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How the Revival Came.

Some time ago I met a gray-haired min-
ister who told me the following story from
his own life. He said: ‘I was brought up
under Finney, and after my seminary
course was sent to carry on a decayed work
in a distant country district. There had
been no revival, no stirring up of the Holy
“Ghost in those parts for years. I gather-
‘ed some godly people in the vestry every
Friday night to pray for a revival, We
kept this up for fifteen months, but the
heavens were as brass above us. When
fall came on I set apart a day for united
prayer. My heart rejoiced as I saw the
farmers driving in with their families,
until the schoolhouse behind the' chapei
was filled. :

‘I explained that we had gathered to
pray for a revival. After the opening
hymns and prayers, the meeting was then
thrown open. The silence of death settled
upon the audience, Everyone waited. Pre-
gently a leading old elder rose in a front
seat, and said: “Pastor, I don’t think that
there is going to be a revival of the Holy
Ghost here so long as Brother Jones and I
don’t speak to each other.”

‘He left his pew, walked down the aisle

and found Brother Jones, and-sattr——"""

i Brother ,.J'-oneé, you and I have not
spoken for five years, Let’s bury the
“hatchet. Here’s my hand!”

‘The old man returned to his pew and
sat down. ®A sob broke from the audience,
and then there was silence again. Soon
another elder rose and said:

¢ “Pastor, I think there will be no re-
vival here while I say fair things to your

face and mean things behind your back;

I want you to forgive me.”

“We shook hands, and the audience re-
lapsed into stillness again.’

The minister told me that he then wit-
nessed the strangest scene of his life, For
ten minutes men and women crept noise~
lessly about the house, squaring old scores.
And God began to visit them.

The operatives in a factory near by heard
.whfzt‘.w’a,s'goipg; on in the schoolhouse and
at the lunch hour they came over in such
numbers that they were diverted into the
church. The pastor preached to them the
simple Cospel, and, within five minutes
four of the ringleaders in sin in that com-
z/nunﬂy were crying to God for mercy. A

~ Tevival broke out that: swept to and fro
over the district for three years.

We are right with God in the exact pro-‘
portion that we are right with the men

and women around us. Let us test our-

~ selves, not by what we are on Sundays at
church, but by what we are to the man
whom we like least, That is the truest
gage. T

¥ 7 Is there any 4unkind jealons feeling he- -

tvwafn pastor and pastor? any irritation or
fretting because of another’s success? Are

you Christian people prepared to square

- up old scores, to give up things

i

busi-

B

l:le Saved‘ Himself.

A man was travelling an Alpine pass.

He went over the glaciers, sinking in the

snow, step by step, upward, until he was
very weary. High on the summit of the
pass a desire to sleep overcame him. He
could hardly put one foot before another.
Just as he was almost sinking down in-
to the sleep which would have proved the
sleep of death to him, he struck his foot
against an object which proved to be the

body of another traveller. He bent down,

found that the heart had not ceased to

.

beat, and began at once to rub’ the frozem
limbs and to do his best to awaken him.
In his effort he was, after a great strug-
gle, successful. He was successful jn a
double sense, because, in saving anothex
life, he saved his own. He saved the
man’s life; and in the effort he hanished
his own desire to sleep, and in,this way
saved his own life in saving anqther.

It is thus in the spiritual life. To try to
save others is the best way of linking our
steps more firmly with the steps of Jesus.
—Friendly Greetings.” : !

ness that you know are not perfectly con-
sistent with Christ’s command? If so, just
shake hands; write that letter; pay that
money; have done with that source of ir-

"~

ritation. Let the love of God be poured

into your soul, and after that joy will
come.—The Rev. F. B. Meyer, in ‘Back to
Bethel.’ Sy T
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The Secret of Success.
(The ‘North-Western Advocate.”)

When I was pastor of the village church
in Chapel Hill, the seat of the University
of North Carolina, says the Rev. Dr. Dixon,
of Boston, I had been preaching with a
special view to reaching the hundreds of
young men who were students in the uni-
versity. Many of them came to church,
but only to receive with indifference what
was said, or to mock. As my burden for
their salvation increased, their opposition
grew. Walking through the campus, I
could hear my own voice in loud tones
coming from behind a tree, or through an
open window. Some student, with a ta-
lent for mimicry, had been to church the
evening before, and he was reproducing
the tones of my sermon or prayer. When
he had finished, I could hear a volume of
laughter from the other students.

I began to feel that I was defeated. Not
one-of the boys had been converted. One
morning as I arose after a restless night,
I decided to spend the day in a grove back
of the college buildings. Most of the time
I gave to reading the Bible and prayer,
and my meditation between the reading
and prayer was anything but pleasant.
There was a horrible feeling .of failure.
When I returned to my room 'there came
over me such a sense of weakness and un-
worthiness that I could hardly endure it.
Tt seemed a matural thing for me to fall
prostrate on the carpet and groan out my
heart before God. This continued for, per=-
haps, half an hour; and then there came 2
calm, which was indescribable. I felt cer-
tain that God would save those young
men and I went to church fhat evening
expecting to see some of them converted.

I had not prepared a formal sermon. I

read the parable of the prodigal son and
commented at random.

I felt anxious to invite a manifestation’

of interest, for I was sure that young men
were there eager to ask for prayer, even
to confess Christ. When the invitation
was given a score or more of bright, manly
fellows came forward to the front &eat.
Before the series of ‘'meetings closed over
seventy-five had confessed Christ as Sa-
viour and 'Lo‘rd._ The present governor of
North Carolina was among them and otte's
have since become eminent in the state.

As T look back upon this experience it
seems clear that the secret of it all was
that T was led by the Holy Spirit to turn
from dependence on myself to simple faith
in God the Holy Spirit. I had been ex-
pecting that preaching would interest and
save the young men. I wove into my ser-
mons wi%tory, poetry, philosophy, serip-
ture—everything that I thought might im-
press their conscience, reason or imagina-
tion. It was a transition from influence
to power. I bad been up to that time
striving to influence the young men by
argument and appeal. When I began to
trust in God, the influence was not dis-
pensed with, but God worked through it
in a way worthy of himself.

— -

Conversion of Children.

It is said that a farmer, on being asked,

‘How is it that you have such a fine flock
of sheep?’ replied, ‘I take care of my
lambs.’ e :

The church-which labors for the conver-
sion and development of its children will
be a vigorous, missionary church., The

tAdvance’ says, ‘Out of the seventy-one
corporate members of the American Board
of Missions, nineteen were converted at
g0 early an age that they were unable to
remember it, while thirty-four were led to
Jesus before fourteen years of age.’

Spurgeon, referring to the incident of
the disciples rebuking the mothers who
brought young children to Jesus, says:
‘It must be a great sin-to hinder anyone
from coming to Christ. Notice how Jesus
condemned this sin. He was much dis-
pleased. Mark x,, 13-16. He was not of-
ten displeased, certainly he was not often
much displeased, and when he was, we
may be sure the cause was a gerious omne.
He was much displeased at these children
being pushed away because it was con-
trary to the spirit of love and did wrong to
the mothers who brought their children
out of respect to him, expecting that the
benediction of God was in his touch. Af-
ter condemning the disciples, Jesus took
the little ones in his arms and blessed
them. All his life he received everyone
who came to him.’ :

Pastor Noel held some revival meetings
for children in his church in London. At
the second meeting he requested those
children who had been converted in the
first meeting to go into a side room. Two
hundred and fifty followed him, and after
a close examination by a number of min-
isters they all were permitted to go to the
platform and testify for Christ. One year
afterward these same children were still
true to their convictions. One of them
was burned to death and sang amid her
sufferings,—

¢Jesus take this heart of mine,

Make it pure and wholly Thine;
Thou hast bled and died for me,
I will henceforth live for Thee.”

Ewery child should be a member of the
church before he is twelve years old. Then
if he lives, there are years of usefulness
before him and there are special promises
of long life for those who love and trust
God. Many children have undoubtedly
dropped into their graves who, if they had
been properly taught and trained, would

" pe living to-day.—Morning Star.’

——

Love in Search of a Word.

The difficulties of missionary pioneer
work, especially in learning languages and
reducing ' them to writing, were recently
described in a thrilling manner by Willis
K. Hotchkiss, an American missionary of
the Society of Friends, who has just re-
turned to his work in Central Africa
among the Wakamba. He first bgilt his
own house assisted by two coast men, as
the tribe was hostile and suspicious. Grad-
ually they became friendly and he began
to learn their language. Willis Hotchkiss
said in a missionary address in England:

“Thé first word I secured was “Ni-chau,”
meaning “What is it?” Day and night I
pestered every man I met with that ques-
tion. In the brick-yard muddy hands and
pencil added to muddy paper the swelling
jist of words. In the garden, hoe and
spade were dropped for pencil and note~
book, as some new word dropped from the
lips. of the black fellows at my side. So
it went through the day with its varied
duties, and then at night, by candle light,
the day’s treasures were gathered up, clas-
gified, and made ready for their blessed
cervice. For two years and a half I search-
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ed for the word “Saviour.” As each day
and week and month passed by, it grew
bigger with meaning in the light of the
frightful need which faced me—a need
which I knew I could meet if I could bring
that word to bear upon it, but before which
I was powerless until that golden key was
discovered. But it finally came, and the
toil of years was recompensed. Around
the evening camp-fire I sat with my men,
listening to their stories and watching eag~
erly for the coveted word. Finally my,
head man, Kikuvi, launched upon a tale
which I hoped would bring it. He told
how Mr. Krieger had some months before
been attacked by a lion and badly wound-
ed, and how he had been rescued. But to
my great disappointment he did not drop
the concrete word for which I was look=
ing. Sick at heart, I was about to turn
away, when in a modest way he turned to
me, saying, ‘“Bwana nukuthaniwa na Ki-
kuvi” (the master was saved by Kikuvi).
I could have shouted for joy, for having
the verb I counld easily make the noun; but
to prove it beyond the shadow of a doubt,
I said, “Ukuthanie Bwana?” (you saved
the master?) and he replied, “Yes.” “Why.
Kikuvi,” said I, “this is the word I have
been wanting you to give me all these
‘moons,” because I wanted to tell you
that Yesu died to Ku—" I got no fur-
ther. The black face lit up, as in the lurid
light of the camp-fire he turned upon me,
exclaiming, ‘“Master! I see it now! I un=
derstand! This is what you have been try=
ing to tell us all these moons, that Yesu
died to save us from the power of sin!” .
Never did sweeter word fall from mortal -

‘lips than that word “Saviour” as. it felk

from the lips of that black savage in Cen=
tral Africa.’—‘The Bombay Guardian.’

P— S

Alphabetical Reinforcements »

A did it—Aided with his presence.

B did it—Backed up the leader.

C did it—Came to time,

D did it—Didn’t refuse.

E did it—Everlastingly at it.

F did it—Faithful to the end.

G did it—Gave heed

H did it—Hoped all things.

I did it—Ignored slights.

J did it—Joined in every time,

K did it—Kept right on. p

1, did it—Led in every good work. :

M did it—-Met his engagements.

N did it—Never gave up.

O did it—Offered to help.

P did it—Prayed without ceasing.

Q did it—Quenched not the Spirit.

R did it—Repented and went.

8 did it—Stood by.

T did it—Took hold and lifted. ‘

U did it—Used tact.

v did it—Volunteered his services.

W did it—Worked night and day.

% did it—Exchanged smiles.

7 did it—Zealous of good works.

—The Rev. J. W. Weddell, in ‘Baptist

Union.’
. )
0ld Country Friends.

Do our subscribers cll know that the
postage On papers to Great Britain and
Treland has been so greatly reduced that:
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
jn Canada. : Tt
«Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.
AWeekly Witness,' post paid, $1 a year.
«World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year. :
¢Northern Messenger,” post paid, 30c year.
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«GBOYS AND GIRLS®*

The Princess Lolita
(‘Christian Register.”)

No one who saw the two little girls talk-
ing together would have guessed that one

was a princess and the other a forester’s

daughter. Indeed, one of the little girls
did not know it herself. That is, Frieda,
who had lived all her life in the little cot-
tage on the edge of the park, had no idea
that her companion was the princess
whose name was held precious all over
the kingdom, and whose picture was in
every house and shop in city or town or
country. Why, Frieda had a picture of
Lolita hung up in her own room; but it
never occurred to her that the berufiled
and befrilled little princess, in the dainty
white frock, who smiled so gi*aciously to
her from the gilded frame, bore any re-
semblance to the rather cross and—oh, I
don’t like to confess it, but I must—bad-
mannered little girl beside her.

‘I eat my bread and milk out of a gold-
en bowl when I am at home,’” she was say-
ing haughtily.

‘Do you?’ responded Frieda, politely,
though really she was wondering if Lolita
wasn’t making fun of her. ‘It’s too bad;
for then you can’t have lovely pink roses
on it, like the roses on my mug.’

The princess frowned.

‘And I have silk dresses that are gold-
en in the sunlight and silver in the moon-
light.’

“That’s better,” said Frieda, approving-

ly. “That sounds just like a fairy story.
‘What comes next? Do tell me some
more.’

Lolita smiled more graciously. ‘I don’t
have to tell such things at home, because
everybody knows me; but I never had any-
body talk to me the queer way you do.’

‘I was just going to ask you what your
name is. I don’t see many little girls
here, and it will be great fun if we can
play together after I get my work done.’

Lolita was about to say that she wasn’t
allowed to play with other children; and
she began, ‘Madam von Stallwegen told
me not to tell anybody who I am; but I
will if I want to, and—’

‘Oh, no, don’t,’ interrupted Frieda, has-
: tliy. ‘I don’t care in the very least, I
heard about a man down in the village
who escaped from State’s prison ; and,

Wwhen the officers caught him they went all

over the place, trying to find out whether

anybody had known his real name. Dear
me! I don’t want to know.’
The little princess was offended. ¢ That

isn’t the reason with us,” she said proud-"

ly. ‘You aren’t very polite.
home now.’

~ “All vight, Miss High-and-Mighty,’ said
- Frieda, rather cross herself. ‘T suppose
- I must call you something.’ v

“That is not at all necessary,” said the
princess, with her loftiest air. And she
walked back through the winding avenues
of the park.

That was the first time the two little
girls had happened to meet in the park.
The great house belonged to a 'nqibleman
at court, but he had no family and rarely
came there; snd Frieda did not know how
it;happéned that suddenly the place seem-
ed alive with servants'putting' things in
order, and then ep.ine guests who appar-
ently took abselute possession. Perhaps

I am going

her father knew, because he had charge
of the park; but he did not tell Frieda.

The truth was simple enough. The Prin-
cess Lolita had become nervous and tired
with the strain of her studies and the ex-
citement of the city palace. Her cheeks
grew pale, her eyes ached, and she was so
cross that her governesses and Madame
von Stallwegen were tired out with her.
The wise old doctor had managed this vis-
it to the south in time for the awakening
spring, and Lolita was to run about the
park and have partial vacation from her
books and training.

The knowledge of her exact whereabouts
was kept a secret from the newspapers,

“because, if it were generally known, the

place would be besieged with visitors and
reporters and beggars; and, though they
could not penetrate the guarded park, yet
they might cause annoyance and destroy
the sense of freedom which Madame von
Stallwegen desired.

After a single week Lolita’s cheeks be-
gan to grow rosy again, and her appetite
improved; but, oh, dear! her temper seem-
ed more uncertain than ever.

‘What wretched fate ever induced me
to undertake this charge?’ moaned Mad-
ame von Stallwegen to herself. ‘Why
isn’t Lolita quiet and obedient like her
two older sisters? The queen will think
Iam érowing old.’

Naughty Lolita knew that Madame was
worried, and made life no easier for her.
One day she was positively unendurable.
She scolded all the servants who came in
her way, refused to speak to her English
governess and declared she hated the Eng-
lish, reduced her little maid to tears by
her impatience, flew into a temper because
her favorite saddle horse had mnot been
sent on from the city, and finally spoke
so Tudely to Madame von Stallwegen that

the good lady swept indignantly from the

room. More than that, a letter came just
then from the queen, her mather, bidding
her remember the duties that belonged to
her, and urging consideration for Madame.

‘The old lady has been telling tales,” she
said angrily. ‘I just hate to be a prin-
cess. I don’t want to have to do things.
I won’t—I won’t.’

She threw herself on a lounge, and sob-
bed violently for a time. After a while,
as nobody came near her, she rose, put
on her hat, slipped out without telling
anybody, and walked slowly down the
avenue of copper beeches.

She and Frieda had met once or twice
since that first day, and she knew where
Frieda lived. Without really intending it,
she walked in that direction, going on and
on, growing finally quiet and a little
ashamed of herself. She had eaten little
breakfast, and by the time she came with-
in sight of the forester’s cottage she was
really faint. e

‘I will go there and ask for a drink of
milk,” she thought. @ When she came to
the garden, she hesitated. She could see
¥rieda washing dishes by an open win-
dow, singing a gay little springtime song,
and looking the picture of content.

‘Good-morning, my lady,” called Frieda,
merrily.  Lolita knew that Frieda called
her ‘my lady’ in fun, if not in mockery;
but it was good-natured, and she did not

mind, She went up to the window and
1

stood there, watching Frieda, who went
on with her work, merely saying, ‘Mother
has gone to market, and I’'m all alone
here.’

‘Can’t you come out in the park? ask-
ed Lolita, in a friendly tone. She felt
somehow as if she wished Frieda would
like her, even if she didn’t know she was
the princess.

‘No, I'd like to; but I’ve got to work.
I must sweep and dust, and water the
flowers, and feed the birds, and make the
beds. If you come in and help, I might
go out for half an hour or more.’

‘All right, I will’ said Lvlita, with an
amiability that astonished nobedy but her-
self, ‘if you’ll give me a drink of milk
first.,’ :

So Frieda brought a glass of milk in
her big mug with the pink roses, and Lol-
ita said not a word about golden bowls.
Then she ate two generous slices of rye
bread and butter, and felt better than
ever. Then she helped Frieda with the
dishes, carrying them carefully to ‘the lit-
tle corner cupboard across the room. Then
they watered the flowers and fed all the
birds, and Frieda started to sweep up the
room, while Lolita brushed off the wide
piazza on the other side of the house.
Somehow, Frieda did not think it very well
done.

Frieda’s mother came back from market
before the two girls finished the work;
and, as soon as she saw who was helping,
she sent them both into the park, thank-
ing TLolita in ‘a friendly, perfectly digni-
fied way. i

They seated themselves on a rustic
bench, half hidden by shrubs.

‘Tell me, Frieda,” said Lolita, thought-
full, ‘do you have to work like this every
day?’

‘Oh, sometimes much harder,” said
Frieda. ‘I black the stove, and clean the
pots and pans, and cook the dinner, and
learn the multiplication table; and that’s
the worst. I have to study every day. I
do sums, and learn geography and ’most
everything.’

The two girls sat silent for a time; and
then Lolita asked, almost humbly: ‘Tell
me, Frieda, how you can work so hard all
the time and yet be so jolly about it. Don’t
you ever want to scream and kick?’

Frieda hesitated. ‘Won’t you laugh if .
I tell you?” Lolita promised. ‘Wait a
minute, then, and I’ll show you.” She
ran to the house, and came back again
quickly with her beloved photograph of
the Princess Lolita in her pretty frock.
smiling graciously from the gilded frame.

‘There, that’s it. I’'m mot always happy
or good, but this is what helps me the
most.”

Lolita looked puzzled and surprised

with good reason.

‘You see,” Frieda went on, ‘I used to]
like to play that I was Princess Lolita, .
and could travel about and see Ilovel#
things and wear pretty clothes, and never
have to wash dishes. Sometimes I cried
to think I didn’t have any friend near here
nor half so much fun as the girls in the
village. Then father gave me this picture;
and, of course, anybody looking at it could
see right off what the Princess Lolita
would do if she was here and had to
work like me. She’d do it like a princess,
of course. 8o I pretend I’'m a truly prin-

*
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cess, and just wash dishes for fun or for
kindness, or for some hice reason. But
sometimes I have to pretend pretty hard
and sing pretty loud.’

Lolita said not a word, and Frieda went
on: ‘It’s something like you, tco. I know
you don’t have to work, or you would have
known enough to move the settle when
you brushed off the piazza; but you must
be a truly princess in your heart, because
you were willing to help me.” Then she
looked troubled. ‘I’m afraid you don’t
see what I mean.’

‘Oh, yes, I do—yes, I do,’ cried Lolita,
fervently. ‘And I’m not a truly princess
in my heart—no, not a bit! But I’'m going
to try to be one, just like you. ¥ou wait
and see. But I’'m not a truly princess yet.’
She spoke ruefully ; but her tone was
earnest, and, really, she seemed to see
things differently.

After a time she ran home, because she
knew Madame would be anxious about her,
and that seemed to be the beginning of
trying to be a ‘truly princess.” Somehow,
the whole household was more comfortable
after that; for, although nobody can make
her heart right all at once, and Lolita did
not always remember, yet she kept on try-
ing, and that is the principal thing.

Once Madame said to the English gov-

erness: ‘Why, Lolita is a different girl. I
really think she takes after her sisters;
but, to be sure, I have brought them all
up myself.’ ;

One night, long after the spring vaca-
tion was over, the princess and her mother,
+the queen, were having a tender, confiden-
tial talk together, just as mothers and
* daughters do who are fortunate enough
not to be royal; and Lolita told her mother
all about Frieda and her picture, and fin-
ished the little story by saying:

‘But I don’t do just as I said, mamma,
dear. When things are hard, I don’t pre-
tend even to be a truly princess. I pre-
tend I’'m little Frieda, the forester’s girl;
and I think what she would do if she were
in my place. That is much better than
playing princess.’ o

Frieda mnever guessed who her little
friend really was until a big box of pretty
_things came to her straight from the

court; and at the very bottom she found:

a picture of the princess, taken in the sim-
ple dress and big hat that she wore the
. day when she helped Frieda wash the
dishes.

To the Girl Who Travels

A first and indeed almost the only rule
needed for conduct in a public place is to
strive constantly to efface yourself. Avoid
any word or action that will call attention
to you. This for conduct; and for conver-
sation with a compamion, remember al-
ways to speak in a low tone, to omit the
mention of your friend’s name; and, above
all, to suppress the names of.persons of
whom you may be speaking.
caution may save you bitter humiliation
or embarrassment, for intimate friends,
relatives even, of those upon whom your
words may carelessly or unkindly dwell,
may be close beside you.—‘Harper’s
Bazar.’ G

Your Own Paper Free.

‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscriptions extended one
year, free oi charge, by remitting sixty
cents for two new subscriptions,

The last

Hettie Green, the Walking
Bible,
(Ada Melville Shaw, in ‘Ram’s Horn.”)

There had been sickness in the house
and sorrow. Jennet, whose strong hands
and willing heart served us for ten years,

was called away to her mother’s death-bed:

just when we seemed to need her most.
We had had five different ‘helpers’ in the
six weeks that followed Jennet’s good-by.
Each one was somewhat less desirable than
the one before. Then, unexpected, unan-
nounced, came Aunt Hettie Green, a bun-
dle in her hand, sunshine on her broad,
black face and homely wisdom on her lips.

‘Good-morning, honey! The Lord reign-
eth! Let the earth rejoice! I’m just from
out of town. Heard you was in trouble.
You don’t remember me, I reckon? I'm
Hettie Green. Your mother knew me, hon-
ey. And she is in glory now! Oh, honey,
those dear ones in glory! They are before
the throne of God and serve him day and
night in his temple: and he that sitteth
on the throne shall dwell among them.
They shall hunger no more, neither thirst
any more; either shall the sun light on
them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which
is in the midst of the throne shall feed
them, and shall lead them unto living
fountains of waters; and God shall wipe
away all tears from their eyes.  Therey
honey, take me into the kitchen and givet
me a glance round and we’ll soon have alll
things a-swinging?!’

When Hettie was quite a young girl our
mother had done her a great and uncom-
mon kindness. Now Hettie had come to
us in our greatest need. We mone of us
knew her, save by what mother had told
us, but from the moment I looked into her
beaming face that morning, half an hour
after the fifth ‘giri’ had gone, leaving
wreck and ruin behind her, I never had
an instant’s doubt of Hettie Green’s power
and trustworthiness and spiritual graces.

‘Miss Annie, honey! Lunch is ready. I
can do better for you to-morrow. Guess

~ it’s a dinner of yarbs, mainly, but better

is a di;iner of herbs where love is than a
stalled ox and hatred therewith. There’s
love in the lunch to-day, honey!

Certainly it seemed as if that warm heart
loved us all and had sought us out purely
for love’s sake. But I am not to tell how
she blessed our home. You have noticed
how she spoke Scripture. I have not said
quoted, and I have not written down any
parts of her sentences as quoted. It was
as though the Word had become a part of
herself and spoke through her. She was
a daily wonder to us. More than that, she
was a daily uplift. One day she told me
this story: : i

‘When I came to know Jesus Christ, hon~
ey, the very first thing I wanted to do was
to be a miseionary. Think of it! And I
could neither read nor write. All I could
do was cook and clean and wash and such
like. I was seventeen and smart. So I
just ‘went to night school and in a year I
could read my own letters and make out
to write one pretty well. The Lord pre-
serveth the simple. I was brought low
and he helped me. O Lord, truly I am thy
servant and thou hast loosed my bonds!

“Well, honey, when I could read I want-
ed a Bible. I was going to church and
class regularly. I was glad when they said
unto me, Let us go into the house of ithe
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Lord. Honey! All I have, I can do, all
I am, I owe to the house of the Lord! I
had rather be a doorkeeper in the house
of my God than to dwell in the tents of
wickedness. For the Lord God is a sun
and shield; the Lord will give grace and
glory; no good thing will he withhold from
them that walk unrightly.’

It is impossible to convey by printed
words any adequate idea of the depth of
power in Aunt Hettie’s speech. Rever-
ence, exaltation, faith, trust, throbbed
through her earnest words and thrilled her
hearers.

‘As I was saying, honey, I wanted to be
a missionary. I wanted to tell people what
God could do for them. I wanted to be a
witness unto him both in Jerusalem and
in all Judea and in Samaria and unto the
uttermost parts of the earth.

‘Oh, honey! How ignorant I was. I
could not see why God did not fill my
hands with gold and send me out to
preach. The fire burned in my soul till
I could bear it no more and I went to my
pastor and told it to him. ‘‘Hettie,” says
he, “how much patience have you?” Then
I was glad, for I knew Hettie Green was
rich in patience and I told him so. He
asked me about my night school, gave me
a Bible and had me read to him. Then he
said, “Come to see me again in a week.”

‘I thought for sure he was going to tell

me how to be a missionary and the days
could not go fast enough till the week was
up. What do you think he did? He
gave me a big Bible printed in big letters.
My name was written in it and the date.
It was just a few days before Christmas.
“Hettie,”” says he, “I want you to take this
book and study it for one year. All you
know about the Bible mow is what you
have heard. See: I have marked it. There
are fifty-two texts all ruled under with
red ink, I want you to learn one text a
week.” I’ll show you the Bible, honey.
. It was a well-bound book and a well=
used book. It bore the marks of careful
but long handling. Here and there, from
Genesis to Revelation, it was marked in
red ink and opposite these wverses were:
small crosses in pencil.

‘It is twenty years, honey, since that
good man set me to learning the Word,
All I did that first year was to learn one
verse a week, g0 I could say it without a
mistake:. I used to repeat it every Sun-
day morning in class. See, here is the
first one I learned, over here in Genesis:
And he believed in the Lord and he count-
ed it to him for righteousness. Over here
in Revelation is the last one I learned that
year and I shouted it aloud with joy in
class that Christmas morning:

‘And the Spirit and the bride say, Come.
And let him that heareth say, Come. And
let him that is athirst come; and whoso~
ever will, let him take the water of life
freely.’ :

As Hettie stood up and repeated the
wonderful passage, it seemed as though
she herself was standing beside those liv-
ing waters and crying the great news of
them to perishing, thirsty ones. Did she
pot know, dear, honest soul, that every;
day she was doing the work of a mission-
ary among those around her? :

‘Honey, I was heaps wiser for knowing
fifty-two little parts of God’s Word, but
I had not yet given up my notion of go-
ing far away to preach the Word. I took
my Bible and fairly ran to my pastor.
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“Now!” I said, “Can I go?” He looked at
me a long time and then he said: ‘“Hettie!
How much patience have you?” Just what
he said before. It was hard that time, for
Hettie Green was getting a mite proud. I
had quit night school for I could read
quite well. Whenever I found words I
did not know I used to copy them out and
ask tny pastor or class leader. I had to
work hard and night school took more of
my time than I had “Hettie!” says my
pastor, “I want you to take one of these
verses you have learned—one each week—
and tell it to somebody else.” Now, I
thought I had been doing that when I re-
cited my verses in class. “Tell them to
somebody who needs them, Hettie! Each
- week, ask the Lord to tell you what verse
he wants you to speak for him. When you
have delivered the message mark the verse
with a cross in the margin—this way.” ’

I turned the page of the Book and saw
how many, many verses were underlined
and crossed. Faithful Hettie!

‘Then my troubles began, Miss Annie!
Sometimes I’d pick out a verse I liked—
I’d forget to pray about it—and when I
found somebody who was not a Christian
the verse maybe would not fit at all. Then
T’d try to remember one that would, and
maybe it was so long since I’d learned it
I could not say it right. I got into all
sorts of trouble. Sometimes there were
eéver so many people I thought I ought to
speak to but not omne that I wanted to!
Then I'd get scared and keep still. Then
T’'d get bold and make folks mad at me. I
did everything but give up. Now and then
the Lord was gracious unto me and bless-
ed someone through Hettie’s poor, black
lips. ButI hung to it—hung to it a solig
year. It was a solid year! Then T went to
my pastor again and told him my patience
was about given out and I guessed I could
hever be a missionary. I had my Bible
with me, for I thought maybe bhe’d have
something else for me to do.’

‘Had you gone through the fifty-two
verses, Hettiep’

‘Every one of them, honey! When I
couldn’t do anything else I’'d copy one out
on a piece of paper and hand it to some-
one,

‘Well, that good man took my Bible and
turned the Pages over and over and when
he looked up his eyes were full of tears.
#Shall we try again, Hettie?” he said, I
Wwas ashamed to say no, but I could not
see the use of it and I told him go. “Leave
the Book with me for two or three days,”
says he, -

‘When I went back to get it, he showed
me a new set of verses, all marked in pur-
ple ink—you saw purple lines in places?
But there were not so many of those, only
ten. ‘Hettie,” says that good man, “every
morning before you begin your work,” I

want you to read over these verses, on

your knees. Read them before your Hea-
venly Father. Read them to your Hea-
venly Father. Pray to him to teach you
what they mean. Do this every morning
for a month.”

‘I was so glad, Miss Annie, he did not
say a year! I had lots of patience but not
enough for that. ‘What do you suppose
those verses were all about? My mouth!
“Let my mouth be filled with thy praise
and with thy honor all the day.” “Now,
therefore, go, and I will be with thy mouth
and teach thee what thou 'shalt say.” “The

Word is nigh thee, even in thy mouth,
and in thy heart: that is, the word of faith
which we preach; that if thou shalt con-
fess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and
shalt believe in thy heart that God hath
raised him from the dead, thou shalt be
saved.” “I have put my words in thy
mouth.”

‘Miss Annie, honey, those four weekd
saved Hettie from foolishness and prided
On my knees I learned that unless God
speaks through the mouth it had much
better keep still. I learned that God made
man’s mouth and knows how to use it. I

learned that the thing for Hettie was to -

know the Word, to hide it in her heart
and then lean upon the Lord to use it
through her meuth,

o joined’;a Bible class and I learned the
lessons every week so I could say them
with my eyes shut. I prayed more and
more. I clean forgot about wanting to be
a missionary. I was so busy and so hap-
Py. There was hardly a day went by I

could not speak something out of the '

Word for someone’s help or comfort.

‘One Sunday there was a missionary
came to our church. I had never seen one
‘before. He was a colored man and I was
very proud to see him. How he preached!
I never forgot one thing he said: “The
Poor people .in Africa need Bibles,” he
said, ‘“but they need walking Bibles. They
cannot read. But they can listen.” I just

- said to myself then, “Why, Hettie Green,

that’s what you can be here at home! You
can be a walking Bible! You've got a
good memory. You can’t preach. You
can’t do anything but repeat the Bible
verses. That’s what God wants to use
your mouth for!”’

‘I was so happy! I ran to my pastor
and told him.  He just shouted, right
there among the people.
shouted. The people all shouted and the
Lord set a seal upon me there and then
in the conversion of five dear souls.

‘Since then, honey, I've tried to make
the Bible walk and talk. That's why I
came to you when I did. I was out of
work and wondering where the Lord
wanted me to go. And I heard your
mother had gone away home to the Holy
City and you mneeded someone just like
Aunt Hettie and here I am! I am as a
wonder unto many ; but Thou art my
strong refuge. et my mouth be filled
with Thy praise and with Thy honor all
the day! :

Aunt Hettie Green is with us yet, and
there is not a day that she does mot bear
messages of cheer or duty, not only to us
but to many whom she meets in her busy
life. She is, indeed, a walking Bible, giv~
ing eager feet to the blessed truths of God.

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send eight new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ for -remainder of
1903 at ten cents each, or four nmew sub-
scriptions at thirty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible,
bound in black pebbled cloth with red
edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day School.
Postage extra for Montreal and suburbs or
foreign countries, except United States and
its dependencies; also Great Britain and
Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
wak, Bahama Islands and Zanzibar. No
extra charge for postage in the countries
named. : :

The missionary.
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Some After=Thoughts of Va=
cation,

(8. Jennie Smith, in ‘The Christian Intel-
ligencer.”)

‘What did the summer teach you, dear?’
Hope turned with a puzzled face and met
Grandma Greyson’s searching, though
kindly eyes.

‘What did the summer teach me?’ she
repeated; ‘why, grandma! I didn’t.go away
to be taught—I just went to—to—’

‘To be a butterfly, I supposge,” and there
was & quizzical smile or grandma’s face,

“Well, not that exactly,” Hope said with
some hesitation. She hardly liked the
name when applied to herself. ‘Of course,
I did go to rest and have a good time,’ she
went on thoughtfully; ‘but then hadn’t I
earned that rest and wat good tims? Don’t
you think, grandma, that there is a dif-
ference between the vacation days of a tir-
ed school-teacher, and the life of a butter-
fly that does nothing all the time but fiit

| from one flower to anotherp’

‘To be sure there is, child,’ the old lady
said with more seriousness, ‘and yet per~
haps the butterfly does much that we do
not give it credit for. I must confess my
ignorance on that subject, for I have never
had an opportunity to study it. I know,
at any rate, that the world is more beau-
tiful because the butterflies are here.’

“Yes, it is,” Hope readily assented; ‘I
saw some pretty ones while I was away.
Sometimes it seemed to me that I ought
to do a little studying of Nature, but then
other things interfered, and time passed
so rapidly that vacation was over before
I had got to work at it. Is that what you
meant, grandmap’

‘No, dearie, it was not that. Of course,
I believe thoroughly in nature-study. I'm
sure there is a great deal of benefit and
Pleasure to be derived from it. But it was
of something else that I was thinking. I
wondered if the every-day association with
others—others that haven’t the loving con~
sideration for you that the dear ones here
at home have—had taught you anything,
Since you came back have you had any
after-thoughts that were likely to really
strengthen and sweeten your character?’

‘After-thoughts?’
~ Hope repeated the word in a question-
ing tone, but a moment’s reflection drove
away the puzzled look from her face, and
brightening, she said:

‘I really believe I have had some after-
thoughts that ought at least to be really
strengthening to gne’s character, though
at the time I did not recognize them as

“such. This very morning I was thinking

of a few things that happened where I was
staying, and I realized that we could ei-
ther become very selfish during our vaca-
tion days, or else learn to have a greater
regard for others than we would be apt to
have at ordinary times. For instance,
where we were boarding there is a long,
Pleasant piazza that was always shady and
cool in the afternoon. On that piazza were
six big, comfortable rockiné chairs, Al-
ways after lunch there was a grand rush
for them, and the ones who tame late had
to hunt up other chairs or sit on *he steps.
Every body was for self—that is, nearly
everybody. There were exceptions, of
course, though they were few. One young
girl, I think, I shall never forget. She
was not exactly pretty, but she had the
sweetest face, the loveliest manner, that
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I ever saw. And there was nothing stu-
died about it, either. Everything she did
seemed to be prompted by a kind, loving
heart. Her name was Winnie, and some
of us thought her well-named. Need I
tell you, grandma, that Winnie never
rushed for one of those chairs? To be sure
she would take one if she found it unoccu-
pied, and even then she would insist on
giving it up to the first elderly person
who came along, if all the other chairs
were in use. More than own<e, too, she
gave up her seat to one of the girls who
happened to be very tired, or was not feel-
ing well. And yet Winnie was always
comfortable and happy. ¥You would réally
think when a girl gave in so much to oth-
ers she would leave herself nothing to en-
joy, but nobody had a better time right
along than Winnie did. One day I heard
an old gentleman say to a lady friend:

¢ &Miss Winnie is wveritably an ideal
Christian.  Her every-day life is like a
beautiful sermon.”

‘Then there were other ways in which
she showed what she really was. You
know among so many different kinds of
people as are usually found in a
boarding place, one is apt to feel a little
packward about keeping up certain reli-

gious duties, but Winnie went right on,

simply and naturally doing what she be-
lieved to be right, without regard to what
others thought of her.

‘A beautiful character, truly,’ grandma
remarked; ‘but tell me, in a whole house-
ful of people were there no others worthy
of mention?’

‘Oh, yes! there were a few others that
I like to think about. I remember a dear
twelve-year-old boy who was so consider-
ate with the little boys that we could not
help noticing him. He played with them,
he amused them, he helped them out of
difficulties, and when he went with boys
of his own size, he mnearly always had a
little fellow in charge. “What should we
do without Dick?” one of the mothers said
of him.

‘I remember, too, an old lady whom they
called Mother Mason. She wae always so
pleasant  and cheery. She mnever com-
plained that the weather was too hot or
too cool. She never complained of being
tired, though sometimes I was sure she
must have been. She was always satis-
_ fied at the table. She didn’t wish, as some
others were constantly doing, that there
was something different for the meal.
Then there was Kit, merry, fun-loving

Kit, who enjoyed everything so thorough-

ly that I was surprised to find that she
had gone when she had been there only a
week. :

¢ ¢What, already!” I exclaimed, when I
heard about her going.

¢ tyes,” said the girl who had been her
constant companion. “Kit was to stay for
two weeks, but she found out that she
could let a delicate friend have one of the
weeks, so she has gone home to send her
up. You see, Kit works in a store, and
she has two weeks’ vacation, but her
friend could mnot get away from home,
where there is a large family to do the
housework for, so Kit has gone to spend
her other week doing that housework for
her friend while she gets a rest up here.”
Grandma, wasn’t that noble of Xit?’

It was, deary, and it makes me love
her even without seeing her. ‘ Indeed, I
teel as if T had made the acquaintance of

four mnoble persons—Winnie, with her
sweet, loving manner; Dick, kindly, help-
ful, and considerate; cheery Mother Ma-
son, and merry XKit, with her self-sacri-
ficing devotion to her friend. Your after-
thoughts have helped me, my child, just
as I know they have helped you.’

Freddie’s Interests

Freddie had an idea. It glowed in his
cheeks and sparkled in his eyes as he rac-
ed up the narrow street and burst into the
little front room where his mother was

Asewing‘ trousers for the tailor store.
<0 mother!? he exclaimed with quivering

eagerness, ‘why don’t we put money in the
bank, to draw interest? Willie Stevens’s
papa puts some money in the bank every
weelk., Willie says that’s the way to get
rich.’ :

Mrs. Goodwin stopped her work and re-
garded Freddie with a strange smile. She
was a widow, and she had to work hard
to support herself and her three small chil-
dren. Freddie’s proposition amused her,
but she was not so much surprised by it
as some mothers might have been. ¥red-
die was constantly developing new ideas,
and she was always prepared to hear him
ask an odd question.

The little boy was greatly excxted now.
In his mind’s eye he saw his mother dress~
ed in silk. He pictured how it would be
to move away from their shabby little
house to a splendid big mansion like the
Stevens’s residence.

When they should be rich his mother!
would not sew for the tailors. She would!
then have time to take him and his two'
small sisters out to the park on pleasantt
summer days. And perhaps he might
have a pony, like Willie Stevens, to ride.

The great change was all to be brought
about by putting money in the bank to
draw interest. So thought Freddie Good-
win.

‘Interest is the greatest thing in the
world, mother,” he pursued with an eager-
ness that hardly permitted a breathing
spell between his gentences. ‘Interest is
the money that you get for lending to the
bank. Interest keeps growing more and
more all the time. Willie Stevens was
telling me all about it. TLet’s put money
in the bank right away, mother. ‘I've got
two cents!

It was painful for poor Mrs. Goodwin to
upset Freddie’s air-castle, but she felt ob-
liged to tell him that the bank would not
receive his two cents, nor any deposit less
than five dollars, and also, that it would
require a great many hundreds and thou-
sands of dollars to yield emough interest
to support a family.

Freddie listened attentively while his
mother explained all this. He looked

serious when he understood the facts, but

he was not rendered inconsolable by his
disappointment. He was naturally a hap-=
py boy, and he was disposed to look at the
bright side of things. He set about now
trying to find a bright side.

Still, interest is a pretty good thmg,
isn’t it, mother? he asked.

‘Yes, my dear,” answered his mother; ‘in-
terest is a very good thing for those who
have money to lend.’

‘Does anyone ever pay interest for any-
thing else than money?’ Freddie asked
thoughtfully.

Mrs. Goodwin had begun to sew one of
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the long trouser seams. She rattled on to
the end of it with her noisy machine, and
then she'stopped and looked at Freddie,
who was standing beside her expectantly.

“Yes, Freddie,” she answered; ‘there is
another kind of interest.

‘What kind? Who gives it, mother?’
Freddie asked, becoming excited ggain.

‘Every day we live, Freddie, my dear,
we put something away to draw interest
for ourselves,” explained Mrs. Goodwin,
‘and just as the clerk in the bank, notes
the amount of money that people bring to
him, and marks it in the bank book, so
are the things that we do taken account of
by our Heavenly Father.’

‘Well, mother, if a person does a good
thing, is the good of it growing more and
more all the time, like the interest in a
bank?’ Freddie enquired, with a wonder-
ing look. ‘

‘Yes, my dear; one good act always
brings forth other good acts. Gcod grows
in the world in much the same way that

interest accumulates in a bank.’

Freddie was greatly interested in this
idea. :

‘Interest is a splendid thing, mother.
I’m so glad that there’s another kind be-
sides the interest of real money in a bank;
I wish I could do something to put on in-
terest!” he went on seriously. ‘I haven’t
any money to give away to poor people,
and I don’t know of any one poorer than
ourselves.’

Freddie looked a little troubled as he
suddenly realized his deficiency. What
could he do? He seemed to feel orce more
that he had nothing but two cents—too
small a sum to offer.

‘I don’t believe I ¢an do anything very
good till ’m bigger, mother,” he said ra-
ther doubtfully. '

Mrs. Goodwin smiled, and drew Freddie
to her side with a caress.

‘My dear,” she said, ‘don’t think that
you have nothing to give away. When
you came in a while ago you gave me a
smile that is making me happy yet.’

‘O mother!” answered Freddie, delight-
edly, ‘f you are happy, that’s lots of in-
terest for me, the interest of a smile.’

And Freddie was happy, too. Scmehow
he felt that he was growing rich.—Jane
Ellis Joy, in ‘Canadian Churchman.’

Watching a Boy.

A boy was once walking along a dusty
road. The sun was very warm and op-
pressive, but as was his usual way, he
stepped along quickly, thinking that the
faster he walked the sooner he would
reach the end of his journey. He heard a
waggon coming, and when it had caught
up with him the driver reineéd in his horse
and kindly asked the lad to ride, which
invitation he gladly accepted. When he
was seated in the waggon the gentleman,
a good Quaker, said: ‘I noticed thee walk-
ing along briskly and so asked thee to
ride, but if I had seen thee walking lazily
I would not have done so by any means.’
—¢Canadian Royﬁl Templar.’

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date’
thereon is Nov., 1903, it is time = that
the renewals were sent in so as to avoid
losing a single copy. As renewals always ’
date from the expiry of the ecld subsecrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.
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What Kate and Tommy Did.

Kate’s father and mother were
very poor, and Kate and her little
brother Tom never had new clothes.
They always had to have their
things made out of those which
others had done with.

But they did not mind this ; they
were happy although sometimes

they had not quite as much to eat
as they would have liked.

One day at Sunday-school the
lesson was about Jesus going about

doing good. ‘And Jesus wants us
all to do as He did,’ said the teacher.
‘I think every one of us can do
some good if we try)

¢« What can I do? Kate said to
herself, as she went home. ¢Oh, I
know! I will give Nina my old
man.’ ‘

Kate had only one toy. This
was an old man that danced on a
string. But her friend Nina had
been very ill, and Kate knew that
she would like the toy toplay with.
She told Tommy what she was
going to do.

‘T'll take her my kitten, he

said. So when they reached home

they took the toy and the kitten
to Nina. :

Oh, thank you! said Ninaj ‘I
should like to play with them very
much. But I could not take them
for my own, truly 1 couldn’t.’

As Nina got better, they had
many merry games together, and
these helped Nina to get well
quickly. 8o Kate and Tommy did
some good after all.—¢OQur Little
Dots.

Who Stole the Baby?

~ (Ida §. Nichols, in ‘Wellspring.’)

Little Judith Cameron looked for
the first time on her baby brother.
She had lived seven years without
either brother or sister, and oh, the
joy of now having a baby brother!

‘You sweet darling, you precious
lamb! she cried, as she leaned over
the sleeping baby. ‘O father, how
kind the angels were to leave him
 here! Are you quite sure that he
was meant for us?’
~ “Phere is no mistake,” replied her
father, smiling. “This is his home,
and he is a gift to you, little daugh-
ter. You must guard him and pro-
tect him.” :

‘I will, indeed, I will!" Tll never
let anything hurt my darling baby
Shrother’ - : ;

It did seem, as the days went by,

e

-

as if no harm could come to the
baby, for Judith could hardly be in-
duced to leave his side even to eat
her meals. The day baby was three
weeks old, Mrs. Cameron insisted
that Judith should go and spend
the afternocn with one of her little
playmates who lived about half a
mile away.

Judith kissed the little fellow as
he lay in his tiny bed, and then
with a sigh turned away to obey her
mother’s wishes.  *

Just as Judith was passing
through the front gate, she met
Miss Smith. ‘Good morning, Miss
Judith, said Miss Smith. ‘T've

‘come to steal your baby brother. I

am going to take him home.
If Miss Smith had known what a

literal child Judith was, she would-

not have spoken as she did. She
went into the house without an-

other thought of her words. Not 8o
with little Judith; she stood for a
long time by the gate post, her
heart beating fast at the thought of
that horrid woman stealing her
darling brother. Why, Miss Smith
had washed-out blue eyes and such
a big mouth! Of course brother
would grow up to look just like her,
for if she stole him she would be
his mother, and children always
looked like their mothers. Oh,
dear! how could they live without
him ? :

By this time Judith was in tears,
but she choked back her sobs and
quietly entered the house and went
softly upstairs to the room where
the baby was sleeping. The door
was open into her mother’s room
and she could hear Miss Smith and
her mother talking, but could not
see them. The nurse had just gone
downstairs to wash the baby’s flan-
nels, so Judith felt that the respon-
sibility of protecting the baby rest-
ed upon her. She seized the little
sleeping bundle and quietly fled
downstairs, through the yard, and
into the stable.

In one corner of the stable was a
pile of hay in which a hen had
made a nest. Judith thought this
would be a nice, soft bed for baby.
She laid the little one down wrap-
ped snugly in his little blanket, and,
like Miriam of old, determined to
watch close by to see that no harm
came to her brother.

All was quiet, except the buzz-
ing of the flies, and the occasional
stamp of the horse 'in the stall.
Mrs. Biddy walked in and looked

. with surprise at her nest; she could

not remember having laid such a
funny-looking egg as the little bun-
dle that occupied it. With a scared
cut-a-cut-a-ca-daw-cut she hurried
out to tell her sister hens. ;
Judith watched faithfully five,
ten, fifteen minutes, then she fell
asleep by baby’s side. ;
Meantime, at the house Miss
Smith chatted on with Mrs. Cam-
eron, till she suddenly remembered
she had another call to make, and,

- rising, she said, I must take an-

other look at your sweet baby be-
fore I go” She went into the room

“where she had seen baby when she

first came, and was surprised to see
the empty crib. ‘Oh, he is not here,
the nurse must have carried him
downstairs. Never mind. I’ll see
him again sometime.” So with best
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wishes to the household, Miss
Smith went away.

In about half an heur nurse came
upstairs with the dainty flannels on
her arm and, after hanging them
up to air, she went to the crib to
take up the baby.

‘Mrs. Cameron,” she said, ‘where
Irave you put the baby ?

‘The baby ?’ exclaimed his moth-
er,

‘I left him in this crib,” said the
nurse. :

Mrs. Cameron almost fainted ;5he
kept crying, ‘Where is my baby, my
baby? Some one has stolen him, I
know, Call cook upstairs, search
the house over; oh, where can my
darling be ?

The house was searched, and the
cook was closely questioned; but
no light was thrown on the baby’s
disappearance till the cook sudden-
ly remembered that the front door
had been left open all the after-
noon. ‘I saw a beggar woman,’ she
said, ‘standing there with a big
bundle wrapped up in a shawl. I
remember she hurried down the
walk when I passed through the
hall.’

‘Of course she stole the baby!
cried the poor mother. ‘She prob-
ably slipped upstairs while we were
talking, and took the baby out of
his crib and hurried off. Telephone
to the police and to my husband.’
If Mrs. Cameron had stopped to
think, she might have remembered
that poor women generally have
enpough children of their own with-
out stealing extra ones; but she
was very much excited, and felt as
if everyone wanted just her baby.

In. a short time Mr. Cameron
came home, pale and trembling.

Two policemen and a detective -

came soon after.

It was just at this time that Jud-
ith awoke from her nap, and seeing
by the sinking sun that it was get-

ting late in the afternoon, she con-:

cluded that she would slip into the
house and see if Miss Smith were
gone, before she carried back the
still sleeping baby. On entering
the house what was her surprise to
find her mother crying, her father
lookigg almost ill, and three
strange men talking and_ asking’
questions. Nurse, too, and cook,
were talking fast and earnestly to
the strange men. =~

‘Oh, my darling child? cried Mrs.
Cameron. ‘What do you think has

Pl

happened ? A horrid, wicked, wo-
man has stolen our baby boy!

‘No, she hasn’t said Judith,
thinking her mother meant Miss
Smith; ‘she didn’t get him, I hid
him where she couldn’t find him?

‘Hid him from a beggar woman?’
asked the detective.

‘No, no, replied Judith! ‘from
Miss Smith, She said she was go-
ing to steal him, so I went softly
upstairs and carried him off.’

‘Where is he now ? asked the
nurse,

‘In the stable, in the hen’s nest,’
said Judith, bursting into tears as
she saw the nurse, with a wrathful
look, run out the door to get the
baby. ‘I didn’t mean any harm?
Then with sobs and tears she told
what Miss Smith had said to her,
and ‘how she remembered the pro-
mise she had made to her father
the day baby came, that she would
always protect him.

‘She is a noble little sister,” said
the father, ‘and she shall not be
blamed. Here comes the little fel-
low, none the worse for his outing.
Don’t cry, little daughter.’

The detective and the policemen

left the house, laughing over the
joke. By night the household had
settled down into the usual quiet,
and no one outside would have
learned of the afternoon’s excite-
ment had it not somehow got into
the newspaper, with a picture of
baby asleep in a hen’s nest,

‘Little Gentieman Bob.’

(By Florence Stratton Weaver, in
‘Pres. Banner.’)

The day was moist and depress-
ing, the children were elastic and

‘gleeful; the teacher was worn out

and helpless. Her nerves pricked
as needles—they almost had pos-
session of her. The air grew den-
ser, the children louder, the nerves
waxed victorious, and the teacher
exclaimed: :

‘The next one who speaks one

word, even whispers, shall stand in

that corner ong-half hour, I mean
0

Instant silence. Miss Agnes lean-
ed back in the chair to the more
fully enjoy the calm, before contin-
uing the classes. Suddenly a shrill
little voice, a giggle and incessant
talking by the same little yoice.

‘Who is it? Come right up; I
can’t break my word.’

A little shrinking figure, with

_corners,
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heavy, oncoming sobs, stumbled
forward.

‘Annetta, I am sorry, you have
been with us such a short time, but
you must go and stand there’ With
head sunk deep into the hollow of
her tightly clasped arms, she went
to the dreaded spot and stood with
her back to the class. Louder and
more convulsive grew the sobs, un-
til it seemed that the little white
Niobe would fall into a heap on the
floor.

Miss Agnes felt no nerves now;
she sat erect. ‘That’s the way,” she
reflected; ‘it is always so whenever
I punish these children; I end by
punishing myself. It’s dreadful to
keep that little frail, delicate new
scholar standing there. Why, I have
not had her long enough to teach
her to love me; but what can I do ?
—oh! my—’ and she wiped off her
face most vigorously, took out her
watch and laid it on her desk. Oh!
how she longed for rooms with no
and for the red-headed
beau whom she had despised, tak-
ing thesschool instead for a sup-

port.

There was felt silence in the class
now; the children looked awed and
frightened and the sobs knew no
diminution. ’ '

Suddenly a boyish form slipped
out from the desk, and with pocket-
ed hands marched up the aisle. Misg
Agnes looked up and leaned over to
receive Bob, glad of anything for a
diversion. But he walked past her
over into the corner and touched
the little form on the shoulder, and
said in a loud, gruff voice:

‘Go on and sit down; Ill stand
here for you.’

(To be continued.)
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Any subscriber who would like to have
specimen copies of the ‘Northern Messen-
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supply them, free of cost.

"NORT HERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS.

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen, usually
sold at §$2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subserib<
ers for a list of six subscriptions to ‘Northern
Messenger” at 30 centseach,

The People’s KHorse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor. This rook gives a description of the
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with exact doses of medicine, Usually sold ai
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some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
pages, containing the following Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
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LESSON X.—DEC. 6.

Solomon’s Wise Choice
I. Kings iii., 4-15.

Golden Text.

The fear of the Lord is the beginning
of wisdom. Proverbs ix., 10.

Home Readings.

Monday, Nov. 830.—I. Kings iii., 1-15. "
Tuesday, Dec. 1.—I. Kings iv., 20-34.
Wednesday, Dec. 2.—Jas. i., 1-17.
Thursday, Dec.'3.—Prov. iii,, 1-18.
Friday, Dec. 4.—II. Chron. i.,, 1-13.
Saturday, Dec. 5.—I. Kings ix., 1-9.
Sunday, Dec. 6.—Matt. vi.,, 19-34.

4. And the king went to Gibeon to‘sacri~
fice there; for that was the great high
place: a thousand burnt offerings did Solo-
mon offer upon that altar.

5. In Gibeon the Lord appeared to Solo-
mon in a dream by night: and God said,
Ask what I shall give thee.

6. And Solomon said, Thou hast shewed
unto thy servant David my father great
mercy, according as he walked before thee
in truth, and in righteousness, and in up-
rightness of heart with thee; and thou hast
kept for him this great kindness, that thou
hast given him a son to sit on his throne,
as it is this day. i

7. And now, O Lord my God, thou hast
made thy servant king instead of David
my father: and I am but a little child: I
know not how to go out or come in.

8. And thy servant is in the midst of
thy people which thou hast chosen, a great
Ppeople, that cannot be numbered nor
counted for multitude.

9. Give therefore thy servant an un-
derstanding heart to judge thy peopls,
that I may discern between good and had:
for who is able to judge this thy so great
& people? :

10. And the speech pleased the Lord,
that Solomon had asked this thing.

11. And God said unto him, Because
thou hast asked this thing, and hast not
asked for thyself long life ; neither hast
asked riches for thyself, nor hast asked
the life of thine enemies; but hast asked
for thyself understanding to discern judg-
ment:/ e

12. Behold, I have done according to thy
words: lo, I have given thee a wise ang
an understanding heart; so that there was
none like thee before thee, neither after

' thee shall any arise like unto thee.

13. And I have also given thee that
which thou hast not asked, both riches
and honor: so that there shall not be any
among the kings like unto thee all thy
days. ;

14, And if thou wilt walk in my ways,
to keep my statutes and my command-
ments, as thy father David did walk, then
I will lengthen thy days.

15. And Solomon awoke; and, behold, it
was a dream. And he came to Jerusalem,
and stood before the ark of the covenant
of the Lord, and offered up burnt offerings,
and offered peace offerings, and made a
feast to all his servants. \

INTRODUCTION, ;

For the third time in this series of les-
sons we find a king taking up theé reins
of government in Israel. 'We must remem-
ber that Israel had been for several gen-
_erations a people of fixed national life. All
the grand men who took part in bringing
the people to the land of promise had long
since died. The reigns of Saul and of Da-
vid had come and gone, and to-day we en-
ter the study of the reign of Solomon. *
/| We find in I. Chronicles xxix., that Sol-

omon received the ready and hearty alle-
giance of his people. He had to punish
by the death penalty, several disloyal and
rebellious men, as we find recorded in I.
Kings ii.,, but the great multitudes, high
and low, were loyal to the young king.
The date of Solomon’s accession to the
throne is uncertain, but it was about a
thousand years before Christ. s

As yet there was no fixed place of re-
ligious worship and ceremony. We learn
from the opening verses of this chapter
that ‘the people sacrificed in high places,
because there was no house built unto the
name of the Lord, until those days.’ In
to-day’s lesson we have an account of a
great gathering at Gibeon, one of those
‘high places’ near Jerusalem. It was a
hill five or six miles north of Jerusalem.
This gathering is more fully described in
II. Chronicles i.
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Verse 4. ‘And the king went to Gibeon,’
etc. Solomon, as we learn in II. Chroni-
cles i., assembled the chief men of the na-
tion at Gibeon. It was a gathering very
much like that before which David pre-
sented Solomon, as we saw in the last
lesson. The tabernacle was at Gibeon,
though the ark was at Jerusalem. The
fact that the outward symbols and instru-
ments used in their worship were thus
separated shows the need for a great fixed
centre for the national religion. A thou-
sand burnt offerings were offered here.

5. ‘In Gibeon the Lord appeared to Solo-
mon in a dream by night.” God comes the
nearest to all of us when we are mak-
ing true sacrifices for him, when self is
put aside and his interests put first.

‘Ask what I shall give thee.” God knew
what Solomon most needed, as he knows
what each of us most needs, but he wants
to lead us to come to him. God wants fel«
lowship with us, and is constantly seeking
to encourage us to do our part. (See John
xiv., 23; xv., 15; Revelation iii.,, 20.) To
use-a common phrase, God wanted to en-

courage Solomon to talk over his needs

with him.

6.. ‘Thou hast showed unto thy servant
David my father great mercy,” etc. Solo-
mon’s very first sentence in answer to
God’s question was an acknowledgment
of God’s goodness to his father, and of the
fact that it was God that placed Solomon
upon the throme. The 'spirit of thanks-
giving is one of the essentials of true pray-
er. We are always getting more than we
ask for. -

7. ‘And I am but a little child,’ etc. No-
tice the progress of the king’s prayer.
First we had the recognition of God’s
goodness and providence, second, we have
a humble admission of the weakness and
inability in himself of the one who offers
the prayer. A presumptudus petition is
offensive to Heaven. You recall at once
the case of the Pharisee and the Publican.
The power of God is available to the one
who is emptied of self-sufficiency, self-
complacency, selfish desire, and self-will.

8. ‘And thy servant is in the midst of
thy people.’ Here is another step—the
sense of personal responsibility. One
must feel his responsibility before he can
meet it.

Here was a people that, in the expres-
sion of the king, could not ‘be numbered
nor counted for multitude,” and yet they
were looking to him for direction and for
judgment.

9. ‘Give therefore thy servant an under-
standing heart,” etc. Up to this point the
king’s prayer revealed only a serious con-
dition of affairs—his own inability in the
face of great responsibility. But Sclomon
had the secret of success in doing the
Lord’s work. Xnowing his own shortcom-
ings, he turned to the resources of God.
Here he showed a courageous faith.

10. ‘And the speech pleased the Lord.’
Such a humble, unselfish, and courageous
prayer could not do otherwise. Solomon
confessed weakness, owned his responsible
position, but instead of asking to be reliev-
ed of it or that it might be made less, he
boldly took God into partnership and me
the situation. : ‘
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11, 12. “Because thou hast asked this
thing. . . Behold, I have done accord-
ing to thy words.” The answer came quick=
ly, for Solomon had met the conditions.

13, 14: ‘And I have also given thee that
which thou hast not asked.” Solomon had
looked after God’s work first, and now
God promises to look after Solomon’s in~
terests. ‘But seek ye first the Kingdom
of God, and his righteousness; and all
these things shall be added unto you.’ (See
also Mark x., 28-30 and I. Timothy iv., 8.)

15. ‘And Solomon awoke.” God spoke to
him in the mystery of a dream, but the
dream was a reality in Solomon’s
life. He awoke to return to Jeru-
salem and again offer sacrifice, this time
before the ark of God, which symbolized
his presence. When a great vision comes
to a godly soul, that soul turns instinctive-
ly toward the God who 'sent it.

Next week we have ‘The Dedication of
the Temple.’ I. Kings viii., 1-11, 62, 63.

C. E. Topic
Sunday, Dec. 6.—Topic—What the heroes
of faith teach us. Heb. xi.,, 1-40.
Junior C. E. Topic.
GETTING SWEET TEMPERS.

Monday, Nov. 30.—Bad temper. Prov.
xv., 18,

Tuesday, Dec. 1.—Envy. Luke xv.,
29, 30. .

Wednesday, Dec. 2.—Pride. II. Kings
L

Thursday, Dec, 3.—Slowness to anger.
Prov. xiv., 17:

Friday, Dec. 4.—Not resisting. Matt.
v., 39. >
" Saturday, Dec. 5.—Patience. Rom. XV.,

Sunday, Dec. 6.—Topic—How to get
Sweet tempers. Col. iii., 8-15,

‘World Wide.!

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

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

The following are the contents of the issue
of Nov. 14, of ‘World Wide’:

P —"

ALL THE WORLD OVEZ.

*My Case’—Mr. Chamberlain at Liverpool.—English Papers,

Casualties—The M anchesier ‘ Guardian.’

Our ~ hipping Industry —The Manchester ‘ Guardian.’

Mr. Asquith on the Tariff Question - English Papers.

Mr. Chamberlain in the Hall—C, G., in the *Qutlook,’
London.

The English Weeklies on the Alaskan Award—The * Spec-
tator,” London; the * Pilot,’ London; the ‘8 peaker,” Lon-
don; the ‘Outlook,’ London.

The United States and P: -E ge the Ind
dence of Panama—*‘Public Opinion.’

A Perfidious Proposition—The * Ledger,’ Philadelphia.

Papama Recklessn-ss--The * Evening Post,’ New York.

A ]%“{'te" for Patriotic Nationality—The Brooklyn ‘Daily

agle.

‘We Bimply do our Duty - The New York ‘Sun.’ 2

Opportu‘\;itifsto be Utilized —The ‘ Comimercial Advertiser,’
New Ycrk,

SOMETHING ABOUT THE ARTS.
A Biudy of William Morris—The Springfisld * Republican.”

CONCERNING THINGS LITERARY.
A Song of Music—Poem, by Ethel Clifford, in the * Pilot,’

London.

A 8padeful of Turf—By Canon Scott-Holland, in the * Coma-
monwealth,” London. .

Ladies’ Pockets—~ir Edwin Arnold, in the *‘Daily Tele-

B i AR s, b3 T Fairbairn, tn
r. Rogers's Autobiography—Review, by Dr. Fairbair
the * Christian Worid,’ London, i
HINTS OF THE PROGRRESS OF KNOWLRYDGRE.

Man's Place in the Universe—A Reply to Criticisms—By
Alfred R, Wallave, in the ‘Fortnightly Review.’
Abridgad ;

The Heavens in November—By Henry Norris Russell,
Ph. D., in the ‘Scientific American.’
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What Eminent Physicians
Say

The great physicians have spoken, and
that with no uncertain voice, and they
have told us that alcohol is not a food, but
a poison—a poiton that, taken continual-
ly, even in small doses, works mischief
only.

Take the leading physicians of recent
years. Listen to Sir William Gull : ‘I
should say, from experience, that alcohol
is the most destructive agent that we are
aware of in this country. There is a great
deal of injury done to health by the hab-
itual use of wine and other kinds of alco-
hol in their various shapes, even in mod-
erate quantities. I hardly know any more
potent cause of disease than alcohol. A
very large number of people in society are
dying day after day, poisoned by alcohol,
not supposed to be poisoned by it.

And thus it is that Sir Andrew Clarke
speaks: »

‘As I looked at the hospital wards to-
day and saw that seven out of ten owed
their disease to alcohol, I could but lam-
ent that the teaching upon this question
was not more direct, more decisive, more
home-thrusting than ever it has been. C‘an
I say to you any words stronger than these
terrible facts of the abuse of alcohol? It
is when I myself think of all this that I

am disposed to give up my profession, to

give up everything, and to go forth upon
a holy crusade, preaching to all men, ‘“Be~
ware of this enemy of the race.”’’

Dr. James Adams says: ‘During forty
years’ practice in medical life in London,
wherever I have found a man who has ab-
stained from alcoholic beverage, that man
was strong. If I were to ask any of you
to reckon on your fingers twenty young
men and women who have been brought
up in families in which a moderate use of
alcohol was made, you would find that at
least one of them had gone wrong owing
to drink.

Said Dr. Richardson, ‘If by any mir-
acle England was made sober, the average
length of life of the people would be in-
creased one-third.’—The Living Epistle.’

Oh! The Shame of It

It happened on the corner of Madison

and State streets.
It was twelve o’clock, the hour whe®

thousands of folks who work in the big-

and little shops fare forth to join the hosts
on the street—everybody on a rush pur-
pose of one kind and another.

In the midst of this crushing multitude
at the north-west intersection of the two
streets a young girl and a woman stood—
the latter wildly gesticulating and speak-
ing blasphemous words, while the former
shrunk away from the hands that madly
beat upon the air, and from the maledic-
tions,.

The woman’s face was red with cruel
passion and her bleary eyes were inflamed
with the fever of the debauch in her veins
egwollen with purpling blood—a debased
and debasing woman, frenzied with her
own fury and the alcohol that ruled as a
flend in her brain.

The girlP—on her face was the red color
of shame and in her eyes was the gloom
of humiliation—a girl struck into a fright
of silence by profane threats and ominous
blows upon the moon atmosphere.

The girl’s silence the more infuriated
the woman gone mad with the lust of rum
seething in her body and soul. This wo-
man, loathsome to look upon and to hear,
flung her hands with brutal intention to-
ward the girl, and with curses as a pre-
lude and finish, shrieked:

‘Money—give me money—or I will beat
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you so that you will never again stand
up and refuse to speak.’

What might have happened as well not
to predict, had not an officer of municipal
law caught the woman’s uplifted hand in
a strong grip while he brusquely said:

‘See herel—come away from this—you
are creating a disturbance—come away
from. here.’

Of course the woman resisted the police-
man’s sturdy interference—she cursed and
raved—and still the girl stood silent while
the great crowd stared and listened.

Losing patience the officer grasped the
woman, not at all gently, and began to
drag her away—the crowd making a way
for the struggling pair.

The girl suddenly started out of her
quivering crouch of despair—she put her
hand on the officer’s arm—and then she
spoke: ;

‘Don’t run her in—don’t!—she’s my mo-
ther—and she thinks she has a right to
make me give her some money. But I
haven’t any. I gave her the last cent I
had last night. Don’t run her in—for she
hasn’t been stealing—she’s—'

Then the girl shrunk away from the offi-
cer and again was silent and the edge of
the crowd murmured:

‘Drunk.’

The red color of shame deepened on the
girl’s face—into her eyes flared a hunger
for flight from disgrace—but she was trap-
ped, hemmed *n for the crowd to gaze up-
on—the prey of public curiosity.

The officer did not loosen his grasp on
the struggling woman—but he managed
to say with a ring of gentleness in his
voice:

‘No, I won’t run her in—now run away,
little girl, and get out of her sight—and
she’ll quiet down and go home—run away,
little girl.’

Again, the girl didn’t speak.

But in her eyes was a glow of gratitude
in a mist of tears.

She turned away from the cause of her
dishonor in the public gaze—the crowd
gave her a path of escape, and she went
back to the work that is, perhaps, thie
kindest friend she has on earth.

Then a woman in the crowd said:

‘Dear Lord—dear Lord!—a drunken fa-
ther is blight enough—but a drunken mo-
ther!—dear Lord!—dear Lord!

There was a great sigh of sympathy—the
crowd broke into groups and scattered.

A mere incident in the day of a great
city was past and gone.—Chicago ‘Journal.’

Correspondence

Peterboro, Ont.

Dear Editor,—~My birthday comes on
Nov. 16. I always read the correspond-
ence in the ‘Messenger,” and like it very
much. I am very fond of reading, and I
have read a number of interesting books,
namely, ‘The Bonnie Jean,’” ‘Gypsy’s Cou-
sin Joy,” also the Elsie and the Mildred
Books. I am very fond of arithmetic, pny-
siology and grammar. I am in the Sen-
ior III, Class. I have to walk about a
quarfer of a mile to the school daily. There
are four rooms and four teachers, and
about two hundred boys and girls in at-
tendance.

HAZEL B. (age 10).

Reading, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I like the ‘Northern Mes-
senger.” A very dear friend of my mam-
ma’s sends it to me. My mamma died
when I was about a year old. I have a
kind aunt who takes care of me. I
have a little sister ten years old. I am
a little more than a year older than she.
I came away from Canada about three
years ago. I go to school and learn very
fast. This is the first letter I ever wrote
to the ‘Messenger.’” Thank you for print-

ing such a nice paper. J. R. H.

: Hartford, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have not written to you
before, and I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. I get the ‘Messenger’ every Sun-
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day. I am eight years old. I feed the
chickens and hunt for eggs, and go -to
school every day, and to Sunday-school
on Sunday. We have ten little pigs and
seven cows and four horses, and also a
good dog. I play with this dog every night.
I have a train of cars; my aunt seht them
to me. My birthday is on Nov. 5.
BERNARD.

Dear Editor,—I live on a farm, and like
it very much; much better than I would
a town or city, because it is healthier. Rid-
ing on horseback and playing ball are my
favorite sports. I have taken the ‘Messen-
ger’ since last April, and I think it is a
fine paper; I think it is the best paper
there is printed for the price.

I enjoy reading the letters in the ‘Mes-
senger’ very much. The ‘Messenger’ is
just the paver for me, because I like read-
ing short stories; it takes so long to read
long ones. I am twelve years old, and I
am five feet 5 inches tall. Can’any read-
er of the ‘Messenger’ heat that?

BILL.

Ulverton, Que.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl seven
years old. I live on the bank of the St.
Francis River, a few miles below Ulver-
ton. I am sending for the ‘Messenger’ s0
as to have it to read when school is over
Sunday night. We have had a big snow
storm. Good-bye, from your little friend,

GLADYS.

L’Orignal, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. I have been taking it for four
years, My grandfather got it for me then.
I started school for the first time this fall,
and am in the fourth grade. My father
taught me for threa years at home. I live
on the bank of the Ottawa River, about
sixty miles from Ottawa. We go in bath-
ing in the summer, and we have quite a
lot of boating, as I can row, and I am
very fond of the water. We have had
one snowstorm, but it did not amount to
anything. I have a little dog named

Trixey, and two canaries. We also have a ek

large St. Bernard dog mamed Bruce. I
wish the ‘Messenger’ every success.
MABEL E. M. (age 11).

Grimston, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have written two letters
to the ‘Messenger’ before, and was so for-
tunate as to have both published. My

‘sister belongs to the ‘Maple Leaf Club,’

and thinks it is a very mnice club. Sheé
wrote one letter, which was published. We
get the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday-school, and
could not do without it. I like reading it,
especially the correspondence, and I think
there are a great many interesting letters.
I saw the Northern Lights last night, and
they were magnificent, for they covered
the whole northern sky. My brother and
sister and one of our friends, her brother
and myself watched it from a hill-top. I
go to school every day that I can possibly
go. I like going to school very much, and
I am in the senior third class. We are go-~
ing to lose our teacher at Christmas, and
I will be very sorry, as we like her very
much, GERTRUDE T.

St. John’s, Nfld.

Dear Editor,—~I have read the letters in
the ‘Messenger’ with great interest, and
as T have not noticed any from Newfound-
land for some time, I think T will send
you a line. I am a member of one of the
Methodist schools of St. John’s, and re-
ceive a copy of the ‘Messenger’ every Sun-

-day. Our school consists of about six hun-

dred scholars and about ninety officers and
teachers, I have several brothers and sis-
ters who attend this school also. I have
two sisters married, and as I am quite a
young girl, enjoy the honor of being call-
ed ‘aunt.” We live in the country during
the summer months, which we look for-
ward to every year. We quite enjoy ber-
ry-picking, hay-making, and picking the
flowers and ferns which we press and keep
for decorating at Christmas time. As
this is my first letter, I'hope I shall see it
in print. FLORENCE W.
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HOUSEHOLD.

Useful Hints.

Saving Steps.—The woman who does her
own work would find much comfort in a
simple little device adopted by 2 Phila-
delphia bride. It is a movable stand for
removing the dishes from the dining-room
to the kitchen, and so constructed that all
dishes can be taken from the kitchen at
once, thus saving many steps. Clean
dishes, the different courses, ete., can be
brought from the culinary regions in one
‘trip.” This labor-saving device is nothing
more than a stout little table mounted on
rollers and fitted out with a couple of goo_d
shelves, extensions and other convenl-
ences. The carpenter made the improve-
ments for a couple of dollars. The little
hougewife says her stand has already sav-
ed her fifty dollars’ worth of time and
strength.—New England Homestead.’

To sponge broadcloth, spread out :the
number of yards in double width. Wring
sheets from cold water, fold, and place
over the cloth; then fold in half-yards.
This leaves every other layer next to the
sheet. Set away over night. In the morn-
ing unfold and hang over a door to dry.—
Minette Freeman.

One Woman’s Way.—The day on which
the household mattresses and pillows are

. renovated is an occasion of dread to the

housewife on account of the dust which
fills nostrils and throat, causing such un-
pleasant irritation. The landlady of &
country boarding house, where I spent a
few weeks last summer, had a method that
was so simple that it is a wonder other
+women have not thought of it. She pro-
-duced from a closet a broad-brimmed sail-
or hat, pinned it firmly on her head, cov-
ered herself in it with a large veil, as if
to keep away mosquitoes, and then went
to work,

When the Mouse Comes.—O0f the many
suggestions to prevent mice from enter-
ing the premises, I find the best is to paste
a cloth over the mouse hole, first freely
sprinkling it with red pepper, This will
effectually stop them for all time.

For Croupy Children

__ On a small table beside my bed stands a
lamp, two nails, a tin cup containing one
tablespoonful of mutton tallow (or lard),
two tablespoonfuls of turpentine, and deep
bib with strings, and two safety-pins, with
which to pin on a piece of flannel the shape
of a bib. As soon as baby coughs hard, I
light the lamp, put the tin cup over it (on
the two nails), and heat the mixture until
it smokes. I then rub baby’s chest well,
as hot as I can use the turpentine, and I
then put on the flannel pinned to the bib,
tying the soft tape strings around the
neck., It may sound like a fairy-tale, but
if the cough is not too bad, it absolutely
disappears; if very bad, it becomes so mild
and the breathing so different that a dis-
tracted mother sleeps in peace. With this
same remedy used hot, pneumonia has
been twice averted in a neighbor’s family.
~—Woman’s Home Companion.’

- ———
Massage for the Scalp
A fine, vigorous, daily massage, if con-

tinued, will improve the condition of the

scalp wonderfully, using the finger tips
on all parts of the scalp. Sun and air are
nature’s hair tonics. A daily sun bath
not only rejuvenates but makes the hair
oTOW. / :

Great care should be taken in dressing
the hair to avoid twisting or knotting it
tightly or uncomfortably against the head.
This has a tendency to loosen and cause a
falling of the hair. Hairpins, too, should
be selected with care for their smoothness,
Never put
a crooked or bent hairpin in the hair; it

~ not only spoils the shape and style of the
hair dressing, but splits the hair. As for

Toronto.

Card to-day, and this beautiful dolly will be your very own i a tew

meney and we allow you to keep out money to pay your postage.

SEAUTIFULLY DRESSED DOLL FREE

Girls, would you like to have the
pretreist Doll in the World for your
very own? If so, send us your name
and address on a Post (‘ardand
we will mail you postpaid, 8 large
beautifully Colored Pictures, each
16 20 inches, named ' The Angels
‘Whisper,” *"*The Family Record,”
and * Rock of Ages.” These Pictures
are all handsomely finished in 1%
eolors and could not be bought in
any store for less than 50c. You sell
them for only25c each,and give a Free
Certificate worth 50c to each pur-
chaser, return us the money, and we
will immediately send you the most
benutiful doll you have ever
seen. Dolly is 21 inches high, as
big as a real baby, and has the loveli-
est, long, golden curly hair, pearly
teeth, besutiful dark eyes, rosy
cheeks and movable head, arms and
legs, so that you can put her in any
position you wish. Her handsome
dress has an elegantly tacked white
yoke ornamented with diamond set
gold buttons, and is trimmed with
beautiful bows of satin ribbon edged
with lace and very full fine white
ruching which is draped around the
E()ke in the latest style. A verylarge
at ornamented with gold buckles
end trimmed with an immense white
imitation Ostrich feather complet:
her costume. Dolly has also lovely
underwear, all trimmed with elegant
lace, stockings and cute little slippers
ornamented with silver buckles, The
picture shown here is an exact pho-
tograph of Dolly herself, but' of
course the real dolly is much prettier
than her picture, because we can
not show the lovely colors of her
dress nor her beautiful eyesand hair
in a photograph. We kuow when
you sce her you will say she is
the most beautifal doll you
have ever seen. Louige Nunn,
Hamilton, Ont , writes: I am sorry
that I have not written before to
acknowledge my beautiful Doll, but
Y like her 8o much that I cannob
leave her to write a note and tell
you how pleased I am. All my little
friends think she is just lovely.”
Mrs. Pearson; Yorkville Ave., Te-
ronto, writes: *My little girl is
highly delighted with her beauntiful
Dolland I am very much pleased with
the honest way you treated her I
can hardly get her to lay her Dolly
down, she likes it so much.” Girls,
remember this is the biggest, the
most beautiful and the best dressed
Doll ever advertised by any Com-
pany. There is nothing cheap about
it from its head to its feet, You
could not buy it at any store forless
than $2.0¢ cash, and we want to
give it to {ou absolutely free for
gelling only 8 Pictures. (ould
anything be easier? May Bruce,
Hayesville. N.B, writes: 1 sold all
the Pictures in & few minutes, The;
went like wildfire. Everybody sai
they were the nicest [Pictures ever
sold for 25c.” Write us s Post
days. We don’t want one cent of your
THE COLONIAL ART CO,, Depé. 437,

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS.

_EPPS’S GOCOA

An admirable food, with all
its natural qualities intact,
fitted to build up and mzinfain
robust health, and to. resist
winter’s extreme cold. Sold
in 14 Ib. tins, labelled JATIES
EPPS & Co. Ld., Homeeopathic
Chemists, London, England.

EPPS’S GOGOA

GIVING STRENGTH & VIGOR
b
rusty hairpins, discard them as so much
poison against the tender scalp. Pure vas-
eline rubbed on the roots at might will
stimulate its growth.—The Pilgrim.’
RSB SEE A S

Selected Recipes

Graham Gems.—Cream together one and
one-half tablespoonfuls of unmelited but-
ter and two heaping tablespoonfuls of light
brown sugar. ~Add one well-beaten egg
and one cup of milk. Sift together one
saltspoonful of salt, two teaspoonfuls of
baking powder, one cup of white flour and
three-fourths cup of Graham flour. Bake
in gem-pans in a quick oven. These are
excellent for little children who desire ‘a

adjunct to breakfast or tea. _
. Simple Cocoanut Candy.—Take one pint
uarter of

::f:xrl,t t;,nd quarter of a pint of milk. Boil
these ingredients in a granite saucepan for
five minutes. Remove from the fire, set
in a pan of cold water and stir briskly un-
til the mixture is creamy. - Pour on a
lightly buttered dish and make in squares

while warm.

bite between meals,’ as well as a welcome |

a pint of desiceated co- |

led movement and

Bilver nickel case, on

which roses snd leaves

are beantifully enamelled

in natural colors, Also »

beantiful Gold finished
Chatelaine Pin
both given for &
selling only 1doz  #
large  beautifully g

\ 8 and “ The Family ST
Recerd,” st 2be, each. A 50c, certificate free to each purchaser,
Every Plecture is ly in 12 ;olo‘:;l
and i fully worth 50c. Write to-day snd we will sen :‘z
Pietures at once so that you can have this besutiful Wal
alao the Gold finished Chatelaine in good time for Chriatmas
Adiress The Colonial Art

©0u Dept. 450. Toronto,

e e e
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NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A Twelve Page Hiustrated Weekly.)
Une yesrly subscription, 30c.
- Thres or more copies, separately addressed,

25¢ each. .
f'en or more to’an individoal address, 20t

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

The above rates include postage for Canada (ex
cepting Montreal City), Nfid., U. 8. and its Colonies,

| Great Britain, New Zealand, Trangvaal, British

Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia,
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar.
For Montreal and foreign countries not mentioned
above add 50c & copy postage.,
Sample package supplied fres on applics
tion. -
JOEN DOUGALL & SON,

Publishers, Montreal
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‘munm mcmmzs ON CREDIT.

We trust yonlwnh 8 Jarge.
COIN]
each 16x22 imho,, nameds

L e AnEels L B
s 3 'amn 0T o rist Be-
2 Tms‘ Iorc Pilate,” al.d “Rock of
A Io“ pictures are

bnnduomely mmhed in §2 col
~ors and could not be bought for
less than 50c. ea htin any store.
You sell them for 25¢.
each, send us the
money and for your
trouble . we w il send
you a beautiful MEm-
amelled Watch,
with handsome silver
nickel case lon which a
Dier is elegantly en.
amelled, the r‘ch
brown fur and delicate
coloring making the
whole desigu absolute-
ly true to life. A
very beautiful and
thor ughlyreliable
Watch at answers
every purpose of tho
most expensive time.

plee: ¥. Dunbar,
Rentrew, Ont., said : “Irecelved ywlhch al 0.K.,and sold
it for 46.00 s soon as I got it. Thomas Best, Black River,
Nfid., said: ** Many thanks for the Watch. I am deh"hted
withit, Itisad isy and keeps splendid time. All my friends
think it is just giand.” Write us a post eard to-dayand
we will mail tha pictures postpaid. To everyone who pur-
chases & picture from you we will give a 50e. certificate tree,
THE HOME ART CO., Dept. 469 'Toronto.

FREE (RutEsk

Just send us your nan e and address on
a Post Card, and we will mail you post-
paid 5 large beautifully colored pictur s,
X 20 juches, named *The Angel's
lsper," “The Family Record,” and
“Rock of Ages,” 'These pictures are
beautifully finished in 12 different colors,
and are well worth §0c. You sell them
for only 25¢.
each, and give a
free cer ttﬁm:o

money and we
will immedite~
1y send you thig
large, wellmade;
finely  finishel

Lantern, with 3
fine  focusin

Ienses, an excele
lent  refl ctor,

i n n clear, dis-
tinct form onthe
sheet. With the L:mtem wae also send 12 beantifully colored
slides illustrating about 72 different views, such as Red Ridin
Hood and the Wulf Clown’s p rformances, etc,, et~,, and fu
directions. Address, The Colonial Art Go,,Dept. 476 Toronto.

Ladies and Girls,
You Can Earn This

Handsome Fur Searf

In a Few [Minutes

SEND your name and address, and we will mail
you post paid 8 large beautlfully'colored Plcs
tures 16 X 20 inches, named *‘ The Angel's Whisper,”
“The I'an-uly Record,” and “Simply to Thy Cross I
Cling,” to sell at 25¢. each, We also give a soc.
cem cate free to e ach purcbaser. These pictures are

12 colors, and could not be
bought in any store for less than 50c¢. each. Every
one you offer them to buy one or more. When
sold send us the money, and we will send you this

HANDSOME FUR SCARF °

Over 4o inches long, 5 inches wide, made from selected
full-furred skins with six fine full black tails, the very
latest style. We know ou will be more than pleased
with it, n{ oekers, Rossenberg, Can., said:
““ T write to tha ou for the handsome fur scarf, It
is just beaunful. could not buy one like it in our
store for $3.00." The rcgular price tn all fur stores is
$3.00, and the fullr rance any $ro.oo
Fur Scarf. d not thmk olpu giving them for so
little, were it not that we had a great number made
specially for us during the summer when the furriers
were not busy. Ladies and girls, take advantage of
this' chance and write for the pictures to-day.  We
guarantee to treat you right, and will allow you to
keep out money to pay your postage, so that your Fur

Nov. 24, 1903,

Scarf will net cos’txyou onecent. Address THE
COLONIAL AR

CO., Dep. 484 ’I'ox-ont:.
vy SR

HANDSOME FREE

for qdlm g at I.’m ench, only 10 25¢,
Canadian Howe Cook Books, all
nicely printed, beautitully bound
and each ons containing 539 choice
Receipts. A Cériifi-ate worth boe.
given free with each Buok. This
handsome - Watch  has
polished silver nickel
case, the back elalor-
ately engraved, fauc,
milled edge, be; 'wyb‘ vel-
led crystal and importel
Swi g movemeny, Ralph
Lamb, Chapleau, Jnt.,
wiitest I am vry
proud of my beautifulf
watch, I would not trade
S with my fatlier. I suld
the Cook Books easily
4 after school,” Write us
to-day and we will send
you the Cook Books
postpaid T H E

r,” “The Family Record,’
rf.d *Simply 1o the Crn;;d’:
Cling,” at 25 cenis euch, Every

urchager ¢ étg a 50c. certificats
ree.  ‘Tuese pictures are all
handsomely finished in i3 col.
ors, anl could not be bought
in any store for Jeas than 50c,
This dainty and reliable Lmy’u
Watch has Gold Lands, fancy )
dial, is stem wind and set, with Jewelc@®novement and solid
silyer nickel case wm.\ mﬂe! and leaves beautifully enamelied
in natural colors, e3 Patterson, Nanaimo, B.C,, writeas
“X was delizited to et such a surprise. It was always my
ambition tohiavea watch, hut such a hme ‘beauty as you sent
me took us all by m-m. All my nions are going to earn
& wateh lﬂce mine.” We want every 11 'nd Jady who hax not
a watch % 1o write for the Pictures at once. Addr
IIEO‘OLOJ. TALART CO,, Dept. 479 ‘l‘orulltoc

Deseription.

1 YThis handsome Caperine iz made of
the flnest quality glossy black Alaska §
Seal, with high turned up storm collar
(fur on both sides), 5 inches wide and
a warmly padded and brauti‘ullylined
cape, 9 inches wide, reaching over the
shoulders, the wholo oroamented with
6 long full farred tailsas shown in the
Tlusgtration. Black Alaska Seal is one
of the most durabloe Furs known, It i3
very fine, soft and begutif 1, and under
ordinary conditions will give ten
years of - gatisfactory wear. The
Caperine is very warm and comfort~
ab'e, handsome in appearance. and
adds a fine stylish and dressy effect.

32 HANDSOME

FUR CAPERINES
" (Worth $6.50 Each)

FREE

JA Grand B to e!oa.r

out the lglt"lgm

stock of ﬂlgh cfxa-:' !'ux-s;
ti

g.'uuchbuying in %-n ities

st teorior $1 95 cm
(lesnthanwhc]esa.l egﬂce) but. a8 our
stock is now reduced to only 32 and
expect our new lupg!y to arrive|
lhortly. we are going to give the whole|f
of thesa 32maonificent Caperines away
Free for selling only 1 doz, of our|
large beautifully colored Pictures 16
X 20 inches, named *‘The Family
Record,” “THe Angel's Whisper,” and
i * Rock of Ages,” at 26c. each. (ch.
certificate free to each purchaser.)’ 850
tiful Pictures are all handsomely finished in 12
different colors and are fully worth 50c:
Everyone you show them to will buy ome or
more. 'When sold’return the money and wo will
immediately send you this

Handsome
Fur Caperine

that yon would have to from $6.00 to
33 «00 for in any fur storgay Ladies ard (,ir 8|
on’t miss the grandest chance you
ever had in your life, but write {or thol
Pictures atonce or youmay be too Jate ¢ 'We
iom.ranm 1o treat you right, and will -.llow
kaep ond m;asy f.oem your posfnue so

llot u- yﬂmo “r ‘t’.Md
nk. Address e
Home Supply Co.; Dept. 447, Torontcf

“{7 i "/’\"MJ\ BN AR

g T REAI. [ RAI. NEGKI.AOE- 54 INCHES LONG FEDE

j‘(\/vﬂ/K”ﬂ,{‘“’3\(\\,"4”/ A

P ¢r’ . /4 d stylish or b, a1l the rage the fashionable o \GE (/\
o % i .(\..'\ :3 }-{rzé‘,{d;, Feopla of Tomnlo at the present time, This l)euutllnl Neokince l! AN
AR #2 imported direct from Italy and is made up of ove:

J

r beautifully pelished pink coral,
many odd and curious Ehapes.

this very same Coral Neock Chain, and we
selling only 8 large besutifully colored inches,

Tttt
Real Coral not lmlta on)in ;
ewellers ask 00 for _ aeq
lt nb-olnhl &'no for &

named ¢ The l"lmﬂy Record,” * heAngel'l whlnpcr," lnd “'Rock o

Agu'ltonly%a eash. (A certificate worth 50¢. free to

T
are'all hand Iy finished in 12 different

ach p .). The:
colors and are fully worth 50c. Write to-day snd we wiu send ; you the pletnm b ull also  large picture of the Coral Neckiace in
eolors, so0 that you ean s-e for yourseifhow besatiful it is, Don'tdelay writingandin s fow days you will be leading the st¥le in your

town as, 50 far, these handsome Necklaces bave

bave appeared only in the largestcities, The Colonial Art Co., Dept. 448, 'Toronto

PICTURES ON CREDIT

--NO SECURITY ASKED—
+'We. gsnd you 15 lar{,'o beautifully
colored p ot‘urea. eu mm inches

named

‘“The .anﬂy Rewtd

before Pilot,” * Rock of

These pictures are htndsomel{
finis! in 12 culors and couldn

ch, Jady's

. richlyand elabor-

SEAmR B ern
8 ind an

accurately adjusted reliable zx;cn’ha movement. Write us s

mt ca.rd to-day mdvae wm nnﬂymnze pwg:res nipaic.
N7eNS O

nlna.ble prﬁes. Addm.-. Home An Co., Dept 40 Toronto.

with poll-bod silver nickel open face case,
baek elaborately engraved, tne{ mm-
ld edn, he-vybcvollederpuf aud keyless
orks, by selling at j10c.
‘dzls Gluu Pons, Thesepens
entirsly of glass, They never
m. never wear out nnd write a page with
one dip of ink, ! sell easily
everywhere. Bush, Rose Ia-

cakes, Everyone is pleased with them.”
“ A b0c. certificate free with each Pen.
. Wrjte usa postcard to-dayand we will
¢ sénd you the pens postpaid, Den't delay.
Edvnrd Gmm-t. r.tn Ont., says: “1

reseived my watch in- wmmlon. It iz & deisvand Iam
very much plensed wil Pen €O Depte 468 Toronto.

Earn This Walch

iand, Ont., says ¢ "ﬂn?m sell like hot

£ BABY'S OWN

BOY'S PRI‘NTER

Wesolicit the business of Manufacturers, En-
eers and others who readzethe advisability o
ving their Patent business transacted by Ex-
perts, Preliminary advtce free. Charges m e~ ]
rate. Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages, sent u
request. Marion & Manon 'New York Life
Moutreal and Washmgton. DAL

YR ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER" s peinied sad published
' every week at the ‘ Witneass® Building, at the corner of Craig
and Bt Peter streets, in the city of Mentres', by Jchs
Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eugeme Dougall, both of
Montreal.
A1l business commumications should be addressed ‘Jolm ;
Dougall & Son,’ and sll letters to tho editor sbould Ba
ddpossed Rditor of the ‘Northesa Messenger.’ E




