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What it Means to be a Mis-
sionary in the Orient

(By Jessie Ackermamn, in ‘Union Signal.’)

When the W. C. T. U. missionaries start
out around the world, with their sole basis
of supply an everlasting faith in the eternai
God, and a firm belief in a definite call to go,
it takes downright courage. To stand on
the unpopular side of a most unpopular
‘question requires courage under the most
favorable circumstances, but to start cut
alone without financial provision of any sort,
scarcely knowing where one will land or
where one will go when landed, requires a
peculiar kind of faith and the largest meas-
ure of courage. My heart has always been
deeply touched when I have read or heard of
any woman about to start in this way, but I

ers what it means to be a missionary, and I
pass it on.

‘When Hudson Taylor, who is known as
the ‘modern St. Paul,” because of his great
missionary and preaching journeyings, es-
tablished the China Inland Mission, he
adopted the custom, the wisdom of which
has been questioned, of wearing clothes cut
after the fashion of the natives, and all mis-
sionaries representing that mission followed
his example. ¢

Some time ago a young man landed in
Shanghai from Scotland, and was sent far
inland. Not lcng after, some workers reach-
ed there from Australia and were also sent
inland to the same station. Together these
young people worked, baptized with the
same spirit of zeal, until a fatal day dawned,
upon which they were obliged to flee for
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MISSIONARIES ‘WHO WERE FIVE MONTHS IN THE CAVES TRYING
TO ESCAPE THE BOXERS:

am feeling these days that the heroic souls
who have penetrated the great empire of
China there to remain for years at a time,
sacrificing even their own manner of dress
~and all that human hearts hold dearest,
must outrank our own misgionaries on
points of courage and faith.
* 8o much has been written of the hardships
and experiences of the missionaries of China
during those terrible months that the entire
world- is familiar with the story of awful
deaths, cruel torture and never failing faith
of those who ‘counted not their lives’ in an
effort to help bring the light of truth into
dark places, that there seems little more to
‘be said or told. I came in contact recently
with a young couple whﬁp‘se experiences may
serve to bring more clearly before the read-

their lives. The party was divided into two
companies. Two young ladies from Austra-
lia and the Scotchman formed one party,
and, with the former disguised as men, they
fled before the face of an angry mob, only
escaping under cover of night and finding
safety in an old cave, where they were fore-
ed to remain six weeks without a change of
clothing or a drop of water in which to
bathe their faces or hands. A Christian
Chinese followed them, determined to cast
his lot with them. From a distant village
to which he walked ten miles daily he secur-
ed one meal a day from his scanty store and
brought also a bottle of water. One day,
while two of the party were sleeping and
one was on the watch, as was their custom,
the watcher saw a face thrust suddenly over

R

the edge of the cave, and two fierce, great
rolling eyes glared upon her. When the face
was withdrawn she arcused the sleepers, and
knowing they had been discovered, they de-
cided to venture into the open when night
came and search for another place of safety.
‘When the night was far spent and they had
walked twenty miles a heavy thunder and
lightning storm came on and rain fell in tor-
rents. By means of the flashes they groped
along until morning dawned by which time
they were near two caves. Into one of these
the ladies crept, every shred of their cloth-
ing drenched. They managed, when the sun
came out, to dry their clothing, but having
been separated from their boy they had no
food for three days.

Facing starvation they decided to make
one bold strike for life, and in case of fail-
ure to meet death together, They started,
across the great mountains, and from the
top saw a small village at the foot. The side
toward the village was steep and pathless, no
one had ever been known to make the des-
cent. By hanging to shrubs, rolling dowr
other places and scrambling over stones
they reached the bottom, with the shoe(
worn off their feet, their stockings in frag-
ments, hands bleeding and torm and facet
sore amd sun blistered. As soon as the vil-
lagers saw them they set upon them with
swords, spears, guns and any weapon with
which they could deal a blow. Half starved
and unable to move farther, the ladies fell by
the roadside. «The young man entreated the
enraged crowd to see the condition cof the
women and have mercy on them, but with-
out avail. They demanded that the ‘“foreign
devils’ proceed to the temple, two miles dis-
tant. With such strength as they could
gather the party moved omn, pushed hard by
the crowd all the while, listening to the dis-
cussion of three men ahead as to how they
should be killed and which of them should
have the honor.

Suddenly the Scotchman bethought him-
self of an old Chinese passport he had in his
pecket, and although it was out of date, he
fell back upon it as the last resource of life.
Giving it to the head man of the town, he
called attention to the fact that the Chinese
government had given them right of way
over the country. A passport is a wordy, in-
tensely official dccument, and calls upon
every Chinaman to aid the possessor to his
utmost, in amny time of danger and peril.
‘When the city official had perused its con-
tents, he called upon the modb to lay down
arms on the spot and disperse, but com-
manded the tmvellens! to move om, which
they did as rapidly as they were able,

Time amd space will not admit of a detail-
ed account of all they passed through before
they reached a place of safety. In one place
through which they travelled four hundred
native Christians had been slashed on their
foreheads with the sign of the cross, and
with their hands tied behind them they were
left to bake in a tropical sun and to starve.
The party reached a village where the dis-
turbance had just been quelled by the read-
ing of the proclamation sent from the
throne, calling upon every loyal Chinese to
lend aid to fleeing foreigners, and demand-
ing all city officials to see that they were es-
corted in safely to the nearest port. Hearing
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this, the party took advantage of the situa-
tion and demanded an escort of 200 soldiers.

" After ‘some hesitation the request was
granted and the party set their faces toward
the port, reaching there just five months
after they fled from the inland station, hav-
ing suffered more than ecan ‘be told by
human tongue. Two of the party are here

children; and the others he treated so well
that they knew no difference. He attended
Sunday-school conventions, read his deno-
minational and general papers and maga-
zines, and bought all books that would help
him to understand young people, and new
methods of teaching.

‘What wonder that a teacher so.equipped,
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CHRISTIANS WHO BROUGHT FOOD TO THE CAVES AT THE RISK
: ‘ OF THEIR LIVES

in Japan, and in the bliss of a honeymoon
they are preparing to again take up the
work when regained stremgth will permit
and the way opens. . - :

1 listened to the thrilling story and as 1
Jooked into the sweet face of the heroic girl,
I marvelled at the faith and courage that
would take them back to the scenes of cruel-
ty and terror, with an eternal hope and un-
" ghaken detérmination to follow the line of
duty with the motto, ‘Though he slay me,
yet will I trust him’ for their watchword.

This is what it means to be a missionary in

the Orient.

The ¢ Model Sunday=-School

Teacher’s’ Dilemma.

A gentleman in middle life, of sense, piety,
and excellent reputation, taught a class of
eleven young men who had been under his
care since they were about fourteen years
old, and at the time of which we write were
from seventeen to nineteen years of age. He
had taken all possible pains to prepare him-
self for success in his work, to do which he
had many unusual facilities. His ‘boys,’ as
he called the eleven, loved him, and he loved
most of them as though they were his own

a scholar, a power in the town, and- a con
verser who could entertain any company,
should be spoken of as the model Sunday-
school teacher, or that the boys were always
there and sorry when the superintendent
signified that the closing exercises were to
begin? Who could have dreamed that ‘this
teacher went to and from his class for six
months with an increasing sadness of
heart? or who could anticipate what he
would say to his pastor? !

Yet one evening he called at the parson-
age and without introduction uttered these
unexpected words, ‘I am going to give up
my class next Sunday and cease my connec-
tion with the Sunday-school’” The pastor
was more than surprised; asked if he was ill
or intended removal, or whether there was
any trouble in the class, or a difference be-
tween him and the superintendent. These
and similar questions were answered in the
negative. At last the teacher unburdened his
heart and said, ‘I have been called’a model
Sunday-school teacher, and God above
knows that I have tried to be worthy the
name.’ He then recounted his efforts to pre-
pare himself in general and for each lesson,

_ told how he carried those boys on his mind

and conscience, and then said, ‘They listen
to me when I talk about the Bible, or Chris-
tian - civilization, or the growth of the
church, or the benefits of the school and the
church to the community; when I talk about
myself or about themselves; but not one of
them is converted or shows any interest in

religious things. Some of them think that
they are too old to attend school. I over-
hear them talking about things which point
away from Christ and toward sinful haunts,
anq to all the vices of the great city of
which our town is a suburb. ° And one of
them, the only one I have ever suspected is
no_t in possesion at least of sterling moral
principles, is gaining a strong hold over sev-
eral of the othérs. I have taught these boys
for four or five years, and I am a failure.
One of them belongs to the church, but
shows no more interest in the religious life
than the others. 1 have done my best, and
I am a failure.

After the conversation the pastor said, ‘As
a personal favor do not take this step for a
few months. - I fear the whole school is in
a similar condition. I fear that I am very
much such a preacher as you are a teacher.
I have sometimes heard myself spoken of as
a “model preacher.” I now see that there is
no model preacher on earth who is not wise
to win souls. Let us both acknowledge that
we have missed the centre of the target,
though we have sent many arrows into the
circles around it.’

From that day the pastor began to preach,

. pray, and visit, with the one object of mak-

ing all of every age feel that, though many
things are advantageous, only ‘one thing is
needful.” The teacher began to ask himself
whether it is wonderful - that young men
with appetites, passions, imaginations, and
worldly ambitions of human beings should
unconsciously weary of five years of teach-
ing, though interestingly communicated, of
which little practical use was imade. He
began to think and read about how to inter-
est young men in Christ and salvation, in
the grand fact that the only noble life is the
one that centres in God, and loves all men
in Christ and for Christ’s sake; that all
other lives must be less or more ignoble, as
they approximate or retreat from that ideal
without reaching it. At first he did not
hold the attention‘as before, but, redoubling
his efforts to make them his debtors by
kindness, in a few weeks he saw in two or
three of them some gleams of real interest.

About that time a young man, a.genuine
convert, came to visit that member of the
class who had once been an earnest Chri
tian.. The pastor and teacher took him into
their confidence, and besought him to seek
to lead his friend back into conscious enjoy-
ment of the love of God. As he was success-
ful, while he stayed there were two nuciei of
spiritual life in the class, and one by one
was added to the number, till all but the one
who at the first had been suspected of a hent
to wrong were thoroughly changed.- In the
meantime a revival spread through the
school, the church, and the community, and
the last of the eleven with streaming eyes
exclaimed, ‘I cannot separate myself from
the class becausge they have joined our teach- -
er and his Saviour. 38

During the years since elapsed. the teacher
has died, borne to the grave by all of his
scholars then in that community, and more
than one of the class have followed him to
the rest that remaineth for the people of
God. The others are still in' communion
and co-operation with the church.

To the last the teacher and the pastor
gave thanks to God that they had been led
to see that the only model teacher or preach-
er is he who, not indifferent to non-essen-
tials according to their value, is faithful to
the essential, the pearl of great price, the
renewing the heart in the imag of Christ.

Whatever be taught or whoever the teacher,
the only way to keep young men in the Sun-
day-school or interested in the chureh, is to
16ad them out into the spiritual realm. With-
out this all else will become dry as husks to
their taste.—‘Christian Advocate.’

——————

The Find-the-Place Almanac

TEXTS IN PROVERBS.

Dee. 1, Sun.—Fools make a mock at sin. :

Dec. 2, Mon.—He that despiseth his neigh-
bor sinneth. 2

Dee. 3, Tues.—He that cppresseth the poor
reproacheth his Maker. e

Dec. 4, Wed.—Righteousness exalteth a na-
tion: but sin is a reproach to any people.

Dec, 5, Thur.—A soft answer turneth away
wrath.

Dec. 6, Fri—The eyes of the Lond are in
every place, beholding the evil and the good.

Dec. 7, Sat—He that refuseth instruction
despiseth his own soul. :




s#BOYS AND GIRLS®

A Gift From the Sea

(By Walter Palmer, in ‘Forward.’)
Storms and disasters are frequent on the
New England ccast, and especially is this
true of the long, sandy points that run out
into the Atlantic. -~ On these desclate, wind-
swept flats are isolated houses and farms,
and straggling settlements and towns, whose
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HE LIKED TO WALK ALONG
BEACH,

one industry depends on the caprices of the
gea. Sometimes, when wind and wave are
favorable; there is rejoicing; but more often
there is a hardened, hopeless endurance: The
men are always watching to take the sea
and sky at advantage, anid the women wait,
passive alike to hope or fear. Even the
children have learned to accept danger as
part of their daily life.

1t was on one of the wildest and most de-
solate of these points that Peter Gradt built
his little cabin. There were but two lines to
his horizon, one of sand and one of sea, and
although the sea line was sometimes cut in
twain by the masts of fishing smacks, the
land line always remained unbroken. No
tree or shrub had the hardihood to aspire to
this dangerous exposure; only tough thistles
and wire grass were able to withstand the
fierce lashings of the sand and rain storms.
But Peter Gradt did not lack for building
material. He had only to walk along the
ghore and make a selection. He had a taste
for color and variety, and so his cabin was
made of rare woods from many lands. The
doors and windows of the cabin, the benches
round its sides, and the few shelves and
brackets, were of rosewood and mahogany
and of other rare woods whoSe surface was
like polished marble; and as the years went
by the shelves and brackets became loaded
with queer things which he picked up among
the wreckage or brought back from his fish-
ing trips. ; /
Jacob Gradt, the second son, was some-
thing like his father. He had a passion for
collecting, and he liked to walk along the
beach, and to sail out into the dreary dis-
tances, with no companions but his own
thoughts, the winds and the waves, and per-
haps a few mews sailing dreamily overhead.
_He had once found a seaman’s chest on the
beach, and this was filled to overflowing
Awith  the treasures which the sea had
brought to him. , Somehow, by a word or
sentence at a time, he had managed to pick

up what was considered a good education for
that section. A few books had -come into
the family’s possession; Peter Gradt had a
Don Quixote, inherited from his father; his
wife had a Bible and a history of the early
martyrs, and one day a sea-stained, dilapi-
dated copy of Shakespeare had been found
amowg the “débris’ on the beach. These
were supplemented by several seed cata-
logues, an almanaé¢, and an old copy of a
Boston newspaper. -

With these, and such small and unreliable
help as his father and mother could give,
Jacob had educated himself. There were no
schools or neighbors, so what he could not
understand was supplied by his own vivid
imagination; and these brief glimpses into
an unknown world fired him with a determi-
nation to see for nimself. He longed to go
away to school, to college; to some place
where he could learn about the things which
the sea and the sky and the winds were al-
ways whispering to him, but which he could
never comprehend.

He would require money; he understood
that perfectly well. But how was he to ob-
tain it? His family, like the few neighbors
along the coast, lived mostly on fish and
birds. Two or three times each year they
carried fish to the nearest town and ex-
changed them for the few necessaries they

required. They had small need for money,
and seldom saw it. Jacob was nearly seven-
teen, and he had never owned a dollar in his
life.

He had an idea that it would cost a great
many dollars to go away to school. He did
not .kzww how many, but feared that it
would be more than he could possibly earn.
There were no employers in this region; the
only marketable things he could get were
fish, and they were of little value in this fish
country. The local dealers acceptad them in
exchange for merchandise, but no cne would
pay money. And the nearest of the large
towns was two or three days’ journey away.
His boat was too small to carry much of a
load, and too frail for a trip that would re-
guire at least a week to go and come. He
felt how useless it would be to attempt such
an impossible feat.

‘When he spoke to his father of his hopes,
the old man laughed amd told him that he
knew too much about books already. His
mother was less ocutspoken, but her silent
disapproval was more eloquent than words.
Jacob said no more about school, but his
longing grew more intense with its repres-
sion.

One day, as he was walking on the beach,
he found a large block of some curious ash-
gray substance. At first he thought it was
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wood, but a little examination showed his
mistake. It was marked with yellow and
reddish striae, like those of marble, for it
had floated in on the waves. He tried to lift
it, but it was too large amnd heavy. Then
with considerable exertion he succeeded in
turning it over, and rolling it out of reach of
the tide. It had a peculiar odor which he
found very agreeable, and he was loath o
leave it behind. But even the odor would
not compensate for its bulkiness, so at last
he turned away and walked slowly up the
beach.

But the rich perfume followed him, and
presently he retraced his steps and examined
the block once more. Then he went to the
cabin after the wheelbarrow. When his
father returned from a fishing trip, a few
days later, the block was lying among some
old nets behind the cabin. The old man
looked it over critically.

‘No, 1 don’t know what ’tis,” he said, in en-
swer to a question from Jacob, ‘but g’pose
likely it's some sea-growin’ stuff. It smells
mighty good. Howsumever, it’s too big an”
awk’ard to have lyin’ round. Ye'd better
roll it back to low water an’ let the tide
carry it out.’

But Jacob did not roll it down to low
water. It remained behind the cabin for
several weeks, then he removed it to the
-small back room where they kept their nets
and other fishing gear.

Ten or fifteen miles up the point were a
number of inland ponds and shallows.
Birds were plentiful here, and at certain sea-
sons the snipe shooting was excellent. Hunt-
ers were comparatively scarce, but occasion-
ally parties of city sportsmen appeared and
remained during the shooting season. They
usually came in yachts, and either made a
camp near one of the pounds or returned
and slept on board their boats each night.
Sometimes, but not often, they wandered

" down as far as Peter Gradt’s cabin,
One afternoon a small yacht was seen

heading down the coast. As it reached a

point cpposite the cabin it rounded to and a
boat came ashore. Peter Gradt and his
oldest son were away fishing, but Jacob was
behind the cabin memnding a net.

Two men left the boat and approached the
cabin, the others walked away toward the
dunes. All of them had guns, and they evi-
dently intended to explore the flats for birds.

‘Hello, my lad!’ exclaimed one of the men
as they came round the corner of the cabin
and saw Jacob at work, ‘can you let us have
a piece of half-inch rope, ten or tweive feet
lJong? Our man forgot to bring any, and we
have some &plicing to do. We will be glad
to pay you your own price for it.’

‘I guess I can let you have some rope,” an-
swered Jacob as he rose from the net, ‘but I
don’t want any pay for it. Come in here.

e led them into the little back room and
began to overhaul a pile of nets and cordage.
Suddenly he heard a low exclamation of
wonder, followed by a suppressed whisper-
ing. As he turned he saw them regarding
the gray block he had found on the beach.
They turned away, however, with apparent
unconcern and began to examine the other
objects in the room. Neither of them ap-
peared to take any further notice of the
block. :

When they turned to go, however, one ot
them said, as though with sudden recollec-
tion, ‘By the way, what was that queer-look-
ing thing in the corner? the gray, funny-
smelling rock, I mean?’ : Ak

Jacob looked at ¥im sharply. He felt sure
there. was something behind this seeming
carelessnes.

‘I don’t know,” he answered,
up on the beach.’

‘I picked it

‘Do you want to sell it?’ asked the man as
he began to button his coat as though it
made very little difference to him whether it
was for sale or not. At any other time
Jacob would not bave hesitated. He would
even have heon willing to give the block
away, for its novelty had already worn off.
But now his suspicions were aroused.

‘I guess I'd better keep it,’ he said, quietly.

‘Oh, give him a dollar for it, Alf, and €ome
along!’ exclaimed the other man, affecting to
be impatient.

‘Suppose we say five? and Alf lcoked at
Jacob, inquiringly.

The boy caught his breath. Five dollars!
He had never seen so much money in his
life.  But his hard, practical shrewdness did
not desert him. He shook his head.

The men looked at him keenly. Then the
one called Alf asked, insinuatingly:

‘What good is it to you? I thought
money was scarce down this way, and that
you would snap at five dollars. The thing is
very curious, and I would like to have it
well enough; but I can’t pay a- fancy price.
Now what will you take? the lowest figure,
mind!”’

‘I'd rather you’d make me an offer,” re-
plied Jacob, after a moment’s thought. ‘I'm
willin’ to sell, but you must give me some-
thing like what it’s-worth. I suppose the
best thing for me would be to take it up to
one of the big towns.’

This last was a sudden inepiration, and it
had its effect. The men looked at each other,
quickly.

“The fellow either knows what it is or has
some idea of its value,’ Jacob heard one of
them say in a low voice to his companion.
Then they walked aside and talked earnestly
{for some minutes. When they came back Alf
held a roll of bills in his hand.

‘Lock here, my boy,” he sz2id, persuasively,
‘it would be foolish for you to take that
thing up to the city, and perhaps have some
sharper get it away from you. It is valuable;
we don’t mind telling you that; and we
would like to have it. This man and I make
perfumery, and we could use it in our busi-
ness. We can afford to give you more than
an outsider would. If youwll let us have a
bill of sale of it, fair and square, we'll give
you three hundred dollars, cash. What do
you say?

Jacob could only stare blankly at them for a

moment. Then he nodded eagerly and took

the paper and pencil the man offered. A few
minutes later the men called to some of their
companions, and the block was carried down
to the boat.

When Peter Gradt and his son returned
from fishing they found Jacob waiting for
them on the beach. A few words acquainted
them with the wonderful events of the day.

_“What’ll you do with the money? asked
Peter, after the first excitement was over.

‘Can I do just what I like with it? asked
Jacob.

‘Of course. It’s your’n. But I'd advise ye
to git a boat an’ outfit. There’s enough
money in that there roll to give you a fine
set-out in fishin’.”

Jacob shook his head. =~

‘If you don’t mind, he said, with a glad
ring in his voice, ‘I'll take it an’ go away to
gchool.” S

“Well, do jest what ye think best. ButI'm
afeard it’ll spile the makin’ of a good fisher-
man.’

As they walked toward the cabin the old

man turned, with sudden curiosity in his

face. .
‘What'd they say the stuff was?’ he asked.
Jacob looked blank.

‘They didn’t say,’ he answered, ruefully,
“an’ I forgot to ask.’ {

It was not until many years aftérwards,
not until he had been away to school and had
come baek and worked his way up to the
command of a fine schooner, that he told his
father he knew now that that stuff must
have been ambergris.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Senid four new subseriptions to the' ‘North-
ern 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 edge, measures

seven inches by five and three-quarter inches
when open.
————————

Soft Soapl

A THANKSGIVING STORY.

(By Ernest Gilmore, in ‘The Independent.’)

There had been a grand Thanksgiving din-
ner at the Macy mansion, six courses all
told each amd all served admirably by Mat-
thew, the hutler, and little Alf, Matthew’s
helper. First, there had been soup, oyster,
and pickled onions, and nasturtiums.  Sec-
ond, there had been a mammoth turkey,
roasted to just the right point by Dilsey, thé
cook; & pair of ducks, broiled pigeons and
baked venison, flanked by mashed potatoes
stewed tomatoes, succotash, squash, turnips:
fresh-boiled pink and white beets, and clam
soup, with crackers, and celery,' apple-~
sauce, and bread and butter; yes, and coffee,
too, belonged to the second course, for sen-
sible Mr. Macy, senior, said he ‘never cared
for coffee after dinner.’ Third, there had
been pies, pumpkin and mince pies, flaky-
crusted and delicious, with cheese. Fourth,
there had: been pudding— plum-pudding.
Fifth, icecream, cakes, and jelly. “Sixth, ToSy
apples, grapes, and winter pears, walnuts,
raisins, and glasses of cold orange-water,

‘Such a dinner as to make one too lazy to
navigate,’ said Uncle Phil, settling down in a
big arm-chair by the open Franklin stove, in
the cozy back parlor. ;

‘Wasn’t it a rouser? Did you ever eat
such a dinner before? asked ten-year-old
Robbie Macy, sitting down on the rug in
front of Uncle Phil, '

‘Humph! I ate bétter dinner years and
years ago than you had to-day, when I was a
little shaver, no larger than you,” Uncle Phil
said, teasingly. And Rob answered, doubt~
ingly:

‘I don’t see how you could have'had such a
good dinner as we had, let alone a better
one. Why, Mamma said ‘you lived way out
West, where lots of Indians were.’

Uncle Phil laughed.

‘So you infer, because there were Indians
out where we were, that we had nothing to
eat. ' Do you?’ =

‘I suppose you had something to eat, Rob
replied, roguiskly; ‘but I don’t believe ’twas
plum-pudding and great big slices of turkey-
breast. Now, was it, Uncle Phil?

‘We didn’t have plum-pudding, that’s a
fact; and we didn’t have great slices of white
turkey-breast, that’s another fact; but, Rob,
we had slices of dark turkey-breast—nice,
juicy wild turkey.. I can tell you it was
good, too.”

‘Pho! I don’t like dark meat. I'm glad
I was not there.’” And Rob turned a somer-
sault over to Rover, who lay peacefully on
the other side of the big velvet rug.

‘Rob!’

. ‘Well, sir. ;

‘Shall T tell you a story about a Thanks-
giving we had out West, when I was a boy?

Rob stood at his Uncle’s knees in less than
a minute, with wide-awake, delighted eyes,
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‘Oh, Uncle Phil. . Yes, do. -You always

' tell such splendid stories. But perhaps there
won’t be anything in a Thanksgiving story
about bears.” And Rob’s face-grew a trifle
anxious.

‘How about Indians?’

‘Oh, Uncle Phil, if you ‘can’ tell a Thanks-
giving story about Indians, I’ll be the hap-
piest boy in town.

~ ‘We won’t promise, but we’ll see about. it.
Go and call the rest of the children, Rob.’

‘Come, Dan and Walter and Nellie!’ called
Rob. ‘Uncle Phil is going to tell a rousing
Indian story.’ :
~ ‘Did I say so? asked Uncle Phil, trying to
look savage.

‘I know so!
swered, wisely.

‘You can begin, now, Uncle Phil,’ Nellie
said, coaxingly, leaning her curly head over
the arm of Uncle Phil’'s chair.
pany’s all gone, and it’ll be so nice to wind
up the day listening to a thrilling Indian
story.’

Nellie shivered in anticipation of the hor-
rible things she expected to hear. Uncle
Phil, noticing, said: ‘Don’t get to shaking,
Nellie. My story will be more laughable than
thrilling, I fancy. And lo! I begin. There
were eight of us who had our home in that
Western hut, maide of cottonwood logs. But,
children, I thought I saw a pair of black
eyes, with a good deal of white about them,
peering into the door just now. Perhaps
there is somebody there wants to hear the
-story.’

‘It’s nobody but Alf, laughed Rob; ‘but I
say, Uncle Phil, why can’t Alf come in and
listen to the story? He hasn’t anything o
do just now.’

" ‘That’s thoughtful of you, Rob, and just
what I wanted. Call him in, please,

< And so, a moment later, Alf’'s eyes grew
rounder and whiter than ever as he listened
to the Thanksgiving story.

* “Those were troubled times with Western
ﬁolké. The Indians were not very near us;
indeed, Father never had a fear in regard to
the Indians attacking us. NO one whom we
knew of, living within twenty miles of us,
had been troubled by the Indians. One day
in October we children had been out all af-
ternoon, having a happy time. We gathered
yards and yards of creamy-white clematis
and beautiful wild columbine; even Bath-
sheba tucked up her skirts and waded like a
born water-bind ‘to get the columbines from
the bank opposite.’

A rippling laugh from Nellie, and Uncle
Phil stopped story-telling, to ask: ‘What is
it, Nellie?’

You can’t foel me!” Rob an-

‘Such a funny name, Uncle Phil. Who
was Bathsheba?’
‘Bathsheba was our only sister. A pretty

girl, too, I do assure you, notwithstanding
her outlandish name. She had blue eyes
and golden hair, and we boys almost wor-
shipped her, because she was so beautiful and
good. She didn’t dress much like you, Nel-
lie; but she looked pretty enough, in her
plain blue flannel dress, which came down
“half way between knees and ankles, leaving
her white feet bare. I told you that there
were eight of us. There was Father, Moth-
er, Aunt Huldah, and the hired man, Nick
Vose, Bathsheba, Ephraim, Jeremiah, and
myself. Well, that Cctober day, after we
had gathered all the clematis and colum-
bines we wanted, we carried them home to
Mother, tacked the pretty wines all around
the cotton-wood logs and filled a big jar
with the columbines. Then we were off
again—Jeremiah and I shooting wild game
and Eph going with Bathsheba to  gather
some beautiful ferns, which grew in the belt
of woods a quarter of a mile from the hut.

7

‘The com-.

our home. The short day was drawing to a
close and Eph and Bathsheba had not yet
joined us.

‘“Come on!” I said to Jerry. ‘“Let’s go
home. ' I’m as hungry as a hunter.”

LEANRg you are a hunter,” laughed Jerry,
gleefully, as he pointed to the string of wild
ducks which were suspended from my shoul-
ders.

‘“But, Phil,” he added, “I think we bet-
ter wait for the others. Mother might be
anxious, if we should get home without
them.’

‘ “What would make her anxious?” I ask-
ed, scornfully.

‘ “Indians!” Jerry bawled in my ear.

‘ “Indians!” I answered. ‘“You know bet-
ter. There ain’t a Red Skin within fifty
miles of us.” But even as I spoke Eph came
toward us with Bathsheba in his arms. His
face was white with fright, and hers white
with what? Was it death? We did not
know. Jerry threw down his gun and his
prairie chickens, and I my iducks, as we ran
to meet them. ;

‘ “What’s the trouble, Eph?” we both ask-
ed at once.

‘ “Bathsheba’s fainted. Can’t you see?”
he answered, in a troubled voice. “Run for
some water. Quick!” And he laid her down
on the dead maple leaves which covered the
greensward, still holding his arm tenderly
under her head. Jerry ran for water, whilé
I rubbed my sister’s hands and asked, anxi-
cusly: “What made her faint, Eph?”

‘“Hush!” he said, sternly. ‘I can’t tell
you now. Wait until we get Bathsheba safe
back with Mother. Then I'll have something
that is something to tell you.”

‘Eph’s tragic tone roused all my curiosity;
but I knew him too well to question any fur-
ther.  Jerry came with the water from the
brook, and he and I bathed her face viger-
ously. © She awoke with a gasp, and looked
into Eph’s face with a startled, questioning
look. :

‘“Don’t worry, Bathsheba,” Eph said,
soothingly. ‘“We're most home, and we’re
safe, too.” :

‘Safe, too. What could he mean? Jerry
asked him, but received no answer, except a
warning look. Well, Jerry and I made a seat

out of our hands, with a back of two arms,

and Eph lifted her up into it. Then we car-
ried her home, Eph bringing our game and
other things. Father and Nick Vose were
away from home, but Mother and Aunt Hul-
dah met us at the door. :

‘“There’s nothing the matter, Mother,””’
was Eph’s cheery greeting. “Only she’s
pretty well frighted at—nothing.”

‘“Oh! Eph, at ‘nothing!’” Bathsheba said,
in a remonstrating voice, as she sat up and
realized where she was.

‘“Oh! ‘Mother, ’twas a great; big, fierce-
looking Indian who frightened me so. Eph

didn’t see him, because he was bending over

a great, beautiful fern, that I wanted so
much; but I saw him distinctly. . His big,
feathered head loomed up out of a clump of

young trees, and I'm sure his big mouth was .

grinning in delight over us—two children
alone in the woods. Eph was a little way
off, and I didn’t dare call to him, for fear the
Indian might scalp us; and so I threw my
basket at Eph’s head. That’s all I know
about it.” ; e
‘Mother locked at Eph, and he said, with a
laugh: “And she hit - me, too, Mother, a
sounding thump. I thought maybe the “cow
with the erumpled horn” had got hold of me,
and, turning to see, I saw Bathsheba mo-
tioning to me. I understood, by the way

she pointed and worked her fingers; that she -

Then I

\

meant there were Indians around.

saw her tumble over, and I picked her up
and came home.”

‘“Well! well!” Mother said, in a tone
which meant ‘not’ well. “I shall be afraid to
g0 to bed, if there are any Indians about,
and Father away ahd Nick Vose too.”

‘“It’s my opinion that there ain’t an In-
dian within miles of us. Bathsheba’s an
imaginative girl. I’ve no doubt that ’twas
the tree-branches swaying in the wind that
she took for a Red Skin’s head.”

.““You can think what you’re a mind to,
Aunt Huldah; but I know ’twas an Indian,”
Bathsheba said, decidedly.

‘Bathsheba was right; for the very next
morning the sad news came that a whole
family, less than a mile from us, had been
murderetd in the night and their log-hut left
bare and desolate. After that Father and
Nick came home every night, whether con-
venient or not, and it was often very incon-
venient to come home when they were miles
away, cutting logs; but, as days and weeks
passed by, we heard nothing more of the In-
dians and we begun to breathe easy again. 1t
lacked only two days of Thanksgiving, when
Father received word from a man’over in
the next settlement to come over and attend
to some urgent business. He tcok Niek Vos.
with him and also Eph, he being the oldest,
as it was necessary to bring back several
loads of lumber, and Eph could manage oxen
as well as Nick could. Well, that very eve-
ning, Jerry and I hurried through our chores,
to help Aunt Huldah pick some ducks for
Thanksgiving. Mother was sick with a cold
and she did not help; but she talked and
laughed with us as we worked. Pretty soon
Wwe heard steps outside, and Aunt Huldah
gaid: s
‘“Perhaps our men are back. I do hope
they are.”

‘But Jerry jumped up quickly, and drew
the bars across the door. Bathsheba’s blue
eyes grew round with amazement, and she
said: “Why, Jerry, do you mean to lock
father out?” ;

‘“Look!” he said, pointing to the little
window. Ah! that look! How it frighten-
ed us, and our sick, timid mother fairly
shrieked. As for Bathsheba, she wrung her
hands in agony.

‘ “Hush! every one of you,” Jerry said, in
a commanding tone, as if he was general of
an army. ‘““Here, Phil, you get Mother and
Bathsheba over in that corner and keep
guard, while Aunt Huldah and I run up the
ladder and look out the loop-hole, and see if
there’s many of them.”’

‘Alf's curiogity could wait no longer
‘What did ye see, Massa? Was it b'ars, big,
black b’ars lookin’ in at de windy?"

‘No, Alf; answered Uncle Phil. ‘Not
bears, but savage Indians. We looked out
the loop-hole (that’s what we called a little
round hole over the Toor), and we saw one
Indian near our house, and another, with-his
‘back to the house, a little way off. Father,
Nick, and Eph had taken the guns, and we
were at a loss to know what to do, if the In-
dians should try to break in. Suddenly
there was a loud pounding on the door. We
went down, and Aunt Huldah asked what
was wanted.” They wouldn’t answer, but
whacked away, until I thought every minute
the door would give way. Aunt Huldah
rushed down the ladder, and motioned to

-Jerry and me-to follow her. 'We went with
her into a little roem, partitioned off * from"

the kitchen, where a barrel of the strongest
kind of soft soap stood. We each carried a
pail of that terrible soap up the ladder into
the loft, and then crept up from the loft to
the roof. Then, creeping along softly tq the
edge of the roof. we saw the two Indians



flashing their bright blades into our cotton-
wood door. S

‘¢ “No time to lose,” whispered Aunt Hul-
dah. And we three together emptied our
buckets of soft soap over those Red Skins.
Oh! such shrieks as rent the air, as the In-
dians danced around and rubbed their eyes,
in awful pain. We felt sorry, Jerry and 1;
but Aunt Huldah said she didn’t. ‘“If we
hadn’t done it, they would have killed and
scalped us all,” she said, wisely.

‘No one slept that night, and the ducks did
not get picked, either; but by early d#ylight
Father came home. His face was ashen gray
and as we drew back the bars to let him in,
he looked at each of us in turn. Then seat-
ing himself in a chair, he, strong man that
he was, burst into tears. .

““Are you sick, dear Father?” Bathsheba
said, going up to him and putting her arms
about his néck. My father was a Christian,
and, gathering Bathsheba’s golden head to
his bosom, he said: “Not sick, child; but
overcome with thankfulness. Word came to
us this morning that several families had
been scalped during the night and that mine
was one of them. I didn’t wait to tell Eph
and Nick, but sent word to them to come
home as soon as they could, and I hurried
on ahead. When I reached the “Corners,” I
found that the Stevensons were gone, root
and branch, and my heart sank within me;
but 1 find my home unmolested. Thank
God!” Then we told him that we had been
attacked and that our weapon had been soft
soap. We thought Father would laugh; but
he did not. He only said, reverently:
“Thank God for soft soap!”

‘Nick and Eph came home that afternoon.
They had heard the sorrowful story, too, and
I tell you we had a general hugging all
around. ‘

‘And then Thanksgiving Day dawned.
Such a dinner! Seems to me I can taste It
yet. Any way, I can remember every single
thing we had. We had roast wild ducks and
baked fish, and the nicest, roundest little
roast pig I ever saw. It had a lemon in its
mouth and a bunch of parsley around its
curly tail, and it stood on a bed of green
parsley. Then we had big, mealy baked po-
tatoes and turnips, and the best succotash
and baked beans that could be imagined,
and then those broiled quails—OCh! Rob, I
wish you could taste such quails’

‘Didn’t you have any pudding?’

‘I don’t think we did; but we had pies—
pumpkin, mince, apple ,and custard.

‘And was that all?’ asked Rob.

‘No, we had one thing more. We all got
down on our knees and thanked God. Father
said that was the “finishing touch.”’

And Uncle’s Phil'ssstory was done.

A Good Answer.

“Will you walk into my parlor?’
Said a landlord to-a Tar;

“You’ll find the best of things to eal,
And liquors at the bar.

‘Oh! no,’ said Jack, ‘I'd rather not;
I once was there before,

“And through your driak you got my cash,
Then turned me out of door.

*Your liquor never quenched my thirst,
But made me dry instead;
‘And then, when hungry, found I'd not
A penny left for bread.
~—‘Temperance Record.’
: —_————
¢« Northern Messenger.’

*Our Sunday-school, of which I have the
honor of being superintendent, gets 30 copies
of the ‘Northern Messenger,’ and, I must say,
that in our school it is very popular. I think
it ahead of all in ils class’ I am yours
truly, E. B. FARWELL,

Orillia, Ont.

Frances Chisholm’s Resolve.
(Jsseph Woodhouse, in ‘Friendly Greetings.”)

Frances Chisholm had spent the happiest

birthday she could remember. Yesterday
she had reached her eighteenth year. School-
days were well over. Many and warm-
hearted were the greetinigs that girl-com-
panions and other friends sent or brought
her. :
Life had not been a failure so far. In
her last year at Wilmington High School she
had carried off one first class and two sec-
ond class prizes. More than that, she had
won the love and esteem of the head-mis-
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To live! Oh, to live worthily for his sake!...
To do something that will bring him
homnor...... To be something ‘that will please
him..... If he will only send me forth! Lord,
help me!’

Then a wondrous hush spread through the
room. It was as though a presence were
there that she could neither see nor hold.
Presently a voice—like a whispered voice in
her soul—seemed to speak. A touch of a
spirit hand was upon her. She listened—
waited.... “‘Without Me ye can do nothing.’.....
‘All things are possible to him that believ-
eth....... ‘Lo! I am with you all the days. ...
‘Go, go! I will be with Thee.’ :

.....

S
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SCHOOL-DAYS:

tress, Miss Wakefield. She was not brilliant,
but painstaking, diligent, and persevering.

In the gloaming of the following day she
gat by the fire dreaming. The bright coals
seemed to quicken her thoughts. Pictures
and faces came and went. The daylight sank
away. The flames flickered and died down,
giving place to the red glow and the steady
warmth.

“Yes!’ she thought, ‘life must be real and

earnest now—more than ever. I know whom

I have believed. Jesus is filling my life. I
have been constrained by the power of his
Jove. The spell of his words is upon me:
«I have’come that they might have life, and
that they might have it more abundantly.”

‘Yea, Lord!’ she replied in her inmost
heart. ‘Use me, use even me:

“Take my life, and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee;

Take my moments and my days,
Let them flow in ceaseless praise.”*

So, in entering upon her nineteenth year,
Frances made up her mind that life, wher-
ever God might gend her, should be whole-~
hearted—through and through—a life ‘with’
Jesus and ‘for’ Jesus. A life givem up to
God because given up to the service of
others. . :

More distant than before, as she rose to
draw the blinds, like a wnice speaking into
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her ear, came the words: ‘My graece is suffi-
cient for thee. -

A sweet peace came over her.  She could
leave herself, her work, her future in God’s
safe keeping—and she did.

» * s - - & &3 * %

Four years later she was on board the
steamer ‘Yohama’' in the London Docks,
bound for Shanghai. Her father, the Rev.
Henry Chisholm, had given her to God and
his service. He and her mother and three
brothers were on the quay waving their
‘farewells’ as the great vessel moved off.

Tears dimmed their eyes— not of sorrow,

but of faith and love. They were glad that
God had received Frances at their hands. He
had trained her; now he was about to make
use of her in the Far BEast.
It was a great joy that filled the souls of
friends from the China Inland Mission.
Many were there with words of cheer and
blessing. Frances was one of five—three
Jadies and two gentlemen—who were start-
ing in answer to the divine call to help in
taking the Gospel to the Chinese.

Oh! fhe thrill, the happiness, of being a
worker with God in the vast harvest fields of
the world! : ‘

® * s  ® * e * * ®

Miss Chisholm, during her preparation for
work, had given many proofs of special gifts
for foreign mission service.

She was & careful student—a lover of the
best books; quick in gathering up informa-
tion that would throw light ' upon her own
field of toil. She had made mO mean pro-
gress in the study of medicine. Without
doubt she had shown a gift of speech which
would stand her in good stead when plead-
ing for Christ with her Chinese sisters.

Her home letters told of great happiness
jn her unselfish labor, upon . which God’s
blessing was resting abundantly.

When You Don’t Feel Like It.

When things go hard with you, when
everything seems to go against you, when
you are thwarted on every side, when the
sky is dark and you can see no light, that
is the time to exhibit your mettle, to show
what you are made of. If there is anything
in you, adversity will bring it to light. What
a man does in spite of circumstances, rath-
er than because of them, is the measure of
his ability.

The successful man, he who brings to
pass, grows stronger and more determined
when the way looks darkest. Instead of
becoming discouraged, as the obstacles
which bar his progress grow more and more
formidable, he arouses- himself like a lion
to meet and finally overcome them. When
you have a disagreeable, perplexing thing to
do, don’t put off the doing.

The writer knows a man who makes every
hard, disagreeable experience a stepping
stone to something higher. When he finds
himself in a particularly difficult place,
and hardly knows how to take ‘the next

step, he musters up all the energy within
him, and resolves to make the obstacle
a round in the ladder by which he ascends.
By adhering to this rule under all circum-
stances, he has built up a most remarkable

character. =
; SUCCESS.
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. from the thickets that clothed

The Vision of Fidelity.
(‘Christian Standard.’) .

Sarah’s father had died, and the farm and
the dear old house had been sold, and the
gamily came to the great, bustling city
where Sarah’s mother could ‘do tailoring’
as she used to when a girl, and Sarah could
help pay the rent for their two small rooms
by working in the factory.

So there was nothing before little Sarah
but factory life. She was a plain, pale, still
little girl,and it was a dingy, noisy, ugly
factory. They made toys and ‘notions’
there.

When she walked through the door for the
first time she felt as though she were being
shut in from God’s beautiful world which
she loved so well. She was an imaginative
little body, and gave a nervous gasp as the
factory door closed with a bang and a click,
and did not quite realize where she was un-
til seated at a long table with many other
girls, most of them older and larger than
herself, and a sharp-voiced, sharp-featured
woman showing her how to put the bows on
dolls’ slippers. That was her work. REach
girl was provided with a box of slippers, a
heap of bows, and a bottle of glue. And
they were paid by the hundred.

Sarah was sure she could do as many as
any of the girls, after a little practice, even
if they were older and larger. She shut
her lips tightly, and determined to do it,
anyway ; for had not Grandma Hall always
said : “Sary’s wonderful spry with her
hands’ ?

So she set to work very energetically.
Sometimes the glue brush would get nearly
dry; but if there was enough to make the
bow barely stick she did not stop to dip it
then. The more bows she could fasten on
with one dipping the better—it saved time.
And she was determined to keep up with
the others. ' That was the way they did, she
discovered by a swift glance or two down
the long table.

Presently her back ached a little, and she
straightened up for a moment. In front of
her across the room was a window, closed
to keep out dust and din of the street. But
through its specky panes she saw something
that made her heart leap for joy, while the
glad tears came to her eyes. It was the
blue-white crest of Mt. Prospect, the moun-
tain whose slowly wheeling shadow had mea-
sured all the happy days of her short life.
It was not, then, so very far to home! She
almost smelled the cool, fragrant breath
its shaggy
sides. She almost heard the songs of the
birds that built their happy homes and sang
their joyous hymns there.

Only a sharp voice recalled her from her
day-dreaming, reminding her that girls who
¢ Joafed’ could not expect to keep their places,
even if they did work ‘by the piece’ in-
stead of ‘on time. .

So her fingers flew faster than ever; but
when she started to put on a bow with too
little glue she stopped, blushing hotly. With
the sight of the sturdy old mountain had
come a vision of the beloved home-life, the
morning prayers, the Scripture reading ; and
one verse shone between her eyes and the
dingy table—For we are laborers together
with God.

< But that means grown people and more
important things than sticking bows on dolls’
slippers !> Sarah argued with the shining
words. But she knew better.

‘I am a laborer with God!’ whispered the

‘honest little soul—softly to herself, you.

know, so that no one else but God heard. ‘I
am; and I will labor his way.
And as her fingers flew, other verses came

to be with the first—about doing ‘all to the
glory of God,” and ‘in the name of the Lord
Jesus,” and working ¢ faithfully, as unto the
Lord.” 8o she was very happy as she work-
ed ; and the tired, disheartened mother was
happy, too, that night, when Sarah told her
all about it; and she determined to do her
work that way, in spite of the temptations
to slight it.

Sometimes the girls laughed at Sarah, for
it was not long before they noticed how par-
ticular she was about the bows.

‘ What's the odds 7’ they scoffed. ‘When
we're paid by the piece, nobody’ll know
how it’s done, so long as it looks well !’

‘I would know,” said Sarah.

And I do not doubt but that many a little
girl was saved a great deal of trouble over
the new doll’s slippers she had bought be-
cause the bows stuck on so well.

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of ‘Northern Messenger”
sent to friends can send the names with ad-
dresses and we will be pleased to supply
them, free of cost. :

e

A Taste of Good Things.

Those who, after reading the contents of
‘ World Wide,” would like to get the paper
on trial for three or four weeks, need only
send us their names and addresses by post
card, upon receipt of which the paper will be
sent free of charge to any post office address
the world over. 2

There would be no objection, if at the
same time the addresses of half a dozen
other thinking people were added to the

‘World Wide.

A weekly reprint of articles from leading
journals and reviews reflecting the current
thought of both hemispheres.

So many men, so many minds,
man in his own way.—Terence.

Every

The following are the contents of the issue
Nov. 16, of ‘ World Wide’:
. ALL THE WORLD OVER.
Kruger on Arbitrat'on—New York “Tribune.’
‘A Winter's Walkk in Canada—By Arnold Haultain, a twenty
years' British resident in Canada, in * Nineteenth Century.’
Britih Guiana—TLondon ‘ Times.
The Brigand Muso ino— ‘' The:Mail,’ London.
A Letter from Mr. Bieyn to Lo-d Kitchener—Manchester
‘Guarlan.’
Historical Parallel—*Spectator,’ Fondon.
The District Leader-~New York ‘Times.’
Are Jesuits Disliked ?—By Andrew Lang, in ‘The Pilot,’ London.
Ti‘e and Death—* Daily Telegraph,’ London.
Al;gr%nch Peasant —By Jacgues Bardoux, in *The Bpeaker,
ndon.
Ol}riat(iian'.ty and Charity Organization — ‘The Spactatory
London.
Caen and the Conqueror—By Harold Begbie, in the ‘ Morning
Post," London.

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.

The Photographic Exhibitions—IL—By G. Bernard Bhaw, in
“The Ama‘eur Photographer.’ 2
A Chapter of Autobiography — By John Philip Bousa, in

‘M. A. P, London,

CONCERNING THINGS LITERA‘&Y.
The Intcycepted Salute—From the *Collected Poems of T. B

Brown.
Houschold Art—By H. Austin Dobson. !
From the Rowan Tree —By Katharine Aldrich, in *The Atlantic.’
The Ethics of Elffand—*The Speaker,’ London.
An Unpublished Letter of Thomas Carlyle ~London ‘Times.’
Rider Haggard in Palestine—Reviews from ‘Dsily News,’
‘Literature,’ ‘Academy.’ G ;
Robert Louis Btevenson—'The Pilot,’ London

“Scott’s Trysting Trea—* Daily Telefnph.' London,

Will * Kim' Live !~ By William L. lden, in New York ‘Times

Saturday Roview.’
HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE.
The Wireless Transmission of Electrical Energy~‘The Epecta~

tor,’” London. i E
What shall we Eat and Drink? ‘Daily Ohronicle,” London,
An Impending Platinum Famine—* Feilden's Magazine.’
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A Thanksgiving Story.
(By Mrs. IFlorence M. Gwinn, in
‘Michigan-Advocate.’)

It was a pleasant sight that
Thanksgiving night, to see the mer-
ry group gathered in Grandpa
Hamilton’s cheery sitting-room.
Sons and daughters, with their
children, had come to the old home
onee more, :

Ceurtesy, love and good’ cheer
were there, and when these are in a

home, happiness is sure to reign. .

Near the open fire some of the
cousinsg are cracking nuts, while
others are busy looking over the
old photographs. Little Alice, the
pet of all, with her sunny nature,
goes flitting from one to another
to see that each has hig share of
the apples and nuts. Grandpa
looks on and enjoys the fun and
frolic as well as anyone.

‘Come, grandpa, can you not tell
us a story? asked ore of the boys.
- “Oh, yes, please do! chorused the
rest of the young people.

‘Yes, father; I believe we will all
enjoy one,” adds Mrs. Hamilton.

‘Well, let me see if I can think
of any,’ says grandpa, as he takes
off his spectacles. ‘Yes, I will tell
you a true Thanksgiving stery. It
happened over forty years ago. It
had been one of those unusually
warm days for the season, but at
the time .of which I speak the
lengthening shadows  indicated
that the night was near at hand,
wher two girls came out of a
roughly constructed log building
used as a lumber camp, in the
northeastern part of Maine.

“They had spent a busy day cook-
ing in the warm room, and now
stood by the door enjoying the cool
evening air. “I believe it is going
Lo turn colder,” remarked the older
of the girls, Mary Hartley. “Look,
Alice, at those dark, heavy-looking
clouds rolling up in the north.”

‘“Yeg,” answered her compan-
ion, as she glanced in the direction
indicated, “the wind has changed,

too. Well, Mary, this won’t get
the supper. We must go back to
our work.” g

‘Inside, the building was divided
into four rooms, the largest being
used as a kitchen. A rudely made
table of boards with benches on
each side extended across to one

~end of the room. Opening out of
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A DOG THAT L EFT HIS DINNER TO LISTEN T0 THE MUSIC.

—'‘Band of Mercy.

the kitchen were the girls’ bed-
room, and the pantry, while the
foreman, Mr. Willard, and his wife
occupied the remaining room.

‘It soon grew dark, and the men
came in from the woods hungry,
for the oxygen from the pines cre-
ates an appetite of itself, and ready
to do ample justice to the supper.
The pork, beans, bread and syrup,
the usual lumberman’s fare, disap-
peared as if by magic.

Then came the dish-washing, no
small task, and after that the girls
made a large pan of doughnuts, or
fried-cakes, as they were called.
“These will be nice for to-morrow,
as it is Thanksgivng,” said Mary,
as she placed the large dish on the
table to cool. ' ;

‘% Sure enough; I had almost for-
gotten about its being Thanksgiv-
ing,” replied Alice, as she bustled

about straightening up things for
the night. “One day seems much
like another here. Well, I'm glad
it is time to go to bed, for I am just
tired out.’ _

‘Soon all was quiet around {he
camp. Beyond the cry of a night-
owl, not a sound was to be heard.

‘Four o’clock comes all too quick-
ly to those who labor hard, and
Mary and Alice found it difficult to
awaken at the sound of the rising
bell. They dressed hurriedly, and
as Mary entered the kitchen, the
first thing that caught her eyes was
the pan that had contained the
doughnuts the night before lying
on the floor. “Why, Alice, whc
has been in here!” she exclaimed ix
dismay, as she lifted up the empty
dish. “Not one of all our fried-
cakes left.” :

‘“I believe a dog has been in
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here,” said Alice, as she examined
the table. “Look at these marks.”

t«“We forgot to close that win-
dow you opened when it was so
warm yesterday. I .do hope he
did not get into the pantry.”

“But alas, what a sight met
their eyes on looking in there.
Overturned benches and fragments
of broken dishes, while but bones
remained of all the meat they had
cooked the day before.

¢ “Well, well,” said Alice, “what
will Mrs. Willard say ? Not.a
thing left for brealkfast.”

‘Just then Mrs. Willard came in,
attracted by their exclamations.
“ Why, girls, who did this?”

¢“Spme prowling dog must have
climbed in through the window,”
answered Mary. :

¢« Tt is too bad; but, I suppose it
cannot be helped now,” said Mrs.
Willard. “It has been snowing
during the night, and maybe Mr.
~ Willard can trace the dog.”

‘“He has. had a feast, anyway,”
said Ahce, as she gathered up the
broken dishes.

¢“Yes, and to think wé slept
through it all,” remarked Mary.

¢ Great was Mr. Willard’s aston-
~ ishment to find a bear's tracks in-
stead of a dog’s. No doubt the
smell of the doughnuts through the
open window had tempted him to
go in. It was easy to see his trail
in the new-fallen snow, and as they
followed the tracks around the
camp they found the swill barrel

tipped over, and the swill scattered -

around for twenty feet. Mr. Bruin
had evidently been thirsty after his
feast, and in trying to get a drink
had got fast in the barrel, for they
could see the place where he had
rolled over and over to clean his
fur. :

‘What a scene of bustle and ex-
citement ensued, One man was
sent to enlist the aid of Jake Smith,
an old hunter, who lived on the
shore of the lake about half a mile
from there. He and his two large

dogs would prove useful allies in a

bear hunt. The rest of the men
hurriedly collected their guns and
in a short time were followmg the
trail of the bear. After crossing a
ridge, they traced him into a cedar
swamp joining a marsh that lay
parallel with the lake.

“The dogs dashed forward on the
trail, the men following as rapidly

room door for a week.

as the nature of the woods permit-
ted. After going in this way
nearly a mile, the men heard the
barking of the dogs more to the
east, and Smith exclaimed: “They
have caught up with the bear. He
has taken to the ridge again.
Come on, boys!”’

‘As they gained the eminence the
sounds reached their ears more
clearly, and they pressed forward
with renewed vigor. In a few mo-
ments they caught sight of the
fierce animal, holding both dogs at
bay. He was standing on his
haunches, his eyes ablaze and red
with rage as he struck right and
left with his huge and shagg
paws. It was easy to see that the
dogs were getting the worst of the
fight. They were wounded in seve-
ral places, and their jaws were
flecked with foam.

‘Smith, being the nearest, raised
his rifle to his shoulder and the for-
est rang with echoes of the report,
The bullet had done its work well,
for the huge beast gave a despair-
ing clutch, a groan, and its strug-
gles were over.

‘As Mary and Alice lgoked at the
dead bear that day, they could not
help giving a shudder. “To think
we slept so soundly and that ani-
mal prowling around in the kit
chen beside us.”

‘“Yes,” paid Alice, “and it was
the first time we had shut our bed-
If it had
been open, the bear would have
been in there, too, I suppose.”
¢“I think you both have good
reason to be thankful to-day,” said
Mrs. Willard. :

‘“Yes, indeed,” said Mary, “but

I am sure hereafter that our Dbed-
room deor will be locked.”
'¢And now, children, if you will
look at that rﬂg in front of the
grate, you can see the skin of the
bear that was an unexpected
Thanksgiving guest, for I worked
in the lumber woods then, and pur-
chased it from Mr. Willard.” -

Dick’s Fact. ©

“Teacher told us,” said Dick, quite
out of breath from running so fast,
‘to bring a fact to-morrow to school
to tell about.’

‘A fact! said mother :
that for?

‘So we will know how to use our
eyes and tell things afterwardy ex-

‘What is

9

plained Dieck, stretching his own
eyes very wide open.

Mother laughed, and said: “Well,
Dick, it’s a fact that ’'m very glad
you are at home, for I need your
help very much to run down town
to the market, to the post-office and
to the drygoods store.

When Dick got home with all the
things in his express waggon, sup-
per was 'ready, and after supper he
helped his mether with the dishes,
so sister could study her geography.

Then it was bedtime, and the
next morning he was so busy that
he forgot all about the ‘fact’ until
Lhe was almost at the school house.

He stopped to think about it, and
just then a window in a little white
house across the street flew open,
and a voice cried out: ‘Dicky, boy,
come here, I want to show you
something.

Some dear friends of his lived
there, and it generally meant delici-
ous sugary cookies when they call-
ed to him; so he went in very wil-
lingly, for the school house clock
told him he had plenty of time.

Miss Amelia could not walk
without crutches, and Dick felt
very sorry for her.

She was in her wheel chair now,
and she rolled it over by the wim
dow while her mother went to get
the cookies, and there on the sun-
shiny pane was a great crimson and
black butterfly.

‘I found this,” said Miss Amelia,
taking a brown pod from the man-
tel-shelf, ‘last fall in the porch, and
I threw it into my workbasket.
Last night I could not sleep, for I
thought a mouse was scratching,
and this morning we found the pod
open, and this lovely butterfly.
This pod is a cocoon, Dick.’

‘Oh, I'll have that to tell for my
fact? said Dick, stuffing his pockets
with the cookies. ‘Thank you!

So when the teacher called for
facts, Dick stood up very straight,
and said:

- ‘Miss 'Melia, my friend,who gives
me cookies, found a coon in the
porch last fall, and when it was in

‘her basketra long time, it turned

into a mouse, and then to a butter-
fly. '

The scholars laughed a little, but
they were much interested when
the teacher explained about the
caterpillar, the cocoon and the but-
terfly Dick had mnot understood.——
‘The Outlook.’



LESSON X.—DECEMBER 8.

Moses and Pharaoh.

Exodus xi., 1-10.
Read chapters iii. to x.

Goldea Text.

‘The angel of his presence saved them.—
Isaiah Ixiii., 9.

Lesson Text.

(1) And the Lord said unto Moses, Yet
will I bring one plague more upon Pharaoh,
a.nd'up-cnn Bgypt; afterwards he will let you
g0 hence; when he ghall let you go, he shail
surely thrust you cut hence altogether. (2)
Speak now in the ears of the people, and let
every man borrow of his nelghbor, and
every woman of her neighbor, jewels of sil-
ver, and jewels of gold. (3) And the Lord
gave the people favor in the sight of the
Egyptians. ‘- Moreover, the man Moses was
very great in the land of Egypt, in the sight
of Pharaoh’s servants, and in the sight of
the people. (4) And Moses said, Thus saith
the Lord, About midnight will I go out into
the midst ¢f Egypt: (5) And all the first-
born in the land of Bgypt shall die, from the
firstborn of Pharaoh that sitteth upon his
throne, even unto the firstborn of the maid-
servant that is behind the mill; and all the
firstborn of beasts. (6) And there shall be
a great cry throughout all the land of Egypt,
such as there was none like it, nor shall be
like it any more. (7) But against any of the
children of Israel ghall not a dog move his
tongue, against man or beast: that ye may
know how that the Lord doth put a differ-
ence between the Egyptians and Israel. (8)
And all these thy servants shall come down
unto me, and bow down themselves unto me,
§aying, Get thee out, and all the people that
follow thee: and after that I will go out.
And he went out from Pharaoh in a great
anger. (9) And the Lord said unto Moses,
Pharaoh shall not hearken unto you; that
my wonders may be multiplied in the land
of Begypt. (10) And Moses and Aaron did
all these wonders before Pharach: and the
Lord hardened Pharaob’s heart so that he
would not let the children of Israel go out ot
his land.

Memory verses 4-T.

Suggestions.

When Moses and Aarom, his brother, first
went before Pharaoh they asked only that he
should allow the Israelites to go three days’
. journey into the wilderness to worship Jeho-
vah, the true God. Pharach replied roughly
that he did not know who the Liord was, and
that he knew of no reason for letting the
people go. Moreover, Pharaoh was so en-
raged at these people for asking this small
favor; that he at once commanded that their
work should be made a great deal harder.
They had been hard at work making bricks
without pay and now he commanded in ad-
dition to their making the same number of
bricks every day 2s before, they sheuld also
find their own straw to put in the bricks.

Then the people of Israel complained to
Moses that his efforts had only increased
their bondage. Mocses wondered why this
had happened and he asked God what he
should do next. The Lord God sent Moses and

Aaron to perform miracles before Pharaoh -

_ thiit he might see that their God had super-
natural power. When Pharaoh paid no heed
to these miracles, God sent aplag'uvas upon
him and his pecple. ~All of these plagues
were blews against the heathen worship of
their river, their. cattle, the sun and moomn.
The plagues were as follows:—I. Turning
the rivers into blood. II. Frogs. II1. Lice.
IV. Flies. V. Murrain on the cattle. VL
Boils. VII. Hail. VIII. Locusts. IX.
Darkness that could be felt. X. Death of the
firstborn. - e Y
“ After the ninth plague, the fearful dark-
mess that could be felt, with its accompanying
terrors of depression and awe, Pharaoh com-
manded Moses that he should see his face no

ard death.

more. Moses had replied with diguity that
he would indeed see his face no more. Pha-
rach had during every plague promised to
let the Israelites go, but always as soon as
the terror was past he hardened his heart
and refused to keep his promises. Then ‘the
Lond God sent upon Pharaoh and the Egyp-
tian thé last plague, that terrible judgment
which made the whole country glad to get
rid of the people whose God was Lord of life
The last plague was a terrible
retribution. The Egyptians had scught to
cripple and decimate the Israelites by de-
stroying their infant sons, now the Ged of
the Israelites announced that for their wick-
edness and hardness of heart, be would de-
stroy all the firstborn of the BEgyptians and
of their cattle. 1In every househcld mourn-
ine and Jamenting should be heard for the
eldest child. But none of the chikiren of
Israel were to suifer, the curse was withheld
from them that all the world might see that
they were the chesen people of the great
cmnipotent Ged.

All lesser punishments had failed in rend-
ering Pharaoh willing to let the people go;
but they had prepared the king and the peo-
ple so that the last great plague could suc-
ceed; so, that not only he will let you go
hence, but he shall surely thrust you..... .
hence altogether.

In preparation for this the people were ad-
vised to obtain some small portion of what
they had earned. Let every man borrow of
his neighbor, . . . jewels of silver, and . . ..
gold. The translation of two words in this
account, ‘borrowed’ and ‘lent’ (Ex. Xi, 25
xii., 35,-36), has been peculiarly unfortunate,
becanse it gives an entirely false impression,
and charges a dishonest command on the
part of God, and a dishonest transaction on

‘the part of the Israelites, at the very time of

their most exalted spiritual services. The
Israelites did not ‘borrow, but ‘asked for,
asin R. V., ‘jewels of silver and jewels of
gold,” and garments. And the Egyptians did
not ‘lend’ but ‘gave, ‘let them have’ them.
The word ‘is the same as when Sisera “ask-
ed” water and Jael gave him milk, and when
Sclomon “asked”’ wisdom, and did not “‘ask”
long life, neither ‘“asked” riches, neither
“asked” the life of his enemies.’—Chadwick.
1t was the same as asking ‘backshish’ in these
modern days among the Orientals. Having
no banks, they carry their property on their
persons in the form of jewels as well as
money. The custom is universal to give
presents at the close of any service, as an
expression that the service was satisfactory.
The Israelites did exactly what is done down
to the present day, only the Lord made them
unusually liberal. Thus the Israelites had
some reward for their long services, and we
understand how they had so much silver and
gold in the wilderness.— Peloubet’s Notes.’

C. E. Topic.
Sun., Dec. 8.—Topic.—The right use of
ability. Matt. v., 13-16.

Junior C. E. Tobic.
TRAVELLERS OF OLD.

Mon., Dec. 2.—He went by faith.—Heb.
Xl 8y

Tues., Dec. 3.—Dreaming at Bethel.—Gen.
xxviii., 10-12.

Wed., Dec. 4—Jonah’s voyage—Jonah 1.,
4-7; 11, 12.

Thu., Dec. 5.—The Magi of the east.—Madtt.
(§ R i M AT KL

Fri.,, Dec. 6.—The Ethiopian’s return.—
Acts viii., 26-28.

Sat., Dec. 7.—Paul’s travels.—Acts xviii.,
1 %%, 178 xxviil,; 11~14. ;

Sun., Dec. 8.—Topic.—Lessons from Bible
travellers. (Abraham, Jacob, Jonah, the
Wise Men, Paul, Ethiopian Eunuch.)

——————

Be earnest in the lesson. Have some-
thing®interesting to say. That was mnot
vanity which led one to say: ‘I know I am
not as clever as many, but if I take twice
the pains I can do as well as most.” Ah,
that’s the secret. Time and pains. It is
not the brilliant teacher before the Sunday-
school class or the brilliant preacher in the
pulpit who does the best work. The men
and women of moderate talent who are real-
ly in earnest, whose -hearts are alive to
truth and the best interests of those whom

they serve-—these confer the greatest bless-

ing upon their fellows.

THE MESSENGER.

Over Life’s Low Tide.

(By E. L. Vincent, in ‘American Messenger.’)

‘I don’t suppcse you have anything for me
to do, have you?

The young man to whom this question
was addressed turned slowly and looked at
the stranger, who had come in so quietly
that he had not heard his footsteps.

‘Oh, I'm nothing but a tramp,” the new-
comer went on, seeing the questioning look
on the face of the owner of the mill: ‘I
might have gone on and spared you the
trouble of refusing me. I know what you
will say—hard times, low prices, little to dos
It is all true. Good day.’

David Gregg stared at the stranger curious-
ly. This was such a change from the way
men usually approached him for work.

‘See, here!’

There was a command in David’s tone, and
the stranger came back.

‘What can you do?’

‘A little of everything. I suppose I would
loolg best out thére shovelling coal into the
engine.’

‘Think you could keep steam up? It isno
play to run that engine. If it fails to do its
work, the whole mill stops.’

Did David see something like a smile shin-
ing in the stranger’s eyes?

‘I know something of an engine.’

‘Come this way.’

David led the way to the engine-room, and
for half-an<hour watched the man as he
handled the engine. He seemed to under-
stand the machine perfectly. Sl
a,’iI:ihey went back into the office, and David
said: : e :

‘There isn’t any steady work just now, but
our engineer wants a few days off, and if
you would like the place you may come to-
morrow morning.’

David held out a piece of momney as he
spoke. The man shoock his head.

‘Not till I have earned it and he passed
from Jhe room. !

David thought of the stranger many times
that day. How did it come about that a
man of so much intelligence should be going
about in that way? He must know more
about him before he went away.

David Gregg was a young man to hold the
responsible pesition of owner of such a great
mill. Not long before, his father had died,
leaving him this factory as a legacy. But
he had learned the business thoroughly dur-
ing his father’s life-time, and was succeeding
well. He had the rare gift of reading men’s
faces, and it seemed to him that in his visit-
or of that afterncon there were great possi-
bilities. When the man came back next
morning David noticed a great change; he
was 2leanly washed and brushed. The smile
certainly was on his face now. 3

All that day the stranger stood at his post
like a watcdhful sentinel. The monster en-
gine obeyed him like a child in the hands of
a giant.

So things went on for several days. Then
the regular engineer returned, aml the new
man went=into the office to receive his pay
before going. The smile had taken its de-
parture. A

‘So you are out of a job again,’ said David,
cheerfully.

‘Yes.

‘And you are sorry?

‘Of course, I don’t want to crowd the old
man out. It has been a comfort to have
something to do, though.’

‘Did you ever do anything in the way of
office work?’ 4o ’

‘I kept a set of books for some time. I
am rusty now.’

The sad look deepened.

‘Well, it happens just now that I could use
a bookkeeper, | I have been keeping my
books myself; but orders are coming in fast,
and I wish you would stay with me for a
while. T oo
The look which came over the stranger’s
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gace made David’s heart glad. The man put
out his hand.

“Phis is too good to be true. It has been
so long since anyone gave me & helping
hand.’ £ i

‘Come here at six to-night and we will talk
il over further. I want you to do me a favor
then.” *Now I wish to know your name. I
have not learned it.

‘Bdward Walker.

‘A good name.’

‘Better than I deserve.’

Then the young man -went out. David
wanted his mother to see this man, and
thought he would ask him to go home withk
him that evening.

“Walker came at half past six. David
wondered at the delay, for up to this time he
had found the young man to be very punc-
tual; but when Walker was fairly in the of-
fice it did not take him long to see that
something was wrong. The flushed look upon
his ckeek told David the whole sad story.

For a moment, David knew not what to
gay. Now he knew why the young mal had
fallen to his present condition. ‘What
cotild he do? Could he carry out his promise
to help Walker further? One thought
troubled him. Then, what should he do
about taking him to his home, as he had
planned? The idea seemed repulsive to him
at first; but the more he thought of it the
surer he became that he ought to go on just
as he had planned. :

Walker sat at a window silently watching
David, as he pulled down the top of his desk
and prepared to go out.

‘Come, I am ready.’

‘Reaidy! = You won’t turn me over to the
police? I know how I am. I went out this
morning, feeling so happy because I found
something to'do! I did not mean to do any-
thing wrong again; but I went past a place
whege some fellows like myself were loung-
ing, amd—you know how it was: I was
tempted never to come back again; but I
seemed drawn to do it ;

‘I had no thought of turning you over to
the police, Edward,” David said. ‘I'm glad
you came back.’

Yes, it was true.
rum, and hard ds it was for him to think of
this man’s fall, he was glad he had not gone
beyond his reach. The Lord would tell him
what to do next.

‘Glad! You iglad!
ing it!’

‘Now I want you to go home with me/’
David said, when they stood on the pave-
ment. ‘I promised my mother to bring you
up to-night.”.

‘I can’t do that!’ Edward exclaimed, stop-
ping short on the walk. ‘I'll go anywhere
with you but there! I have a mother my-
self, somewhere, and I wouldn’t want her to
see me in this way. Come, let me go back
to the office.’ B

The thought of going home with David
seemed almost to sober young Walker. A
cricis had come into his life, and it must be
;net. If he went back now, all would be
ost.

“We will walk up together. I know you
will like mother when you see her,” David
said, gently. ‘You won’t refuse me this

“favor? 2

‘I'd do anything for you but this!’

For some time they stood there almost
silently. The battle was raging fiercely.

‘T’ll go with you,’ Edward exclaimed at
last. ‘I know you think me a coward, but I
am worse than that.’

That evening at the home of David Gregg
and his mother came back to Edward Walker
in after years like a sweet vision from the
better world.

There was music and singing, in which all
joined. The Bible was brought out, and
David read a chapter.
heartfelt, followed, and when the evening
was gone and David showed his guest to his
room, Edward said: /

‘Isn’t there a passage in the Bible like
this: “I was a stranger and ye took me in;
1 was sick and ye visited me?” Just sucha
poor, sin-sick stranger I am, and I have been
received into your home and hearts as if 1
had been a king. While we were singing,
these words and many more like them, which
my mother used to read to me, came back
to my mind. Now I am myself again, and
I tell you that, the Lord helping me, no one
will ever see me yield again to the tempta-

- tion of strong drink. J

And with the Lord as his helper, Edward

Walker remained ever true to his promise.

God bless you for say-

£

Much as David hated
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Correspondernce

Malakoft.

Dear Editor,—My brother takes the ‘Mes-
senger, and I like to read the Correspond-
ence. I am in the fourth class. Our teach-
er’'s name is Miss Minnie Manes. My birth-
day is on March 2. I go to St. John’s
Church. Our house is near a marsh. I like
to pigk the flowers. In the spring, my broth-
er and I make a raft and we often go for a
sail. 1

BOWER BRADLEY. (Aged fourteen.)

Gillies, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I live in New Ontario, in the
White Fish Valley. It is a new country;
we just came here one year ago’last spring.
There were very fow settlers here then, but
there are new ones coming all the time.
Each settler gets 160 acres of land free. We
like to see good settlers coming. We have
no school here yet, but there is a school
house started on one corner of our place. I
have taken the ‘Messenger’ in my own name
for quite a while. I think it is a nice paper.

I have two brothers and two sisters. I am
eight years old. EVELYN B.
' ' Banks, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have been taking the ‘Mes-
senger’ for nearly two years, and I like it
very much.: I go to day school and Sunday-
school. I have no pet cats and dogs like a
great many of your correspondents, but I
have the dearest little sister in the world. I
have ‘three brothers, all younger than myself.

ETHEL M. B. (Aged ten.)

Belmont, Man.

Dear Editor,—We have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ for about three years and we like to
read the letters, so I thought I would write
one. I go to school every day and I like my
teacher. Her name is Lizzie Kinley. I have
four kittens and we have one dog, his name
is Collie. I have no papa, he died three
years ago and we do feel very SorTy.

. SUSIE M. (Aged 8.)

: Hyde Park, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I get the “Northern Messen-
ger’ at Sunday-school. I am a girl. I have
one sister and two brothers; one of my
brothers i¢ in heaven. One of them is a
baby. I was nine year old on June 16. 1
go to Sunday-school and I go to school. 1
am in the second book. My sister is four

years old. ‘" LOUISE A. R.

Central Kempt, Yar. Co., N. S.

Dear Hditor,—This is my first letter to
the ‘Messenger.” I am ten years old. 1live
on a farm. My papa is dead. I have one
brother and sister, they are twins, they are
thirteen years old. I have four pets: a dog,
his nameis Nebbie; and a cat and two kit-
tens. We have a horse, his name is Harry,.
and three cows, amnd quite a lot of young
cattle. ~We have a nice orchard with over
three hundred apple trees. We have a nice
Sunday-school all the year. I have only
missed two Sundays since last spring. We
live two miles and 4 half from the church.
Our minister’s name is the Rev. David Pat-
terson. He is a great worker. We all be-
long to the White Ribbon Army. I go to
school and like our teacher. I am in the
seventh grade. We have a mile to walk. L
have taken the ‘Messenger’ three years. 1
like it very much. I would like to know how
many of your little ones are trying to live a
Christian life. I am trying to be a Chris-
tian, and am going to work for Jesus, and if
we commence to work for him when we are
young, we will always be happy.
S REGINA M.
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WHAT

Isﬂ Shredded Wheat Biscuit ?

IT IS NOT to be compared with any other
food on the market.

1T CONTAINS every ingredient necessary
for daily nourishment. -

IT RESTORES to normal conditions every *
derangement of the stomach.

IT IS A FOOD that feeds.

IT IS A FOOD that is all food.

IT NOURISHES bone tissue,
bleod, brain and muscle.

IT IS A FOOD that makes the clear
brain, the steady eye, the firm hand, the
sturdy physique, the power to resist dis-
ease—the man.

SHREDDED WHOLE WHEAT BISCUIT
contains nothing but the contents of the
whole wheat berry, drawn into shreds and
thoroughly cooked; a delicate, crisp and
palatable food.

THE NATURAL F0OD Co.,

61 Front St. East, Toronto, Ont.

nerves,




12 THE MESSENGER.

H @U S EH @LD white sugar, one teaspoon each of salt and | of granulated sugar, one cup of milk, one=
° ground cinnamon, mix well together and let | quarter of a pound of butter. Melt the but-
. soak for an hour, then bake in a slow oven | ter in a pan, add first the sugar, then the
until done. Stir it occasionally during the | milk, and then the chocolate.  Boil for

ihe Baby. first half hour. A cup of raisins or sliced | twenty minutes, or until it balls in water.
¥ Bhis {5 2 Htie hindering thing. .| citron may be added. Just before taking off add one dessert spoon-
PRA mather. gail Chocalate Fudge.—One quarter of Baker’s | ful of vanila. Pour into pans and set aside

: | chocolate chopped fine, one-half of a pound | to cool. Stir all the time. .

‘1 do not have an hour of peace,
Till she’s in bed. i

. NORTH ERN MESSENGER Advertisements.
(A Twelve Page Hiustrated Weskly),

¢ She clings unto my hands or gown,x =

And follows me
‘About the house, from room to room, THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

Talks constantly. : One yearly subseription, 30c, g
| sy, e | EPPS'S COCOA

*She is a bundle full of nerves, ed, 25¢. each.

.

And wilful ways ; T
Bl St 5ot sloén falt sed 5t nighes s ;}m or more o an individual address, 26e, g;ig:reinf;or;s:&eqfliiggi% sil‘tfe::ed
: Scarce any days. Ten or more separately addressed, 25¢. per where’ for Delicacﬁy of Fiavou);-,
* She does not like to hear the wind, o ok b i A i
The dark she fears; When addressed to Montzeal Oity, Grest Pritain and Postal pl;‘t;‘:': pr(g):;t ies.labsec;:gdi 3 qjl:rlﬁfir.; i
’

‘$5id pitentisiy she calls fot e & Union countries, 52 postage must be added for eash oepy; EPPS & C9., Ltd., Homeopathic

¢ United States and Canada free of ipeci
i ears. J of postage, Hpecial arrange- .
To wipe her t S ments will be made for delivering packagzes of 10 er more in Chem'sts, London’ England.

: : : ; 3 Montreal, Subscribers residing in the United States ean remit -
“ She is a little hin 'derlng thing,’ by Post Office Money Order on Rouse’s Point, N.Y. or Bxpres )
The mother said ; Money Order payable in Montreal, E P Ps s GOGOA
¢ But still she is my wine of life,
> Sample package supplied free on appliea~
on, B

: My daily bread.’

The children—what a load of care : JOHN DOUGALL & SON, —

But,:olilei!l; tlc;;:glrligf 2:;1112%18 éod doth stoop . ; . Montoua :?II%)%“ DA“mgoé:g’g"(:%gg&
-—Emm: f";en;?i:’g%im’ e Advertisements. FAT. PR\ Afteraliovingthee
e e

Selected Recipes. VSQme, Reason§

srove thero is no hid-
Dainty Crullers.—Four tablespoons melt-

BREAKFAST—SUPPER.

en mechanism you la;
it on the table and asl
romeone to whistle a
une, when to the as-
tonishment of every-
body, the  skeleton
raises its head{ an

ed butter and lard, two eggs, one cup milk, | - Wh)' You Should Insist on Having then slowly gets upon Its fest Eﬁﬁ’:ﬁ&‘?ﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁ?&

one teaspoon cream of tartar, one-half tea- pusio begins to dancs. As the whistling becomes

spoon soda or one heaping teaspoon baking EUREHA HﬂﬂﬁEss OIL to the manslo. - Adoods haare ot fan sna tompltaly

powder. Flavor with the grated outside of nequalied by any other b Ny ns- b rice. Wit directionty re

an orange, salt to suit taste. Fry evenly, and en‘éﬂ hard leather ”f{‘i Y e m

: [y Win: ’ % [ ;

they never fail. Breadw1'nn»er. specially prepared. " ¢ f E i
Potato Soup.—A good-sized dishful of po- i eeps out water. ! AL 2

tatoes, cut up, two, three, or even four A heavy bodied oil. :’, n;; AR

onions, according to taste, and either a piece - all ‘the gor-fz—

of bacon about a pound weight, or two HARNESS o the Tatn:

' pounds of the serag or neck of mutton, én excellent preservative.i A B oI A TinE 1
water enough to let the potatoes dance well educes cost of your harnesg For sol1ing a5 15 es 982‘:;%?1??
when they boil, which operation must be Egye}‘ burns the 10&11(1;1’; its Al handsome Cold Saiphed Hinger
continued until they have become a pulp; iciency is increased. S s Wi e e

T : ,oto. Write f . Rell them, ret
’ ures et sevice. i B R

then add pepper,.and pour into a  tureen.

‘When you wish your potato soup to be extra Pospids JRERT COx NOL 136 ROREORT

titches kept from breaking.

good, press. the potatoes through a colander, EL
and add a pint of cream. ¢ 'y, S S
Rice Pudding Without BEggs.—To two flocalities
quarts milk allow a scant cup raw rice, one- o :;m;:%uéed by P
half cup melted butter, one-and-a-half cup H— i BmpaRye : ; 3
Feot lmitation af the finest sable,withreal

protty head and tail by sellimg, at 15¢.
each, only 18 Gold finished R ri%zs set
with superb gparkl ing imitation ubies,
Turquoise, Emeralds, ete. - They would
sell easily at 60c. each. At omy priece,
oniy ke, they are golnf!lkewlld-
fire. Write for Rings. Sallthem return
the money and receive this warm stylish
Ruff po i Order to day and be the
first to sell our Rings in your neighbor.

..'Tho Best Co., Box, 1777 Toronto.

{ MAGIC LANTERN

with powerful'adjustable lenses,
showf:g T2 coﬁ‘:}z: views of boy:

Lace § -
Collars.

These pretty collar designs may be
made of Battenbarz or Point Lace §
Braid. Price of the thrae patterns
stamped on cambric 10¢, or any oné for
C. o pay the postage, hey are
about 11 inches in length. We can §
supply Linen Battenburg braid and S
edging for the three collars for 40c ex- §
tra, or for one only for 15c. That i3 the
patierns and braid for ths three would
cost 59¢, or ane pattern and braid for 20c.

x ?nimx,lls. ete,, c
ven for sel at 1@, each only 2
A d.oz]. gold-topped, 1vory .bncked logar
Collar Buttons. - 'They are easy
to ackl, Iverybody needs shem. -
‘Write {or Butto Sell them, return
the money, and receive this sylendid

Qur design sheet of new patterns
for hooked rugs and mats is now
rend{ and will be sent upon re-
ques .

o 58 T T T

We have purchased the entirs
\ | output of pieces from the Leading
FAl Silkk Houses of Canada, and ars
Jig mailing them in cach

wim containing a choice assortment of
Y finest silk, in newest patterns and
brilliant colors, enough to cover
over 300 square inches, Nothin,
like them for tancy work, Mail
for 15 cents silver, 2 for 25 cents. .

31 M, New Glasgow, N. S §

ELECTRIC BATTERY T 5 o i You ‘S H: e R e
: CERT TO PAY,'{II. YOU SEE [T, Sy e e o
® ’ : Sendhma your name, address, and express office, and we will send this Electtig
S 2 Machino for examination. When it arrives, test it thoroughly, and if found w ’ (7.
A porfectly satisfactory, and in every way equal to Batteries regularly sold at from S
35.00 to éym.oo pay the express agent our special bargain price, $2.35 and express { 4] =
i charges, and you will have one of the finest batteries ever made. This is a =
gonuiné Magneto-Electric Generator, with ,pormansntlly magnetized field, )
B armature wound with over 100 feet of silk insulated wire;German Silyer .
Ourrent Regulator, polished hardw base and nickeLp)ated electrodes
attatclétalcl wi:’lé instg:}a!teddcond\}ctgr m‘ 'I,‘Ii is well conm!tlructedl b all gg;g : 3 ;
rfe made and handsomely fin . There are no chemicals ne ¢ . f
Ko first ¢oat is the on'y cust. Kt never wenrs ouf. Esy t0 THE ° NORTHERN WENGEB is printed and published
operat?—ta;‘ chutd can use ritt 1'Ynoltex sblm h; holdtghe elec;{x_-od%s :‘n s't;he ha:‘;in every week at the * Witness’ Building, at the corner of Craig
4 or apply them to any part o L turn_the crank an ron r. and atar s
mntp gt Electricity i% l;em;ral:ed, which can be suited to the most delicate 8t P A M jn tha.‘clcy of Montreal, by John
erganism or mado powerfal enongh to overcome the atronﬁest man. A Efome Curer. There is hardly any Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugene Dougall, both of
disease that ,ﬁlectricitv- will not either cura or gmtly relieve. It affords instant relief in cases of Apoplexy, Montreal.
aenlopl, Pariyol, epesial, and ol geer Saimess aections Dotpereisy hoaavems Sheof fin ik e ;
Lor’ . Ow 8 . ica ,
“’ :{vs?ngz%oca?: 20 )'gﬂt m%ﬁ?is, a gozen of them at a time if you like, and performing other amusing and in- 7 65 qomintinieaions should be M Johs
structivo eloctrieal experiments. - Full instructions for medical and other uses sent with each Battery. Re- . Dougall & Son, and all letters to the editor should be
, you den’t pay one cent till you see it. Order to-day. JOSNNTON & CO,, BOX g3 Teronto, ¢ ~ “tressed Editor of the ‘Northern 5



