a stiller day in Minnea-
polis.’ .

The 27th of April, the day following the
day of prayer, the sun shone clear and
hot over Minnesota, and an almost sum-
mer-like warmth penetrated the moist
earth, down to the larvae of the myriads
of grasshoppers. Quickened by the genial
warmth, the young locusts crawled to
the surface in numbers that made the
countless swarms of the preceding sum-
mer seem insignificant; in numbers suf-
ficient to destroy the crops and hopes of
a dozen States. For a day or two the mild
and balmy weather lasted, then it grew
colder, and one night the moist earth
was frozen and with it the unhatched

Gov.

‘larvae and the young and crawling lo-

custs above ground. And though the
earth thawed again in a few days, the
locusts, with the exception of a few, had
disappeared. ‘Amnd,’ to quote Gov. Pills-
bury, ‘we have never seen any grasshop-
pers since.’—Philadelphia ‘Saturday Evane
ing Post.’
—————
How a Quarrel Begins.
" (Hindu Folk Lore.)

(By Efie Hallock Braddock, in ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

Once upon a time said a farmer to his
wife, ‘Suppose we keep a buffalo.’

“Very good,” said the wife; ‘only it were
wise to count up the necessary cost before
buying her.. If we get a buffalo we must
get a peg to tie her to.’ =

‘Yes,” said the farmer, ‘and a rope to tie
her with.’

‘And

‘And

‘And

‘And

a cask to feed her in.’

a blanket to keep her warm.®
a pail to milk her into.’
asohurnl? .

‘And a butter paddle,’ said the wife,
‘and I think that is all, except that we
might get a second pail so that I might
give my mother half the buttermilk.’

‘What!” shouted the farmer, ‘you feed
your imother on my buffalo’s buttermilk!

‘And why not, pray? If my mother
hadn’t fed me you would have had no wife
to churn your buttermilk for you!

‘And a good thing that would have been

for me. If my mother hadn’t been in-
veigled into promising me to you—who
knows? I might have married a princess!?
‘Well, since you are so grieved you got
ms instead of your grand princess—who
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couldn’t milk a buffalo if you had her—
T’il even go back whence I came!

Then, in their overmastering anger, the
couple scold and shout both together, nei-
ther waiting to hear what the other is say-
Jdng, until they are purple in the face, the
veins of their necks stand out like whip-
cord, and at last the throat of each other
‘sits down’ (as the picturesque Hindustani
idiom has it), and refuses to work longer.
Then the husband, still whispering, be-
cause he has no voice with which to talk,
goes out to his ploughing. The wife, also
whispering, gathers together a bundle of
clothes and goes away to her mother’s
house.

There she abides for the space of three
months.

When the wife’s .brothers see that so
long a time has elapsed and that the far-
mmer has not come in contrition begging his
wife to come home, they realize that the
matter is serious and that something must
be done or their sister will be left on their
hands, and the ‘face’ of their family will
be ‘black’ before the whole world. So,
arming themselves with a stick apiece,
they go to the farmer’s house. Failing to
find him there, they go to his field, and
find him working among the corn. Then
they fall upon him and beat him soundly,
saying: ;

‘Your buffalo has ruined our fields!

‘Impossible,” says the farmer, ‘since I
have no buffalo.’ ;

“No buffalo! why our sister, you said, fed
our mother on your buffalo’s milk. So it
must have been your buffalo that ruined
our fields, and we want satisfaction.’

‘But I have no buffalo.’

‘Indeed,” say the brothers, ‘you have,
for it is your buffalo who, for the past

three months, has been feeding at our ex-

pense. Come, take her away.’

So the farmer goes and gets his wife,
and indeed he is glad enough to have her
help again. And the wife is glad enough
to get back without having had to apolo-
gize. Therefore, it is a lesson to both.

So the quarrel is cured—until next time.

Obeying the Voice of a Dream
(The ‘Christian Herald.”)

During the winter .of 1892 the
was introduced to a lady who was prepar-
ing for Christian work in an American
Missionary Training-school, and heard
her give two Bible-readings. Some weeks
afterward she dreamed that she was in a
store looking at some dress goods. There
was a piece of dark blue serge lying in a
peculiar fashion on the counter with two
pieces of bright plaid, one on either side
of it, and a voice seemed to say very
plainly, ‘Buy a pattern of a dress and coat
of that serge, and give it to Miss F—.’
The writer awoke Ilaughing, and said,
‘What a funny thing that would be to do!
However, on waking, the impression be-
came very vivid that the stuffs must be
purchased, but it seemed such an absurd
thing that she tried to dismiss the subject
from her mind and think no more about i..
Three weeks afterwards, on entering a
store, she saw @ piece of serge just as she
had seen it in her dream, with bright

plaids on either side, and the voice said

again, ‘Buy material for a three-piece suit,
and give it to Miss F~—." The command
seemed so imperative that she was con-
strained to obey sorely against her will.
She purchased the goods, and almost in-
stantly felt impreszsed that she must pur-

writer -

chase linings and trimmings for the suit.
This was soon done, even to hooks and
eyes, thread and buttons. Another ques-
tion arose mnow. How  should the
gift be presente& P The writer knew
nothing of the 1lady or her need,
and had never been in the house where
she boarded. On the two occasions when
she had seen her speak in public, she was
neat looking and well dressed, and why
should this dress be given to her? Still
the impression became stronger every day
that the goods for a dress must be given
to this lady at once, as it seemed to be the
only road to peace.

Late one evening the writer called upon
her. The attendant at the door told her
that Miss F—— was in her room, and to
go right up. The writer felt rather em-
barrassed, and scarcely knew how to pre-
sent the gift, but said rather awkardly, ‘I
have something here which I do not know
whether you need or not, and I feel rather
embarrassed to give to you.” The young
lady looked up, and said, ‘Stop a moment,
I can tell you just what is in that bundle.
There are goods for a blue serge suit, and
the linings are there also. Let me ex-
plain to you. My mother is a widow liv-
ing in Scotland. For some years my sis-
ter and I were in business and supported
her. My sister married .in comfortable

“circumstances, and was able to take mo-

ther to her home. - I then felt that I was
free, and wanted to give my life as a mis-
sionary. I decided to enter a training-
school where missionaries wese trained
for Thibet, and I eame out to this country,
taking very little clothing with me, for I
did not have much to take. The suit that
you saw on‘me was the only wool suit that
I had. About three weeks ago I was led
to ask my heavenly father to send me a
dress of blue serge, a coat, bodice and

~ skirt alike, because I was so short I did

not like to wear garments in different col-
ors, and to send the linings also, because
my money was all gone. No
training-school knew how short I was of
meney, but I have often been hindered
from going to speak in different places
where I have been invited, because I did
not have the car fare to pay my way.
Three weeks ago the Lord gave me the as-
surance that he would send me the dress,
and I was rather surprised that I had to
wait so long. I thank you as the instru-
ment he was pleased to use.’ :

Tt may interest the readers to know that
Miss F—— is now a missionary on the
border of Thibet.

SRS
Abiding in Jesus.
(Abbie Mills, in the ‘Michigan Advocate.”)

Down beneath his shadow I am sitting:
Singing day by day; :
Angels round my resting place oft flitting,

Leave behind some lay.

S0 the new, new song on earth I’m learn-
ing— :
Never here complete;
But each providential leaf I’'m turning
Shows his love replete. :

Wondrous things for me each day he's
doing— Wit
I look up and trust;
As I need he is my strength renewing,
The Faithful and the Just.

, : . i
All too feeble, praises fall of meaning;
Only yesterday

one in the

In new fields, to-day my soul’s been glean-
.ing g
Where ’twas fair as May.

There I heard the voice of my Beloved,
And I hear it still;

How it every power within me moved
To adore his will!

When tempestucus winds axe

blowing,

Still, amid the roar,

I can hear salvation’s streamlets flowing,
And the Pilot’s oar.

fiercely

There are strains so.sweet, so pure and ten-
=der,
Only reached with pain;
And the furnace-tried alone can render
The sublime refrain,

—————
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What Laura’s Dolls Did.
(By Margret Holmes Bates,
in SS. ‘Times.")

‘I'm tired of these old things.
I'm going to take them to the base-
ment, and let Nora put them in the
range for kindling,” and Laura gave
a disdainful little kick at a collec-
tion of toys that had cost many
dollars. -

True, they were very much the
worse for wear. There were dolls
that lacked an arm, or a leg, or a
wig, There were dolls’ clothes,
soiled and torn ; there were pieces
of china, remnants of pretty °f{ull
sets,’ tiny spoons, knives and forks,
as well as kitchen, parlor, and bed-
room furniture, all in a heap on the
nursery floor.

Laura’s brother was not a year
old. These things were of no use
to him. He was being dressed in a
sunny window while the mother
listened to Miss Dayton telling
about a school she was forming for
crippled children who were very
poor.

Laura heard Miss Dayton say:

‘You see, these little unfortu-
nates are not able to go to the pub-
lic schiools for many reasons. So
I'm having them come to my house
from nine in the morning till four
in the afternoon.

“Isn’t that a long session ¥ Mrs.
Hale asked.

“It's not all 'study. Ive hadjsix
children come, every day in the
week, for the last month, I can
take as many more as soon as I get
the chairs. You know, I'm a kin-
dergartner. The little ones have
exercise in the motion songs. I
have a substantial luncheon for
them between twelve and one
o'clock. Then lessons again, and
after that I try to teach them to
play with each other. They’'ve
never had playthings like more for-
tunate children, and Miss. Dayton
glanc:d at Laura standing with
hands clasped behind her as she
looked discontentedly at the heap
of damaged toys.

Laura’s attention had become
divided. What Miss Dayton was
saying sounded like a story. She
walked slowly toward her, and Miss
Dayton drew her close, and held her
in her arm, as she said :

FOL KSws

BIRDIES, COME! YOUR BREAKFAST TAKE.

¢ I wonder if Laura wouldn’t like
to come, some day, and see . these
little folks of mine.’

¢ Oh, yes I’ Laura answered eager-
ly. ¢Can’t they walk at all ?

¢ Yes, all of them can walk, and
all have the use of at least one
hand. 1f mama will bring you
some day, I'm sure they’ll be glad
to see you; and don’t send your
broken toys to be burned until after
you've seen these little people of
mine.’ =

It was a clear, frosty morning
when Mrs, Hale took Laura to Miss

Dayton’s school of crippled children.

There were ten, and Miss Dayton
was giving them the exercise of a
bird song. Laura knew it well,
and tears came into her eyes when
she saw one little boy going about
with a crutch, one little girl with a
big hump on her back, another with

a poor, lifeless-looking arm that
hung by her side; a boy with one
leg that was like a straight stick, it
was so small, and seemed so weak
that it looked as if he might fall at
any instant. Every one was crip-
pled in some way. But their faces,
though pale and pinched, possibly
by the pain they had suffered and
were still enduring, were happy
and bright.

When the song was finished, the
children had a reading-lesson, then
some practice in counting. After
that, Miss Dayton said :

‘I must show our visitors the
toys we have for our amusement
when lessons are over., The chil-

dren stay with me until nearly
dark.’

She brought forward a baSke‘ff,";
not a big one—and Laura caught
her breath short and set her teeth
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on her lip. Such a few old broken
toys! And yet these little ones
looked with brightening eyes and
cheeks as Miss Dayton held up an
old doll saying:

‘This is the baby of the school,
and the girls take turns owning it.
Here’s the waggon that the boys
take the doll riding in.

She went through the list of all
the basket held, and she watched
her little-girl visitor, She saw
something that her pupils did not.
She saw tears in Laura’s brown
eyes, and she noticed, too, that she
was in a hurry to go away.

As soon as they were out of the
room, Latura said :

¢O mama! T'm going to pick out
the best of my broken toys, and
take them to Miss Dayton’s children,
Poor little things, to be glad of
having such old broken toys! The
worst of mine are not so bad as
theirs. Do you think Ellen will
help me fix the dolls while baby’s
asleep ? I want their clothes clean
and nice, and maybe we can mend
some of the dolls’

- ¢ Yes, I'm sure we can,” Mrs, Hale
answered. ‘Ellen will wash the
clothes, and we’ll see what we can
do about the mending. I'm a pretty
good doll's surgeon, you know, and
~ g0 is Norn.’ :

‘O mama, let’'s hurry " And

‘Laura skipped on ahead, and was in
the honse, upstairs, and talking
breathlessly to Ellen about what
she had seen, and what she was
going to do, by the time Mrs. Hale
“reached the street door.

It was a busy time in the nur-
éery for a day or two, and it was
astonishing to see how very respec-
table the heap of broken toys grew.
When all repairswere finished,there
was a full half-dozen very nice-
looking dolls in clean dresses. Ellen
gaid, as she winked slyly at Nora :

¢ An’, now they’re so pretty, I'm

sure Miss Laura’ll kape ’em all hér
own self)
- ¢Indeed I will not,’ Laura said
earnestly. ‘I'm so glad they look
nice! But I wouldn’t keep them,
not for a houseful of new things,
unless I might give the new ores to
Miss Dayton’s children.”

When Laura saw her mother and
Miss Dayton unpack the basket of
repaired tovs. she felt. without

knowing it, the full blessedness of
giving. The wonder and delight

on the faces of the little cripples,

their exclamations and their thanks,
were sweeter to Laura than any-
thing she had ever experienced.

Little Susie, the one with the bad
arm, crept shyly up to Laura, and
asked :

‘Do you ever sleep with a dolly ?

‘Yes, I always do, Laura an-
swered.

‘I never had one least little dolly
to sleep with. And the child’s
mouth quivered pitifully.

~ “Oh, please, Miss Dayton,” Laura

said eagerly, ‘here’s the little rub-
ber doll; let Susie have it. It's
name is Nannie, and it’s slept with
me so long it'll be lonesome in the
night if it’s left here in the basket.’

¢ Surely,’ said Miss Dayton. ¢ Each
little girl may have her own doll
now to take home with her, and I
know she’ll keep it elean and bring

1t to school every day, so that it

may have tea on these pretty little
dishes, and see all the others’

And Laura never forgot the les-
son she had learned from the little
crippled- ehildren,

What Jack Did.

There is a story told of a monkey
called Jack. His master always
took him out with him when he
was out gathering chestnuts, and
when they would not shake off he
climbed to the top of the branch
and knocked them off. One day
Jack’s master and some friends
stopped at a tavern, and drank
freely. There was about half 4
glass left, and Jack took the glass
and drank the contents. Soon he
became merry, and hopped and
danced about, making them all
laugh. They agreed to go'to the
tavern next day, and make Jack
drunk again.” Jack was unwell
next morning, so they waited three
days. But when they offered Jack
a drink, he ran away, and in a
moment was on the top of the
house. His master got a gun and
pointed it at him. A monkey is
very afraid of a gun, so Jack slip-
ped over the back of the house.
His master then got two guns, one
at each side of the house, and
pointed them at him, but Jack
went up the chimneys and went
Aown into one of the fluex  Thus
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his master was beaten. His mas-
ter kept him for twelve years, but
could never persuade him to touch
another drop of whiskey. — Louis
T. Runciman, in “‘Temperance Re-
cord.’

L e e
Troubled.
Nobody saw me do if,
Nobody came that way,
When I found the box on the clos-
et shelf,
Where the cakes for supper lay,

Nobody could tell me not to,
Nobody knows but myself,
But, oh! I wish that cake I tooli

Was back again on the shelf.

Nobodv knows my trouble,
Nobody ever would guess

That a cake could cause a little girl
So much unhappiness.

Nobody can tell mother
Who took it from the shelf;
But I know before I go to sleep
I’ll have to tell her myself !

—Ella Randall Pearce.
et ey

How a Little Girl Started a
Revival.

An American magazine tells a
story about a little girl who went
into a neighboring town, where
there was a revival. She attended

* the meeting, and heard the story of

the Cross, and gave herself to Jesus.
When she returned home she went
to an old man who was a Christian,
and said to him, ‘Can’t we have a
prayer-meeting? ‘We! said he. ‘I
don’t know of any other Chlristian
in this district,} ‘Well, said she,
‘you are a Christian, and I am a
Christian; can’t we have a prayer-
meeting?” ‘Well, said he, ‘we can
say “we,” then” They did have a
prayer-meeting. The next day two
or three more came. God answered
their prayers, and now between
twenty and thirty have found the
Saviour. -

Three Gates,

If you are tempted to reveal
A tale someone to you has told
About another, make it pass
Before you speak, three gates of
gold.

These narrow gates—TIirst, ‘Is it
true ?’
Then, ¢Is it needful ?
mind :
Give truthful answer.
next e
‘Is' last ‘and narrowest—‘Is it
kind ?’

And if to reach your lips at last
It passes through these gateways
three, ;
Then you may tell the tale, nor fear
What the result of speech maybe.
—+~ The Housekeeper.

In your

And the



LESSON IV.—JANUARY 25.

Paul's Counsel to the Thessa=

fonians.
1 Thessalonians v., 14-28.

Golden Text.

Hold fast that which is good.—1 Thessa-
snians v., 21.

Home Readings

Monday, Jan. 19.—1 Thess. v., 1-13.
Tuesday, Jan. 20.—1 Thess. v., 14-28.
Wednesday, Jan. 21.—1 Thess. i, 1-10.
Thursday, Jan. 22.—1 Thess. ii., 1-9.
Friday, Jan. 23.—1 Thess. ii., 10-20.
Saturday, Jan. 24.—1 Thess. iii,, 12-4, 8.
Sunday, Jan. 25.—1 Thess. iv., 9-18.

(By R. M. Kurtz, Editor
News.”)

‘Union Gospel

14. Now we exhort you, brethren, warn
them that are unruly, comfort the feeble-
minded, support the weak, be patient to-
ward all men.

15. See that none render evil unto any
man; but ever follow that which is good,
both among yourselves, and to all men.

16. Rejoice evermore.

17. Pray without ceasing.

18. In everything give thanks: for this

is the will of God in Christ Jesus concern-
ing you. o
19. Quench not the Spirit.

20. Despise not prophesyings.
‘21, Prove all things; hold.
which is good. :

22, Abstain from all appearance of evil.

‘23, And the very God of peace sanctify
you wholly: and I pray God your whole
spirit and soul and body be preserved
blameless unto the coming of our Lord
Jesus Christ.

24, Faithful is he that calleth you, who
also will do it.

25. Brethren, pray for us.

26, Greet all the brethren with an holy
kiss,

27. I charge you by the Lord that this
epistle be read unto all the holy brethren.

28. The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ
be with you. Amen.

Time, Places and Circums=

stances.

It will be remembered that last week’s
lesson described briefly Paul’s successful
work at Thessalonica, from which place
he was compelled to flee, on account of the
opposition to the Gospel, led by Jews who
.refused to accept the tfruth. We also
learned that he and his companions, Silas
and Timothy, were soon at Berea, where
the Gospel received a better reception; and
where many Jews and Gentiles were con-
verted. Still, if you read a few verses be-
yond those appointed for last week’s les-
son, you at once discovered that the eme-
mies of the Gospel at Thessalonica pursued
him and his work to Berea, and Paul had
to leave there also, though Silas and Tim-
othy remained for a time at Berea, probab-
1y because Paul, being the leading spirit
of the work, attracted the opposition main-
1y to himself, so that when he had gone,
“his less prominent companions were not
molested. ~
When he left Berea he went fo Athens,
* where the famous sermon on Mars’ Hil)
was delivered. Soon after we find him at
Corinth, not far away to the west of
Athens. His two fellow-workers had been
sent for and soon joined him. Wthile here
Paul wrote this first letter to the Thessa-
lonians, and it is thought to be the first
of all of his epistles which we have. Its
date was probably about 51 A.D., though
it is not vositivelv known.

fast that

As we noted last week, Paul desired to
do more work in person at Thessalonica,
but could not return, perhaps because an-
other disturbance might occur and serious
trouble be brought upon some of the breth-~
ren there. However, he sent Timothy to
comfort and encourage the young church,
In- 1 Thessalonians iii.,, 1, 2, he says
‘Wherefore when we could no longer for:
bear, we thought it good to be left at
Athens alone; and sent - Timotheus, our
brother, and minister of God, and of Christ
to establish you, and to comfort you con-
cerning your faith.’

Timothy afterward brought back good °

Fiding’s of the condition of the Thessalon-
ian Church, and Paul later wrote them this
letter. It is full of cheer, encouragement
and instruction. In this lesson we have
especially assigned for study only the last
fifteen verses of the epistle.

Let us take the first verse of the lesson,
verse 14, ‘And we exhort you, brethren,
admonish the discrderly, encourage the
fainthearted, support the weak, be long-
s_uﬂewring toward all men.” These exhorta-
tions to admonish, comfort, support, etc.,
refer to the members of the church.
Merely belonging to the church is not en-
ough to strengthen one’s character, any-
more than it is enough to assure his sal-
vation. Many people make the mistake
of thinking that, because they have gone
through the ceremony of uniting with the
church, everything is therefore finished.
They should understand that such a step
is taken only for the sake of helping them
on to higher and better things.

In verse 15 we are reminded of the Gold-
en Rule. We are not to return
evil, but to do good to all men, both in
the church and out of it.

Verse 16 seems strange as a distinct

. command, ‘Rejoice evermore.” Farrar speaks

of the age in which Paul lived as one ‘so
sombre that many Gentiles hailed as a
special boon the possibility of suicide as
an open door of escape granted them from
intolerable misery.” The church was be-

ginning to supersede Judaism, and ‘wasa

just entering the great conflict with the
idolatrous and superstitious beliefs of that
day. Gureat sufiering and persecution were
before it. Yetin the face of all this they
were commanded to ‘rejoice alway,” as the
Revised Version has it, But the Christians
had reason to rejoice. The spiritually
minded Gentiles especially, appreciated the
difference between the Gospel and the vile
and empty forms of religion about them.
There was no other religion that offered
pardon, peace, infinite love, as a result of
faith in a divine being. No other religion
showed them a God so tender and compas-
sionate that he would give his only son as
a sacrifice that men might be rescued from
gin and its consequences.

It is not surprising that the Thessalon-
ian Christians were urged to ‘pray without
ceasing.’ Situated as they were, they cer-

.tainly needed to pray constantly for help,
that their faith might not be shaken, that
they might have courage and strength to
endure hardship, and that others might
They were never to give up the’
There was to be a free:

be won.
habit of prayer.
and open line of communication between
the believer
Those of you who have studied the elec-
tric telegraph know that, whether a mes-
sage is actually passing over the wire or
not, the electric current is flowing over it

constantly. The conditions for sending a’

message are available every moment.
Sometiimes the wire is broken some place

and the current is interrupted; then com-:

munication ceases. The prayer spirit is to
be constant, it is @& habitual attitude to-
ward God, so that we may speak to him
at any time. Our own sins sometimes
break connections.

Psalms I1xvi.,, 18. The heart often prays

when no words are formed by lips or mind,
for its relation to God may be so unbro-
ken and so close that he catches the un-

worded longing of the soul.

‘In everything give thanks,’ is to some

perhaps a hard verse. A weak and narrow
heart gives thanks only for an actual com-
fort or piece of good fortune received, but
a great and noble one is thankful for the
love of God, whether God always gives him

evil for

and the heavenly father.’

‘If I regard iniquity’
in my heart, the Lord will not hear me.”;

THE MESSENGE R.

What he would like to have or not. If he
dwells in peace and comfort, he thanks
God for that, but if sorrow or persecution
cd®mes, he is thankful for an opportunity
to witness and suffer for his faith. More-
over, we are told in the same verse that it
is the will of God in Christ Jesus that we
should give thanks in everything.
Through Christ we are able to have this
spirit of faith and gratitude, no matter
what comes.

‘Quench mot the Spirit, continues Paul.
The Spirit of God is given to guide,
strengthen and comfort us. If we quench
it by evil thoughts or deeds, it is like ne-
glecting or throwing overboard the com-
pass of a ship. -The compass is a delicate,
easily broken, instrument, but one very
essential in sailing upon the seas and
great lakes of the world. So the spirit is
essential to our spiritual safety.

Paul places a high value upon prophecy,
and elsewhere exhorts hig hearers to covet
this gift. In 1 Corinthians xiv., 3, he
says, ‘But he that prophesieth speaketh
unto men to edification, and exhortation,
and comfort.” To prophesy, as Paul uses
the term here, does not mean merely the
foretelling of events, but rather the gift
of teaching and exhorting. Paul warns
against despising the utterances of men
thus gifted, for they speak the messaged
of God.

Verse 21. The idea is that we are to ex-
amine what is told us to see if it is in ac<
cord with the will of God.

To abstain from ‘every appearance of
evil’ would be to settle every question
about conduct in the right way. Many
professing  Christians, especially thd®
younger people, are constantly trying to
find how far they can go without sin. The
“true idea is to strive to keep as far away
from sin as possible. If there is some
doubt about this or that pleasure, avoid it
rather than risk your own spiritual safety
and perhaps lead a weaker brother into
danger. o

Now Paul’s words take another tone; in=
stead of continuing his exhortations he ut-
ters a prayer for the Thessalonians =~ to
whom he is more directly speaking. In
the Revised Version this is, ‘And the God
of peace himself sanctify you wholly; and
may your spirit and soul and body be pre-
served entire, without blame at the com-
ing of our Lord Jesus Christ. He then
assures us of the faithfulness of God who
calls us, and who can preserve us as he
has just prayed.

The closing verses of the lesson are tha
closing verses of the epistle. Paul does
not close his letter without asking the
prayers of his Christian brethren. B':e
realized that he could not carry on his
work in his own strength, and desiged the
intercession of other Christians in his be-
half. He also tells them to greet all the
brethren ‘with a holy kiss.” This was the
form of salutation among the Christians
of those early times, and was a symbol of
their affection one toward another. The
apostle then charges that his letter be
read to all the brethren. Every one, not
a select few, were to have free hearing of
this early portion of the New Testament.
The last verse is & benediction, much like
those by which our churches are dismissed.
to-day. ‘The grace’ means the loving
care, and favor of Christ, which Paul de-
sired should rest upon them. 3

- B Tapic,
Sunday, Jan. 25.—Topic—An evening
with Chinese missions. Acts xvii., 24-31,

Birthday Letters.
(Griffith Thomas.)

‘A record of our scholars’ birthdays
should be kept, and a letter sent (by post,
please) to each, so as to arrive first thing
on the morning of the day. The letter
should be as bright and cheery as possible,

© and always contain a personal word of lov-

ing appeal for Christ, if the scholar has
not yet decided, or an equally loving word
of counsel, if Christ is already accepted as
Saviour., It is impossible to exaggerate
the value of°birthday letters. They will
.be kept and valued for vears.



THE MESSENGER,

A Safe Example.

(Mrs. G. S. Reaney, in ‘The Temperance
Record.”) -

I was on my way to a meeting in Hamp-
shire, travelling in a well-filled ° third-
class carriage. It came naturally to talk
to one and another, spelling opportunity.
I had found it quite impossible when
about half way to resist lecturing a young
mother, with a baby at her breast, about
the refreshment contained in the wine
flask. I had ventured to tell her that an
eminent London physician had recently
declared that if each one of the six hun-
dred thousand drunkards in the British
Isles, alive at this moment, coulc‘l give the
history of their love for drink, mne-ter_xths
would have to declare they had imbibed
their first taste from their mother’s milk,
and I followed up the statement by other
Temperance facts.

In a little while I was conscious that
the whole carriage was listening to my re-
marks, and to spare the blushes of the
young mother, who I fear not unnaturally
felt my words more or less personal, I
changed the conversation by asking a
sailor occupying the seat opposite to mine
if he knew anything of the Canvas Bag
Mission—delightful work which provid-
ed readings for all vessels afloat? Chanc-
ing to know the one—William Cook, of
Folkestone—to whom this mission had
owed its origin, I told the storyj. - How
having himself been blessed by picking up
a small tract and reading it in leisure mo-
ments in his own cottage, he had pur-
chased other tracts, and put them in
brown paper covers and given them +to
some who went out in their fishing
smacks, to read in their leisure moments
on the high seas; how he had found his
good desires defeated, because ere the
tracts could be read, the sea-water had
soaked through the brown paper and made
havoc with the printing, how, further, to
obviate this difficulty Cook had cut up
old sacks and made these into covers,

Then came one to Folkestone connected
with a popular paper for the British work-
man; and he told-the story of Cook’s ef-
forts to pass on to others the blessing he
himself had received from a .tmc‘c;' and
this description of the old sailor, illus-
trated by a life-like portrait, had got into
the hands of a confirmed invalid, who
forthwith planned to supply all who
would undertake to fill them, canvas bags,
securely made, in which books and pamph-
lets could be preserved intact. And fl"om
this beautiful planning had come the wide-
spread and well-known to-day Canvas Bag
Mission.

The moral has been applied: <

‘S0 send your books and magazines to.
some Sailors’ Institute and ask for them
a place in some canvas bag!’ ;

" It was as I paused that I noticed for the
first time amongst my listeners a gentle-
man with brown beard and bronzed com-
plexion. .
¢Phank you very much for your infor-
mation,’ he said, ‘I have just landed from
a six weeks’ voyage on a vessel which had
no canvas bag reading for its sailors. I
will do my hest to supply the deficiency.’

‘Hear, hear,” said my original sailor—the
man who sat opposite—beaming upon the
speaker.

‘Permit me to say,’ continued the g'eutle-v

man with the brown beard, ‘that I consid-
er the topic of conversation before the
Canvas Bag Mission was introduced
was one slightly misleading. From words

which were spoken I think a conclusion:

was intended to be drawn, that because
the few drank to excess the many were
in errer who drank at all, where as I for
one maintain that it is far better to be
a moderate drinker than a man who has
to prop up his moral nature by a pledge
cf total abstinence.’ .
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‘You will admit,” I said, ‘that the few
drinkers to excess are numbered by thou-
sands in our land aldhe?’

‘Certainly,” was the reply, ‘I have no
wish to discredit that statement; my point
is rather that that fact alone should not
lead me to give up my high standard.’

‘Which is?” I enquired.

‘To set an example of moderation which
all might safely follow,” was the prompt
reply.

‘Forgive me,” I said, ‘but are you quite
wise in your choice of the word “safely”?’

‘Undoubtedly.’

‘Suffer me to ask you very carefully to
examine your statement,” I said, adding
quickly, ‘you are doubtless frce from the
subtle temptations of inherited taste for
alcohol. Your surroundings in home-life
tend to refine and elevate, not to coarsen’
and depress. You are in full possession
of a well-balanced mind . . . .

The gentleman with the brown beard
smiled and would have spoken, but I con-
tinued— .

‘Say there are five hundred people in
this train, and at the next station all got
out, and to continue their journey had to
cross on foot a bridge which spanned a
river. A board, displayed where all could
see it, read thus:

¢ “This bridge is warranted to carry one
only at a time, and that one not exceeding
fifteen stone in weight.

“You take the lead, the given weight
leaves a fair margin in your case, but you
turn to the four hundred and ninety-nine
others who have left the train, many far
heavier than yourself, some even eighteen
and twenty stone, and to these indiscrim-
inately you say—

¢¢“Come on, the bridge which will bear

me will bear you.”

‘By what right do you claim to lead peo-
ple, trying in all good faith to follow your
example, to their ruin? Surely as a mod-
erate drinker, perfect as your own safety
may be, the example might be utterly mis-
leading to some to whom drink will pre-
sent temptations of which you know mno-
thing: whereas, as a total abstainer, you
could never by your example = lead the
most tempted to excess!’

I had been so eager in stating my case <
that I had not noticed the train had slack-
ened speed. At that moment it stopped at
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a station and the gentleman
brown beard alighted.

As he turned to close the carriage door
he said to me.

‘You have the best of the argument. I
am bound to admit’; and raising his hat he
was gone, g :

# * * * * *

It was quite two years afterwards that
the chairman of a meeting, which I had
travelled some distance to address, was
making a few remarks about the power of
personal itfluence. He told, as an illustra-
tion, the story of a friend of his—who
some time ago recently returned from
abroad—came to visit him, starting ‘the
visit by signing the pledge.

‘A lady in the train down had convinced
him that as one anxious to set an example
to his fellow-creatures, which they might
safely follow, it was better to be a total
abstainer than a moderate drinker’; and
turning to me my chairman added—

_‘I think, Mrs. Reaney, by the descrip-
tion my friend gave me, you were the laciy
who did the desd!’

‘A gentleman with bronzed complexion
and brown beard?’ I enquired, much in-
terested.

‘The same,” was the reply, ‘and I con-
gratulate you in winning so good a man
to the, Temperance cause!

with the
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The Piedge Crusade.

‘Messenger’ Temperance Pledge Roll would
the following solemn pledgé and get others
same? These forms may then be cut out and
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Correspondence

Bear River, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm; we have
a horse and colt, some cattle, sheep and
hens and chickens. A river runs through
" our village, and it is a very pretty placs
here. We have eight stores, ome bank,
three or four blacksmith shops, harmess
shop and carriage shop. In the forests
they catch mooze and deer. I have taken
the ‘Northern Messenger’ about two years,
and I think it is a very nice paper. I go
to school and I am in the seventh grade;
I have reader, geography, history, arith-
metic, drawing, writing, English lessons,
compositions, and botany lessons. I have

two brothers but mno sisters. We have
four little pups and one cat.

OLIVE A. R.

Hunter River, P.E.I.

Dear Editor,—This is a very pretty wvil-
lage; there are two churches, a hotel, a
starch factory, and four stores. I have
three sisters and one brother. I am 12
years old. The school-house is just across
the street from us and also the two church-
es. I would like to correspond with Bes-
sie Johnstone. My address is: Sadie
Large, Hunter River, P.E.L

Milton, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl eleven
years old; I have three sisters, one is mar-
ried; she lives in New Germany. We have
one pig, twelve hans and thres cats. My
birthday is on Feb. 5. I have five bro-
thers. I am in the fifth grade; my teach-
sr’s mame is Miss May Kempton. I am
the youngest of the family. I do not have
far to walk to school or Sunday-school.
MAGGIE M.

Haysville, Ont.
Dear Fditor,—Having read so many in-
teresting letters in your paper lately I
have coms to the conclusion that T will
write, too. 'There are many letters writ-
ten by the girls, but what is the matter
with the boys? Surely they can write as
nice letters as the girls. Come along,
boys! = We do not want an ‘old maids’?
tlub, but we surely will if you don’t come
goon. If I am to be an old maid, I will
be a goody-goody one, i.e., wear a.wig,
false teeth, and spectacles, have lots of
cats, and try to live up to the name; don’t
you envy me, Mr. Editor? VICCOLO.

Grenville, Que.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl nine
years old and I live with my auntie and
uncle. My papa and mamma are dead;
papa was killed four years ago; he and
another man were in a bush felling trees,
and one of the trees fell and struck him on
the head and killed him. When the man
that was with him came home and told
mamma, she nearly went crazy. We stayed
at our old home for about four months, and
then we moved away, for it was too lone-
some. Two years after this mamma died.
Bhe just broke her heart about poor papa.
Now I am staying at my auntie’s, and I
am getting along nicely. There are twelve
In her family, so she has plenty to do. X
have two brothers older than me and a
Jittle sister younger; she is the baby; she
nas got a very good home with a lady
iriend of auntie’s. My little brothers stay
with their uncles. I signed the Temper-
mece Pledge in the ‘Northern Messenger.’”

LILLIE G. X.

(A nicely-written letter.—Ed.)

. Delaware, Ont.

" DPear Edtior,—We live about two miles
ind a half from Delaware post-office. We
five near the river Thames, and when-it
pverflows its banks we have to go. across
the fields to go to school. Once the river
came up in Mr. Burt’s barnyard, so they
~ can never come out with a waggon, because
the road is either covered with water or
jce. I go to school and I am in the fourth-
class. I went to Sunday-school this sum-
mer and got a prize for attendance; my
prize was a lovely book named ‘Jane Eyre.’

We have a dog named ‘Minto,” and I have
two cows named ‘Spoftie’ and ‘Topsy.” We
have a colt named ‘gparkle.’ I have one
sister and two brothers. :

LAURA R. E. (Age 11.)

e

Langside, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have seen so many
letters from boys and girls, I thought I
would write one, too. I wrote to you once
before, but I guess my letter was consign-
ed to the waste-basket, as it was mnot
printed. My father takes your wvaluable
little paper, the ‘Northern Messenger,” and
I am sure we would be lonesome witheut
it. I go to school, and am in the senior
fourth reader. The school-house is two
and one-half miles distant, and so, you
see, I cannot go in the winter time. I
study arithmetic, recitation, reading, dic-
tation and spelling in the reader, practical
spelling, Canadian and British history,
physiology, geography, and grammar. I
like British history the best of all my
studies. I also forgot to mention draw-
ing and writing as two more branches of
study. I am very fond of reading, and I
could not undertake to tell you how many
stories I have read. I shall try to de-
scribe to you the village of TLucknow,
which is five miles distant from our home.

It has four churches, one school-house,
about a dozen grocery stores, four dry-
goods stores, one post-office, and ever so
many private houses. Langside has only
one store, both grocery and dry-goods,
with a blacksmith’s shop opposite. I go to
the Presbyterian Church and Sabbath-
school; it is just across from the school-
house. We get the ‘Messenger’ at Sun-
day-school, so I am not going to sign my
name, but am going to let the scholars

guess it if my letter is published.
¢ PUSS. (Age 12.)

Weston, N.S.

Dear Bditor,—I am living at my grand-
pa’s on a farm; we have eleven head of cat-
tle and two horses. I have a ca¥f four
smonths old of my very own; I take all the
care of it. T have two sisters and two bro-
thers. The school-house is on the corner
of grandpa’s farm. I go to school every
day. We have about five hundred apple
trees. I am in No. 4 reading book. My
birthday comes on April 4, then I will be
ten years old. IVAN J. S.

Grenville.

Dear Editor,—Our teacher wants us 1o
write a little letter to the ‘Messenger,” so
we are all going to try and do the best we
can. Mamma and my brother and I all
signed the Temperance Pledge in the ‘Mes-
senger’; we are all for temperance. Papa
never uscd sny kind of liquor or tobaccos; he
has been a temperance man all his life.
We are not farmers, but we have a large
orchard; there are twelve different kinds of
apple-trees and many other smaller kind
of fruit-trees; we had a great abundance
of apples this year; we bought an evapor-
ator this fall and we find it quite a help
in using up apples that are unsalable. I
have three sisters and five brothers; Iam
the youngest of the girls; my eldest siss
ter is in the post-office at Lachute. Papa
has been C.P.R. foreman for about fifteen
years; it is a good steady job and he does
not seem to tire of it. Both my grandfa-
thers and grandmothers are living yet; one
of my grandfathers is a Presbyterian min-
ister; the other has been a great sufferer
for nine years; he has something like neu-
ralgia in his head; he has been to the hos-

pital several times, but the doctors cannot

do anything for him; his disease is incur-
able. Poor, dear old man, he suffers dread-
fully, and we all feel very sorry for him,
but we cannot do anything to help him.
LAURA A. M. (Age 13.)
(This is a well-written letter.)

Marburg, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I was born in Fenner,
Cal., and lived there until I was four years
old, whén my mother died; then my sister
and I came to Ontario and lived with my
aunt; we have lived here six years. My
sister is younger than I. Our father is still
in California. We live on a farm four

miles from Point Dover, on Lake Erie; it °

THE MESSENGER.

is a great summer resort. I will tell you
about the journeys we have taken. Three
years ago we went to Niagara Falls; it is
eighty miles from here. We saw the beau-
tiful falls and whirlpool, also Brock’s
monument, A year ago last November we
went to Buffalo and visited the Pan-Amer-
ican. They said that the Electric Tower
was four hundred and eleven feet high; it
looked beautiful, illuminated at nighj.
The fountains were lovely, and when we
went down the Midway the sounds almost
deafened us. We make decorations for our
Christmas tree this way: We get red, white
and blue tissue paper and cut stars an inch
across; then we cut straws half an inch
long and string them with a needle and
a thread. MYRTLE R.

RIDDLE.
(Sent by Annie Irwin, Relessey, Ont.)

God made Adam out of dust,

But thought it best to make me first;

So I was made before the man,

According to God’s holy plan.

My body He has made complete,

But without legs, or arms, or feet;

Nor did He give to me a soul,

Yet did my actions well control.

A living creature I became,

First Adam gave to me my name;

Then from his presence I withdrew,

No more of Adam ever knew,

I did my Maker’s laws obey,

From it I never went astray;

Thousands of miles I ran in fear,

But seldom on the earth appear;

But God did in me something see

And put a living soul in me,

And sin in me the Lord did blame,

And took from me that soul again,

‘And when from me that soul had fled

I was the same as when first made.

And without feet, or hands, or soul,

I travel now from pole to pole.

I suffer oft by day and night

In giving fallen men great light,

For thousands both of young 'and old

Do at my death great light behold,

No fear of death doth trouble me,

For happiness I cannot see;

To Heaven above I ne’er can go

Nor to the graves of Hell below;

The Scriptures’ truth I can’t believe-s

Whether right or wrong I can’t conceive,

Although therein my name is found,

They are to me an empty sound,

And when these lines, my friends, you
read,

Go search the Bible with all speed,

And if my name you can’t find there,

It will be strange, I must declare.

Our Responsibility.

A man once stopped a preacher in a
street of London, and said, ‘I once heard
you preach in Paris, and you said some-
thing which I have never forgotten, and
which has, through God, been the means
of my conversion.’

‘What was that?’ asked the preacher.

‘It was that the latch was on our side
of the door. I had always thought that
God was a hard God, and that we must
do something to propitiate him. It was a
new thought to me that Christ was wait-
ing for me to open to him.

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS.

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen, usually
gold at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ Subscrib-
ers for a list of ten gubscriptions to ‘Northern
Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

The People’s Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine Doe-
tor. This book gives a description of the dis-
cases of the Horse, Cattie, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’subscribers for
a list of seven subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Messenger’ at 30 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 five Subscrintions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER'S LONG PRI'MER BIBLE— A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 807
pages, containing the following: Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps
and illustrations, with other aids to Bible study.
Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for fifleen sub-
seriptions to the ‘Northern Messenser’ at
cents each,
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 HOUSEHOLD.

A Woman’s Question.

Do you know you have asked for the cost-
liest thing .
¥ver made by the Hand above—
A woman’s heart, a woman’s life,
And a woman’s wonderful love.

Do you know you have asked for this
priceless thing
As a child might ask for a toy—
Demanding what others have died to win
With the reckless dash of a boy?

You have written my lesson of duty out;
Manlike you have questioned me;

Now stand at the bar of my woman’s soul
Until I have questioned thee.

You require your mutton shall always be
hot,
Your socks and your
whole;
I require that your heart shall be true as
God’s stars,
And pure as heaven your soul.

shirt shall be

You require a cook for your mutton and
beef;
I require a far better thing;
A seamstress yowre wanting for stockings
and shirts—
T look for a man -and a king.

A king for a beautiful realm called home,
And a man that the maker, God,
Shall look upen as he did the first,
And say, ¢ It is very good.’

Y am fair and young, but the rose will fade
From my soft young eheek.s some da.y_;
Will you love me then, ’mid the fading

leaves,
As you did 'mid the bloom of May®

Is your heart an ocean so strong and desp
I may launch my all on its tide?

A loving woman finds heaven or hell
On the day she is made a bride.

I require all things that are grand and
true
All thin’gs that a man should be;

If you give this all, I would stake my life
To be all you demand of me.

If you cannot do this, a laundress and cook
You can hire, with little to pay;

But a woman’s heart and a woman’s life
Are not to be won that way.

The Useful Hot Water Bag.
(‘Good Housekeeping.”)

When the india-rubber hot-water bag is
as inexpensive as it is at present it be-
comes almost a duty to possess one. The
water to fill it is always attainable, and
the comfort of the possession will amply
repay the expense. Frequently its use will
relieve pain in a far simpler and more ef-
fectual manner than any medicine. A
bag placed on the side of the neuralgic
. face will cause the blood to flow to that
part and bring nourishment to the starv-
ing nerve. A fit of indigestion may be
overcome in a similar manner. The weak
heart may be filled by a very scantily
filled bag, placed under the ‘left arm,
against the side. In the summer hotel on
a rainy day it will make one quite fear-
less of the half-aired sheet and chilly bed,
and thereby ward off that attack of the
‘hlues’ which cold, unseasonable summer
weather often produces. Then again, care-
fully comee~"ed in its dark-colored bag,
what a comfortable companion for a long,
cold country drive. Always soothing,
never contradictory, it is actually a life-
saving machine., Many as are the bless-
ings of the hot-water bottle, it must not
be forgotten that it is also a source of
danger. Always see that the stopper is ab-
solutely tight, and never use it without
a thick cover. Many a painful burn has
it given, especially to an unconscious pa-
tient or to an old person. In old age, the
sirculation being weaker, the vitality be-

comes low. A thick cover will keep the
water longer warm as well as insure
against burns. Filling the bag quite full
will also cause the heat to be retained for
a longer time, but it _will not be as com-
fortable as when half full. When not in
use, the bag should be emptied.

S et e ]

Food and Sleep.

(‘Journal of Hygiene.”)

Food may be used to promote sleep. This
is most beneficial to nervous perscns whose
digestion is fairly good and who have not
eaten a very hearty or indigestible late
meal. hat kind of food it shall be does
not matter very much, provided it is nu-
tritious and easily digested. Some pre-
fer one kind and some another.. One man
prefers a plate of raw oysters with some
crackers and butter, another a glass of
milk or a dry biscuit. One eminent min-
ister thought he had made a great discov-
ery when he found that by sating rvoasted
peanuts before going to bed he could sleep
soundly. Others have found that a glass
of hot milk or any of the many excellent
substitutes for milk answers just as well.
The food seems to take away from the
brain the blood which keeps it in a state of
activity to perform the act of .digestion.
Those who eat hearty, indigestible late
dinners will not be benefited by food just
before bed-time, nor those whose digestive
organs are in a very abnormal state and
the stomach foul. The old notion that one
should go to bed with an empty sgtomach
seems to have been proved for some per-
sons at least bad, good as it may be for
others. By a little carefulness and experi-
menting one may find what food taken at
bed-time agrees and what does not, and if
the practice is good or bad for himself or
not. To some extent it is true that what
is good for ome may not agree with an-

other.

System in Housewerk -
(‘The Pominion Churchman.”)
If the thoughtful housewife will follow

the plan suggested below she will never.

regret it. More system in housekeeping
is the remedy for nearly all the minor evils
connected with the present-day help prob-
lem.

Many fail to recognize housekeeping as
a business that must be conducted with
the same precision as a business of a dif-
ferent nature in order for it to run smooth-
ly and successfully. To employ method
in housekeeping is an exception and met
the rule; the different kinds of work are
oftimes performed whenever the inclina-
tion seems to dictate, the greatest part of
the work of the entire week being allowed
to remain undone until perhaps only two
days remain in which to do the work of
siz, and in conseguence the strength is
overtaxed in doing that which might have
been done with no injury to the worker
had it been done systematically.

System cannot be eliminated from the
housekeeping of those who are dependent
upon but one servant to do the general
housework, and the housewife must here
self do the systematizing, as few servants
are capable of doing it wisely.

g8it down with pen and paper and under
the head of Usual Every Day Work, write
down in the order in which it would be
performed most conveniently and with de-
spatch the work most necessary to be done
daily. Determine what rooms must re-
ceive daily attention and the work to be
done in them, if they must be thor-
oughly swept and dusted, etc., what cup-
boards, shelves, dressers, etc., must receive
daily cleaning in kitchen and pantry, the
work which must be done in sleeping
rooms, the lamps that must receive daily
attention, the rooms that require a second
setting in order after the noon meal. Every
item should be jotted down, even the wash-
ing of dishes. This for the purpose of ap-
pointing a special time for the doing of
each piece of work, should be given a place
upon the paper before or after another, and
the work to be done in the order in which
it has been written, as certain kinds of
work if “dene before another will hasten

the whole work of the day and fuel may
also be saved in this way.

Next, determine what work must be done
to keep the house in a satisfactory condi-
tion through the entire week, the work
which does not require a repetition each
day and divide it as equally as possible
into six parts and assign a certain part to
a certain day in the week. To one day
washing, to another ironing, to another a
general cleaning of the whole house, that
is the washing of windows, woodwork,
cupboards, china closets, etc., to another
day sweeping and dusting, to ancther the
baking and the washing of floors. Be-
sides there are various small jobz of work
that must be included with these already
named, but they should be added to the
work of the days which are the lightest
to perform. There should be no such ad-
ditions to the work of the days to which
washing dnd sweeping are assigned.

This first draft of a housekeeping plan
will prove to be a most imperfect one, but
by using it for reference in executing the
work of a week, mistakes will be noted,
and corrections made until it seems satis-
factary. It should then be copied out for
good and tacked up in some handy place
for reference.

It may seem foolish to bring houseworl
down to so methodical a plan as this, but
it has actually been put into practice no
doubt. It has proved especially helpful in
cases where a frequent change of young
and inexperienced help has been necessary.
At least a month must be given it for trial
and in that time order will be restored in
the household where confusion previously
reigned. Duties that if forgotten and left
unperformed would put the whole house-
hold machinery out of gear, are far more
likely to receive attention if assigned to
a certain day and a certain time. A place
for everything and everything in its place
is ‘a valuable motto, but its equal is found
in a time for everything and everything
done at the proper time. .

Hints on Health.

Ivy Poisoning.—A peculiarity of poison-
ing by ivy, dogwood or sumac is that a
cure which will be of avail to ene patient
will give no relief to another. Country
people, who live in districts where poison-
ous plants luxuriate, keep ready all sorts
of simple home remedies, and if one does
not help another will. Carbonate of soda
dissolved in hot water, making a very
strong solution, will frequently cure at
once if it can be applied at the very earli-
est symptoms of peoisoning. Salt in hot
water will sometimes relieve when soda
will not. Other simple country cures are
a strong lye made from wood ashes, sassa-
fras tea, made as sirong as possible, and
lime water. A doctor’s remedy is a solu-
tion of sugar of lead mixed with opium in
equal quantities. Water as hot as can
be borne affords relief from the terrible
itching. Poison ivy is easily recogmized
by its triple leaf. Some people are so sus-
ceptible to it that merely passing in its
vicinity is sufficient to bring out the irri-
tating blotches. Washing the exposed
parts of the hody jimmediately after com-
ing in contact with it will often prevent
unpleasant results. Care should be taken
never to wipe the hands or face after ex-
posure on a towel another is likely to use,
for though you may not be peisoned your-
self, another may become frightful’, s0.=~
‘Good Housekeeping.’

True Freedom,
(Mrs. Clement Farley, in ‘Ledger Monthly.’)

I have been particularly struck lately with
the lack of courage among young girls in
doing things independently and according to
their own conwvictions of duty and good
taste. It is far from my intention to show
approval ef arrogant self-assertion, or for a
moment to be supposed to encourage a young
life in oppesing itself to home rule and that
ohedience to paremtal guidance and authority
which is a corner-stcme to all buliding-up
of poble wamanhood. The honor due to
father and mother is of gufficient importance
,in God’s sight for him to include it in the
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to which a promise is added.

No; what I mean by the independent liv-
ing of one’'s own life is the freedom from
fear of not being ‘like other girls’ in dress,
in ways of living, choice of occupation, or
any similar way in which your lives de-
velop themselves.

S e S

Improvement in Temper.

(‘The American Mother.”)

A great improvement in the temper cf
children will take place when average par-
ents substitute for two time-honored, cold-
blooded phrases two other more natural
ones. Suppose, instead of a continual
‘keep quiet’ and ‘keep clean,” should be
said cheerfully, ‘Bun about freely,’ and
‘Never mind.clothes, they can be washed.’
This would ke a mew Magna Charta to
many tormented little creatures. In real-
ity, fragile clothing that must be continu-
ally thought of is as much a straight-jack-
et as the old-fashioned wooden things
called by that name. If we could give our
little ones the aboriginal covering of fea-
thers or fur to grow up in, they would be
happy and healthy; since we cannot, let
us give them waterproof and homespun.
And never torture them by that cruel re-
frain, ‘Keep clean.’

Cleaning Chimneys.
(The ‘Ledger Monthly.”)

When the chimneys are cleaned, if soot
happens to be dropped on the carpet, throw
an equal quantity of salt on it at once and
sweep it up together; if this is done at
once there will be scarcely a trace left of
the soot. If there should be a dingy spot
left, as on a ‘very light-grounded carpet
there might be, raw cornmeal rubbed in
and brushed off two or three times, until
the menl stops getting blackened from con-
tact with the carpet, will remove all trace
of goot or anything else dark that may
have been spilt upon it. The cornmeal
must be swept up and exchanged for fresh
directly it becomes dirty. When ink is
spilled on a carpet, new milk applied with
a rag will take it out; as in the case of the
cornmeal, the milk must be replaced by
fresh directly it becomes blackened.

—————

Where’s Mother ?

Bursting In from school or play,
This is what the children gay;
Trooping, crowding, big and small,
On the threshold, in the hall—
Joining in the constant cry,
Ever as the days go by,

¢ Where’s mother P’

From the weary bed of pain
This same question comes again;
From the boy with sparkling eyes
Bearing home his earliest“prize;
From the bronzed and bearded son,
[Perils past and honors won:

¢ Where’s mother ??

Burdened with a lonely task,

One day we may vainly ask

For the comfort of her face,

For the rest of her embrace;

‘Let us love her while we may,

‘Well for us that we can say,
¢ Where's mother P’

Mother with untiring hands,
At the post of duty stands,
Patient, seeking not her own,
Anxious for the good alone
Of the children as they cry,
Ever as the days go by,

¢ Where’s mother P’

—_—

Selected Recipes

Sugar Ketchup.—For browning gravies

or soups, is prepared as follows:—Pound
in a mortar six ounces of coarse brown
pugar. Set a small frying pan on the
stove, with two ounces of butter in it.
Add the sugar, and mix all well with a
wooden spoon. After boiling stand this
by the side of the fire till it has become a
rich, dark color. Season the ketchup with

pepper, a little sauce, and allspice to taste.
Place the coloring in bottles, cork, and
keep.

Baked Fish with Stuffing.—Season one
pint of carefully rubbed bread crumbs with
two tablespoonfuls of melted butter, a salt
spoonful of white pepper, a teaspoonful of
salt. Stuff this into the fish. Score the
fish on one side. Give the fish a graceful
twist, fasten with a skewer; baste with
melted butter, and bake in a quick oven
three-quarters of an hour, basting fre-
quently. ’

Egg Sauce.—Beat the yolks of three eggs

.until creamy; add to them gradually half

a pint of water from the pan in which the
fish was baked. This you will make by
adding water after the fish is taken out.
Take from the fire; add a table spoonful of
butter, two tablespoonfuls of scented vine-
gar, just a suspicion of salt and pepper.

Broiled ‘Steak with Onion -Sauce.—Season
a medinm-sized sirloin steak with salt and
pepper and broil. Dish up, pour onion sauce
over and serve. Onion Sauce.—Slice fine
four omions, fry light-brown in butter, add
half a pint of brown gravy and a ladleful
of broth, salt and pepper. Reduce to a pro-
per consistency and finish with chopped pars-
ley and a few drops of vinegar.

- ————

Sample Copies.

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

NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Twelve Page Hllustrated Weekly),

One yearly subscription, 30c. =

Three or more copies, separately address.
ed, 25¢ each. :

Ten or more to an individual address, 20e
each.

Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢ per
copy.

When addressed to Montreal City, Great Britain and Postal
Union countries, 52¢ postage must be added for each copy ;
United States and Canada free of postage. Special arrange-
ments will be made for delivering packages of 10 or more in
Montreal. Subscribers residing in the United Statés can
remit by Post Office Money Order on Rouse's Point, N.Y.,0r
Express Money Order payable in Montreal,

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

In all correspondence with advertisers in
these columns, kindly mention the ‘Mes-
senger.” This will oblige the publishers of

Vaccinating Bugs.
The science of medicine has reached wonderful
perfection.” The microbe theory in certain diseases
has been proven true beyond doubt. - The inoculation
of chintz bugs with the microbes of contagious dis-
eases, in order that epidemics may spread among the
little pests, is a practical method now in use. Dr.
Bye, the eminent specialist for cancer, of Indian-
apolis, Ind., says that dosing with medicines, cutting
with knives or burning with plasters to cure cancer 13
no longer to be recognized, but that he has ﬂxsco_vcred
a combination of soothing balmy oils which kill the
cancer microbes and cure the most malignant cases,
Those who read this will confer a great favor by cut-
ting it out and sending it to a friend who 1s afflicted.
Book sent. free, giving particulars and prices of Oils.
i&%drcss Dr. D. M. ByEk Co., Drawer 505, Indianapolis,
nd.

for Announcement of the Northern

8 Bus'ness College, Owen Sound,

Ontario, the leading College in the

- Dominion. C.A. Fleming, Principal

MRS N,

£ BABY'S OWN &

COOD CANVASSERS WANTED

TO PUSHA DOLLAR PROPOSITION ON A
50° COMMISSION.

IT APPEALS STRONGLY TO THE BEST PEOPLE
IN EVERY LOCALITY, -

No experience necessary. No deposit required
School teachers succeed well. Must [urnish

minister’s recommendation, .
Address ‘AGENT MANAGER,
P. 0. Box 2284, Montreal,

FEET ALWAYS yARM

’
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Our §Iagnetic Foot Batteries are ro-1 blood circulat.
ors, They magnetizg the iron in ihe blood and setup a ra
cirenlation in the feet and legs, producing a warm, genial
Tow, and preventing the loss of vitality by insulating the
y from the damp, cold earth. They defy rheumatism, aches
and pains in the feet and lege, cbilblains, cramps, sore
er cause a pleasant, agreealle feoling of youthful
life and vigor, More le became sick and die e as
aresult of cold, damp feet than from any other cause. You can
bave wavrm feet 2l the time by wearing these insoles.
They arethin a° d can be worn in any shoe. They do not lose

th<_eir power. Regnlar retail price, $1.00. Our introduction
price, good for a short time only, 50¢. per pair ; 2 pairs,
80c., all postpaid, Givesize of shoe when orderinz. HMAXE,
QRDER SUPPLY CO, BOX 401 TORONTO.
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{10 for 10 eanis.f,';’:’m‘:::;’;a“m’a“‘g.‘:

of the best humorons recitations, cmbrac

Negro, Yankee, Irish, and Dutch dialects, both i
prode and verse, as well as humorous com onitl

of every kind and character. Sent vostpal for 100
Jobnston & Co., BoE 401, Torontos

o o -

Soft, warm, glossy black, 3 feet 6 inches

# Tong, 5 inches wide, made of selected full

furred skins with 6 fine full black tails.

W/ - A bhandsome. styl sh Fur given 1st for

s selling at 18¢, eachonly 7 Cana

Home Cook Books and gettivg 3

more Agents to do the Same, or 2nd,

by selling 14 yoursell. These Books

ave nicely printed. beautifully bound,

g gul each !:-lnnzainsk 739 chlo,!‘c‘e re;:’ll;;.el.

Y Eve! ousekeeper buys .

Writerzg»day and we will send the Cook

Books postpaid.  You can easily sell

them and earn this elegant Fur in a few
minutes.

this paper as well as the advertiser.

FPECIALL
C0., DEPT. 4545 TORONTO.

only 1 doz. €

O

‘FREE RIFLE

Sure deathto Rats, Crows,
b Squirrels, Rabbits, ete. X.om,

lA‘l’l teel hr L dcﬂtti i k.
ateel barrel an ngs, improved sights, walnut stock,
The best Alr Gunmade. G o it 7

an. Lo orl
{ nicely printed, beautifully bound and each coutains 739 choico recipes,
Eve ho;;enlaeoaer buys one, Write for ook Books tm{’:’ %

P T

romf

'wen for selling at 15¢, esoh,
Cook Books,. These Books are

TV €0., TORONTO, Ontario. i
e i

ARGAIN SALE

FemG " SILK RIBBONS atmost FREE
‘We have r 1y} d geveral Th d Dollars

worth of Ribbon Remnants, in London, ¥ngland, much
Dbelow the actual cost »f manufacture., Weare thereby
A enabled to-offer the lady readersof this paper am inms
?nenle 'bear ain in ﬂho‘llca ;lzilb;mns.."t.’ll;hoy are all
rom on® to three yrards en aud some
1 3 inches wide. Amongst these Ribbong 2re s0me
@/ of the very finest quality, Crown Edge, Gros-Grain,
#7 Moire, Picot Edge, Satin kd Silk Broeades, Striped
Ottoman aud various other plain and fancy styles, ina
A variety of fashionable colors, @il shades and
dths; suitable for Bounet Strings, Neckwear,
Trimmings for¥lats and Dresses, Bows, Scarfs, ete.,
ete, Alifirstelass, Nolaly can purchase such fine
Ribbons as these at any store in the Jand for many’
) timesourprice. Down’t miss this Bargain.
W. Gallaghey; East Clifton, Que.,
says !t “ Lconsider your Ribbous thecheape-t Bu gain
Lover sot, , per box,oa'y or 3 ha s for 96, =
10 | by Pup 1y € N. 8., Toronto.

BOY’S PRINTER

A complete printing office, three al.
phabets of rubber type, bottle of best
ndclible ink, type older, self-inking

pad, and type tweeze s, You can
eun?:i envelo] r tags in

and make . Frice.

® with lustructions, ¥2€.. pos'paid.
The Noveity Co., Box 401 Toronto.

€k ‘HORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
@very week at the * Witness' Building, ab the corner of Cralg

sad St. Peter streets, in the city of Montreal, by Johs

Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugese Dougall, both of
Montreal. :
busi jenti ghould be addresged ‘Joh®
Pougall & Son,’ and all Jetters to the editor should b9
@ddresged itor of the ‘Northera Messeager.’

.



