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‘Miss Dougall.’

On Sunday afternoon, February R1st,
Janet Elizabeth Dougall passed through
death to the larger service and reward in
the heavenly land. She has been so long

and so lovingly known to our réaders, and

to such a wide circle of temperance and
missionary workers, that we know they
will welcome this, her latest and best pic-
ture.

‘When attending the World’s W.C.T.U.
Convention at Geneva, last year, Miss
Dougall first became serlously ill, and
though recovering sufficiently to re-
turn to her home in Montreal, she had
ever since been in a very weak state. -
On Wednesday, February 17, she had :
8 severe apoplectic stroke, and though
not at first completely unconscious, be-
came so on Thursday night, and re-
mained in that condition until on Sun~
day evening she ‘fell asleep.’

~The farewell services in Calvary

Church, of which she was an original
member; were conducted by the Rev,
Dr. Hill, Principal of the Congrega-
tional College, her former pastor,

Miss Dougall’s life was full of help-
fulness upon many lines, In literary
work, her editing of the ‘New Domin-
ion Monthly’ and her ovarsig‘ht of the -
Home " Department, Children’s Corner
and World’s Welfare department of the
‘Witness,” and her management of the
'N'orthern Messenger,” made her influ-
ence known and herself loved in many
homes. The older readers, too, will
remember how much her writings in
the early days of the modern hygiene
and health and dress reform move-

\ ¢

ment did to bring in the better conditions
of to-day.

Xer temperance work was beautifully
recognized by a floral emblem sent by the
'W.C.T.U., bearing the .nscription, *Our
Leader.” Over twenty years ago she was
the leader in organizing the W.CT.U. in
Montreal, and later throughout Canada.
Tor many years she had been President of
the County Union, and had held various
offices in the Provincial, Dominion and
World’s. W.C.T.U, organizations.

= JANET ELIZABETH DOUGALL,

Born July 4th, 1845,
Died Feb. 21st, 1004,

‘They that turn many to righteousness
shall shine as the stars for ever and ever.’
—Dan, xii.; 8,

I nAvie

To her also was largely due i incepe
tion and growth of the Canada Congrega=-
tional Woman’s Board of Missions, and im
ths home and foreign missionary work of
her own church she was a moving spirit}
though, far bsyond that, the was deeplyl
interested in the work of all the
churches. ; i

But beyond this more public work, there
are. many who gratefully remember her
quiet- ways of personal rﬁlpfulness, her
care for them when tired or.sick, and her

counsel ro often sought by those in
trouble. it

Behind all her work, her breadth and
charity of thought, her power of ore
ganization, and the wvalue of her pub-
lic speaking and leadership, the secret
of her rich outgoing life lay in a very
deep consecration and an unusually,
close walk with God. Like one of old,
ghe ‘endured as seeing him who is in-
vigible.’ :

Hiding herself as far as possible,
never putting her name where it could
be omitted, and  preferring to work
through others, she was all the more
blessed in fruitful labor for the Mas-
ter. In proportion to their knowledge
of her life, its rich influence upon
individuals has been felt by those who
knew her to have been her greatest
work, i

The members of the femily, chil-
dren of ‘John Dougall of ‘The Wit-
ness’’ who survive Miss Dougall, are
her brothers, Mr. John Redpath Dou-
gall, of the Monireal ‘Witness’; Mr.
James Duncan Dougall, of the New
York ‘Witness’; Dr. Susan Dougall, of
Montreal, and Miss Lily Dougall, of
Exmouth, England, the author of a

number of widely read stories.

J_od, Rules tﬁg World:,v

Abraham Lincoln, during th e darkest

period of the civil war, said: ‘The pur-

poses of the Almighty are perfect and
must prevail, though we erring mortals
may fail to accurately perceive them in
Mr., Lincoln also said: I have

the overwhelming conviction that I had
nowhere else to go. My own wisdom and
that of all about me seemed insufficient
for that day.’ Faith in the over-ruling

_providence of God is beautifully express-

L

Od by the Rev W, A G-ay in the follow-

"W’hen “adversa forces block my wa.y,
And turn to night my every day,

* How grand the thought if I can say,

“My Father rules the woﬂd!"

 “When all the light:s of earth are out,
And budding hope gives place to doubt,
““Blest be the faith which bids me shout,
%My Father rules the world!’

on sorrow steeps my heart in woe,

Grief is my friend if I cannot know
“My Father rules the world!”

‘And when I reach the borderland,
And grasp my Saviour by the hand,
This truth I then shall understand,

“My Father rules the world!”’

‘The “Irreverent Use of the
Holy Scripture.

He was a doctor in divinity, a man of

power and of influence. The occasion was
a school commencement. This highly re-
spected minister was the leading speak-
er. In the course of his address, he quot~
ed a text from the Scriptures, from the
words of our Lord.
laugh all over the room.

He seemed g'reatly delighted at his suc-
cess as a fun-maker. He knew that that
text thus quoted in this entirely unin-
tended application would create that rip-
ple of laughter, but he might have known
that he was giving pain to some who were
present, and that he was destroying for
others all possibility of their ever being
seriously impressed, with the weighty

There was a loud

truth contained in the text which he had
o flippantly used that day. He had
brought holy words into ludicrous sur-
roundings. He had treated the sentences
which fell from his Master’s lips as if
they were the jests squeaked out by the
clown in a cirecus, He did not know how .
great was the harm he had done,

How can anyone use the Scriptures ir-
reverently? We might think that the
slightest realization of what they contain
would check every attempt at making
merry with its words or incidents. We
are not considering now that irreverent
use which indicates utter unbelief and ha~
tred, and which becomes shocking, but
simply the quotation of the words and in-
cidents of the Scriptures to point a jest
and raise a laugh. N

In many instances no harm is intend-
ed, but harm is done all the same. Withe
out going wery far into the subject, and
without thes many reasons against this
species of irreverence, let it be said that
if there were no other reason for omitting
it, it would be sufficient to know that

“when ludicrous association is made with

a text or an incident it is apt to stick to
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4. Whenever you think of the text the
other is recalled.

Let it be a part of our reverencéfpthen,
to treat the sacwed Scriptures as contain~
ing God’s revelation of truth and life to
men.—‘American Church Sunday-school
Magazine.’ ;

A Witness

~Severnl years ago, one dark winter’s:
night, as we were travelling on a‘certain
railway, a stalwart Irishman entered the
car and asked if a section had been reserv-
ed for Mr. S8——, says a ‘writer in the
¢American Friend.” Several men followed
him, bringing in their arms a fine-looking
yoﬁng man, who, though only about thirty
years of age, was stricken down with par-
alysis and was utterly helpless.

Tenderly the’aid him upon the couch
and left him in charge of the man who had
first entered. Of course we could not help
observing this man who was so strong and
full of life. The contrast with his com-
panion was most noticeable.

We soon found that his care was unceas-
ing and mest tender and gentle. He geem-~
ed to anticipate every wish and was con-
stantly watching to make the invalid more
comfortable,

I have seldom sesn a face which im-
pressed- me as did the face of that Irish~
man, It shone with inward light and one
felt that a kind heart was there. €con we
heard earnest talking; the tornes were low
and gentle, but the words revealed the se-
cret of the man’s life,

Myr. S—— had apparently said that it
was hard to have such a blow come on his
life, and after a little talk, which we did
not hear, his companion said that Joseph
had no thought, when he was so cruelly
sold into Egypt, that God meant him 't
save so many lives and to receive so much
honor for himself; and Moses and David
lttle thought in the dark hours of their
lives, of what was before them, and that
those whom our Father meant to special-
ly bless were those who most severely felt
his hand laid upon them, He said: *Your
Father’s hand is laid upon you, Mr. S§—,
to bring you to your Saviour; who died
for you and for me.” Most earnestly they
talked, the Irishman using such beautiful
language that one wondered to hear him.,

He said: ‘I cannot help talking of my
Master, for my heart is full of him. You
know if you had lost a pocket-book full
of United States bonds, you would talk
about that; or if you had fine horses and
furniture, you would talk about them, or
whatever your heart was full of you would
talk about. Jesus died for me, and now
that he lives on high bhe loves me and has
saved me and I must talk about him.’ Mr.
S—— urged him to lie down and make
himself comfortable for the night, but he
declined to leave him and all through the
weary night he cared for his friend with
the greatest tenderness.

In the morning we were much delayed
in reaching our destination, and fearing
the long fast would cause Mr. 8—— to
grow faint, I beckoned to his attendans,
and offered some nice biscuit which I had
in my bag. We chatted a little and he
told me of Mr. S——'s sudden illness and
that he was taking him home fo his wife
and child. I said: ; :

‘You have Christ’s peace in your Leart
and in your face.’ : '

' .

soonme.

‘Ah, young lady,’ he said, ‘Christ is
everything to me. He has loved me with
an everlasting love and makes me abide
in him. For four years now I have known
what it was to abide in him and live in
him, though for thirty years before I had
been a professor; but there is a great dif-
ference between being a professor and be-
ing a possessor. Now I must speak for
him, and I am not afraid to strike hard at

the old man Adam if I mey only overcome .

bim and help others to find Jesus.’

I cannot tell you what a lesson this was
to me, who for so many years had had a
name to live, and yet was dead, and I hope
that all my life I shall have reason to
thank God for that ride in the cars and
that humble Christian man.—Union Gog-
pel News.’

B S

Something About Tenths,

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

\

The question of proportionate giving is
evidently one that interests many people.
The letters which have come concerning it
are very numerous. I propose to give you
crumbs from them. In these guotations
I am chiefly after experiences. Listen to
this:

‘When I began giving a tenth of my
earnings to the Lord, I was surprised to
find how far below that amount I had been
satisfled with before. There came a time
when I thought I couldn’t do without the
Lord’s part. I was earning only ten dol
lars a month, and had to pay my board
and help my parents. I had a fierce battle
and got behind with my tenth that first
year; but I made it up afterwards, and
added a little thankoffering. The first
year I was only able to give a little over
nine dollars; but last year I gave twenty-
four, and I have had money .and
greater blessing in every way since I set-
tled it that I ought to give my tenth. I
don’t think I shall ever again keep what
rightly belongs to Christ, no matter how
much I seem to need it. If we trust him,
he knows how to make nine-tenths cover
all our needs.’ :

All conscientious people will undoubted-
ly agree with, this conclusion. If the writ-
er has decided that God calls for her tenth
there is of course no question for her to
consider. It must be remembered, how-
ever, that we are not discussing whether
or not the Lord shall have ‘his own,” and
all phrases of that kind are more or less
misleading. The question is whether or

not in these days the rule of the tenth is

binding; or, if not binding, is it always
practicable and, on the whole, the wisest
way to giveP Conscientious Christians dif-
fer radically as to the first question. ¥or
the present we will pass it and give our
thoughts chiefly to the matter of practic-
ability. Here is ancther witness:

‘I began two years ago under exceeding-
Iy adverse circumstances to tithe my in-
It took a good deal of dstermina~
tion, but I want to witness that I kave not
been sorry. It seems to me that if we be-
lieve in God we should . . . tithe every
cent that comes to us. God first, and per-
sonal debts afterwards. My experience

has been that in tithing first, regardless
of the seeming insufiiciency of funds, “al-
ways’’ unexpected money comes, to prave
to ug that God keeps his promises. It is
simply amazing the way in which provi-
sion is made for usl’.

March 11, 1904.

There are many letters giving a like tes-
timony, so many, and from so reliable.
sources, that it becomes us who hear- of
them to consider thoughtfully and prayer-
fully whether or not we as Christians are
being liberal enough when it comes to this
matter of stewardship. Let me quote
again: ¢

‘In this age of rushing for money it
geems to me tha%t we Christians can prove
our love for and faith in God by tithing.
Because it is only when we do such an ap-
parently umnpractical thing—giving away
money when it seems most necessary to
keep it—that we show truly our trust in a
real personal God who has pledged himself
in our behalf, and asked us to prove him.
But it seems to me a wrong use of the tithe
to give out of it for any purpose to one’s:
own family; it shows a lack of confidence
in God.’

The logic of that last point is doubtful.
When it comes to having confidence in God,
why should we not have it for our neigh-
bor as well as for members of our own
family? The question is simply: Is this
need in my family connection a case in
which the Lord calls upon mae.to show my
faith by my works, and ig the call outside
of regular legitimate obligations, which in
the natural course of events would fall to
meP

Here this witness:

‘I think this “tenth” business is a won-
derful thing. People who have never tried
it do not know what they afe misgsing.
8ince I began it I have had more to give,
outside of my tenth, I mean, than I used
to have. I have often helped my married
sister with my tenth money, because I
couldn’t do it in any other way, and I
knew, if a neighbor was in such straits as
she had been, I would help her quickly.
God has blessed me in this, and in other
bits of help, and I see my way clear to do-
ing more. I am very happy in my regu-
lar giving, since I learned how to do it.’

And this one: ‘Phis matter of tenth-giv-
ing has troubled me much; if it is what
God wishes, then I certainly want to do it;
but it has seemed an impossibility. I bor-
rowed money to complete my education,
and the sum is not yet paid. ' I have a sise
ter who needed help in getting her educa=-

‘tion, and I helped her. Our father and mo-

ther are in poor health, and are heavily
burdened. I am counted a successful
teacher; yet my salary is small, and must
be divided among several. If what I can
send mother for “oranges,” and father to
help with the coal bill, is counted in my
Lord’s sight as for him, why, then, I ~ay
hope even yet to attain to the “tenth.” T
work, through the summer vacations at
whatever I can get to do, to help with the
needs at home; and in every way I have

done my best.’ '

Those quotations speak for themsesives,
I have space for but one more,

‘I am the working member in g family
of five; it takes all I can earn to make the
ends meet. About five years ago wife and
I decided to commence tithin® our income, .
We were one hundred dollars in debt, and,
from a human standpoint, it looked impos-
sible to live on twelve dollars a wesk, mine
us one dollar and twenty cents for tithes,
without getting farther in debt; but we
did it. At the end of the first year we
found ourzelves free from debt, and we
now have a little money in the savings-
bank, We believe that God will fulfil his
promige if we do our part. Not long after
our tithing began my wages were raised
unexpectedly to fifteen dollars a week. In
many ways we see God’s hand in our
affairs.  Only last winter I was able to
get my coal very cheap, apd the way it
does last is a constant surprise to us. It
makes us think of the widow’s ‘“cruse of
0il” that failed not. My v,erdict,_.i/s,'@lvé
God his due, trust him, and he will not fail
you,’ v - g i

I wonder whether it will interest you to
know that these quotations come from
Maine, Massachusetts, Connecticut, New
Jersey and California. There are many

 more, but there has been no dissenting

voice, and.the weight of testimony is as-
suredly on the side of the blessedness of
giving. : ol
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John MacNeal’s Worst Enemy

‘There, Nell, it’s come at last!’ John
MacNeal banged his dinner pail upon the
kitchen table, though it was only. eight
o’clock in the morning, and he did not
usually come home until half-past six at
night. '

‘Why, John! what has happened? Has
the mill shut down, or is the supply of
wool shortp’

‘Neither. IX've quit.’

‘What do you mean?’ :

‘What I say. Sheldon Darrow came in-
to the spinning room this morning, as
big and pompous as you please, but be-
fore he could open his lips I steps up to
him and says: “Oh, you needn’t trouble
yourself to discharge me; I always inten-
ed that when you stepped into your fa-
ther’s shoes, I'd shake the dust of Dar-
row’s mills off mine.” So I puts on my
bat, and off I walks.’

‘What did he say?

‘Oh, he was as smooth and soft as hut-
ter; tried to make me think he didn’t in-
tend to discharge me, but I knew better;
he and I have been enemies ever since we
were little fellows at school.’

‘What made you enemies?’

‘Well,’ thoughfully, ‘I guess it started
the day that he missed a word in spelling;
I remember it all so well, even the way
our feet looked as we toed the crack in
the floor; he wore fine kid shoes, while
my feet were bare; but I spelled the
word that he missed, and I couldn’t keep
from laughing when I went  above him.
Then, after school, he pitched into me.’

‘Because you got above him!’

‘Of course! Though his excuse was that
I acted mean about it. He was large for
his age—is yet, you know—while I was
always small, and of course he gave me a
licking.

‘L don’t remember that we ever had an-
other regular pitched battle, though we
were always quarrelling, until we were
each of us about sixteen, His father had
given him a driving horse—a handsome
thoroughbred, and my father had, at that
time, an old roan that had been a famous
race-horse, and could even then trot pretty
lively for a few rods. Y
~ ‘One day Sheldon was out »drivil‘Ig with
his dandy rig, and I drove up behind him, .
Just for fun, I told him to give me the
right o’ way. He touched his whip to his
horse and turned out enough to let me by
if I could. I put the whip to 0ld Roan
and we were in for a race, My! how old
Roan’s feet did fiy! He kept creeping by,
creeping by, until Sheldon could look into
old Roan’s eye, then into mine; then the
old horse's age began to tell on himy emd
I could see that we were going to lose
the race, so I reined in, as if I was igaing
to run into Sheldon’s wheel, He sang
out, “Take care!” and held up his horse,
while I whipped by just as easy. =

‘Then he got mad; called me a cheat and
said I was always mean. I wouldn’t

~ stand that, so we out of our buggies and

had another tussle. He licked me again—
and I haven’t forgotten it any more than
he has, Catch me working for him!’
‘But, John, what will you do? You have
never done any work except in the spin-

ning-room in Darrow’s mills, Nell Mac-

Neal took Bonnie, the iba‘by, from the cra-

dle and held her close, as if to shield her

from coming danger.

‘Don’t be afraid, Nell, I guess I can
support you and Bonnie and Ned without
having to knuckle to Sheldon Darrow. If
worse comes to worst, there’s something
in the bank that’s good for a rainy day.
Put Bonnie’s little cloak and hood on her
now and I’ll take her out; it’s a long time
since I had a holiday.’

It proved harder to get work, however,
than John had expected; the little town
was almost wholly composed of mill work-
men and their families, and they hired no
work done. Day after day he walked the
streets in a vain search for work, and by
the time Bonnie could walk, the little
hoard in the bank had been drawn upon
many times, and before her second sum-
mer had been passed there were no sav-
ings left, and all the days were ‘rainy.’

Then Ned, the eight-year-old boy, had
a long illness, and they were forced to go
into debt g0 deeply that none of the mer-
‘chants would trust them longer. As hard-
ships multiplied, John’s hatred of Sheldon
Darrow increased, a hatred that was not

shared by his little daughter, Bonnie, who -

embraced every chance that came to her
to run away to the ‘big house,’ as she call-
ed Sheldon Darrow’s home.

One evening, when Jobn was returning
from a fruitless search for work, he saw
Bonnie upon Sheldon Darrow’s beautiful
lawn. He was picking flowers for her
and she had her arms and apron full, and
was chattering gaily with him.

‘Bonnis! Bonnie MacNeill’ John called
angrily, ‘come here this minute.’

She ran, obediently, to her father, but
not until she had lifted her little face to
Sheldon’s for a kiss.

‘See, papa, pitty f’owers, dood man div
’em to Bonnie.’ i

‘He’s a bad, bad, man, Bonnie !’ And
John snatched the flowers, threw them in-
to the street, and tocok Bonnie into his
arms so forcibly that she shrieked with
fright.

After this they watched her mors care-
fully, but sometimes she would slip over
there, and always returned with her arms

~full of flowers, and prattling about the

‘Dood man.’

That winter times were harder than
ever hefore, for John MacNeal and his
family. Bonnie could not go out of doors
—her clothes were too thin, and Ned could
not go to school for want of clothes,

Once Nell had ventured to suggest that
John should try to get employment in the
mill, and he had answered angrily:

‘Never! I’d rather starve than be be-
holden to Sheldon Darrow for a crust of
breadl”

‘It will not be a gift, if you earn it,
John.’ ‘ \

‘I wouldn’t take money from him, not
even as wages; he wouldn’t hire me any-
how, we're enemies, and always havg,
DEBRY s ST :

““They are so short of hands that they
are advertising for them,” persisted Nell.

‘He won't get me by advertising, or any

‘other dodge.’ ‘

And not even when want entered his
door, and they suffered from hunger and
cold, would he go to Sheldon Darrow and
ask for the work he had thrown away.

.

‘If T don’t get work to-day, I’m going
to ask the town for help,” John told his
wife one morning before he started out. i

‘John MacNeal! would you rather asld
the town for help than Sheldon Darrow’
for work?’

‘Yes, a thousand times rather!’ He went
out, slamming the door after him; in a
moment he stepped back with a large bun=
dle in his hands. !

‘See, Nell; this was on the doorstep, and
it is addressed to Bonnie MacNeal. What
can it bep’ ;

They took off the wrapper and found a
warm, red cloak, hocd, mittens, shoes,
stockings and underwear, and pinned to
the mittens, a ten-dollar bill, but no clue
to the giver.

“You won’t have to ask the town for any
help to-day! exclaimed Nell, with thank-
ful tears.

‘Nor Sheldon Darrow, either!” John add-
ed. ‘Dress Bonnie up in the fine clothes.
I’ll take her with me, and we'll go by
Sheldon Darrow’s and let him see her. I
don’t want him to suspect that we are so
hard up.’

In a few days another bundle was left
upon John’s doorstep. This time thers
were clothes for Ned, and another bill
pinned upon h¥ cap.

‘Now it’s your turn to let Sheldon see
you,” were John’s first words; but Nell’s
were:

‘T wish I knew who it is that is so good
to us.’

That wish was repeated many times
that winter, for many bundles were left
upon John’s doorstep, and though he and
Nell watched they could never catch a
glimpse of the friend who left them.

Toward spring Bonnie was taken i11,
and even while they were talking about
sending for the doctor, he came.

‘I don’t know when I can pay you, doc-
tor, but Bonnie must have medicine or she
will die.” John choked over the first trou-
ble that brought a lump to his throat.

‘I was paid before I cams,’ said the doc-
tor, as he seated himself by Bonnie’s bed.

‘Who paid you, doctorp’

‘The one who sent me.’

Yes; but who? Oh, tell us, Doctor,’
pleaded Nell. ‘Someone has been so good
to us all winter. We would have starved
if it had not been for his kindness; it
must be the same one who sent you.’

‘Tell us, Doctor, and let us have the
chance to say we are grateful’ John
urged with unwonted eagerness.

‘I promised not to tell; but I did not say
that you shouldn’t guess for yourselves,
and I think you ought to know,’ the doc-
tor hinted.

‘We can’t guess. Who would be likely
to do as much for us? asked John,

‘In a case of this kind think of the most
unlikely person,” suggested the doctor.

‘Sheldon Darrow’s the wmost unlikely to
do me a good turn, and I don’t want him
to, either.’ The angry light that the men-
tion of Sheldon Darrow’s name always
bought, came into John’s eyes.

‘Now we will attend to little Bonnie,”
the doctor quietly proceeded, taking the
small, hot hand in his. .

‘Not Sheldon Darrow! The worst en-
emy that I ever had in my life! Don’t tell
me that I'm indebted ‘to him for food.

s
1
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iclothing and the necessaries that kept
mus alive this winter!’

{No, he is not your worst enemy! thun-
dered the doctor, ‘You are your own worst
snemy. A man who cannot let go of his
little boyhood quarrels, but must carry
them, and coddle them all through life,
will never find a worse enemy than him-
gelf!’

‘But Sheldon—’ John was panting with
excitement, and the doctor interrupted
him: :

‘Sheldon has put all those little boyish
tiffs behind him, why cannot you, too?
Moreover, he loves your little Bonnie as
if she were his own, and he would do a
great deal for her if you would let him.’

John covered his face with his hands,
and groaned:

‘Indebted to him for so much!

¢You are indebted to him only for fair
treatment and common courtesy,” insisted
the doctor. :

Nell laid her hand upon J ohn’s arm.

‘Won’t you go and see him P’ she
pleaded.

He shook off her hand and then left the
room; then the outer door‘slammed. An
hour later she saw him coming with Shel-
don Darrow, and one look into their faces
told that there was no enmity between
them.—‘The Living Church.’

The Sapphire Pin.

(Susan Teall Perry, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

‘Well, Molly dear, why is this thus?
Why such dire confusion and chaotic con-
ditions among your belongings?’ exclaim-
ed Margaret Auten, as she came into her
schoolmate’s room.

‘The perversity of inanimate things,
Madge. They vie together to see which
can be victor in exasperating me ths most,
They fairly dote on creating mysterious
disappearances. I've been hunting for an
hour for my pin, and I can’t find it any-
where.’ :

‘You surely can’t mean that lovely sap-
phire pin your father gave you on your
bithday, Molll’ .

“The very same, Madge. I would not lose
{t for the world. The last letter I had
from home mother wrote: ¢Be sure and
not be careless and lose that beautiful pin,
Molly.” You see our folks think that T
am careless, but I’'m not a bit—it's the
way things of mine have of getting out
of sight just for meanness.’

As Molly spoke these words she was in
the act of crawling under the bed in quest
of the lost treasure, and after an unsuc-
cessful search she drew her head out and
gave it a hard knock on the side of the
bed. ;

‘0h, dear me, Madge, I've hurt myself
cruelly.’ ' :

‘I'm so sorry, dear, but why did you
think you might find your pin under the
bed when you said you were sure you left
it on the bureau? I’ll wet my handker-
chief in hot water and put it on the bump.
You did give it a whack and no mistake.’

It’s almost time for my French lesson
and I don’t know but very little of it, and
what I had learned has been knocked into
“ple,” ns the printers say, by that big
thump, Do, dear, sweet Madge, go to

Madame and tell her I have a severe head-

afme and ask her to excuse me. She will

7z

do it for you, I know—you are one of the
chosen ones.’

After Molly’s schoolmate left the room,
she threw herself face downward on the
bed ‘and sobbed as if her heart would
break,’ as some of the girls said who pass-
ed the door.

Her friend found her in this state when
she returned. Madame had keen quite gra-
cious (for her) and Molly was excused.

‘To think, Madge, that dear father is
away off in ‘the Philippines and may die
there and what if that pin should be the
last present he will ever give me?’

‘Look on the bright side of questions,
Moll. Now, I’'m going to rearrange all
this dire confusion and see if I can find
the pin.’ Madge was very orderly and
soon had the bureau drawers in a better
state of subjection than they had ever
been under Molly’s discipline. But the
pin was not found.

‘I've just thought of something,’ Molly
exclaimed, wiping her eyes. ‘I believe
that little red headed girl who takes care
of our rooms stole that pin, When I had
it on once she looked at it and said, ‘“Miss
Sampson, that’s the prettiest pin I ever
saw in my life’”” She was tempted be-
yond that she could bear wh&h she saw
that pin on the bureau and she has taken
it?

‘Oh, Molly, you do not know she did,
end it does not seem fair for you to come
to such a conclusion. It is terrible to ac-
cuse others wrongfully. She always seem-
ed like a good sort of a girl to me, and
think of all the pretty things we girls
leave around in her way and she has never
taken any of them. :

‘Not to our knowledge, Madge. I am
going to Madame and report the loss. X
ghall tell her my suspicions, too.

At that moment the little red-headed
girl who took care of the yooms cameé
along the hall with a broom in her hand.

‘Jane, have you seen anything of my
pin. It is missing from my room,’ Molly
said in a eevere tone of voice.

‘No, Miss, I have not seexr. it except the
other day when you had it on.’

‘Do you remember telling me at that
time that it was the prettiest pir you ever
sawp’

“Yes, Miss, I do. Oh, it was just loveiy.

. I'm awful sorry you lost it.’

‘Do you suppose you could find it, Jane?
I will give you a dollar if you produce the
pin to-day. I have my guspicions about
that pin. I shall report the loss to Mad-
ame.’

I would not take your dollar, Miss. I'd
be just too happy for anything to find it
for you. I’ll tidy up your room again and
1’11 hunt in every place. Maybe you lost
it off your dress when you was outside
gomewheres.’

‘No, because I remember perfectly tak-
ing it off and putting it right in that spot
on the bureau.’ ‘Come, Madge,” added
Molly, ‘I’'m going to stay in your room,
and let Jane have a clear sweep.’

‘Jane,” she called back, ‘my father gave
e that pin, and he has gone away off to
the Philippines and I may never see him
again, and I would not lose that pin for
the world—remember!’ <

After the girls had gone into Madge's

room some of their mates came in, who
had heard of Molly’s loss, to condole with

her. ; ;
‘I’'m pretty sure Jane will produce that
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pin. I’'m convinced in my own mind she
has it, and she knows I’'m going to Mad-
ame to report the loss.’

Poor Jane swept and garnished every
crevice and corner—she moved out all the
furniture, but the pin was not forthcom-
ing.

Molly told the Madame of her loss and
suspicions. She told everybody. The
other maids heard it talked of, and told
Jane. Madame questioned Jane very,
closely. The young ladies looked at her
with suspicious glances, and all passed
her by without the usual pleasant greet-
ing. Five dollars reward was offered for
the recovery of the pin, then ten dollars,
but three weeks passed by and it was not
found. The situation was a very trying
one for poor Jane, and she gave up her
place—a proof of her guilt, as Molly and
some of the other girls reasoned. The
Madame would not give her a recommen-
dation for another place.

There was going to be a reception at

the end of the three weeks at Madame’s,
and the young ladies were planning to
wear their party gowns and were getting
them out for the occasion. Molly’s had
been folded up in the bottom of her own
trunk since she came back to school. She
was taking out the waist when the miss-~
ing pin dropped on the floor.
. ‘My pin! my pin!’ she exclaimed. ‘Now
I remember I was bending over the trunk
that last night I wore it putting away my
organdie dress, and it must have dropped
into the trunk. Madge, Madge, girls, all
of you,” she called out, running through
the hall, ‘I’ve found my pin,’ and huz-
riedly she explained the mystery as she
held up the recovered treasurer, ‘But Jane,
poor Jane,” said Madge.

“Yes, Jane,’” said Molly in a sad tone of
voice. ‘I had not thought of her. What
shall I doP  Does anybody know where
she can be found ¢ I must not delay a
minute.’ ;

‘With the number and street of Jane’s

. whereabouts, Molly put on her wrap and

begging Madge to go with her she was
soon on her way to make restitution.

‘I never had such a hard thing to do in
my life, Madge,” she said, as they rode
along in the cars. ‘I do not know what I
can say to undo the wrong. What a bit-
ter lesson I have learned.’

Jane was found in the tenement house
in which she made her home. She looked
pale and thin and careworn. Molly pour-
ed out her whole heart filled with the sad-
dest regrets to her.
her?

ther would be g0 glad the pin had been
found; it had almost killed mother to
think her child had been suspected of &
theft, and she had been i1l for over a fort-
night. Jane had found a place in a shop,
but she had to give it up as there was no
one to stay with her mother.

Molly looked about the room, she knew

they must be very poor. She took her
monthly allowance, which shé had just
received, out of her purse and put it in
Jane’s hand. : :
-~ ‘Nothing can ever recompense you, my
dear Jane,’ she said with tears, ‘for the
wrong I have done you, but so long as I
live I shall try to show how truly I am
gorry for my injustice.’

As Molly and Madge rode home, Molly
said, ‘T can never have the same respect

Would she forgive

Oh, yes, Jane would forgiﬁe her. Mo-
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for myself again. I shall share part of
my allowance with Jane so long as I am
in school.’

‘This meant a great giving up for Mol-
1y, Madge said, ‘for none of the girls lik-
ed pretty things to wear-and good stuff to
eat better than Molly did.’

Madame urged Jane to go back to the
boarding school, but she did not wish to
go. She wanted to be where she could
care for her mother. But she asked the
Madame to please to give her ‘an honest
character paper.’

In Jane’s buireag drawer to-day the
‘honest character paper’ is neatly kept in
& box. She is doing piece work in a shop
and is a very deft workwoman. ;

Molly is in the Philippines with her fa-
ther, but very often the postman stops at
the tenement house door with a letter
from that part of the world for Jane
Barstow,

Henry Ward Beeéher in
School.

Friends of Henry Ward Beecher repeat
& story which he used to tell about his
teacher, who taught him to depend upon
himself.

‘I was sent to the blackboard, and went, .

uncertain, full of whimpering.

¢ “That lesson must bhe learned,” ‘said
the teacher, in a very quiet tone, but with
terrible intensity. All explanations and
excuses he trod under foot with utter
scornfulness, I don’t want any reason
Wwhy you haven’t it,” he would say.

‘4T did study it two hours.”

¢ “That is nothing to me.. I want the
lesson. You may not study it at all, or
you may study it ten hours; just suit your-
self. I want the lesson.”

‘It was yough for g green boy, but it sea-
soned me. In less than a month I had the
most intense sense of intellectual inde-
pendence and courage to defend my reci-
tations,

‘One day his'cold voice fell upon me in
the midst of g demonstration, “No,” I
hesitated and then went back to the be-
ginning, and on reaching the same point
again “No!” uttered in a tone of conviec-
tion barred my progress.

- ‘“The mext!” And I sat down in red
confusion. :

‘He, too, was stopped with “No | ”
went right on, ﬂnished, and, as he sat
down, was rewarded with “Very well.”

¢ “Why,” whimpered I, “I recited it Just
#3 he did, and you saig “Nol” 3

¢ “Why didn’t you say ‘Yes’ and stick
to itP It is not enough to know your les-
8on. You must know that you know it,
Xou have learned nothing till you are
sure.  If all the world says ‘No!’ your
business is to say ‘Yes’ and prove it.”” '—
‘Classmate.’ 2 =

bui:

A Bagster Bible Free,
Send four new subscriptions to ¢

“Northern Messenger’ at thirty cents eagﬁ
for one year, and receive a mice Bagster
~ Bible, bound in black pebbled cloth with
red edges, suitable for Sabbath or Day
School.

suburbs or foreign countries, except
~ United States and its dependencies ; also
Great Britain and Irokgﬂ}‘f@tmvaal, Ber-
-muda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,

lon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands
q,mi Zanzibar. No extra charge for post-
age in the countries named,

Postage extra for Montreal and

The Make-Over Circle

(Frederick E, Burnham, in ‘Wellspring.”)

The little church at Maplewood had
never been free from debt. For fifty years
it had struggled onm, going from bad to
worse.  Finally the aged minister died,
and then the church rapidly went into a
decline. The roof began to leak, some of
the panes of glass fell out, and the clap-
boards contracted a habit of flying off
when a particularly strong gust of wind
struck them.

The Lord is no more a respecter cf
places than he is of persons, however, and
he poured out his Spirit on that forlorn
little country church in a wonderful man-
ner, and more than two score lives were
blessed with a new knowledge of the Mas-
tex.

The sole industry of the town, outside
of farming, was the manufacturing ofi
woollen goods. There was one mill which
gave employment to several hundred
young men and women, and it was among
the latter, with three exceptions, that the
conversions took place. Forty young wo-
men, in spite of the taunts and gibes of
their fompanions, gave their hearts to
Christ, There came to them the desire to
repair the dilapidated little church where
they had received so great a blessing.

John McLane owned the niill. Twenty
years previous he had been a deacon in
the church, but his religion, like the
church, was sadly in need . of repair. It
was to this man that Amelia Graham ap-
pealed for aid, confident that he would
lend a helping hand.

‘What can I do for you, missP’ demand-
ed the business man as Amelia entered
his office one morning. His voice was
sharp and querulous.

‘I wish to speak with you in regard to
the condition of the church,” said the girl,

‘looking fearlessly into the cold, gray eyes

of the old man. .
‘Well, what of itP’ he asked fretfully.
‘We girls,—there are forty of us in the

mill—want to have the church repaired,

and we thought perhaps you would assist

us in the matter.’ ‘ v,

‘Not a pexiny,’ said the manufacturer,
rising  hastily from his desk, ‘not one
penny until that old debt of one thousand
dollars is paid. When that is settled come
to me and I will see that all necessary re-
pairs are made.’ :

Tears were very near her eyes as the
girl turned to leave, but she did not per-
mit the old man to suspect them. Thank-
ing him for his offer, while confident that
he was secretly laughing at her, she took
her leave.

‘How'can we raise the thousand dollarsf’
was the question she addressed to her fel-
low-operatives at her home that evening.
Half a dozen plans were suggested and
each was disposed of in turn as being im-
practicable. ‘There is one way in which
we can raise the money, girls,’ said Ame-
lia, at length, ‘though it means lots of
sacrifice on our part.’

‘Why, I would be willing to'go without
8 new dress or cloak for a whole year, if
we could accomplish it said one young
woman, £

‘How many of you would be wiiling to
do that?’ sald Amelia. Thirty-nine hands
were raised. :

‘Shall I consider this a vote, then, that
you will content vourselves for one year

¥
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with made-over garments?’ asked Amelig,
‘Shall we do this for the sake of Christ and
the church? That evening they formed
a society with the purpose of liquid-
ating the church debt, and it pleased them
to name it ‘The Maplewood Make-over €ir-
cle.? !

John McLane presently learned of the
‘Make-over Circle’ and its object, and he
said something about its fizzling out very
soon, but the weeks became months and
still there was no sign of weakering on
the part of the girls. The made-over
clothes became more and more threadbare,
it must be admitted, but the account in
the bank to the credit~of the circle grew
correspondingly as each member of the cir-
cle handed the treasuzer weekly sums vary-
ing from fifty cents to a dollar.

The allotted year was drawing to a close.
One morning Amelia Graham was inform-
ed by the foreman that she was wantsd in
the office.

‘Miss Graham, I believe,’ said McLane,
as she entered the office.

‘Yes, sir,”. she replied.

‘Being president of ths bank where 4he
funds of the Make-Over Circle are on de-
posit, naturally I have learned ‘of the
amount to your credit,” said the mill-
owner.  ‘This morning I discovered that
there was a trifle over a thousand dollars
on deposit in the name of the circle, and
in accordance with my promise of a year
ago, I have placed the church in the hands
of a contractor who will see that every-
thing about it is thoroughly overhauled.
Further, I have talked the matter over
with the leading members of the church,
and it has been decided to secure a pastor,
and sufficiént means for his support for a
year, at least, have been subscribed.’

Rufus

(Margaret Morner Clyde, in the
terian Banner.?)

‘Presby-

‘When the long spring days come and I
see the sunshine glint along the living
green of the grass, my thoughts drift back
across the years to my own springtime,
and I am a little girl again upon the dan-
delion-starred lawn in my father’s first
parish. Perhaps no one Person is more
bound up with my childhood than Rufus,
our good old sexton.

Our house was near the church, and he
was there every day, attended by his old
faithful dog, Fritz. I wonder which I lov-
ed more in those days, Fritz or Rufus., It
was the same quality in both that appeal-
ed, I think, a kind of dump devotion, re-
gardless of slights, a love that takes you
‘for better or for worse,’ found only in an-
imals—and some men. Rufus loved mae ag
he loved all helpless things—loved me he-
cause he knew me first as a baby. When
I was learning to walk he would come to
the house and take me as his companion

. while he made hig daily rounds in the

church.  When he was occupied with hig
lamps or his dusting, I would make my
tentative way from Pew to pew; and not
unlike one of our good old deacons, T had
many a good nap in the soothing atmos-
phere of the sanctuary.

I could not have been much older when,
one spring day, my mother, tempted by
the beauty of the morning, bundled up her
sewing and me and went to spend the day
with & friend on the other side of the vil-
lage. But, alas, for golden promises] A
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al rain began to fall, and we watched
fie growing twilight from the window,
dolefully. Before it was quite dark, how-
éi?er, a cheery lantern swung into the yard
avd Rufus was ready with umbrellas to
‘fake us home. The village streets were
j;ellow rivers by that time, but T was so
gafe against his shoulder, My arm was
. clasped close around his neck, and as I
grew very sleepy, I was conscious only
of the sucking sound of his great boots
in the mud, of a strong arm around me,
and of a penetrating odor of rank tobacco.
Being an unreasonably fastidious child, T
loathed the smell, and it is perhaps one
of the greatest proofs of my devotion that
I could cling to him in spite of it. Rufus
is probably the only man I have ever lov-
ed wiio smoked a pipe.

There were other days—bitter, winter
days, when the snow lay thick about the
church and Rufus could scarcely plough
his way through it. But as early as pos-
gible he was there, armed with a shovel
and unbounded cheerfulness. I loved to
be with him. At times I knew his poor
rheumatic back pained him cruelly, but
he was always ready for a snowball fight
with me,; while Fritz ran idiotically back
and forth through the snow, barking at
nothing in particular.

But the long golden summer days were

“best. I often wakened to the sound of his

gickle and the smell of the fresh grass, as
he worked about the churchyard. When
I went to join him I might find him pa-
tlently feeding flies to some bloated hop-
toad. He loved all birds and animals and
reptiles, too. I have even known him to
make friends with the snakes disclosed by
his vigorous mowing. At this point, how-
ever, my -sympathy ceased, owing to an
inborn horror of snakes, inherited, no
doubt, from my earliest maternal ances-
tor.

Birds would alight on his finger and
seem to understand when he talked to
them. ‘It may have been partly due to his
influence that I developed such enthusi-
asm over caterpillars. I used to gather a
dozen or more in my apron and amuse my-
gelf by letting them crawl all over me,
to the great anmoyance of my family and
friends.

When my pet kitten died and my heart
was almost broken, it was Rufus who
buried him considerstely in the shade of
an apple tree. Sympathetically he watched
me as I placed upon a piece of slate the
inscription:

To the Memory of Thomas Aquinas,
Died June 5, 18—,

Among the many plays of my child-
bood, funerals were my strong point, but
this one came too close. And Rufus un-
derstood. It was natural that those lov-
fng creatures whom we call lower animals
turned to him as did children, in appre-
clation of that gentleness which is rare
fn men—so yare that if a woman find it
once in all the world, she may well sell
all that she hath—to purchase that pearl
of great price.

It was a crisp autumn day when I left
home to face the difficulties of boarding-

“school. No one outside of my family felt
the break more keenly, I believe, than
Rufus. How eager he was to have my
letters read to him!  When vagations
~ came he was the first at the house—to see
low much I had grown, he said. I well

4

remember his delight when he had per-
suaded me to read a page or so of Greek
to him. He often brought his German
newspapers to see if I could read them.

His heart was still in Germany, I really
think. Xe never learned to speak Eng-
lish other than brokenly. Among ' his
many quaint phrases, he often told us,
when describing some scene in his early
army days, ‘I saw it with all both my
two eyes.’

Through those few years when I was at
home so little, ‘all both those two eyes’
were growing dimmer. At last the time
came when he could no longer read the
large clear type in the Bible we had
given him-—a great grief to him. And we
who loved him, watched: the sure ap-
proach of blindness. The doctor told us
that an operation was possible. He was
very poor and the best that could be
done was to send him to a city hospital as
a charity patient. The cataracts were
successfully removed, but the pain must
have been terrible. 8o little was done in
the case of a free patient to mitigate the
suffering. The students who watched the
operation said his courage was wonderful.

‘Did you like the hospital?’ we asked,
when he returned. ‘Like it P’ he ’sa.id,
‘Like itP Why I was like an angel in
heaven.” And indeed the face of an an-
gel could scarcely have been more radiant
than his, as he saw once more the dear old
churchyard and the faces of his friends.

I believe he was very happy after that,
but the poor old body was much shatter-
ed. One Saturday mnight he came as usu-

" al to close the church after the choir re-

Learsal. He walked so stiffly that I stop-
ped to ask him particularly about his
rheumatism. It was very bad, he said. 1
watched him anxiously as the bobbing
lantern disappeared along the village
street. He walked slowly and faithful
Fritz followed slowly at his heels.

‘When the S8abbath dawned he was rav-
ing in delirium, and before the sun rose
upon another Lord’s day, the weary old
body lay at rest in the old graveyard. His
soul had gone out guietly into the great
silence, and all our little world seemed
poorer for the loss of a true and tenden
heart,

“Help a Little.
(F. L. N., in ‘Good Cheer.”y

‘Eyes to the blind was I,’ God’s servant
cried of old,
And in all our lives in some sweet way the
story may be retold.
’Tis the little gift,
Like a sunbeam’s rift,
That comforts the heart grown cold.

Just to forget ourtelves in a tender Christ-
like way,
And service to render warm with love to
those at our side each day,
"Is the joy of living,
This beauty of giving,
For then we live as we praye
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A Double Redemption
(Mabel Earle, in ‘The Wellspring.’

The yellow cat rubbed his head and pur-
red against the coal-shed door, where Bob
—alias Roberta—was sitting to enumer-
ate her woes.

‘Sand heaps and gravel bars,” Bob said,
mournfully; ‘dandelions and cinders. I
don’t care if this house is bigger and
stylisher than the old one on Willow
street; I’d rather have a dear yard like
that, and less style. Sand heaps aren’t
stylish. Valentia says there isn’t any
money to make the yard pretty this
spring. Not one dollar, Valentia said. She
said it with emphasis, Buttercup. ' You
don’t like this place as well as the old
house, do youf’

Buttercup signified his sympathy, and
Bob, resting her chin on his head, pro-
ceeded i— ; ¢

‘There isn’t any way out of it, Butter-
cup, unless we find a way. Valentia talk-
ed hall carpeting and dotted Swiss apd
gas fixtures when I tried to ask her. Of -
course, she knows. But why couldn’t we
do the yard ourselves? I'm pretty strong.
I think I can spade up the ground, bit by
bit—mornirgs before people are round to
see, maybe. And there’ll have to be somse
good black earth. That’s the way the
Johnsons did. Oh, dear, Buttercup, why
didn’ t we stay on Willow street?’

There was something pathetic about the
odd little group in the coal-shed door, whi-
ther Bob had fled to avoid the confusion
within the house, and to steady her soul
with meditation. Bob had been born with
a soul above dotted Swiss and the femini-
nities of housekeeping. She said whimsi-
cally at times that she had been compelled
to be her own brother, the only boy of the
family, in spite of the disadvantages of
petticoats. At sixteen she detested dress,
and sewing, and piano practice, and the
other ladylike occupations which Valen-
tia, the ruling power in the motherless
home, prescribed as suitable in the inter-
vals of school. Bob liked her books well
enough, and stood well in her classes; but
best of all she loved to be out of doors,
working in a garden or dreaming in a
hammock. The removal from the ol# fam-
ily home, with its grass and flower-beds,
had been to her an unmixed calamity. She
viewed with horror the prospect of a sum-"
mer spent amid the unfinished surround-
ings of the new house. Valentia herself,
if the whole truth were acknowledged,"
viewed it with equal horror; but the fam-
ily income had lately suffered from unex-’
pected deficits, in addition to the expense
of building.  The removal from Willow
street, which Bob resented so bitterly, had
not been brought about by comsiderations
of style, but by various exigencies which
led Valentia to look upon desolate door
yards as matters of secondary importance,
to be endured with philosophy.

“Valentia, you don’t care if “I” do somes«

. thing with this yard, do you?’ Bob asked,

going into the house where Valentia was
making the sewing machine whir over
lengths of white Swiss. ‘If I don’t spend
a cent of the house money?’ S
Valentia stopped to measure a breadth.
‘I suppose you can have some flower -
beds, if you like,’ she arswered, with an
effort to be kind to this trying younger
gister. ‘If we smooth dewn those sand
heaps, and carry away that Jime and rake
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the yard over, it will not look =o terribly
untidy. I’m sorry, Roberta, but there
isn’t any money at all to do anything this
spring; I told you that before. But per-
haps Mrs. Johnson will give you some
roots and plants when she thins out her
beds, and you can do your best with them.’

Bob had her permission, and she lay
awake three hours that night formulating
plans. The first gray light of the March
morning found her at work in the yard,
with a shovel and an old wheelbarrow
which the workmen who built the house
had left in the coal shed.

‘I can work this way, before school and
after,” she said, when Valentia called her
to breakfast. ‘Doesn’t that front space
look better? I put the lime in the alley;
it’s a good disinfectant, isn’t it? I don’t
believe it will take me so very long.’

‘But, Roberta, look at your hands!’ the
older sister protested. ‘This isn’t any kind
of work for a girl. I wish father were at
home. I don’t believe he would let you
do it.?

‘Oh, well, T can wear gloves,” Roberta
answered, glancing indifferently at her
red and blistered hands. ‘And the worst.
. part of it—when I'm getting the earth,
, maybe—I can do before people are up, if

you’'re ashamed to have me seen doing it.

Don’t try to stop me. I was meant for a

boy, anyhow, and I simply can’t lixe up

to this house; not wunless I have a

garden.’

Bob had a well-defined plan of cam-
paign, which included clearing, spading,
the wheeling of rich earth in barrow loads
from a riverbank at the edge of town,
not far away, and the subsequent seeding
and watering of the lawn, She was in-
dependent enough to have carried out her
scheme in spite of comment and criticism,
but on the fourth day of her work an
authority stronger even than the voice of
her absent father intervened, and stretch-
ed poor Bob on the sitting-room lounge,
there to pass a week in the loathly “occu-
pation of sewing ang submitting to Val-
entia’s therapeutics,

‘I knew you were not strong enough,’
the older sister observed frequently, as
she rubbed liniment and administered ton-
fes. ‘I might have known you would
catech cold.  Yowll simply have to give

it up, Roberta. If this had been one de-
gree worse, we should have had to call the
doctor, and we can’t afford to call the doc-
tor. You must look at it sensibly.’

Bob had sense enough to recognize the
sltuation. She regretted sincerély the ad-
ditional burden on Valentia’s busy days,
and hemmed napking meekly as a penance,
though her soul revolted within her at
every sitch. ¢ Z '

‘Buttercup,” she said one day with sud-
den resolution, as the cat cuddled between
her arm and the sofa pillow, ‘there’s only
one way. The yard must be finished!
That means I must earn the money for it,
since I can’t do the wok. There’s only
one way to earn the money. O ‘Buttercup,

it means Hallie Johnson !’ Bob buried
her face in the cushion and groaned.

‘I like Hallie, you know, Buttercup,’ she
went on, presently; ‘and nobody could
help being sorry for her. Fancy a girl of
pretty nearly my age being put away on
the shelf for all time. Fancy a girl hav-
ing nothing to do but read and crochet!

~ T'm glad I'm not an invalid. Butif I go '
to companion Hallie, I'll have to be a real

lady. I don’t like being a lady. I’ll have
to mend every least little bit of a tear—
Hallie must have everything neat; and
my hair—O Buttercup, my hair! And I’ll
have to practice things on the piano, and
hunt up ‘“little cheerful stories’” to read to
her—I loathe little cheerful stories. And
I’11 have to learn new stitches and all such
things. Oh a lady—made out of me,
Buttercup! Do you suppose we can do it,
for the yard’s sakef’

For the yard’s sake it was done, never-
theless. Bob rose up from the sofa, pale
and resolute, at the end of the week. She
fell upon her second-best gown, mended
two rents, sewed on a fresh binding and
two missing hooks, and sallied forth to
Mrs. Johnson’s. The hours of each after-
noon after school, thenceforth—hours once
consecrated to delightful tomboy pursuits
and unpractical imaginings and doings,
were set apart for Hallie Johnson’s enter-
tainment and edification.

‘You don’t know how I’ve wanted you,
Bob,’ the sick girl said, pathetically—and

- Bob felt a sense of relief at the sound of

her mickname. ‘But I couldn’t take any

“comfort in appropriating you every day,

until you were willing to make it a busi-
ness arrangement. Now we can feel that
we’re helping Valentia, while we are hav-
ing a good time together: Show me that
pineapple pattern, that’s a dear)

Bob groaned in spirit, but instructed
faithfully. At the end of her first week,
she had two rewards—omne in the bright
coins which paid Patrick Henessy for
spading up the yard, and won his promise
to haul some waggon loads of black earth
for similar payment on the next Saturday;
the other, in the realization that Hallie
Johngon didn’t want her companion to
transform herself into a prim and staid
young person of Valentla’s pattern, but
simply to be her own best self. Bob’s
very best self, in the inmost depths of it,
did recognize the value of polished boots,
spotless collars, and smooth hair, and
their compatibility with the pleasures of
existence, on occasion ; for such things
were expected even of boys in a state of
civilization. But on the third day of her
attempt to be very feminine, as she was
reading aloud one of the ‘little cheerful
stories’ which she loathed, Hallie Johnson
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leaned forward and tore the paper from

her hand.

‘Bob Ferguson, it isn’t you! Be you—
tell me about those robins in your coal
shed—was it in the coal shed?’

Bob laughed, and the chain fell away
from her imprisoned soul. Thenceforward
she was free to be herself with Hallie.
Yet imperceptibly, and so gradually that
she could not realize it, the brusqueness
and carelessness which had long vexed
Valentia’s soul slipped away from her,
under the daily practice of personal dain-
tiness and loving consideratign for an-
other’s taste and sensibilities—a, practice
which had been too ,infrequeqt in other
days. She was Bob still—frank, sunny,
bearing the wholesome atmosphere of out-
door freedom and breezy gayety; yet with
a sweet new womanliness mingling with
the boyish goocd-fellowship she gave to
Hallie. Week after week, the yard came

‘nearer to the ideal of which she had her-.

self dreamed; and Hallie demanded fre-
quent reports of it, sharing all Bob’s own
exultation when the flrst spears of grass
or clover showed above the well-rolled

S
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black surface, and the gréen tinge spread
and deepened under the spring sunshine
There were wonderful flower beds, too, to
be planned for, and bits of shrubbery, and
vines for the porch. Hallie sent for books
on Civic Improvement and Arfistic Gar-
dening from the library, and the two girls
waxed enthusiastic over the development
of a beautiful thing which was to be all
their own, from its earliest beginninrgs in
the bare ugliness of the yard into which
the Fergusons had moved. In consider=
ing the possibilities of a ‘cozy corner’ on
the porch, Bob began to take her first real
interest in sofa pillows and denim, She
was coming into her womanly inheritance,
without knowing it—the instinct of beau-
ty and order, the transforming of waste
places into bits of home. Valentia began
to perceive, after a while, as Hallie had
perceived for weeks, with inward rejoic-
ing, but without the risk of comment.

One day in early summer, Bob wheeled
Hallie over on her chair to view the glor-
ies of the yard. There was a parable, to
which the keen perceptions of the invalid
girl were fully alive, between the garden,
in all its beautiful incompleteness, the im-
perfection which was yet so full of hope,
and the waking woman-life of its young
creator.

‘It isp’t finished yet,” Bob said, radiant-
ly, as Hallie and Valentia paused in their
praises. ‘It will all be lovelier by and by.

_ But it isn’t a waste wilderness any more,

T've redeemed it. And I did it myself]’

Valentia and Hallie looked from the
trim flower beds and the green lawn up at
Bob’s girlish figure, in all its new dainti-
ness and distinction, and at the sweet face
where the new life and tenderness show-
ed so plainly.

‘All yourself!’ Walentia repeated, ap-
provingly; and Buttercup rubbed against
Bob’s ankles andm p‘umd‘ his assent.

‘Jesus Has Got Me Now.’
(‘Faithful Words.”)

At a children’s service, a little girl was
listening eagerly to the words of the speak-
er, as he pressed upon his young hearers
the joy of accepting the Lord Jesus as
their own Saviour. The child was deeply
anxious, and when spoken to burst into
tears. ‘And are you trusting the Lord
Tesus? she was asked, and at once replied,
‘Oh, yes.). ‘“Why, how long has that been®’
The reply was, ‘Only just now, when you

- were telling us to trust Jesus, just where

we were sitting, and I did.

As they were about to say ‘good-night,’
the speaker put the following little test
before her: !

‘Now, J——, when you came to the ser-
vice this evening you did not belong to the
Lord Jesus, but you are going out of thia
place a believer in him and belonging to
him, But to-morrow morning you will,
perhaps, be tempted not to believe that
Jesus has really saved you. If Satan does
so worry you, what shall you tell himp’

A smile instantly lit up her happy and
thoughtful face, and she replied in a sim-
ple and yet confident manner, ‘Oh, I shall
tell him that Jesus has got me now!”

Your Own Paper Free. _
‘Northern Messenger’ subscribers may
have their own subscriptions extended one
year, free of charge, by remitting sixty
eants for two new subscrivtions,
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Saved in a Basket, or Daph
and Her Charge.

CHAPTER XI.—Continued.

It excited some wonder when the well-
known citizen passed along the street,
closely followed by Mrs. Ray and Daph;
but he cared little for the remarks of the
passers-by, his mind having been once
made up to see Daph safely restored to the
home from which she had been so rudely
taken,

Diedrich Stuyvesant moved at what was
an unwonted pace for him, and the house
with the blue shutters was soon reached,
and the door of the familiar room thrown
open,

Rose Stuyvesant was sitting on a low
chair, Louise at her side and Charley on
her lap; while the book with golden clasps
was open in her hand. With one shout of
joy, the children darted towards Daph,
and gave her a welcome which filled her
honest heart with joy.

That sighﬁ was a reward to Diedrich
Stuyvesant for all the unwonted labors of
the day. 3

‘Come, Rose,” he said, ‘they can'do with-
out us now. I must learn to know these
little people some other day. But, stay,’
he added, as he looked round on the scru-
pulously neat, but very plsin-furnished
apartment, ‘Daph, I must speak to you a
moment, before I go.’

The children for an instant were quiet,
and the wealthy citizen drew his purse
from his pocket, and, holding it towards

Daph, he said, ‘You ought to have some-

thing to make amends for this day’s trou-
ble. Take that for you'and the children’,

‘I’se thank you, sir,’ said Daph, drawing
back; ‘I’se thank you, sir, but my missus’
children shall want for nothing while poor
old Daph can work for them.’

‘Well, have your own way, Daph,’ said
Diedrich Stuyvesant, ‘but one thing you
must let me do for you, Let me take the
gold chains that have given you so much
trouble, and put them in safe keeping. I
will see that you get their full value in
money if you should ever be in need.’

The treasured jewellery was cheerfully
relinquished; and Daph even felt relieved
to have them no longer in her charge.

‘Remember, Daph,’ said the kind-heart-
ed citizen, as he bade her géod-bya, “You
have something now to depend upon.’

‘I’se thank you for your goodness, sir,—
I’se thank you. I’se sure the great Lord
will nebber let Daph come to want.’

‘Never, Daph!” said Rose; and with one
.of her sweet smiles she followed her fa-
ther from the room.

CHAPTER XIL,

HOME SCENES.

The days of excitement and distress, so
full of moment to Daph, were succeeded by
a time of comparative quiet and peace.

Every morning the kind voice of Rose
‘Stuyvesant broke in upon the solitude of
Daph and the little ones, Louise learned
to look as eagerly for the face of Rose as
a flower for the sunlight, and to turn as
fondly towards it. There seemed to be for
the little girl an irregistible charm in the
refinement and guilelessness of her new
friend, and the sweet words of holy teach-
ing that ever dropped from the lips of
Rose, had waked to music a chord in the

”

child’s heart that had long slumbered in
silence. The sensitive conscience and pe-
culiar interest in spiritual things that had
marked her when under her mother’s influ-
ence, became again evident. As from a
weary dream, she woke to the beauty and
reality of religious truth.

Rose was no sentimental teacher, con-~
tented with exciting mere feeling, that
worked to no good end.

The unselfish devotion and respectful
deference of poor Daph, had fostered a
slight imperiousness in the little Louise;
and she had learned to seek her own com-
fort, with but too little regard for the feel-
ings ard wishes of others.

Rose soon saw that her little pet was in
danger of becoming quietly selfish, and
unconsciously proud and dictatorial.

Tenderly, but faithfully, the young
teacher pointed out to Louise the germs of
those hateful faults, growing and strength-
ening in the bad soil of an evil heart; and
the conscience of the child made her deep-
ly feel the necessity of the warning thus
affectionately given.

Bad habits, long indulged, are not eas-
ily overcome, even when the highest and
best motives govern the conduct.

‘Put on my stockings this minute, Daph!
You are so slow!’ said Louise, one morn=-
ing, putting out her white foot, impera~
tively, towards the kneeling negress.

‘Yes, yes, Miss Lou,’” said Daph, hum-
bly; ‘Daph do be radder slow; but some-
how she isn’t so actif as she used to be,’

This was not the only complaint that
Lquise had to make that morning; every-
thing seemcd to go wrong with her, and

~ Charlie declared, ‘Sister Louw’ was so cross

that he had rather go and play in the gar-
dén alone, than stay anywhere near her.
Daph gave a sorrowful look at her young
mistress, and then went to the kitchen to
prepare some of the tempting cakes which
were now in such demand, and Loulse was

left quite alone.

She took up a piece of sewing on which
Rose had been patiently trying to teach
her to hem; but the thread ‘went in knots,’
the needle pricked her finger and she threw
the work down in despair, and began to
cry with all her might.

The door coftly opened, and a gentle
hand was laid on her shoulder, ¢What
grieves you, darling?’ said the sweet voice
of Rose Stuyvesant.

‘Oh, oh! exclaimed the little girl, with-

out looking up, ‘I have been so cross and
naughty all this morning, I do not believe
I am one of the Lord Jesus’ little lambs at
all, and I am very, very unhappy!l’

Rose sat down beside her little friend,
and, throwing her arm tenderly round
her, she said, ‘You must not be discourag-
ed, my darling; listen to me. Suppose
that you were so 'ver;’r sick, that if you did
not soon get well, you would surely die.
Now, suppose a kind physician should
come to you and offer you some medicine
that would check your fever, and save you
from the death that was so near, how you
would love him, and how willingly you
would do all he said was necessary for
youl It might be many, many weeks be-

fore you were quite well, but how patient- .

ly you would take the medicines he or-
dered, and how cheerfully you would fol-
low his advice, until you were again full
of health and strength! And when you
could walk about once more and breathe
the sweet fresh air, then you would be

.bad habits will be wholly cured.

~ man In his own way.—Terence.
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most warmly grateful to the kind physi-
cian who had come to your sick bed, and
saved you from expected death, Dear
Louise, Christ has shed his blood to save
you from everlasting death, which is very
near to all who are not the true children
of God, Whenever you put your trust in
the dear Saviour, you are safe from that
death; but it may be long, long before
your heart will be clean from sin and your
‘What
says the kind physician to you. “Watch
and pray.”’ “Strive to enter in at the
strait gate.” You must be willing te strug-
gle, patiently, against your faults, trying
to do right, and looking to God for
strength to go on. You must goforward
cheerfully and hopefully, thinking of all
what Christ has done for you, and dwell-
ing on that happy time when you will be
safe in heaven, and your heart will be full
of, gratitude to him' who has saved your
soul from death, and purified you by his
grace. Do you understand me, darling?’

‘Yes, yes,” sobbed little Louise, ‘and in-
deed I will try—try harder.’

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

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

‘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

The following are the contents of the issue
of Feb. 27, of ‘World Wide':

ALL THE WORLD OVER.
Rugso-Japanese Agreement-~The ‘ Tribune,’ New York.
Levitofl's Prophecy—The ‘Evening Post,’ New York.
Russia’s Need of a Kitchener—The 'Globe and Commercial

Advertiser,” New York.
Coren a8 o Beat of War—M., in the ' Westminster Budget.”
The Destiniea of Japan—* Bt. Jamea's Gazette,” London,
Names of Japanese Warships—Bir Edwin Arpold, in the
‘Dally Telegraph,’ London.
Bome _Mpgmteriﬁ: oé Insurance—By F. Harcourt Kitchin, in
th lot," London.
Thetidwedcnlaﬁ Situation—By G. P. Gooch, in the *Com-
nwealth,’ London.
8011‘;100 No:nbl'e S%aeohes in the Fiscal Debate in the House
of Commons—English Papers.
SOMETHING ABOUT THRE ARTA.

Art and Handicraft—0C. F. Townsend, in the ‘'Crank,’ a
new magazine, London.

Art in rnishing—The Bmoking Room—Mrs.
Tweedie, in the *Onlooker,” London.

OONOERNING THINGS LITERARY.

Bnowdrops—Poem, by Ella Fuller Maitland, in the ‘West-
minster Budget. . s
To Lucasta on Golng to the Wars - Poem, by Richard Love-

George

lace.
Dtax’mand Dust in the Poetry of Mangan—The * Athenaeum,’
on,

ndon,

Our Poet Laureate on Poets and Poetry—The * Daily News,’
London; the Manchester ' Guardian.”

The Finance of Sentiment—The Manchester ‘ Guardian.’

Xi llnin as a Parodist—The New York ‘Times maturday

oview.

‘Ten Thousand a Year'—-An Barly Victorian Novel Re-

vived—The * Daily News,’ London.

HINTS OF THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGR.
Brunel and the ‘Great Eastern'- The ‘Scientific Amarican,’

New York. -
8ir Oliver Lodge on Amusements and Radium—The ‘ Btane
dard,’ London. :
The Cult of the Sweet Pea—The * Westminster Budget.

CUTY OUT THIS COUPON.

‘World Wide’

Will be sent to any

oot PR address for twelve

':nv“o;”' Wond months for
’ide’ at_the spe-

cially reduoed rate of

75 Cents, $.1'00', '

by sending this coupon, or th
can hqve the ‘Messenger’ and * %ﬂd
Wide' for 13 months on trial, the two
pa.%en for a dollar bill, : &
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Montreal ™
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The Easy Path.

Once upon a time there were two
children, a boy and a girl, ready to
start climbing a long mountain path
to reach their home before night
should come. They lived with
their parents far up among the trees
on the mountain side. A brook
ran near the house-—so near that
they could hear it singing to them
each night when they were lying
in their beds.

As they started to climb upward
to their home, they saw something
lying in the path. As they came

near, they saw it was a boy, and

when they stood over him, they
recognized him as a friend and
neighbor, who also lived high up
on the mountain and whose house,
like theirs, stood near the running
brook. The boy lay there with his
eyes closed, looking very white and

tired. His clothes were torn and
his hands and fiet seratched and
bleeding.

*What has happeaed to you ?

asked the girl, leaning over the boy.

‘I have been walking so far that
I thought I couldn’t go any.farther,’
answered the hoy feebly, Then he
opened his eyes, and seeing his
friends he told them how and what
was the matter in these words:
‘I started on the way home yester-
day and got as far as thisavhen
I saw that path over there (point-
ing to one that led in another

direction) and as I did not feel like

climbing, I took it. You see how
it runs along the mountain instead
of going up as steep as this one.
Well, T had often wanted to try it,
and so I went that way. At first
it was so pleasant, for the road was
level and flowers grew along it and
birds sang in the sunshine. But
~ after a long while, I saw that in-

~stead of going up toward home, I
had been travelling down farther
and farther into the valley, and I

‘knew that I could not reach my
" But

home before the n had set.
I ran back as hard as I could, and
when it grew dark I kept-losmg the
_path, and so I tore my clothes and

seratched my hands and feet.on the

thorns and briers growing by the
roadside, When night came, I had
'tuxieep right where I was. This
i mormug 1 lmrned back to this path,

FOLK S

A Sad Journey.
The old man in the picture looks

very sad. God has told him to do

a very strange thing indeed. He
is to take his dear son Isaac and
offer him up as a burnt-offering to

God.

God did not wish Isaac to be

killed, but He wished to try if
Rbraham would obey Him even in
such a thing as this.

Abraham took his son, and told
him to carry the wood while he
himself ca the ftire for the
sacrifice. ° '

But Isaac saw that they had no
lamb to offer, so he asked hls father

rr t)(’]
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where it was. He did not know

that he was to be offered himself.
Abraham only said, ‘My son,

God will provide Himself a lamb,

and they went on their way,

When everything was ready,

-Abraham took his son and was

going te offer him up. But God
stopped him. He had secen that
Abraham would obey Him in every-
thing, and. now He made great -
promises of the blessings He would
send on Abraham.

How glad Abraham must have
been! Let us never forget that
God will bless us all if we obey
Him.—Our Little Dots.’

but when I found it I felt too tired
to cii'mb it alone, so I have been
“resting here until some one elvould

come along.’

‘As the boy told this lmw story,
the boy and girl felt so sorry for
thelr i"mud that they were ready

to help him to his feet, and then
each taking an arm they began the
climb up the steep narrow path.
‘Iamwso glad you have told us
about that other road that looks so
_ pleasant,” said the girl, for I have
often wanted to trv it g
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‘8o have I said the boy.

Then their comrade said : ‘Yes,
it is easier than this, but it leads
you farther from home all the while
without your knowing it.” So as
they talked they kept climbing
until at last they all reached their
homes in safety,

Do you know, boys and girls,
that we are all travelling toward
our home just as the boys and girl
in the story, To reach our home
in heaven we have to climb and the
path is sometimes steep and hard.
Jesus tells us: ‘ Broad is the way
that leadeth to destruction, and
many there be that go in thereat.’
But ‘Narrow is the way which
leadeth unto life, and few there be
that find it

It is not as easy to climb as to go
.along a pleasant broad road with
flowers and birds to look at and
enjoy. But it we go along the
broad, easy way we may be going
away from our home. Each one
must choose which way he will go.

All who climb the narrow, steep
_path will find some hard things to
do. We must study our lessons
when we would rather play; we
have to obey our parents and
teachers when it is easier to do as
we want to; we must not tell lies
or take what does not belong to us;

"we must not smoke or swear or
touch any strong drink, even if we
are laughed at for not doing so. If
we are to climb, it will be .a steep
path sometimes, but,where will it
lead us? And who will be in
heaven? Christ Jesus came to
earth and went that same steep,
hard road to show us the way.—
‘Christian Intelligencer.’

What It Led To.

Percy smoked because he fancied
it made him look manly, You
know boys have sométimes very
- funny notions of manliness; one
thinks it a manly thing to goxnto
a public house and call for beer;
another fancies it manly to use foul
language; and there are hundreds
~of boys, I am afraid, who think,
like Percy, that it is manly to
smoke.

But it led to some very unmanly

consequences. It led Percy to de-
“ceive lis father and mother, who
disapproved of the practice, and
when guestioned on the matter, it
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led to his telling a direct untruth.
And later, upon one of his com-
panions ¢ splitting’ on him, it led to
severe punishment and deep dis-
grace.—* Temperance Record.’

Some Thinking.

Near the end of the season our
boy announced the height of our
tall maple tree to be thirty-three
feet,

‘Why, how do you know ? was
the general ‘question.

¢ Measured it

‘How ?

‘ Foot-rule and yard-stick.’

‘You didn’t climb that tall tree ¢’
his mother asked, anxiously.

‘No'm; I just found the length
of the shadow and measured that.’

¢ But the length of the shadow
changes,’ :

‘Yes'm; but twice a day the
shadows are just as long as the
things themselves. I've been try-
ing it all summer. I drove a stick
into the ground, and when the

- shadow was just as long as the stick

I knew that the shadow of the tree
would be just as long as the tree
and that's thirty-three feet.’—
‘Morning Star.”

The Hidden Stump.
(Translated from the German.)

A contractor in a large city had
taken a contract to build a street,
On a certain spot there stood the
stump of a tree, which he should
have removed, but instead of doing

‘this he only cut the stump level

with the street and covered it with
sand. _The street was completed,
and the contractor received the
amount of money the contract
called for. Some considerable time
elapsed, when the stump again‘nade
its appearance above the surface.

One day the contractor came along
this same road on horse-back. Pass-
ing the stump the horse stumbled

-and the rider was thrown off and
~ broke his neck. g i

* This, indeed, is a very serious
lesson to us. If we are not serupu-
lous in our duties and actions, our
sins will surely find us out.—

¢ Morning Star.’ :

——— e

Expiring Subscriptions.
Would each subscriber kindly look at
the address tag on this paper? If the date

there on is March, 1904, 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 old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.
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The Gray Day That Turned
. Bright.

By E. P. A, in ‘Mayflower.’)

What was the matter with Mabel ?
Was not the golden sunshine filling
all the world with brightness?
Were not the cathirds singing like
Jenny Linds in the lilac bushes?
Were not the little girl’s pansies
and day lilies blooming themselves
away in her flower beds?

Yet Mabel stood by the window,
looking as sad as Cinderella when
the clock had struck twelve and
turned her fine clothes into rags.
She was not listening to the cat-
birds; a little voice inside of her
was saying, ¢ You will not be happy
until you have told your mother
that you did it—tell her—tell her
—tell her.

You know who this was speak-
ing? It was that little messenger
from God that men call Conscience.
I think Mabel knew it was God’s
messenger, for she jumped up sud-
denly, ran to find mother, put her
little head down on the kind
shoulder, and confessed that she
had told a story. | ‘

Mother had asked at breakfast, -
¢Did you put out your light last
night, Mabel, when I knocked on
the wall ¥ and Mabel had answered,
‘Yes, mother” But it was not
true; she had burned her light a
good while longer to read a story-
book. And from the minute the
story passed her lips Mabel had
been unhappy; nothing pleased,
nothing interested her ; she felt far
away from God and mother, in a
desert or wilderness.

Mother was very gentle with the
little wrongdoer, and told her God
was much readier to forgive than

.she had been to confess; and then

they kneeled down together, and
Malel repeated after her mother
the prayer for forgiveness.
When she went back to the
window everything looked differ-
ent; now the sunshine fairly
laughed around her; the birds
seemed to be making all that music

_just for her little ears, and she o

skipped up and down the walk for
pure delight. 29 :
Isn’t it strange that everybody
doesn’t confess and get their sins
forgiven when it makes people so
happy ? : ’
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LESSON XII—MARCH 20.

Jesus Feeds the. Five Thou=

sand.
Matthew xiv., 18-23.

Golden Text.

Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of
life. Jchn vi., 85.

Home Readings.

Tirnday, Mar. 14.—Matt. xiv., 13-23.
Tuesday, Mar. 15.—Mark viii,, “1-9.

‘ Wednesday, Mar. 16.—Mark viii., 10-21.
Thursday, Mar, 17.—IIL Kings iv; 42-44
Friday, Mar. 18.—John vi., 35-46.
Saturday, Mar, 19.—John ¥i., 47-58.
Sunday, Mar. 20.—Mark vi, 35-46.

18. When Jesus heard of it, he depar?ed

thence by ship into a desert place apart:
and when the people had heard thereof,
/ they followed him on foot out of the cities.

14, And Jesus went forth, and saw a
great multitude, and was moved with com-~
passion toward them, and he healed their
sick. :

15. And when it was evening, his dis-
ciples came to him, saying, This is a des-
ert place, and the time is now past; s.end
the multitude away, that they may go into
the villages, and buy themselves victuals.

16. But Jesus said unto them, They
need not depart; give ye them to eat.

17. ‘And they say unto him, We have
here but five loaves, and two fishes.

18. He said, Bring them hither to me.

19, And he commanded the multitude
to sit dowmon the grass, and took the five
loaves, and the two fishes, and looking up
to heaven, he blessed, and brake, and gave
the loaves to his disciples, and the disci-
ples to the multitude.

20. And they did all eat, and were fill-
ed: and they took up of the fragments
that remained twelve baskets full.

21. And they that had eaten were about
five thousand men, beside women and
children. ° v v
22, And straightway Jesus constrained
his disciples to get into a ship, and to go
before him unto the other side, while he
sent the multitudes away. 2

28. And when he had sent the multi--

tudes away, he went up into a mountain
apart to pray: and when the evening was
come, he was there alone.

{By R. M. Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

There must be something special about
the miracle we find in to-day’s lesson, for
it is the only one recorded by the writers

~ of all four Gospels. In addition to the ac-
count given in Matthew xiv., 13-28, the
parallels should be read as follows: Mark
vk, 80-48; Luke ix., 10-17; John vi,, 1=

- 15, 22-65. :

ent lesson begins where the last
. In verse 12 of this chapter
1d of the burial of the body of

death made to Jezsus. Verse 18 recounts
the action immediately taken hy Jesus
when he heard this terrible news. The
time of this lesson was in the third year
of Christ’s ministry. His teachings and
works are more and more attracting the
attention of the masses, whkile the opposi-
tion to him is gaining ground. This les-
son furnishes abundant opportunity for
enforcing the duty of service to our fellow

' THE LESSON STUDY.

Verse 13. ‘When Jesus heard of it he de-
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parted,’ ete. It is thought that his rea-
son for leaving Galilee at that time was
the fear of a popular uprising following
the murder of John the Baptist. There
was forming a revolutionary movement
looking toward making Christ a king.
This he did not want to encourage, and so
possibly went into another region to al-
low matters to become more quiet in Gali-
lee. Again, as we learn from the other
accounts, Christ wished to lead his disei-
ples apart that they might rest, for they
had just returned from their tour upon
which he had sent them, and had reported
their work. But the crowds cbserved his
movements and came to him.

14, ‘And Jesus went forth, and saw a
great multitude, and was moved with
compassion toward them.’ We want to
emphasize the reading of the accounts of
this miracle in the other Gospels. Much
will be gained thereby. In connection
with this verse in Matthew, Luke says
very beautifully, ‘And he welcomed them,
and spake to them of the kingdom of God,
and them that had need of healing he
cured.’

They that come unto him he will in no
wise cast out. Christ is never too busy

with great concerns to welcome the one .

who longs for the divine comfort, help,
and guidance.

15-18. ‘They mneed mnot depart; give ye
them to eat.” In these four verses, and
in their parallels in the other Gespels, we
have an account of the conversation bhe-
tween Christ and his disciples concerning
what was best to be done for this hungry
multitude, far from home and with night
at hand.

His disciples would have settled the
matter very simply. It was a desert, that
is, an uninhabited place, and they would
have had the multitude sent to neighbor-
ing wvillages to shift for themselves as
best they might.

Very often difficulty and failure in dis-
cipleship occur at this very point. We
really love the Master and want to be with
him, but we are somewhat annoyed and
impatient over the presence of the multi-
tude, with its endless needs.’ Christ and
the twelve had come away from the crowd
into a secluded place where they might
rest a while, and where the twelve might

‘enjoy the opportunity to converse with the

great Teacher, undisturbed by the sorrows
of the world. :

But hére is the crowd. From the shores
whence this great loving Teacher and
Physician sailed, the wistful eyes of the
multitudes have marked the course of the
vessel that carried him, and they hasten
on foot around the shores of Galilee. To
the desert place near Bethsaida go the
Lord and the twelve. About him swarm

.the thousands, with their sins, their sor-

rows, their hunger; and the disciples see
their chance for a class in advanced the-
ology go glimmering: ‘And he had com-
passion on them.” The special training of
the few must wait upon the relief of the
many.

So the time originally meant for the
disciples is freely given to the multitude.
But as evening approaches the twelve can
with propriety advise that the supperless
company be sent into the villages to buy
food, . Perhaps a part of the day may yet
be saved for the twelve. But Christ sees
no reason for such action; no time yet for
comfort and conversation, with suffering
humanity 21l about them.: He izsues a
command to the astonished disciples to
feed them. Many a Christian has met

_with a similar experience—a command to

take up some large work, with little or no

_means in sight.

The five small barley loaves or cakes,
and the two fishes, in possession of a lad
form the stock of provisions in sight, But
‘without him was nct any thing made
that was made,’ and he asks that the
loaves and fishes be brought to him. e

19-21, ‘And locking up to heaven, he
blessed and breke, and gave the loaves to
his disciples, and the disciples to the mul-

“titude.” The place was covered with grass,
_and' Christ commanded that the multitude .

be made to git down in companies. The
expression seems to carry the meaning of

- ple.

‘11

arrangement as though at tables.  They
were the guests of their Lord, and taking
the loaves and fishes their Host blessed
and brake them into his disciples’ hands,
and they distributed to the waiting peo~
The twelve came to rest and to be
ministered unto spiritually, but now they
must minister to the bodily nesds of their
less favored fellows. ¢‘And whosoever of
you will be the chiefest, shall be servant
of all.’

When all had eaten till satisfied, there
were gathered of the fragments twelve
baskets. Each disciple’s obedience in
helping to distribute the modest loaves
and fishes is rewarded by a basket full of
that which remained over, affer the five
thousand were fed.

22, %3. ‘And when the evening was
come, he was there alone.” The disciples
have Ybeen sent away in the ship, the
thousands to their homes, but ‘he went up
into a mountain apart to pray.’ What a
day! Sailing away to find rest with his
disciples, followed by the multitude,
teaching them, healing them, feeding them
and sending them home rejoicing, and his
disciples to their ship, the Master ncw
goes apart to pray, gnd evening finds him
a petitioner before his Father, ‘there
alone.’

The lesson for March 27 is the quarfer=-

ly review.
C. E. Topic.

Sunday, March 20.—Topic—Little things
that Christ makes great. I. Cor. i., 25-29..
Junior C. E. Topic.
TEMPERANCE MEETING.

Monday, Mar. 14.—Wine is a mocker.!
Provi Xz 1.

Tuesday, Mar. 15.—‘He
wine.” Prov. xxi., 17.

Wednesday, Mar. 16.—‘Shall come to
poverty.” Prov. xxiii., 21.

Thursday, Mar. 17.—Who hath woe P’
Prov. xxiii., 29, 30.

Friday, Mar. 18.—‘Overcome with wine.?
Isa. xxviii., 1,

Saturday, Mar. 19.—Thew err in vision.’
Isa. xxviii., 7.

Sunday, Mar. 20.—Topic—What comes
from the beer-mugf Isa. v., 11, 12.

that loveth

R —

Mr. Feeblemind has a great many Mas-
ters and Misses Feeblemind 4at every
school, and it is highly desirable that their
measure should be taken by the Sunday-
school teacher. There are such children at
all schools—all the more if they have been
underfed or bulliragged at home; or there
may have been something to try their
nerves which may not be geen at an aver-
age meeting. There are a number of chil-
dren to whom the verb to ‘fail’ is only too
familiar in all its terrible tenses. ‘I have
not done well;’ ‘I am not doing welly ‘I
never shall do well.” The result is that
many and many a child takes for granted
that it will be at school a failure, gaining
no prizes, receiving no praise, not secur-
ing full marks, hardly half-marks. Any-
thing that will raise the self-confidence of
the child and lead it to hope will be use-
ful—Dr. Butler.

——

NORTHERN MESSENGER' PREMIUMS

A recliable and bandsome IMountain Pen, usually
sold at $2.00, manufactured hy Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of six new eubscriptions to tke
‘Northern Messenger’ ‘at 30 cents each. :

The People's Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor. This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be gjven to ‘Messenger' subscribers
for a list of five new subscriptiouns to the ‘Nor-
*hern Messenger’ at 80 cents each.

BAGSTER’'S MINION BIBLE, suitable for Churech,

. Sabbath School or Day Scheol. Each boy and

" girl render of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Gilven for four new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
ﬁ;?;, containing the following Vealuable Bible

elps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Illustrations, with other =aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northerm

Messenger’ at 80 cents each,




Secrets of the Curio
Cabinet.

(Concluded.)

‘We will have Aunt Deborah’s letter
next, Uncle David,” he said. ‘We will have
it together.’

It was written in cramped, inelegant
characters, but the writing was perfectly
legible, and he proceeded to read it aloud.
It ran thus:—

‘Dear Nephew Charles,—People call me
eccentric, and they are probably right.
have a little gift for you, but if you fol-
low out my wishes you will not know of
it until your twenty-seventh birthday, and
I have my reasons for this. I believe you
have the making of a true man in you,
and an all-round business one, too; but
your future success will depend on whether
you shun the evil which proved your poor
father’s ruin, During the years which
must elapse before my gift comes into your
rightful possession there will have been
time for life’s emergencies to test you; and
though uncomnscious of the fact, your ac-
tions will be watched by those who have
charge of your future financial interests.
It may be that you will have prospered,
and when you read this be in a position to
pay off, by your own exertions, the mort-
gage which will run out one month later.
“God helps those who help themselves,”
and I never think it good for a young man
to be born with a silver spoon in his
mouth. But misfortune sometimes over-
takes the most worthy, and it is not al-
ways because a man’s morals are weak that
he finds himself in financial difficulties. I
hope you will forgive me for my brusque
sermonette, but I never found a few words
of honest and well-meant advice injure
any man, and I believe you have the grit
of a true man in you. If, however, you
have not enough money to clear off the
mortgage, you may find my little gift use-
ful. The papers which you will find with
this letter will entitle you to £8,000; and
if you communicate with the firm of solic-
itors named therein your legal claim to the
money will be at once acknowledged. If
it gives as much gratification to receive
it as it affords me to bequeath it, we shall
both do well by the arrangement.  God
bless you. Your loving aunt, Deborah
Ashley.

Charles Wyndham’s face had flushed and
paled alternately, and his voice had grown
hoarse and unsteady. The letter dropped
from his hand. 0ld David Wyndham’s
feeble fingers were interlaced and unlifted,
while his lips moved in harmony with the
silent thanksgiving which he was pouring
into the ear of the Great Unseen.

‘I ought to have trusted him,” murmur-
ed Charles.

‘And, my lad’—the old man’s voice was
tremulous with feeling—‘you’ve proved
yourself worthy of your Aunt Deborah’s
faith in you. The test and strain of life
have not broken you away from your
moorings. You've honored your Temper-
ance pledge, Charles, and you can thank-
fully take your aunt’s money without a
shadow of shame or a sting of conscience,
You haven’t any dark skeletons to lock
away, and you have no cause to fear the
somt{ny of those who have been silently
watching your life actions. Yes, your
Aunt Deborah was a shrewd business wo-
man, no doubt,” and his eyes twinkled
humorously. ‘You can understand now
why she got you to explain with exacti-
tude all the points of any business impor-

tance bearing upon the mortgage. Yes,
:DOb°:‘lh Ashley was certainly a wise wo-
:m < F
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Coals of Fire.

Farmer Dawson kept missing his corn.
Every night it was taken from his crib,
although the door was well secured with
lock and key. -

‘It’s that lazy, Tom Slocum!” he exclaim-
ed one morning after missing more than
usual. ‘I’ve suspected him all the time,
and I won't bear it any longer.’

‘What’s makes you think it’s Tom?’ ask-
ed his wife, pouring out the fragrant cof-
fee.

‘Because he’s the only man around that
hasn’t any corn—nor anything else, for
that matter. He spent the summer at the
saloons while his neighbors were at their
work. Now they have plenty, and he has
nothing—serves him just right, too.’

‘But his family are suffering,’ rejoined
his wife. ‘They are sick, and in need of
food and medicine ; should we not help
them?’

‘Nol’” growled the farmer, ‘if he finds his
neighbors are going to take care of his
family, it will encourage him to spend the
next season as he did the last. Better
send him to the jail and his family to the
poor-house, and I'm going to do it, too.
I’'ve laid a plan to trap him this very
night.’

‘Now, while Tom is reaping the bitter
fruits of his folly, is it not time to help
him to a better life?’ suggested his wife.

‘A little course of law would be the most
effective,” repiied the farmer.

‘In this case coals of fire would be bet-
ter. Try the coals first, William, try the
coals first.’

Farmer Dawson made no reply, but fin-
ished his breakfast, and walked out of the
house with the decided step of one who
has made up his mind, and something is
going to be done.

His wife sighed as she went about her
work, thinking of the weary, heartbroken
mother with her sick and hungry babes
around her,

The farmer proceeded to examine his
cribs, and after a thorough search found
a hole large enough for a man’s hand.

‘There’s the leak,” he exclaimed; ‘I’ll fix
that,” and then went to setting the trap
ingide.

Next morniug ke arose earlier than usu-
al, and went around to the cribs. His
trap had caught a man—Tom Slocum—the
very one he had suspected!

He seemed to take no notice of the thief,
but turned aside into ‘the bharn and began
heaping the manger with hay—sweet-
scented from the Summer’s harvest fleld.
Then he opened the crib doors end took

out the golden ears—the fruit of his hon-

est toil.

All the time he was thinking what to
do? Should he try the law or the coalsP
The law was what the man deserved, but
his wife’s words kept ringing through his
mind. He emptied the corn in the feed-
ing trough, then went around where the
man stood with one hand in the trap.

‘Hellol neighbor; what are you doing
here? he asked.

Poor Tom answered nothing, but the
. downcast, guilty face confessed more than
words could have done.

Farmer Dawson released the imprisoned
hand, and, taking Tom’s sack, ordered him
to hold it while he fllled it with the cov-
eted grain.

‘There, Tom, take that,’ said the farmer,
‘and after this, when you want corn, come
to me, and I’ll let you have it on trust foy
work.” I need another good, steady hand
on the farm, and will give steady work
and good wages.’

‘Oh, sir,’ replied Tom, quite overcome,
‘I’ve been wanting work, but no one wou'ki
hire me. My family are suffering, and 1
am ashamed to beg. But I’ll work fop
this and every ear I have taken, if you
will give me a chance.’

‘Very well, Tom,” said the farmer; ‘take
the corn to the mill, and make things com-
fortable about home to-day, and to-mor-
row we'll begin. But there’s one thing we
must agree to first,’

Tom lifted an inquiring gaze.

‘You must let whiskey alons,’ continued
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the farmer, ‘you must promise not to touch
8 drop.’ X

The tears sprang into Tom’s eyes, and
his voice trembled with emotion, as he
said:

‘You are the first man that ever asked
me that. There’s always enough to say:
“Come, Tom, take a drink,” and I have
drunk until I thought there was mno
use in trying to be a better man. But,
since you care enough to ask me to stop
drinking, I'm bound to make the trial;
that I will, sir.’

Farmer Dawson took Tom to the house
and gave him his breakfast, while his wifo
put up a basket of food for the suffering
family in the poor man’s home.

Tom went to work the next day, and the
next. In time he came to be an efficient
hand on the Dawson place. He stopped
drinking and stealing; attended church
and Sabbath-school with his family, and
became a respectabls member of society.

‘How changed Tom is from what he
once was,’ remarked the farmer’s wife, one
day.

‘Yes,” replied the husband, ¢’twas the
coals of « fire did it.’—¢ Religious Intelli-
gencer,’

What is the Reason ?

1._Some say alcohol gives strength. If
80, why do athletes abstain while training
for a race or other contests requiring
strength?

2. Some say alcohol gives endurance, If :
S0, why do great employers of labor cut
off the supply of drink when work of an
especially arduous nature is tequired?

3. Some say alcohol gives heat. If so,
why do travellers in the Arctic regions
who take drink succumb to the cold, while
the abstainers remain unharmed?

4. Some say alcohol is good in hot coun-
tries. If so, why did Stanley refuse it to
his men during his forced march across
Africa in search of Emin Pashaf

5. Some say alcohol steadies the nerves.
If so, why do surgeons abstain befors per-
forming a delicate operation? a

6. Some say alcohol sustains the health.
If so, why do insurance companies take
total abstainers at a lower premium than
others? .

7. Some say it is dangerous to suddenly
give up the use of alcohol. If so0, why do
prisoners, most of whom are obliged sud-
denly to abstain, improve in health?—The
Temperance Leader and League Journal.’

What Can Whi—sl—(ey Do?

(The Rev. Louis Albert Banks, D.D., in
‘The Temperance Leader and
League Journal.”)

Not long ago there stood in the Haarlem
Police Court, in New York City, a variety,
of men and women arrested for drunken-
ness. One was noticeable for his age, and
for his extrems despair. He did not geem
to care what became of him. He came up
before the magistrate—a younger man—
who inquired his name. He replied—‘Jo-
seph———_" The magistrate started, and
then peered curiously into the old man’s
face, and inquired, with a note of agita~
tion in his voice—

‘You're not the Joseph —— that used to
be head man at Clafiin’s?’ ’

‘Yes, I am the same man.’

A few years ago the magistrate, an hon-
ored judge, was the office-boy in Claflin’s
great store, at £1 a week, and Joseph —
was head man in the same establishmen
earning £2,500 a year. The one has heent
sober; the other has taken the whiskey
path. The moral does not need enlarge=
ment. ‘ ‘

Special Clubbing Offer

‘World Wide’ and ‘Northern Messenger,
one year each, only $1.00 for both. Post-
age extra for Montreal and suburbs or for-
eign countries excepting United States and
its dependencies, also Great Britain and
Ireland, Transvaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes,
British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Bara-
wak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar. No ex-
tra charge for postage in the countries
named.
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Correspondence

Athens, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am in the second form
of the Athens High School, but my home
i{s near Lyndhurst, a prosperous village.
We get the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday-school,
and I am very much interested in the story
of ‘Daph snd Her Charge’ We have had
some great snowstorms lately. At this
time of the year driving parties are very
frequent. Last winter I attended a driv-
ing party, and the sleigh upset when go-
ing through a large pitch-hole, and we had

a serious time.
GERTRUDE H. (aged 15).

Coaticook, Que.

Dear Editor,—When I was six years We
had an accident. My father was gick,
and the hired man was bringing in the
hay one hot day, and the hay was Very
dry. The telephone men were then solder-
ing the wires, and had a little stove with
them, which they put in the middle of the
road. The hired man shouted to them to
take it out of the way, so they put it on
one side; but as the load of hay went by,
one string of hay dragged into the fire,
and then like a flash up the side of the
load went the fire. TFour of us children
were on the load. Off went Willie, the
hired man’s son, first, and -then Mary and
oldest sister; and then myself. But the
little boy, Wesley, stayed on, too much
frightened to move. One of the old men
said, ‘Oh, see the little boy,’ and, taking
him off unharmed, burned himself. They

took the horses off at once, and tied a wire

to the hay-rick, and the other end to the
horses; but when they pulled, it only broke
and sent them plunging forwards. News
was at once sent to father, who could do
nothing. All we could do was to stand and
atch it burn. Every team that came
aelong stopped; but it did no good, for the
hay-rack and hay were burned, and only
the wheels and the boards that held them
together were left, and they were scorch-
ed too. We sold the farm, and came
to Coaticook, where we are now. I have
three sisters, and two brothers. We go to
echool, that is, the three eldest, Mary,
Wesley and I. School is about a quarter
of a mile from here. JOHN E. C.

N

South Maitland.
Dear Editor,—This is not a very large
&}:ce, but there is a big river flowing right
ough here, called the Shubenacadie Riv-
er. There is a large railway Dbridge
over the Shubenacadie River, which has,
I think, six or seven plers. We have had
some pretty cold weather here, and some
days it is too cold to have school. I can-
not recommend the ‘Northern Messenger’
_enough. I think it is just a lovely pa-
gr I wish I had signed long ago. I
ow a family who have been taking the
{Messenger’ for about twenty-eight years.
I have one grandma living, and she lives

in Halifax. ‘SALLY ANN.

Victoria Cross, P.E.L
Dear Editor,—Two years ago Christmas
I went on a trip with my uncle to Sum-
merside to visit my aunt, who lives there.
Her husband is principai of the Summer-
side High School. We went by train, and
had a very pleasant trip. T have roaci five
of Charles Sheldon’s books. This Christ-
mas I got a volume of Whittier’s poems.
This summer I hunted for Scripture texts.
I have one grandma and one grandpa liv-

1'ug. I have five brothers and one sister.

E. B. M,

‘Woodstock.

Dear Editor,—My father teaches the Bi-
ble-class in the Sunday-school. I was
eight years old last April. T got a wag-
gon for my birthday. 'We had a very bad
storm on Jan. 21. That night my mother
was going out for tea, and when they got
a little way they got stuck in a snow bank.

There was & house near by, and she got
out and went in the house, and the man
who was with her had to come home and
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gt the bob sleighs to bring her back, and

bhe got home all right. They had to leave

the sleigh on the side of the road.
DOUGLAS 8.

- _ . Baddeck, C.B.
Dear Editor,—My brother and I have &
large Newfoundland dog mamed ‘Harlaw.’
We have two horses,‘Kimberly’ and ‘Clare,’
and a colt named ‘Romeo.’ I go to Sun-
day-school every Sunday. Wishing the
Messenger’ every success,
MARGUERITE E. McA.

s

: Coaticook, Que.
Dear Editor,—I go to the Methodist
Sunday-school. The Sunday-school gave
the scholars a drive recently. We had a
fine time playing, then we had a Supper.
The children in the smallest class had a
little table and some little chairs all to
themselves, then the larger children had
larger tables and chairs: The water is
failing all over this part of the country,
and we cannot get hardly any water; they
shut off the electric lights about nine in

the evening. MARY L. J.

East Wentworth, Cum. Co., N.S.
Dear Editor,—I have two sisters and four
brothers., We had a pet rabbit, but it
got killed a little while ago. ~Then my
brother caught another one, but the cat
killed it. We had a couple of crows, but
one died, and we took the other back to
the mest. I will be eight years old on
March 22. My father has taken the ‘Mes-
senger’ for thirty-seven years. Kate Alice
0., if you would be kind enough to tell
your last name, I might write to you. I
can play a little on the organ. I live

near the mountain. LENA B. W.

Blandford Station.
Dear Editor,—Father has taken the
‘Messenger’ for over twenty-five years. We
like it very much. I go to scheol, and
like my teacher very well. I have a lit-
tle over a mile to go. like the summer
better than the winter. We are a mile
from the post-office. I have nine brothers
and two sisters, and there are three boys
and two girls at home. We have two hun-
dred acres of land, and have thirty cows.
We send our milk to the factory. We
have six horses and about fifty hogs and
fifty hens. I have three brothers in Al-
berta, and one brother in North Dakota.
WMy brothers in Alberta have twelve hun-

dred and eighty acres of land.
5 WALTER S. (aged 11).

Conn’s Mills, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I received a Bible from
the publishers of the ‘Northern Messenger’
as a premium for getting four subscrip-
tions to your paper. I like it very much.
Conn’s Mills is a pretty little place. We
have a schoolhouse, a post-office, a rail-
way station, a grist mill, and a saw mill.
Our church is about a mile and a half
from Conn’s Mills, down the Pugwash
River. I have two cats. One of them has
six toed on each paw. I have two brothers
and two sisters, all older than myself. I

wish the ‘Messenger’ every success.
SARAH M. (aged 13).

South Brook, N.S.
Dear Editor,—I have three brothers and
two sisters. My papa and my two oldest
brothers work in the woods, and we are
quite lonesome sometimes, especially when
{t storms. I have about a mile to go to
school. I have not been able to go much
lately, as we have had the mumps. I have
a dog; his name is Bobbie. We have a colt

called Nell, and I tend to it.
WILLIE H. 8. (aged 12).

North Bay.

Dear Editor,—We have not noticed any
letters from North Bay, and this being a
very important railway centre, I thought
I would like to tell you a little about it.
It is situated along the shore of TLake
Nipissing. There is a nice, wide sandy
ghore which makes it quite safe for chil-

den’s pleasure—bathing, ete. =~ This s
guite a summer resort. American tour-
{sts camp here every summer, There are

13

five churches, two public schools and one
geparate school, and in the spring they are
going to build a new high school. A large
new hospital (Victorian Order) will be
openied very soon. I have four sisters,
named Dorothy, Graham, Helen ami
Alice, younger than I am. We go to the
Presbyterian Sunday-school, and get the
‘Northern Messenger,” which we enjoy.
My Grandma Cormack read the story of
‘Daph and Her Charge’ to my mother
when she was a little girl, and now she is
reading it again to her grandchildren. I
am very fond of reading. Some books X
have read are—The Elsie, Pansy, and Rosa
Carey’s books, ‘Lovey Mary,” ‘Mrs. Wiggs
of the Cabbage Patch,” and ever so many
more. I am mnow reading ‘Rebecca of
Sunnybrook Farm, by Kate Wiggin. My
birthday i& on July 2.

BESSIE C. A. (aged 12). -

Inholmes.

Pear Editor,—I have been taking the
‘Messenger’ for some time, and like it
very much. I am a little boy twelve
years old. I have a dog named Cap. He
is a St. Bernard, and is only a pup. He
is about six months old. I live on a farm,
and help to tend to fifteen head of cattle,
twenty-seven sheep, two horses. Papa
drives the stage—forty-four miles. I
have three brothers and four sisters. We
have over three feet of snow here now.

FRED. H.
North River, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I am a reader of the
‘Messenger,” and like it very much. My
father has taken it a great many years.
My great-great-grandfather was with
General Wolfe when he captured Quebec.
I live a mile and three-quarters from the
school, and do not go very regularly in
winter. ORESSA J.

Lower Truro, N.S.

Dear Editor,—Seeing the society called
the Royal League of Xindness in the
‘Northern Messenger,’ I thought I would
try to keep the following rules:i—

To speak kindly to others.

To speak kindly of others.

To think kind thoughts. I

To do xind deeds. Tn

Hoping your society will have many
members, GRACE M. J.

- Carltion Co., N.B.
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Northern Mes-
senger,” and like it very much. For pets
I have a rabbit and a calf. 1 call the calf
‘Blossom’ and the rabbit ‘Snowball.’ My
papa has been in British Columbia for
over four years. I have three dolls. I
have a parlor set, and there is a piano,
lounge, table, lamp, stool, and five chairs.
My birthday is on July 18, I am eleven
years old. J. M. K.

East End.
Dear Editor,—As I have not seen any
letters from this place, I thought I would
write and describe it. It is on the east
side of Cape Sable Island, and is very
hard to farm. Most of the men go lob-
stering in the winter, and fishing in the
summer. So they do not get much chance
to farm. The railway is about three miles
from here, and is on the mainland. I have
taken the ‘Messenger’ ever since Christ-
mas, and think it is a very nice paper. Al-
most every boy and girl takes it around

here. RITCHIE 8. (aged 14).

—_—

0ld Country Friends.

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

Daily Witness,” rost paid, $3 a year.
“Weekly Witness,’ post paid, $1 a year.
“World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year,
¢Northern Messenger,” post pald, 30c year.
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Selecﬁted Recipes.

Tea Cake.—One pound flour, one pound
of sugar, half a pound of butter, seven
eggs and half a pint of cream.

In Selecting a Goose, an infallible test
is to run the thumb or forefinger under the
wing, where it joins the body. If the fin-

- ger goes readily through the skin into the

flesh the bird is positively youngj; any re-
sistance means an old fowl. This is the
only sure means of detecting age in geese
that I know of.—'N.E. Homestead.’

Potato Salad.—Boil potatoes that are
firm and waxy when cooked. Cut them in
slices, grate a medium-sized onion and.
mix it with these, add pepper, salt, vine-
gar and oil to taste. The quantity of oil
should be about three times the amount of
vinegar used. Xat with entire wheat
bread,

— e

D——

A ‘World Wide’ Agent
Earns Over $5.00

In a Day. -

About a week ago a young man just out
of school called at the ‘Witness’ Office and
asked for work. We had no vacancy on
the staff, and said so.

‘But will you put my name down for the
next vacancyp’

And there was somsthing about the
young man’s manner that attracted the
manager’s attention.

‘Look here,” said he, ‘I’ve no vacancy on
the staff, but you can earn money and get
good training as a vanvasser, by getting
subscribers for our publications.’

‘What commission do you allowp’

‘To special agents securing mnew sub-
scribers we allow the very generous com-
mission of . e

‘Well, the commissions seem large, I’ll

work for you. When and where will I
startp’

‘You will take the next train for your
own home town, and begin your business
caresr among those who know you. Here
are subsecription forms and receipt blanks
and sample copies, and—good success to
you.

* L4 L Ll L3 L L

The young man left Montreal Monday
evening. Started work on Tuesday morn-
ing, and before night he had earned $5.156
for himself, besides what he collected for
us. Pretty good for a fellow who never
did any canvassing and never had any
business experience except 'what he had
got on his father’s farm. That young
man will be successful in life, and at pre-
sent will hawe a large income for one 80
young; and what is still more worth while,
he is learning the art of dealing with
people.

There is a similar young man in every
community—one who f‘can and will’ do
things. It would be good for his com-
munity and it would be good for him, and
it would increase the circulation of our
publications, if he would offer his services,
or if his friends would send us his name
in vase he should not see this himself,

No commissions allowed in Montreal,
Full particulars will be sent on applica«

tion to John Dougall & Son, Publishers,

Montreal,

‘CANADIAN PATENTS GRANTED TO
FOREIGN- INVENTORS.,

The following list of Canadian patents
recently obtained through the agemcy of
Messrs. Marion & Marion, Patent Attor-
neys, Montreal, Canada, and Washing‘bon!
D.C., shows that foreign inyentors under-

Lenten Thought.‘

Articles on religious themes

are being carefully selected
for ‘World Wide’ columns.

There 1s a particularly good

one 1n this week’s issue.

Of

all newsdealers at three cents,

or of the publishers.

Sub-

scription pricc one dollar a

year. . John Dougall & Son,

Montreal.

NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A Tweive Page Hiustrated Weokly.)

One yenrly subecription, 80c. :

Three or more copies, separataly addresse
88¢c each.

Ten or more to an individaal address, 206
each,

Ten or more separately addressed, 25c per
copy.

The nbove rates include postage for Canada (ex.
cepting Montreal City), Nfid., U. 8. and its Colonies,
Greal Britain, New Zealand, Traunsvaal, British
Honduras, Bermuda, Barbadoes, Ceylon, ‘Gumbh
Sarawak, Bahama Islands, Zanzibar,

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

Cancer Cured by Anointing with Oil.

The Dr. D. M. Bya Co., of Indianapolis, have
perfected a combination of oils which act spe-
cifically on malignant & rowths. - All forms of
cancers ' and tumors (internal and external), also
piles, flstula, skin diseages,  eto., successfully
treated. Don’t trifle with 1ife; write at once for
free books giving particulars and indisputable
evidence. Address Dr. D, M. BYR CO., Drawer
505, Indianapolis, Ind. =

WANTED, ISSUE OF THE ‘NORTHERN MBS-
senger,” dated Feb. 27, 1903. Please address

Sample package supplied tree on (applies-
tion,
JOHN DOUGALL. & SON,

Publigshers, Montreal.

. JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Montreal, P.Q.

Wesolicit the business of Manufacmreﬂrsi En-
neers and others who rearze the advisability of
ving their Patent business transacted by
perts, Preliminary advice free. Charges mode«
tate. Our Inventors’ Help, 125 pages, sent §Fon
request. Marion & Marion, New York Life dg.
Montreal : and Washington, D.C., U.S.A,

< BABY'S OWN £

e - CETLY: MR
stand the advisahility of protecting their

‘inventions in our country.

Nos. 84,832, Fredrik Ljungstrom, Stock-
holm, Sweden, milking machine; 84,847,
Arthur H. Borgstrom, Hango, Finland,

process of manufacturing faultless butter:

from hard frozen cream; 85,000, Richard
E. Pennington, Carlton, Australia, nut-
locking spring washers adapted for gecur-
ing nuts on fish bolts; 85,012, Kaspar
Kottmann, Zurich, Switzerland, electrical-
ly driven,mechanism for sawing logs; 85,«
187, Gustaf O. Peterson, Dalsbruk, Fin-
land, furnace or kiln for roasting finely
crushed ore, etc; 85,174, Hubert Emonds,
Ajix-la-Chapelle, Germany, arc lamps wi_th
oxigen pump; 85,178, Louis Rouy, Paris,
France, zither; 85,192, C. O. van der Valk,
Voorburg, Holland, safety devices for
strong current overhead conductors; 85,
283, Messrs, Carmichael,, Paris, France,
process for oiling and finishin textile ma-
terial; 85,446, Paul de Hempt nne, Ghent,
Belgium, apparatus or appliances for use
in casting hollow ingbts by the aid of cen-
trifugal force ;' 85,449, Julio Guimaraes,
Hamburg, Germany, rhotographic appara-
tus; 85,476, Leon Lemaire, Puteaux,
France, gas generator for gas engines.
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worth 50c¢. freewith éac <P clkage. When sold return

us the mone{_’and we wi !mme iately send you the most

beautiful Doll you have ever Seens

21 INCEIES EIXCIEL

with long, golded curly hajr, pearly teeth, beautiful a{es andj§
moveable head, arms and lo 5. Her handsome dress i elegantly]
trimmed with ribbons ui ace, and she has @& beautiful hat to
inatch as shown in the picture, a.lso stockings, slippers, and lace|
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ever saw. ‘Write us to-day, arantes fo freat you
% right. The Publishers otthis pa.pnr wi]lt.e 1 you that we ulwn srlo
sxactly whab we say. Address THE SEED SUPPLY CO., BEPT g4 TORONTO, ONTA
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PIGTURES O CREDIT

=—NO SECURITY ASKED—
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naned ** The Angels Whisper,”

“*The Family 1]
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valuable prizes, Address, Home Axg Co., Dopt 416 Torontos
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