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The Fisherman’s Orphans.

Down on the old stone steps, -
Worn by the wash of the waves,

A rough and rugged seat enough,
Wium Iute the water laves,

‘ tales of distant sails,
And of deep sea ca'm- >

The i!sbetmaa’i. boy and gui
Look over thg»gleammg bay.

ﬁe clond is scundding with the breeia -
p ‘dim the gladsome day,

MM#MMM ‘
mylnnnohoarthguy.

The boats ue all at sea;
How merrily they go!

- Oh! it were brave to ride a while ’

Where yonder npples glow,

‘Purple and gresn, their varied siwx,

Capped daintily with snow,

The boats ars all at sea;
Nay, all at sea save one,

That on the shore lies high and dry, s

And idle in the sun;
And father's boat would be afloat,
But father’s work is dome.

‘Hhhonuthoartuntill,

Her tawny sail is slack,
Another and a stranger hand
Must guide her on her track;

‘Yet every day the children say,

‘Will father soon be back?’

And every day they coms, =
" Taking fresh llé'ltt”of grace,

- And patient ltn@., or sit tlum down, e

Upon the Iamting place;
They used to meet him here, and zreet
So joyfnl!y “his faco!

,'.l‘he fisherman’s boy and girl

Look over the gleaming bay;
The fisherman’s soul has gone to God—
No father on earth have they.
Father on high, be never migh,
To guard their lonely way! :
: —s E. G., in ‘c::ttager and Artisan?

Some weeks ago we made an appeal for
funds for this excellent work, but, for some
reason or other, our readers have not respond-
€d as quickly as we had hoped. Perhaps they
did not realize that the appeal is for funds to
be sent in now—at once! The mission has
been carried on for years at heavy outlay by
the Royal National Mission for Deep Sea Fish-
ermen, and though generous contributions have
gone from good friends in Canada and the
United States, the great bulk of the money
has been given by helpers in the British Isles.
Now, the M.D.S.F. has an extensive work to
do, one that ever calls for expansion, among
the fishing fleets in the North Sea and round
the coasts of England, Ireland and Scotland,
and is particularly anxious that the funds for
its Labrador work should be raised, if possi-
ble, on this side the Atlantic.

This seems entirely reasonable, for the call

comes from our own doors, as it were. Part of °

Labrador, in fact, belongs to Canada; and
though the main part of the coast belongs to
Newfoundland, on the northern shores of which
the mission carries on some of its work, we
can recognize no territorial distinction in such
a need .as this, These fisherfolk are our bro-
thers and sisters; their lot is cast in a bleak,
desolate country, which, though they love it

. ag ,their native land, yet demands of them

the most strenvous effort to make even a scan-
ty living. These are the men who from boy-
hood to old age are ever ‘in peril on the sea,
and who never shrink from the wildest storm

~ when a brother’s need calls them to face it;

these are the men to whom, and others like
them, we are indebted for some of the food we
most enjoy. Shall we not try to enter a little
into their lives, and, realizing something of
their privations, give of our means, much o0r

little, to minister to them?

- What sort of comforts could be had in this
country, if $250 or $300 were counted a fair
income for a family of father and mother and
rerhaps five or six children, the earnings of
even half-grown lads being included in that?
What kind of a wardrobe would that supply
to withstand our winter’s cold? How far will

‘it go, then, in clothing, as they ought to be

clothed, a family who live where ths winter
-2 ==ck longer and more severe than our own,
and where, probably, half the family must be
both wet and cold a great deal of the time?
How would we like to face even a short winter
with no more in the larder than a barrel of

: ﬂou: and a few pounds of tea.

Under circumstances like this, it is httle
wonder that half-starved, half-clad people
should be an easy prey to disease. Without
medical aid, and not knowing at all how to
help themselves, parents have stood by and
seen ope child after another carried off by diph-
theria, pneumonia, measles or the like, when
timely assistance might have saved them. Sim-
ple injuries have developed into life-long mala-
dies for lack of treatment, and everywhere
you go you find someone who is terribly crip-
pled through frostbites or other accidents,
where, perhaps. the heroic treatment of ama-
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; teur amputation by fish-knife or hatchet was
the only alternative to a lingering death.

Such are the appalling needs of this field
where Dr. Grenfell and kis c‘aff of assistants
are working, ministering to the sick and suf-
fering, tending to spiritual as well as physi-
cal needs, distributing warm clothing to needy
families, books and papers for those who can
read, pictures, or occasionally a few toys, for
eager child hearts that know so little of child-
hood’s brightness. This is the work for which
we make this urgent appeal for help.

The work is entirely undenominational, or,
rather, interdenominational, both as to its
wor-ers and its methods. Every needv per-
son is helped, whatever be his creed. The few
Christian workers who from time to time
vigit some of the fishing hamlets, on purely
religious mission, find hearty co-operation from
Dr. Grenfell or his helpers, and the society is
glad 'to number among its contributors friends
i» all branches of the Christian Church.

Neither need there be any fear that this work
is going to pauperize the people of Labrador.
Wherever it is at all possible, those helped
make some return for the assistance received,
though it be only in labor, or in wood cut and
stacked near some cove where the steamer
‘Strathcona’ can come in and get a fresh sup-
ply when needed.

The lumber mills and co-operative stores
that are being carried on as a supplement to
the direct mission work, open avenues of self-
help, and are a guarantee of the practical
raethods of the mission.

It would be a capital move if in every Sun-
day-school where the ‘Messenger’is taken,each
teacher should speak to the scholars, young
and old, about this work, and the whole school
take up a special offering on the very first
Sunday possible. Will you not do this in your
school? The money could be sent for the cot
fund or towards the general expenses. All
would be promptly acknowledged in the ‘Mes-
s'enger.’ Individual subscribers can take even
niore prompt action, and remit at once,

Send money orders or postal mnotes or
registered letters, except for sums under fifty
cents, when two-cent stamps may be sent.

‘Acknowledgment.
FOR LABRADOR MISSION,

Previously acl:nowledgéd, $14.10; Winnifred
Campbell, Dalmeny, Ont.,, $1; Mrs. McKinnon,
Fetrel, $5; Emma Thurman, Yearley, $1.25;
Frank Cavill, Collingwood, $2; Mrs. A. Mace
Chandos, Lakefield, $5; total, $28.3s.

A kevival in a Hotel.

One of our ministers when on his vacation
last summer had a very umnusual experience,
Il was so unlike anything that had heretofore
befallen him that he was embarrassed beyond
easure.

He had been spending a few weeks in the
mountains. On the morning of his departure
for home about seventy-five people—men, wo-
men and children—accompanied him as an es-
ccrt of honor along the quiet country road from
the hotel to the railway station which was
half a mile away. They sang as they marched,
and tossed fresh fiowers and beautifni bou-
quets into the carriage in which he rode, until
it was like an Easter pulpit. When I saw

" him he was trying to dedge the roses and car-
nations and other tokens of good will and gra-
titude that were being showered upon him from
every quarter. He was smiling, and yet there
were tears in his eyes. The whole scene in all
its details, was worthy of an artist.

But who were these people, and what won-

derful thing »ad he dome to call forth such an
enthusiastic demonstration? Surely some great
opportunity had been given him-—an opportun-
ity such ‘as seldom comes to a minister—and
ke had been wide awake to make good use of
it. Perhaps he saved someboly’s life at the
risk of his own? No; he was being rewarded
in this open way for a service that cost him
nothing.and that he himself considered scarcely
v orthy of mention. Let me tell the strange and
suggestive story as nearly as I can in his own
words:

‘The first Sabbath I spent at the hotel there
was, so far as any public or social worship
was concerned, no recogni‘ion of the day. Eight
°t ten of the guests went in a mountain wag-
gon to a little Episcopal church about two
miles distant, and about half a dozen went to
a small Methodist church about five minutes’
walk from the hovse. The rest spent the day
very much as they spent the other days of the
week, except that games and other social
amusements were not indulged in. The Sun-
day papers were very much in evidence, and
the things unseen and eternal were “over the
hills and far away.”

T was a stranger to them all, and “while I
was musing the fire burned.” As I was the
¢nly minister of the Gospel at the hotel the
burden of the Lord seemed to rest upon my-
self.

‘On the following Sabbath the proprietor was
interviewed and a short religious service was
proposed. He cordially consented to have the
music room, which seated about one hundred
reople, made ready for the evening and to post
a notice of the service on the piazza. The seats
were all occupied. We sang a few familiar
hymns. A passage of Scripture was read. Then
prayer was offered and a few remarks made,
closing with the announcement that family
worship would be held in that room every
morning at nine o’clock.

‘I could see by their faces that I had taken
them by surprise. I suggested that it would
not be a formal prayer meeting, but just a
family gathering, that it would be a pleasant
way to begin the day, and that although it was
an innovation it was none the worse fcr that.
I did not say anything about duty, neither did
I urge attendance. My thought was that pos-~
sibly fifteen or twenty might gather around the
little altar for morning worship,

‘On the first morning there were about forty
present, on the second morning sixty, and from
that time on, for five weeks, the meetings in-
creased in attendance and interest wuntil the
rcom was well filled, and the service was as

. much a feature of the day as breakfast, dinner

cr supper. All who cculd come seemed to be
present. The old people were there. So were
the young men and young women and the lit-
tle children. You would see them hurry quickly
through breakfast in order to be in time for
family worship, as they all learned to call it.
You would find them postponing their long
morning walks and rides until after family
worship.

‘The little assembly changed from week to
week.
comers took their places, and the interest did
not wane but rather deepened. The people were
of all sorts and conditions, physically, mentally
and spiritually. There were Baptists, Con-
gregationalists, Episcopalians, Lutherans, Meth-
cdists, Presbyterians, Roman Catholics, and I
don’t know what else, but all differences were
for the time forgotten. It was delightful, It
was like a little heaven in which eash heart
seemed to be, so far as worship was concerned,
in tune with all the rest.

‘It was my privilege to lead the service every

Some went to their homes, but new
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morning for five weeks. Promptly at nine
o'clock a familiar hymn was announced, such
as “Jesus Lover of my Soul,” “Rock of Ages,
Cleft for Me,” “Nearer, my God, to Thee.” Now
they did sing in that early morning hour!
Then a few helpful verses of Scripture were
read—not a long chapter, but just a few verses
that would go right to the heart, such as, “He
was wounded for our transgressions,” or “Come
unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden,”
or the parable of the lost sheep. Now and then
4 sentence or two of comment. Then a short
prayer—just a home prayer that the children
could follow. After that the Lord’s Prayer was
tepeated in concert. Then all stood up and
sang, “Praiss God from whom all blessings
flow,” and with bowed heads received the apos-
tolic bemediction. It was all over in ten min-
utes.

‘That was all I did. It was not much. There
was nothing unusual or semsational about it,
and yet the people were more than generous
in their expressions of gratitude and apprecia-
tion. Sometimes there were tears in the eyes
of those who stopped after worship to tell me
how helpful the service was to them, and to
unburden their hearts a little.

‘Yes, it was as one called it, a revival—a
genuine revival of religion in a hotel on the top
of a mountain. Its influence was sure and felt
all day long in different ways. The better
angels were in control, and there was a kindli-
ness in intercourse that was often spoken of.
They who sang together and prayed together
seemed to be animated by that charitv that
doth not behave itself unseemly, seeksth hot
her own, is not easily provok:d, thinketh mno
evil.
in not a few homes that were represented in
the early morning assembly. There wil be a
rekindling of the fires, I think, on some house-
hold altars, and perhaps more than one new
altar will be builded at which a father or m
ther will minister. :

‘How far that little candle throws hig beamis!
So shines a good deed in a naughty worlg,

0=

“The last morning had been one of great sur-
prises. First of all the proprietor kindly ten-
dered me the hospitalities of his house, has
begged me to stay at least another week as his
special guest. He based his plea on the good
that had been dome by the morning meetings,
Then, while I was busy here and there I wag
summoned to the music room. Imagine my feel-
ings when I found my littie congregation gath-
ered there to bid me a_formal farewel]. Kind
words were spoken by one for all, a dainty
souvenir was presented, two stanzas of ‘Blest
be the Tie That Binds,” were sung, and with
the benediction it was all over. The scene on
the way to the train you have witnessed. To
the loving Master, who has made so much out
of such a commonplace little service, belongs all
the glory. It was a revival, and it followed
the building of a family altar,

‘Close would I keep to the Master,
Empty would I remain,
And perhaps, some day, He may use me
To water His flowers again’
— ‘Presbyterian Journal.!
S ————
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CANADIAN FLACS!
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Diamond Jubilee Flag offer,
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JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
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Common Things.

(Hattie Dunsenbury, in the ‘American
Mesenger.’)

I thank Thee for the common things,
The sunlight on the hills,

The fleecy clouds above me,
The murmur of the rills.

I thank Thee for the commcn things,
Birds, butterflies and flowers,
The pure air of the country,
The gentle springtime showers,

I thank Thee for the common things,
Home, happiness and peace,
And for Thy countless blessings

My praise shall never cease.
—_———

The Stewardess of the
‘Stella.’

It was on a March morning, in the year 1899,
that the steamship ‘Stella’ left Southampton,
England, for Guernsey with 140 passengers and
42 crew aboard. Most of the passengers were
looking forward to spending a pleasant Easter
boliday at Guernsey or Jersey, but a few were
natives of the Channel Islands returning from
a visit to England.

For the first two hours the voyage was un-
eventful, but at about 1.30 the ‘Stella’ ran in-
to a dense fog. The ship’s speed was not re-
duced, but the fog-horn was kept going. There
is nothing more depressing at sea than the dis-
mal hooting of the fog-horn, and it is not sur-
prising that some of the ladies aboard the
‘Stella’ became nervous. These, Mrs. Rogers,
the stewardess, in a bright, cheery manner,
endeavored to reassure.

Mary Rogers’ life had heen one of hard work
and self-denial. Eighteen years previous to
the ‘Stella’ making her last trip Mary Rogers’
busband had been drowned at sea, and the
young widow was left with a little girl two
years old to support; and a few weeks later a
boy was born. To bring her children up care-
fully and have them properly educated became
Mrs. Rogers’ chief object in life, and to en-
able her to do this she obtained her position
as stewardess.

Her experience of the sea had been slight,
and for five years after becoming stewardess
she scarcely ever made a trip without being
sea-sick. Many women would have resigned
the appointment in despair, but Mary Rogers
stuck to her post for the sake of her children,
Ill though she might herself be, she always
managed to appear happy, and to attend
promptly to the requirements of the lady pas-
sengers. : :

When at last she was able to make a voyage
without feeling sea-sick, her kindness to the
ladies in her care became still more notice-
able. In foggy or rough weather her bright,
sympathetic manner cheered the drooping spir-
its of all who might be ill or nervous. At night
she would go round, uncalled, and if she found
any lady too nervous to sleep she would stay
and talk to ller for a time.

Only a few months before the ‘Stella’s’ fatal
trip, a h«_ly passenger assured Mrs. Rogers
that her bright, cheery sympathy had done

- much to make her trip pleasant.

‘Well, you see, ma’am, Mrs. Rogers replied,
‘I don’t believe in going about with a sad face,
and it is a pleasure when ‘one cax\help othen
in any way.

At this time Mrs. Rogers’ prospects were
very bright. Her children, whom she declared
*any mother might be proud of, they are so

good,” had grown up, and her daughter was
tc be married in the summer. In three years
her son would finish his apprenticeship to a
shipbuilder, and it was settled that then she
was to retire from sea-life and live with her
daughter, continuing, as she had done for sev-
eral years, to support her aged father. But
the days to which she was looking forward
with pleasure she was never to see.

For two hours the ‘Stella’ ran through the
dense fog on this fatal March 3oth, and at
about ten minutes to four the captain was un-
der the impression that the Casquets lay eight
miles to the east. But suddenly they loomed
cut of the darkness, and almost immediately
the ‘Stella’ struck one of the dreaded rocks.
Instantly the captain saw that there was no
tope of saving his ship.

‘Serve out the life-belts!” ‘Out with the
boats!” ‘Women and children first!” were the
orders he shouted from the bridge.

Mrs. Rogers did not for a moment lose her
presence of mind, 2nd by her activity many
women were saved who would in all probab-
ility never have reached the deck. The la-
dies’ saloon was leng, but the door was some-
what narrow, and being round an awkward
corner there would have been a fearful strug-
gle to get through it, had a panic arisen.

But Mrs. Rogers, by her calmness and her
promptitude, prevented anything approaching a
panic, and got her passengers quickly on deck.
To all who had not provided themselves with
them she gave life-belts, and then assisted
them into the boats. The last boat was near-
ly full—there was room for only one more—
and the sailors in charge of it called to Mrs.
Rogers to come into it.

Before attempting to do so she took a last
look round, to see that all “he ladies were
gone, and saw that there was one still there,
and without a life-belt. Instantly Mrs, Rog-
ers toock off her own, placed it upon her, led
her to the boat, and gave up her last chance
of escape. But the sailors who had witnessed
her heroism did not wish to pull away with-
out her.

‘Jump, Mrs. Rogers, jump!’ they shouted.

‘No, no, she replied, ‘if I get in, the boat
will sink. Good-bye, good-bye.

Then raising her hands to heaven she cried,
‘Lord, have me!’ and almost unmedxately the
ship sank beneath her.

Seventy lives were lost in the wreck of the
‘Stella,” and the news of the terrible calamity
cast a gloom over the Easter holidays. An
enquiry was held to determine the cause of the
ship getting out of her course, but the result
need not be mentioned here. Omne thing that
soon came to light was the story of Mary
Rogers’ heroism, which sent a thrill ofyadmira-
tion through all who heard it.

On the suggestion of Miss Frances Power
Cobbe a public subscription was raised, and a
handsome fountain erected at Southampton
to commemorate this noble deed. The inscrip-
tion, by Miss Cobbe, is as follows:—

‘In memory of the heroic death of Mary
Anne Rogers, Stewardess of the “Stella,” who,
on the night of March 3oth, 18gg, amid the
confusion and terror of shipwreck, aided all
the women under her chage to quit the wves-
sel in safety, giving her own lifebelt to one
who was unprotected. Urged by the sailors to
make sure her escape, she refused, lest she
might endanger the heavily-laden boat. Cheer-
ing the departing crew with the friendly cry
or “ -bye, good-bye!” she was seen a few
moments later, as the “Stclla” went down,

Lifting her arms upwards with the prayer,
“Lord, have me,” then sank in the waters with
the sinking ship.

Actions such as these—revealing steadfast
performance of duty in the face of death, ready
self-sacrifice for the sake of others, reliance
oi: God—constitute the glorious heritage of
cur English race. They deserve perpetual com-
memoration, because among the trivial pleas-
ures and sordid strife of the world, they recall
to us for ever the nobility and love-worthiness
of human nature.

The lesson that every one of us may learn
is just the lesson that in quiet lives of duty
and self-control the possibility of heroism is
always present. Such heroic conduct as that
of Mrs. Rogers was not the outcome of a sud-
den and momentary impulse. She was accus-
tomed to live in the light of duty; and under
all circumstances to place herself last.—‘Friend-
ly Greetings.

A Boy’s Essay on Hornets.

A'hornet is the smartest bug that flies anv-
where. He comes when he pleases, and goes
when he gets ready. One way a hornet shows
his smartness is by attending to his own busi-
ness, and making everything who interferes
with him wish they had done the same thing.

When a hornet stings a fellow he knows it,
and never stops talking about it as long as his
friends will listen to him. One day a hornet
stung pa (my pa is a preacher) on the nosc,
and he did not do any pastoral visiting for a
month without talking about that hornet.

Another way a hornet shows his smartness
is by not procrastinating. If he has any busi-
ness with you he will attend to it at once, and
then leave you to think over it yourself. IHe
don’t do like the mosquito, who comes fooling
around for half an hour singing, ‘Cousin, Cou-
sin, and then when he has bled you all he can,
dash away yelling, ‘No kin’ A hornet never
bleeds you; but if he sticks you, you will go
off on a swell.

1 don’t know anything more about hornets,
only, that Josh Billings says: ‘A hornet is an
inflamnible (Josh was a poor speller) buzzer,
sudden in his impreshums, and rather hasty in
his conclusions, or end’—‘Epworth. Herald.

The Story of a Well=dressing.

Once a year, on the threshold of summer, the
folk of Tissington, in the heart of Dovedale, as-
semble to give thanks for the abundant water-
springs which keep their village cool and sweet.
From all over the dales of lovely Derbyshire
the people come in the month of May to join in
the homely celebration known as ‘the dressing
of the wells,” which is the festival of the year.

Ty ‘dressings’ are really charming pieces of
mosaic floral work, for which the choicest of
biooms of cottage gardens are brought together.
Each spring or well is almost hidc?n in flow-
ers, in the centre of which is some picture or
emblem, and daintily-worked text, arranged by
families or friendly circles. The decorating of
the wells is a cherished privilege, handed down
for generations, and there is always an earnest
desire to excel. People with long memories of
the well-dressing say that it was never better
done than now.

The custom is centuries old; by whom and
when it was introduced is uncertain. It has
spread into many other villages, and a very
pretty story is told of its origin in Tissington,

Once upon a time, so it is said, there was a
great drought in the land. The pastures were
burned bare, flowing rivers wasted to a trickle,
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and there was suffering for want of water. But
ko the very end of this rainless time the five
wells of Tissington ran full and clear. So one
day the grateful villagers dressed the wells
with flowers, and marked the day as a holi-
'‘day for all time. It is not a story we are
bound to belicve, though for want of a better
—we do not say prettier—it holds the field in
the ancient village.

When the thanksgiving service—the first part
of the festival—is concluded in the time-worn
parish church, where lie the old Fitzherberts,
a procession is formed, consisting of the clergy
from the neighboring parishes, members of the
thoir and congregation, and the visitors. In
this fashion a circuit is made of the five wells,
and songs of praise are rendered. In all cases
a hymn is selected for the occasion, ‘As pants
the har: for cooling streams,’ being one of the
favorites. So the procession winds along the
yreen lanes from well to well, the young voices
ringing clear in the open air. With the sing-
ing out of doors, and the ‘Amen’ being said,
the ceremony ends, though for the villagers and
the young people there are many inunocent
pleasures in the afternoon.

Ona of the wells this year bore the text, ‘The
Lord is my Shepherd, reminding us that the
Good Shepherd leads us by, or near, the still
waters. He knows the way to the fountain
where we may find refreshment in the day of
pilgrimage and toil.

Another had the inscription, ‘Come ye to the
waters! Each one of us is in these words
vrged to come to those waters of which we
read in Ezekiel that they issue out of the sanc-
tuary. They are pure and holy, and in them
we may be cleansed from all sin and live for

ever.
What is known as the Hall Well, a beautiful

spring, was inscribed ‘Christ 'is gone up,’ teach-
ing us that inasmuch as Christ has ascended,
there will be a perennial and eternal flowing
of the waters, which nothing can check or turn
save our own sins. We do not depend cn any
fluctuating or insufficient supplies, because
Christ, the Source of living waters, liveth ever-
more. While the throne of God and of the
Lamb stands, and the river of the water of life
proceeds from it clear as crystal, so long will
it be possible for vs to have an unfading spir-
itual beauty and a tender, sweet, fresh spring
time in the soul.

Happy are they who ‘draw water with joy
out of salvation’ cvery day and all the year
round.—James Johnston, in the ‘Christian.’

Have the Lower Animals
Other Senses Than Ours?

(J. Carter Beard, in the ‘Scientific American.’)

If a person who could see, were to find him-
self in a region, the inhabitants of which had
never known or heard of creatures that were
not, like themselves, blind, the use of his eyes
might enable him to perform acts which must
pe incomprehensible to them.

Imagine the bewilderment and surprise of
these unseeing people in their encounter with

one who could describe objects and recognize

individuals without contact, avoid pitfalls
without ascertaining their existence by the
sense of feeling, and even announce the pres-
ence of objects at a very considerable distance.
Doubtless such sightless folk, if they were
reasoning beings, would try in various ways
to account for their visitor's achievements..
In doing this, moved by the impulse that
leads us to measure the faculties of others by
our own limitations, they might be inclined to
credit him with a development of hearing or
of smelling or of some other po’wgr exercised

by themselves in apprehending external things,
sufficiently extended to meet the case. The
simpler and, all things considered, the more
probable explanation that the performer pos-
sessed a sense absent in themselves, might be
the last to occur, or, perhaps, prove acceptable
when suggested to them,

In their unwillingness to accept such an in-
terpretation of the facts, they would follow
many of our scientists, who, until quite re-
cently, have been reluctant to admit that a
number of the lower animals possibly pos-
sess other senses than ours. So much new
and undeniably affirmatory evidence is, how-
ever, now being offered on this point, that there
can be no longer any substantial reason for
doubting that the five senses man imperfectly
exercises are by no means all that are possible
to sentient creatures. One such sense not pos-
sessed by human beings, but to a greater or less
degree almost universally present in mammals,
birds, reptiles, fish, and insects, is what per-
haps may be cailed the sense of ‘localization.
It enables its possessor, appareatly by its sole
use, to find a desired spot. It is evidently
closely connected with an instinctive and per-
fect n;emory of distance and direction, That
the homing pigeon exercises it to some extent,
though undoubtedly aided by the landmarks it
recognizes, is indisputable; that the honey-bee
has it in its fullness and perfection cannot,
after the careful experiments of Albrecht Bethe
in Germany, be doubted.

Perhaps as striking an instance of its use as
any, is that related of the ringed seal, which
furnishes the Eskimo of Greemland and of the
Arctic archipelago with food and clothing. The
female seal forms for herself an ‘igloo’ or dom-
ed cavity in the snow just above the breathing
hole which she keeps open in the ice. Here
her baby is born, and rests, sheltered from the
fierce Arctic gales by the roof of snow over-
head, on the ice near the breathing hole. To
supply herself and the little creature with
food, the mother seal has to swim for miles
through water black as midnight without the
faintest ray of light to guide her on her way;
no light can penetrate the struta, dozens of
feet thick, of ice and smow above. Aided by
none of the faculties we exercise in apprehend-
ing external things, but by some mysterious
power, of which we can form little or mo con-
ception, she follows swift, ciusive fish in all
their turnings, secures her prey, and returas,
unerringly, to her own particular At-lek, or
breathing hole, however distant, where her
young ome awaits her,

The celebrated French entomologist, I. H.
Fabre, tried several experiments with mason
bees; results which are useful in confirming
those of Bethe on the honey-bee, and still fur-
ther strengthening his position, insomuch as
the mason bee is very different from the for-
mer, living as it does but a short time in the
winged state, and mot having opportunity to
become acquainted with localities as distant

~ as those to which Fabre carried it. One of these

series of experiments made with bees, testi~
fied very convincingly to the fact that the sense
or sight has nothing at all to do with the re-
cognition of objects or of localities by the in-
sects in question. A bowlder, to which a par-
tially finished nest of a mason bee was at-
tached, was, during the temporary absence of
its builder, removed a short distance, but in
plain sight of the place formearly occupied by
it. The bee, returning, fléw quickly to the spot
where she had been carrying on her building
operations, and walked about over the place,
evidently much puzzled to imagine what had
become of her unfinished dwelling. She then
flew off, but specii}y returned, and again she
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sought diligently in the selfsame spot for her
absent nest. This she did a number of times,
occasionally passing in her flight within a very
few inches of the object she was in search of,‘
without once recognizing it. When the nest
and the bowlder to which it was attached were
moved back again to within a very short dis-
tance of the locality to which she had al=
ways returned, the bee would at times actual--
ly alight upon the stone, visit the mnest, run
about over the bowlder as if to examine if, and
then fly away again.

It is evidently its location in space and not
its appearance that enables the bee to recog-
nize its nest. Another nest put in place of
her own was adopted by the mason bee without
any question, although the nests were very
different in appéarance, the one consisting of
a single incomplete cell, and the other of many
cells. X 2

These same powers and the same limitations
belong to this localizing sense in wasps. One
species of wasp, for instance, forms her nest in
sandbanks that are sometimes acres in ex=
tent. Before leaving her burrow, the insect cov-
ers it over with sand, masking it so complete=-
ly that it is entirely indistinguishable from the
surrounding surface. On revisiting the nest,
however, which she has to do in storing it with
food, she flies without hesitation direccry to it,

Another little wasp (Cerceris tuberculata)
possesses this sense in a high degree, perhaps
aiso another, for in choosing the beeties with
which to store the burrows she digs in the gyil
for her future larvae, she never gets outside a
particular family of these insects, puf, remark-
able as it may appear, will take specunens al-
together different in appearante, shape, size,
and color, provided they kelong to tie right
family. The range of selection, £0 wide in 1¢s-
pect to varieties, so limit2d as to Find, seems
to point to some tease ¢f which we know ng-
thing, but which supplies .he wasp wiin the
power of discrimination requ:ced,

Fabre captured a dozen famale wasps, drop-
ped a spot of white paint on thy thorax of
every one, put each into a paper roll, put the
rolls containing the prisomers into a box i1om
which they were liberat:d one and a guarter
miles from home. Five hours aiterward, whken
he visited their home, four had returned, and
he had little, if any, doubt that the oihers
also found their way there. He afreswaid took
nine of the insects to the town of Carpntras,
a distance of two miles, and released them in
the public street, in the centre of a populous
quarter. Each wasp, on besing released, 108e
vertically high enough between the houses to
clear the roofs, and flew off in a southerly di-
rection, in a beeline for her nest. On visiting
the homes of the little wasps next day, he
found that at least five out of the nine had ‘put
in an appearance.’ i

But perhaps the strangest instance of the
possession of some sense unknown to us, occurs
in the case of the parasitic wasp. This wasp
lays her eggs in the cells built by the mason
bee. The cell of this bee is placed in a miss
of solid masonry, a part only of which is octu-
pied by cells. Every cell is built with hard
mortar, making an uneven surface, and access
is rendered even more difficult by a layer of
sun-baked clap spread over the véhoie. The
wasp has perhaps to work uninterruptedly for
three hours with the tools nature has fur-
nished, to penetrate the defense provided by
the mason bee for the egg and food stored in
the cell. But the covering is uniform over the
whole structure. How is the wasp to know that
gftgr all her work may not be in vain; that
she may not penetrate masonry that covers no
cell?  This problem is easily solved by tre
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wasp, who walks slowly and, so to speak,
thoughtfully over the clap, tests it with her
antennae, and unfailingly selects the right spot
to begin her work, which cf course is to ob<
tain access to the larvae of the mason bee, up<
on which her young will feed when the 2gg
she lays there is hatched.

It is, to make the matter plain, as if a per-
son were able to determine by feeling of the
walls, three or four feet thick, of a prison, just
where cells tenanted by tie prisomers wers
situated.

Examples of insects that possess an X-ray
sense can be multiplied indefinitely. Only one
or two of the senses peculiar to the lower ani-
mals are here noticed. Lubbock suggests that
‘there may be fifty of them.

I do not know any more interesting field for
zoological research and experiment than this
—a field open to any one who has the requisite

patience and love of mature to explore it.
— e ——

A Favorite Japanese (Game.

A favorite game of the Japanese is played
as follows: One hundred well-known proverbs
are selected, each divided into two parts, and
each part printed on a separate card. The
host of the evening has the hundred first
halves, which he reads aloud, one by ome; the
hundred second halves are dealt to the other
players, who place their cards face upward
on the ‘tatami,’ or thick mat of rice straw on
which they sit. As the first half of any pro-
verb is read the holder of the second half
throws it out, or if he sees it unnoticed among
bis neighbor’s cards, seizes it and gives him
one of his own. The player who is first ‘out’
wins. It is a very simple game, but it affords
great entertainment to the players, for the
quick-sighted and keen-witted are constantly
seizing the cards of their duller and slower
neighbors, and this leads to much laughter and
many good-natured sarcasms.—‘Onward.

The Good of Unsuccess.

The late Mr. Freeman, who wrote the best
history we have of the Norman Conquest, when
he was a student at Oxford tried for a prize
which was to be given for the best essay on
the Norman Conquest. He says:—Fortunately,
I failed to win the prize. Had I won it, I
ghould have flattered myself I knew all about
the subject. As it was, I went on and learned
something about it’ That ‘something’he after-
wards gave out in his famous history. Boys
and girls, use your failures in this way. Do
mot give up because you have failed omce. A

little more hard work will perhaps turn the -

failure into a success.—‘Temperance Leader.
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The Master’s Garden.

P S e I
AN EXERCISE FOR CHILDREN’S DAY.

(Marie Zetterberg, in the ‘S.S. Times.")

Little children, representing the flowers of the
garden, fill the platform. Back of them stands
a row of young girls holding flowers. Two
young girls wearing wreaths stand on either
side of the foreground.

First Recitation (recited by the young girl at
the right).

The whole world is a garden, wondrous fair

Where little children blossom for the Lord.

Their bheauty is for him, their tenderness,

Their soft endearing ways.

Full well he kiows each little flower that
grows,

Its heart cup holds his blessing

And its petals tell his love.

The daffodil and lily give to him

Their fragrant lives.

The daisy yields each hour its living gold,

The prairie flower, the meadow briar, the
rose,

Are all alike to him.

He knows them all by name,

And cares for them by night when gleaming

. stars

Shine softly down upon the garden-beds;

By day doth guard them gently, lest they
droop

Beside the wayside path or on the steep.

Oft doth the Gardemer pluck some tender
flower.

And bear it to the Upper Garden, where,

Transplanted, it becomes an Immortelle,

Song (sung by the young girls).

In the first stanza and chorus, the little flow-
er children take a stooping position and shut
their eyes in sleep. In the second stanza they
rise,

Melody: ‘When He Cometh.

Little children, little children
Who sleep when day closes,

Are the blossoms, living blossoms,
God calleth His own,

Chorus (softly):
In the dusk they are sleeping
Together, low sleeping,
While angels above them
Shall care for God’s own.

Little children, little chiidren,
That wake in the dawning, :

- Are the blossoms, living blossoms,
God calleth His own.

Chorus.
Sweet flowers of the morning,
God’s hillsides adorning,
Are the blossoms, living blossoms,
God calleth His own.

Recitation (young girl at the left):

A song of a garden, a garden that holds
Flowers, human, divine, and God-given,
Of whom it is written in life’s Treasure Book,

‘Of such is the kingdom of heaven!

Song (by the httle ﬂower chihken). :
Melody: “When He Gometh.'

~ Little children, little children,
‘With hearts full of singing,
Are the blossoms, sunny blossoms, -
In God’s meadows f.ur.

Chorus (in the third line, the children ler

vtluizhm:mlm upward).
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Happy flowers! happy flowers!

" That grow in God’s garden,
Upward lifting, upward lifting
Their faces in prayer.

Little children, little children,
Their loving hearts bringing,
Are the blossoms, sunny blossoms,
In God’s meadows fair.

Cho.: Happy flowers, etc.

An Engraving Feat.

(The ‘Religious Intelligencer.”)

Mr. Houseal, an engraver in Baltimore, has
accomplished the feat of engraving the alpha- '
bet on the head of a pin. Mr. Houseal, who
rarely uses a glass in his work, can read the
letters with the naked eye, and, although there
are few persons whose eyesight is so strong,
a common magnifying glass serves to make
them easily distinguishable.

The letters range from left to right, and all
ate capitals. In the first circle around the
edge of the pin are tl.e letters A to M in-
clusive. Within this is a second circle be-
ginning at N and ending at Z, and directly
in the centre is the & mark.

The diameter of the pinhead is barely a
sixteenth of an inch, and it can be understood
how small the letters must be. They are
about one-fourth the size of the letters in the
Lord’s prayer engraved on a gold dollar. The
work occupied about an hour and a half,

One Boy’s Chance.

A gentleman stopped suddenly before a sign
that told him messenger Loys were to be had
juside. He hesitated, and then went in,

‘How many boys have you in now?’ he asked.

‘Six’ was the reply; ‘it’s dull to-day.

‘Boys,’ said the gentleman, eyeing them all
scrutinizingly, ‘I suppose you know there is to
be an exhibition of trained dogs to-might?’

The faces of the boys showed that they were
perfectly aware of that fact, and that they
might even give him some points in regard to
the event.

“Well, I am looking for a boy to take a blind
man to see it

A titter was the first rssponse' then follow-
ed a variety of expressions, as, ‘What could a
blind man see? and, ‘You can’t guy us that
way.'

‘Im not jesting; I’m in earnest,’ said Mr.
Davis; and then, looking at ome of the boys
who had said nothing, he asked: ‘Well, what
do you think of it?’

‘I think I could do ity was the reply.

‘How do you propose to make him see it?’

‘Through my eyes, sir. That’s the only way
he could see it)

‘Yowre the boy I'm after,; said Mr. Davis,
and he arranged for him to meet the blind man.

The exhibition was in a large theatre, and
the blind man and his guide had a box to
themselves, where they would disturb no one;
but Mr. Davis, from his seat in the audience,
knew that the boy was telling what went on,
so that the blind man could understand. In-
deed, no one applauded more hcartdy than the
blind man himself..

The following day Mr. Davi| again appeared
among the messenger boys, and after a few
words with the manager said:

‘Boys, there was offered every ome of you
yesterday, a chance for lifting yourselves up in

. the world, but only one of you grasped it. My

friend the blind man has felt for some time
that he migkt get much pleasure out of life if
he could find some young eyes to do his seeing
for him, with an owner sho could repert in-
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telligently. My friend is delighted with the
experiment. He says he is sure I hit upon the
ene boy in town who will suit him, asd has
offered him a good position with a fine salary.
Messenger boys are easy to get; but a boy who
can make a blind man see is at a premium.
You see, that boy, though he did not know it,
was on the watch for a good opportunity, and
when it came he knew how to manage it.)—
Michigan ‘Christian Advocate.

*A Very Little Fault.’
(Mrs. Cutler, in the ‘Sunday at Home.’)

‘I do think you're making an awful fuss
about it, mother.

Frank Mansford stood 'by the window, his
hands in his pockets and a frown upon his us-
vally bright face. Mrs, Mansford looked up
from her needlework with a slight smile.

‘T have no wish to make an “awful fuss,” as
you call it, Frank,’ she remarked, ‘but I am
very sorry your father had to do the books
himself when he was so very busy.

Frank shifted uneasily.

‘Of course, if I'd known he was in such a
jolly hurry——' he commenced.

‘My dear boy,’ broke in his mother, ‘that is
misrepresenting things a little bit, isn’t it?
You had the whole evening in which to. do
the books, and at bed-time thay were only just
begun. So father did them himself after you
were all in bed.

There was nothing to be said to this, so
Frank was silent, but the frown upon his face
deepened.

‘Anyway, mother, he recommenced after a

_ little pause, ‘if I'm a little lazy that isn’t as_

bad as some things, You know what Mr. Adams
says about me. I don’t play truant like young
Tomkins, or disobey you—why you say your-
self the Hanburys never take any notice of
what their mother says—and I never-—at least
bardly ever—fly into passions like—'

‘Dick,’ put in another voice, as a boy a year
ot two younger than Frank rose from the easy
chair where he had been curled up and laid
down the book he had been reading. Both
Frank and his mother looked round in surprise,
~ for Dick had been so quiet that they had en-
tirely forgotten Ris presence, ‘ndeed, Dick when
- buried in a book did not count as an auditor,
< and had it not been for the fact that he had

just reached the end of the last chapter, it is
probable that he would have heard nothing of
the present conversation.

‘Go on, my dear brother, he said, ‘don’t let
me interrupt you. Your trumpeter’s dead, evi-
dently. “Don’t fly into passions like Dick” you
were aboui to remark. Then I should like to
know the meaning of that dig in the ribs you
gave me when you got into bed last night, He

‘ isked me if I wanted all the bed, mother, and

[ was lying stiff and straight on the very

edge of it

Dick described his wrongs so comically that
even Fravk could not help laughing.

‘Well, I was a bit cross last night, cer-
tainly,’ he acknowledged, ‘but that was be-
cause father talked as if I didn’t want to do

‘- the books. But you know what I mean, don’t
you, mother?’

Mrs. Mansford waited till Dick had gone be-

fore she answered. Then she laid down her-

needlework, and crossed the zoom to where
Frank was standing.

‘Frank,’ she began, ‘I do understand perfect-
'y, and I don’t want you to think I am scold-
ing you. I know very well that Mr. Adams
cannot say enough in your praise, and there are
your good-conduct prizes as a proof. You have
s¢ many good qualities that I can’t bear to see

this one fault growing upon you, as I am sure
it is. The great danger lies in the fact that
you think it so small and unimportant. But
a small fault unchecked has often spoiled a
whole character, and hindered the usefulness
of a life. You must forgive me talking so
serigusly, Frank, but I don’t want anything to
spoil the noble Christian life that I have plan-
ned for you,’ and the speaker’s eyes rested lov-
ingly ca the boy’s serious face.

Frank raised his eyes as his mother fin-
ished and smiled back at her.

« ‘You're awfully good, mother,” he said affec-
ticnately, ‘and I really am sorry about the
beoks, But don’t be afraid. You shall see a
difference in the future. I'll work like a nig-
ger just to please you.

‘Not just to please me,’ his mother respond-
€d smiling, ‘there is some one else you want
to please, I know. Ask God to give you the
strength, my boy. Without him you will find it
impossible to conquer even the smallest fault.

When Frank told his mother that for her
sake he would conquer his laziness, he really
meant what he said. But it is always easier
to make resolutions than to keep them, and
though he had listened seriously to her words,
he still retained the feeling that after all there
was no cause for alarm. Perhaps his position
irt the school, as ome of the most promising
pupils, rad helped to make him somewhat self-
satisfied, and inclined him to overlook a fault
which had so little interfered with his pro-
gress there. But in school, where he was fond
oi his work and very anxious to please his
master, and perhaps to surpass his school-
mates, there were few temptations to lazi-
ness. It was at home, when required to per-
form some little duties in the house or in the

garden, to help his father in the shop, or to’

mave up the business accounts, that his fault
was most in evidence.

‘Look out, Frank!’ cried Dick some few morn-
ings after the foregoing conversation, as he
jumped briskly out of bed, ‘there’s mother call-
ing again. You'd better get out of it sharp)

Trank’s only answer to this was a dissatis-
fied grunt as he turned over and again settled
himself comfortably in the bed.

‘Oh, very well, remarked Dick, somewhat
offenided at the effect of his words, ‘it’s nothing
te do with me, of course. Pray do as you like,
only remember if you're late for breakfast
again father’ll have something to say.

Dick said no more till he was ready to go
downstairs. Then he paused, the door-handle
already in his hand, ‘I'm sorry to disturb
your slumbers, he said sarcastically, ‘but I
should just like to say that mother’s called
you three times already, and it must be get-
ting late.

There was an impatient movement in the bed.

‘Why can’t you leave a fellow alone,” came
Frank’s voice from under the clothes. ‘You
don’t suppose every one takes so long to dress
as you, do you?

Frank was really feeling very tired this
morning, and much inclined to indulge him-
self. However, he had learned by this time
that it was of no use waiting until he wanted
to get up, and this being so, it was very un-
wise of him not to do so at once.

What happened next he could only guess
sfterwa_rds, but gradually there came ‘over him
a vague feeling that Dick had been gone some
time. With a thrill of alarm he sat up and
listened. All was very quiet downstairs. He
must have been to sleep again. Was it very
late? he wondered anxiously.

It took our hero but a very few minutes
to dress and rush downstairs, Ah! it was as
he feared! The cther had finished breakfast
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and gome, and his mother was alone in the
room. Worst of all, the hands of the clock
pointed to five minutes to nine. There was
just time, if he hurried. Frank picked up his
books.

‘You haven’t had your breakfast, Frank, in-
terposed his mother.

Now Frank was rather ashamed of himself
and wanted very much to lay the blame of
what had happened upon some one else. As
this was clearly impossible, he was becoming
decidedly cross.

‘I don’t want any breakfast, he said, short=
ly. ‘It's time I was at school now.

‘Nonsense, Frank,’ said another voice, as his
father came into the room, ‘youw’ll certainly
not go to school without any breakfast. I have
more regard for your health than that. Your
mother called you three times and I would not
allow you to be called any more. If you are
late it is entirely your own fault)

There was no help for it, so Frank sat down.
Never before had he eaten his breakfast so
cuickly as he did that morning. At last, af-
ter what seemed like an interminable time,
but was really only five minutes, he was allow=
ed to go.

There was a special reason just now to ac-
count for this great desire to be at school in
time. Mr. Adams had been much annoyed late-
ly by unpunctuality, and was ‘nclined to treat
with severity those who could not show an
adequate reason for it in the shape of a mes-
sage from their parents.

When Frank arrived breathless in the school-
porch he found it occupied by three boys, two
of whom were passing away the time with a
game of marbles, while the other was rather
disconsolately watching them. But, what was
of far more consequence to Frank, the door wag
P (e o ey

‘Hullo, Frank,’ cried the players, ‘are yoqy
late, too? You've got a note, haven’t you? Qld
Dodson hasn’t, that’s why he’s looking so glum,
You and he are in for it, I expect.’

Frank felt an insane desire to knock the two
cheerful questioners down, but fortunately there
‘was no time for more, as the door was mow
thrown open.

As Frank followed the other boys down the
school-room and up to the master’s desk he
felt devidedly uncomfortable, while the triume-
phant way in which his two companions dis-
played their notes made him long to do some-
thing desperate. To his great relief, however,
the ordeal was not so bad as he had expected,
Mr. Adams, in spite of his desire for punctual-
ity, had no wish to treat with severity two
boys who bore such a high character as the
present culprits, so though they had no ex-
cuses to present, he contented himself with a
word of warning respecting-the future. But
the relief which Frank felt was mingled with
another, and much stronger feeling.  That
walk up to the master’s desk had been very
hurtful to his pride and had made him feel
very small indeed. The rather interested
glances which he received from his class-mates
he magnified into insults, and when, catching
Dick’s eye as he sat in the next class, be was
greeted with a look which said very claarly,
1 told you so, Frank felt a strong desire to
burl something at his brother’s head.

- (To be continued.)
—-——~_.___.__
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Phil’s Paper Boat.
(By Priscilla Leonard, in ¢The
Child’s Hour.’)

Uncle Harry made the boat for
Phil. He stopped at the house
over night on his way to Chicago,
and made the Shamrock IV., as he
called it, for his small nephew be-
fore bedtime. ¢Sail it in a tub, he
said, ‘and it will last you a good
while, It’s not a sea-going vessel,
you know, but only fit for the
coasting trade.’

Phil and Jim tried it nextday in |

a tub that Mary, the cook, put on
the wash-house bench for them,
They blew it across from one side
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He and Jim marched off, carrying
the Shamrock IV. and her crew,
and were soon by the water.
Usually there were cver so many
children there, playing and sailing
all sorts of boats. But this time it
wasn’t a very nice day, and there
was a good deal of a breeze, and so
the lake was deserted. One boy
had a wooden boat far out on the
water. He was bigger than Phil,
and had a dog with him—a pretty
black water spaniel.

‘You put your boat in here, he
said to Phil, ‘and the wind will
carry her over to the other side,
same as mine is going, Then you
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HE CARRIED HIM DRIPPING TO THE SHORE.

to the other, and then they put a
crew on board—two of Phil’s tin
soldiers, who turned out to be very
good marines. The Shamrock IV.
floated high and gallantly over the
waves, and the sheet ot note paper
that formed her mainsail bore her
swiftly along. She was certainly a
trim little craft. :

‘Pshaw!” said Phil, after they
had sailed the marines a dozen

times across the tub: * this isn’t big -

enough for such a good boat. I'm

going to take her out to the park
and sail her on the lake.’

So he went to ask mother, but

~ she was out. Phil was allowed to

go to the park, though, and so why -
“'not to the lake as well, he thought.

can go round and get her when she
sails in. Say, though, T wouldn’t
try to sail that boat across. Why,
she’s nothing but paper.’

‘She can sail as good as any boat.
My Uncle Harry made her for me,’
said Phil, proudly. He launched
the Shamrock IV. upon the ruffling
waves, and at first the two marines
sailed her very well. Phil and
Jim walked round the lake toward
where they thought she would land.
But a flaw of wind caught her sail,
and she veered round and came in
near shore, one marine standing
unsteadily by the mast, the other
lying flat in the stern. Then she
got into trouble. The note-paper
sail did not keep in place, but
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turned and twisted like a weathere
cock. The waves tossed her up
and down, and suddenly, with a
flutter like a hurt bird, she turned
over on her side and bobbed help-
lessly on the water, only a few
feet from the shore, Her hapless
crew went down as she turned over.
Phil was so excited that he waded
into the water. It wasn’t deep,
but then Phil wasn’t very big, and
a stout park policeman, who saw
him, rushed in after him, lifted him
up by the collar, and carried him
back to the shore.

¢ Kape out of the water, said the
policeman. “Is it drownded ye
want to b&8? Now run along home
and change yer clothes, or ye'll
catch your death of cold, Sonny.’

‘I want my boat,’ said Phil,
shivering, but determined not to
leave the shipwrecked Shamrock
behind. ‘Please let me get it!’

‘ Well, you'll have to want it,
replied the policeman. ‘I can’t be
wadin’ out afther paper boats, and
Pllnot let you into the water again.
Run along.’ _

But just then the big boy came
up with his dog. ‘I'll send Jack
in after your boat, he said, encour-

agingly. ‘He'll fetch it for you.
Here, Jack! Go fetch it, old
fellow !’

Jack plunged in obediently. He
neared the Shamrock 1V., caughtit
in his teeth, and swam back in a
trice. Then he stood wagging his
tail, as if to say, ‘Glad to do it for
you. Anything else you'd like?

‘Oh, thank you,’ cried Phil to the
boy, while Jim patted Jack on the
head.

‘Now run along, will you!’ said
the policeman. ‘Go right home,
and run all the way to keep warm.’

It was’good advice, and Phil took
it. But as he ran, he and Jim
looked ruefully at the poor Sham-
rock 1V. hanging limp and crushed
from its owner’s hand. Jack’s teeth
had made holes in its sides; the
note-paper sail was a ruin, and the
mast was broken in two places.
The Shamrock 1V. would never

sail again, and her two marines lay
at the bottom of the lake, beyond

all rescue.
A week afterward Uncle Harry
came back from Chicago,and stopped
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over night again. Phil told him
the tale of the shipwreck in a very
hoarse voice, for he had caught a
bad cold wading in the lake,

¢If I make you another boat,
said Uncle Harry, ¢ I guess it would
be better to name it ¢ The Cake of
Soap.’

‘Why ? asked Phil, wondering.

¢ Because it belongs in the tub,
said Uncle Harry, and laughed at
his own joke.

So the ‘Cake of Soap’ was made,
and had many a successful voyage
in charge of the remaining marines.
But Phil never tried it on the lake,
for he had learned better.

A Lesson:from My Thimble.

(By Aunt Julia, in an old
¢S.S. Advocate.)

(Reprinted by Request).

When I was a little girl five -

years old, my mother brought me
home the prettiest little thimble
that I had ever seen. It waswhite
and bright, with a round top, and
on the rim were some letters. I
began to spell them out, and my
mother helped me, for it wasa long
word—P-e-r, per, s-e, se, per-se,
v-e-r-e, vere, per-se-vere, And
then she told me what it meant—
to go through with what you begin,
to keep at it no matter what might
hinder, to stick to it till you
finish it.

1 was very eager tolearn to sew,
and I thought with my new thimble
it would be very easy. Butall did
not go smoothly. Many and many
a time I made long stitches, and
had to pull them out, or I could not
thread my needle, or I pricked my
fingers, or I wanted, O, ever so bad!
to go out doors and play. Then
my mother would tell me to read
what my thimble said. It went
hard at times, but on the whole 1
minded it, and I soon learned to

“s2w very nicely ; so my friends said.

" Before T was seven years old T had
pieced a whole bed-quilt, and done
many little jobs besides.

I came across that thimble the
other day among my things. It
was old and dingy and bent, but
the word was there still—Persevere.
¢Ah! old thimble, said I, ¢ your
work is done, but 1 am yet prac-

ticing the lesson you taught me so

well. When things have come
before me a great deal harder than

piecing bed-quilts I have said
“ Persevere,” and gone on to
success.’

And now, my little folks, I want
you to learn a lesson from my little
thimble. If you have what you
think a very hard task, stick to it,
go right through it, for that is the
easiest way to getrid of it. If you
leave it till some other time it will
still have to be done, and you will
then find it much harder to do it
For every time you give up will
make it harder to persevere the
next time; but every time you
persevere will make it easier for
you to go on and do what is to be
done the next time. Succe s to
you, my little folks! And if you
have not a thimble with ¢ Persevere’
on it, write the word in your copy
book, and in your head, and in your
heart. Remember it, practice it.
Persevere.

Little Lights.

Just where Jesus puts them
Little lights should shine—

¢ You in your small corner,
And I in mine.

Far across tlris country,
Far across the sea,
What we do for Jesus

Like a light shall be.

While the world of darkness
Needs our little light,
We must keep on shining,
Ever clear and bright.
—* Juvenile Missionary Herald.

[For the ‘ Messenger.'

A Little Heroine.
(By Marguerite).
¢« Mamma what is a heroine, asked
Tottie, looking up from the story
book which she was reading. ‘One
very good definition which I re-
member reading,” answered mamma,

¢defines a hero or i;eroine, as ‘One,

who can and does control tongue,
hands and heart, in the face of great
provocation.” ¢ My little girl can
be one if she likes, she added
smiling, ¢ How mamma ? how could
1? enquired Tottie in great sur-
prise. ‘I thought it was only
grown up ladies like you and auntie
who could be heroines. I'm too
little.’

“Too little to control your tongue

g0 that it won’t say naughty things
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Tottie
blushed rosy red to the tips of her
little ears, but did not answer, so

to mamma? Surely not.

mamnma went on. ‘Are you too
little to control your hands so that
they won’t slap little brother
Freddy when he takes your play
things.” Tottie blushed redder still,
and twisted her fingers nervously,
but still she did not speak, ‘Is
my little daughter too small to try
to keep bad thoughts out of her
heart ? Surely not,’ said mamma,
taking the little hot flushed face
between her hands and kissing
it tenderly. ‘But mamma,’ said
Tottie, hesitatingly, ‘In books the
heros always kill a great many men
in battle, or shoot a lion all alone,
or something like that, and the
heroines go out in the sea when it
is stormy, like Grace Darling did,
or nurse sick soldiers like Florence
Nightingale. - They never write
about little girls who try to be
good, at least, they don’t eall them
heroines.’
dear, but they are heroines all the
same, don’t you remember your
text last Sunday ? He that ruleth
his spirit is greater than he that
taketh a city.’

That evening mamma and papa
were going out to a concert, and
Tottie begged very hard: to be al-
lowed to go too. Papa, whoindulged
his little daughter rather more than
was good for her, was inclined to
let her go, but mamma said, ‘No,’
it would be after ten o’clock before
they got home, and that was too
late for Tottie, for she would be
tired and sleepy long before the
concert was over. Tottie was just
about to cry and say naughty things
to her mamma, when she remem-
bered that was not the way to bea
heroine ; so she said: ¢ All right,
mamma,’ and went away to play.
Mamma was so pleased with her

little girl that she called her back,
and told her she might invite her
little playmate from next door in
for the evening, and that cook
would give them some bread and
jam, so they could have a tea-party.
¢ Tell nurse that T said you might
remain up until eight o'clock,’ she
added, as they drove off.

(To be continued.)
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LESSON IX.—MAY 28,
The Crucifixion.
John xix., 17-30.
Golden Text.

Christ died for our sins according to the Scrip-
tutes. I Cor. xv.; 3. a .

Commit verses 25-27.

Home Readings,

Monday, May 22.—John xix., 1-16.
Tuesday, May 23.—John xix., 17-30.
Wednesday, May 24.—John xix., 31-42,
Thursday, May 25.—Ps. xxii., 11-24,
Friday, May 26.—Dan, ix., 20-27.
Saturday, Ma)" 27.—Is. lxiii,, 1-g.
Sunday, May 28.—Heb. x., 1-14.

(By Davis W. Ciark;)

The quadruple description of the crucifixion
is a literary marvel. Though a circumstance
cf transcendent importance, the narrative of it
iz surprisingly condensed. There is no spin-
ning out of details, no obtrusion of the person-
al opinions and sentiments of the narrators.
Here is a suggestion of how we ourselves should
approach Calvary. It is not a theme for volu-
bility. There should be mo striving to mag-

" pify its painful horrors, or to compare the phy-
sical sufferings of its victims with those of
cthers. A spiritual interpretation ig the thing
desirable. A personal appropriation by faith
is great riches.

We first have the numbering of Jesus with
transgressors. He was crucified between the
malefactors, the insurgent robber and mur-
derer.  He who could challenge the world to
impeach his sinfulness, was ‘made sin’ He
was put to the extremity of a convicted felon.
With the shedding of his blood begins his
mediatorial prayer, ‘Father, forgive them.” The
‘inventiveness of love’ finds a palliating cir-
cumstance ir their ignorance. ‘They know not
what they do’ The prayer sweeps out to in-
clude, not the coarse executioners alone, but the
cunning conspirators who use them as their
tools, It is enough to brand it with infamy
that destroying vice of gambling, that it ob-
truded itself at the crucifixion. The soldiers
threw dice to determine which should have the
most valuable garment of the sufferer. They
‘chanced off’ the seamless robe.

He saved others’ Unconscious, undesigned
encomium! ‘Let him save himself!’ Last re-
currence of the wilderness temptation! That
vhich is a literal possibility is a moral impos-
sibility. Except he stay upon the cross he
cannot be a Saviour. If he remains not, he
cannot utter that ineffable cry, ‘It is finished!’
~—‘the work the Father gave me to do.’ Keen-

~er than mortal pangs are the brutal gibes of
* rulers, populace, and soldiery. That triple in-
scription may signify that the story of the

. Cross is destined to go into all languages, as

- it there appeared in the tomgues of conquest,
- culture, and colloquy.

- The ‘third word’ of Jesus from his cross is a
lustrous example of filial affection.  Even
shame and agony of his crucifixion was not
sufficient to divert his thought from his mother
~or to confuse his judgment as to what would

- be the best provision for her. In touching and

significant terms he commended her to the care
~ of his dearest friend. =
- The sovereign power of redesming love has
a splendid exemplication even in the deepen-
ening gloom of Caivary. As the hours wear
~away, the innocence, the Divinity of his fel-
low-sufferer dawns upon the mind of the male-
factor. It pains him to hear the continued rail-
ing of his comrade in crime. He chides him,
reminding him of the justness of tkeir con-
- demnation, and affirming the guiltlessness of
Jesus. To eye of faith there opens to him a

blissful vista beyond the chasm of death. He
recognizes the sufferer, spite of his marred
visage as monarch of that realm. In the
sirength of a belief that prompts to action,
he joins his fortunes irrevocably with those of
the crucified Nazarene, and entreats recogni-
tion when he comes to the regal splendors of
bis coromation. What Jesus did then, he has
been doing ever since. He opened paradise to
a penitent. But his obedience unto death, even
the death of the cross, was the key, and the
only one, to unlock that paradise.

Nature, as if become sentient on account of
the incomparable tragedy now enacting, drapes
kerself in a veil of impenetrable blackness. In
that darkness, the seventh word from the cross
is heatrd. The Son having drunk to its dregs
the cup the Father had given him, now, in the
very hour and article of death, confidently
commends his soul to that Father.

LIGHTS ON THE LESSON.

Pilate’s iromical inscription had a germ of
truth in it. Jesus is King. His dominion is
wider than the most ambitious Caesar ever
dreamed of.

What was a taunt to the Jews was a tribute
to Jesus. Pilate would fain acknowledge him
a kingly spirit, of whom the Jews were not
worthy. To this covered eulogy of the pro-
curator the dying thief added his ‘Thy king-
dom.

The Cross is ever devisive—once separated a
believer from an unbeliever. It does so yet
wherever it is preached. People range them-
selves in two classes, The cross is the divisor.

A study of Calvary reveals the intensive
forcefulness of the expression, ‘Crucify the Son
of God afresh’ Indifference, unbelief, and apos-
tasy are doing this daily.

It is inconceivakle that the spirit of Jesus,
just mingled with common air, was dissipated
and lost, as to its identity, when he breathed
it forth. He commended it as an iaconceivably
precious thing to the care of a personal God,
the Father of Spirits.

The Lord of Life helped the dying penitent at
his side to stand the shock of dissolution by
the assurance of a perpetuaticn of comscious
life beyond, and an immediate entrance to
Paradise. ;

When Jesus entered Paradise it was in com-
pany with an executed criminal, This trophy
of his redeeming love, this evidence of the
rower of his cross, he presented to all the in-
telligences of the sky.

The procession to the cross was the most
pitiful earth has ever seen. The centurion
rede in advance. The guard was numerous
enough to make rescue of the prisoners impos-
sible. The condemned kad boards daubed with
gypsum hung about their necks, on which was
record of their crimes in black letters. In the
rear came the slaves carrying refreshments for
the soldiers, besides tke nails, hammers, and
repes mnscessary for the execution. Following
all was such an unsavory crowd as a public
execution would draw in our own day.

Golgotha is supposed to have its name from
the fact that it was a rounded hilltop—bare,
rocky, with a shining surface, suggesting a
human skull.

There was probably in Jerusalem as in many
cities of that day a benevolent guild of women
whe sought to mitigate the sufferings of the
condemned by administering anaesthetics to
them. As Jesus desired to preserve his senses
during the ordeal, he declined the offices of the
agent of such a society.

Two circumstances happening on the way to
the crcss are mentioned: At sight of an inno-
cent One led to such a shockicg death, women
wept. Jesus turned, and as if with the siege
of Jerusalem in view, bade them rather weep
for themselves and their children. 3

The fainting strength of Jesus makes the im-
pressing of some one to bear his cross necessary.
Simon was probably not an African, as is of-
ten supposed. For in Cyrene, Northern Africa,
there was a colony of Jews.

NOTES FROM THE COMMENTARIES.

Jesixs in the midst: To hold him up as the

worst of the three. Pilate wrote a title: Drew

cut the inscription in such terms as to inflict
another wound on Jewish pride. Hebrew, Greek
and Latin, the language of the country, the
current language, the official language. His
coat without seam—tunic—woven from top to
bottom: Denoting skill and labor necessary to
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rroduce such a garment. Work of one cr more
of the women who ministered to him. Wo-
man, behold thy Son: What forgetfulness of
self! What filial love! From that hour: Ei-
ther from that moment (in which case Mary
was spared the further laceration of her feel-
ings by the sight of her Son’s sufferings) or
after all waz over. That the Scripture might
be accomplished: Probably the meaning is that
Jesus permitted himself to express his sense of
bodily suffering (‘I thirst’) because he knew
that his duty was completely discharged and
rrophecy fuifilled. Put it upon a hyssop:
Though the stock of. this plant does not ex-
cced eighteen inches, it would suffice, as the
feet of the crucified persons were not raised
higher. Had received: Contrast his refusal of
the stupefying mixture formerly offe;ed to
him. It is finished: A cry of triumph, I have
cvercome the world’ Bowed his head: A fact
recorded only by John: The visible counter-
vart of the words recorded by Luke, ‘Father, in-
15 thy hands I commend my spirit” Gave up:
A voluntary surrender of life,

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, May 28.—Topic—Missions in Roman
Catholic countries. Ps. lxvii, 1-7.

Junior C, E. Topic,
THE RIVEN ROCK.

Monday, May 22.—God must be sanctified.
Lev. X573

Tuesday, May 23.—‘Ye sanctified me not.
Deut. xxxii., 48~52.

Wednesday, May 24.—‘Ve rebelled.” Num.
xxvii.,, 12-14.
Thursday, May 25— proved thee’! Ps.

1xxxi., 7.

Friday, May 26.—‘1 besought the Lord.’ Deut.
iii, 23~27.

Saturday, May 27.—‘Thou shalt not go in.
Deut. i, 37.

Sunday, May 28.—Topic—The story of the
riven rock. Num, xx.,, 1-13; Ps. cvi,, 32, 33.

Prayer Circles.

Never let the young people feel that there
is such a thing as getting too old to come to
Sunday-school. Adapt the lessons to their
ages so that it will meet the demands of
their growth. As soon as possible give them
something to do, that will make them feel it
is their school, and they are needed in it.

Establish a social relation with them, that
will mean more to them than the attractions
that draw them away.

Teach them the Bible from the infant class
to old age, let it be the ‘lamp to their feet
and the light to their path.’ Let them know
that the Sunday-school is the one ‘place where
God’s Word is taught exclusive of all others,’

Leave out of the lesson, as much as possi-
ble, minor points, and in the short time given
to the portion of Scripture selected for the
day, teach them to reverence God, his Word,
the place where it is taught, his day, and all
who are working for him. Each one of these
things will be a link to bind the scholar to
the Sunday-school, that other things will fail
to sever as they grow colder.

Amnather link is to have a prayer circle com-
prised of the class and teacher, the school and
teachers, the officers, pastors and teachers and
school. This will be a double safegualtld.l A

raying, God-fearing young person will love
gndyrefn’ain in the Sunday-school.—M. J. Fulfz
in ‘Ram’s Horn.

Pictorial Testament Premium

A very handsome Pictorial New Testament,
just published, with chromographs and engrav-
ings from special drawings made in Bible lands
by special artists, J. C. Clark and the late H.
A. Harper. The book is neatly bound in leather,
round corners, gilt edge, well printed on fine
thin paper, making a handsome book. The
colored plates contained in this edition are
particularly fine.

Any subscriber to the ‘Messenger’ can secure
this boek by sending four new subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each, or
six renewal subscriptidns at forty cents each.
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Correspondence

THE ‘MESSENGER’ COT.

Dear Boys and Girls,—Just a word about our
cot. Some of you have already semnt in your
gift towards it. We know you must fee! very
happy about it, because if there is one thin'g
sbove another that makes people happy it is
giving that others may be better or happier.
1 you cannot send even a two-cent stamp, yru
can at least pray regularly for the little pa-
tient in the cot.

Your loving friend,
THE CORRESPONDENCE EDITOR.

N.B.—If you send a sum under fifty cents,
send it in two-cent stamps; if above fifty cents,
send it in the form of a postal or money oOr=
der—Ed. Cor.

OUR PICTURES FOR THIS WEEK.

1. ‘Ruby. F. L. Traviss (11), B. H,, Ont.
2. ‘Champion Pacer” Willie T. M. A. (14),

- Mamilton, Ont.

3. “The McLachlin’ (automobile). Clarence
J. (8), M., Ont. !

4 ‘Schoolhouse’ and Grounds”’ Beatrice McK.
(12), R, Ont. g

5. ‘Maple Leaf. Willie E. (13), Hamilton,
Ont.

6. ‘At School! Edna R, C. G, N.S.

7. ‘My Rose’ Ida M. K. (9), Bryanston, Ont.,

8. ‘Rose.” Edna J. (15), M., Ont.

EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS.

Maggie B., Kingston, N.B,, tells us how the
pupils of the school she goes to gave their prin-
cipal a beautiful clock on the occasion of his
wedding.

Myrtle M. (10), Dunn’s Valley, Ont, can
play the organ by ear. The lakes near where
she lives have Indian names.

Mildred May L. (12), Boissevain, has a grey
pony who will rap on the door for some one to
let it in; if hungry, it will lay its head on
gome one’s lap, and when you say.‘Put the dog
out, it runs to the door.

Willia G. C. (8), Brockville, Ont., says: ‘We
made a rink in our yard last winter, and skated
there at night)

Alice E. S., Lady Cove. Nfld, liked Emma
R)s letter very much, but does not say why it
interested her. Some little time back we ask-
eil you to fill in forms voting for the best let-
ters in different numbers. We did not get
quite enough replies to make us think you
were much interested in voting, so we let it
drop. However, one form sent in showed that
the girl liked the letters either because there
was something unusual in them, as boys sew-
ing, or what she knew very little about, such a=
Indians, or else a description of something that
interested her. We would like you to men-
tion the letters you like specially, and why.

Stuart P., Whitfield, Ont.,, says: ‘We have
a new team of horses to break in, that will be

some fun’ and ‘we have a horse that in winter

we often hitch to a hand sleigh and tien we
have a ride.

Hettie K. (13), has read ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin,’
‘Robinson Crusoe,! ‘Little Men, and ‘Little
Women! We hope many of you have read
these four books. Z

Ella M. C, St. Mary’s, Ont., sends thanks
for her Bible.

Edith L, (8) describes herself as follows: ‘I
have grey eyes, light hair, and am three feet
ten inches tall. I weigh fifty pounds’

Chauncey S. (9) Stanstead Plain, Que., writes
a neat little letter. He takes care of the hens
cn the farm. ;

Would Charlie T., Arcadie, N.S., who sent a
picture, tell us his age?

Will Jean M. 0., Belleville, Ont., tell us what
her picture represents, or send another.

Harold J. C. (9), Woodstock, Ont., says geo-
¢raphy is his best study.

Rachel R. (9), Trurs, N.S., has two white
cats. Her sister teaches her at home in stormy
weather. She has a grandmother with won-
derful eyesight who, though eighty-seven, can
read small type. We hope Rachel wil! be care-
ful of her eyes and preserve them as well,

Sadowa, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I have never written to t}le
‘Messenger’ before, so I thought T would write
now. We get the ‘Messenger’ in our Sunday-
school, and like it very much. My father is a
farmer. I have three brothers and three sis-
ters, and eighty first cousins living. I have
one grandpapa living with us, who is eighty-
four years old. My father and my two oldest
brothers went out hunting last fall, and shot
six deer. CHESTER K.

Russeldale, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I never wrote to the ‘Messen-
ger’ before. We have just arrived here from
the 01d Country, and we have been getting Fhe
‘Messenger’ since we came here, and we all like
it very much. I am the oldest, and am elev_en
years old. I have four brothers and one sis-
ter. I go to school every day. We live in a nice
village called Russeldale. I have a pup called

‘Captain, and a cat and ten hens.
NEIL MacK.

Las Flores, South America, Buenos Ayres.

Dear Editor,—I am working on the railway
now as a messenger boy. There has been a
strike here on the railway for this last week.
There were only nine of us left on the station,
and we had to do all the work. We had to go
back to our houses with police, and now the
men are all going back to work again. They
wanted more wages.~ My brother that is in
Canada is going to take up a homestead for us
all to go. I am in a hurry to go. This coun-
try must be something like Canada. Here they
rear a lot of cattle and sheep. We have been
in this town for a year. It is a small town.
I will mention a few things about it. It has
a Catholic Church and a Protestant Church and
school and seven or eight Spanish schools, nine
or ten grocery stores, four blacksmiths, two
theatres, a police-court, and a railway station.
The town has about 8,000 inhabitants. Before
we came to this town we lived on a farm of 500
acres. We had a thousand sheep and fifty
cows, thirteen horses, pigs, hens, efc. My fa-
ther is on a farm three hundred miles from
here, which is of nine thousand, six hundred
acres. On the farm there are lots of cattle,
sheep and horses. I have read a lot of books.
These are some of them: ‘Black Beauty, ‘Miss
Moffat, ‘The Hero of a f‘amily,’ ‘The Fairy in
the Wood,” ‘Golden Stories, and some others.
We are ten children, and my oldest sister is a
teacher. We are going to Canada in two or
three months, so I hope we will like the coun-
try. CHARLES H. D. (age 13).

; Shallow Lake, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am going to write you my
first letter to the ‘Messenger’ I have a bro-
ther and a sister. My brother’s name is Cyrus
and my sister’s name is Roxie. The only pets
we have are a bird and a dog. We get the
‘Messenger’ in our Sunday-school., I have read
a large number of letters that have been writ-
ten to the ‘Messenger,’ and thought it was my
turn to write. RUBY C. (age 12).

Lakefield, Ont.

Dear Editor,—~When reading the letters in the
‘Messenger’ dated Feb. 17, Stuart C. (age 10)
wonders if anybody who reads the ‘Messenger’
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knows which is the shortest and longest verses
in the Bible. The shortest verse is St. John
xi., 35, and the longest verse is to be found in
Esther viii.,, 9. Now, I wonder if any little
girl or boy who reads the ‘Messenger’ knows
what verse in the Bible contains all the let-
ters of the alphabet except the letter ‘J’?
MABEL M. W. (age 8).

Strathlorne, C.B.
Dear Editor,—I have never written to the
‘Messenger’ before, so I think I will write now.
My sister gave me the ‘Messenger’ as a Christ-
mas present, and I like it very much. I got a
pair of skates this winter, but I have not had
a chance to learn how to skate yet, as there
has been so much snow. It has been a very
stormy winter here. I like reading story books
very much. Some of my favorites are: ‘Little
Women,” ‘The Letter of Credit, ‘Roy,” and
‘Eighty-Seven.” There is Sunday-school here
every Sunday. My father is the superinten-

dent. HATTIE L. MacL. (age 10).

Enfield, N.D.
Dear Editor,—I enjoy reading the good stories
and the children’s letters, and wigh to join the
happy band. I am a farmer’s daughter. I was
eleven years old on Feb. 26. I live about six
miles from the little town of Enfield. I like to
live in the country very much, as then I can
hear the little birds singing. We have Very
cold weather out here. I like going to school
very much, but cannot go now it has been so
cyld. I have no pets at all. Except my little
sister, whose name is Pearl, and who is seven

years old. I wish you all a happy summer,

ROSA LU K,

; Rathburn.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger’ I have read quite a few of the
boys’ and girls’ letters, and most of them were
very interesting; but I think Minnie E. M.'s
letter was very interesting indeed. I hope she
will write again. I go to school every day,
and am in the third book. I am nine years old.
For pets I have a white kitten. Well it is
not really mine; but my sister brought it up,
and told me to look after it; so I claim it to be
mine. I have three brothers and four sisters,
I have not read many hooks yet. But here are

a few that I have read: ‘Little Men, ‘Jack the .

Giant Killer’ and some others,
ELIZA M. MacK.

Kansas.
Dear Editor,—I have a black shepherd dog,
and his name is Bruce. He will watch the pigs
off of the railway, and do a great many other
things. I thought that story. ‘How Nora Crena
Saved Her Own,’ was very good. I see there
are some pictures in the ‘Messenger” I think
that Hettie K.’s picture is very nice. I like
the ‘Messenger’ better every time I read it

I think I shall take it another year.
JOSEPH W. T.

ACKNOWLEDGMENT.

Received for the ‘Messenger’ Cot. Labrador.
Previously acknowledged, $4.80; Reta McDon-
ald, Point au Cacr, 35¢; Ernest McDonald,
Point au Cacr, 35¢; Howard McDonald, Point
au Cacr, 3oc; Ernest Bell, Thurso, roc; Violo J.
Walker, Northcote, soc; A Fisherman, Port
Bruce, 25c; Clara Annis, Dryden, $1; Dwight
Nash, Aultsville, s50c; total, $8.15. ‘
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Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have speci~
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
a:d we will be pleased to supply them, free
of cost. :

sl
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‘Quit Ye Like Men.’

Courage, brother! do not stumble,
Though thy path be dark as night;

There’s a star to guide the humble;
Trust in God and do the right.

Let the road be rough and dreary,
And its end far out of sight;
Foot it bravely, strong or weary,
Trust in God and do the right.

Perish policy and cunning,
Perish all that fear the light;
Whether losing, whether winning,
Trust in God and do the right.

Trust no party, sect, or faction,
Trust no leaders in the fight;

But in every word and action,
Trust in God and do the right,

These inspiring words were written by the
late Rev. Dr. Norman McLeod, of Glasgow, on
the text ‘Quit ye like men’ What a stimu-
lus their rousing ring should give in the dis-
charge of every duty alike in the phlegma-
tic, the desponding and the despairing,

Ruined : A Wife’s Stofy.

(Concluded.)

Shall I ever forget the day when he first
found out that I drank? He came in un-
“expectedly that afternoon. I was staying
jn with baby;
his teeth, but he fell asleep, poor lamb, as soon
as I had fed him. And there I sat, with the
child in my lap, beside the fire, and sipped,
and sipped, and sipped, till everything about
me got hazy. I forgot the baby, and forgot
that I was not dressed for afternoon, and that
I was expecting callers; I forget everything,
and I think I must have been nearly asleep,
for Bob told me afterwards that he came in
just in time to save the baby from rolling
off my lap into the fire.

I remember hearing him ery out, and I have
some sort of recoliection of his laying me on
the sofa, and when I came to myself, hours
after, he stood looking down at me with a
look I can never forget—never! He didn’t say
a word, but there were tears in his eyes. Then
I cried, too, for we women are sure to get hys-
terical over everything. But mine were only
maudlin tears; they didp’t flow from real peni-
tence or sorrow. No; I was only ashamed of
being found out, and a bit afraid of what Bob
might say. :

He was very patient and forbearing with me
‘even then, but I can see plainly now that his
heart was broken. From that hour he grew
old and haggard and grey. :

“He begged me to sign the pledge, but I could
not bring myself to it. I reminded him that
the doctor had ordered me drink twice a day,
but I promised to keep strictly to the pres-
cribed allowance. But again and again and
again the appetite got the better of me, till
Bob was nearly desperate.

Then he declared that he would cut off the
supplies, and would not have any drink brought

- into the house even for visitors. But I was
-angry, and sulked and fumed, and refused to
- entertain even his own intimate friends if he
carried his restrictions to such a length. And
so I won my way again—as I always did. I
piled a heavier weight on my husband’s shoul-
- ders than he was able to bear. I caused him
constant anxiety night and day, and to all his
entreaties, his reasoning, his prayers, I only
- ade spurious promises of amendment,
~ Will you believe, neighbor, that when the
- crash came and Bob told me that we were
- tuined, my first thought was: How was I go-
ing to get my drink? To such depths of self-
ishness had I descended. =
X 8r

- You could never understand what I si
when the bottles and casks all ran empty, and
ob gave me orders that mo more were to be
ught inside the doors.
‘The girls had ail been dismissed except the

e was ailing and fretful with .
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little nurse-girl, and I dared not send her for
drink, for I knew she would tell. Shame, and
fear of Bob’s anger, kept me from sending the
children, so I went out myself.

It was only the other day, but it seems like
years.

I went right away, almost to the other end
of the town; and there I drank away a good
part of the little money that Bob had given
me for housekeeping, begging me to use it
carefully.

I don’t remember leaving, but I have a re-
collection of someone coming forward and ask-
ing me if he could assist me in crossing the
street. It was Dr. Corman, our minister. He
was afraid of my getting taken up, and hur-
ried me off to Bob’s office, because it was near-
er than here. I stayed there till my husband
was ready, and then he brought me home. - it
was the last walk we took together, and I
shall never lean on that arm again,

Do you wonder that God has called him? He
saw how unworthy I was of a pure, faithful
love like Bob’s; how I repaid the sacrifice of
his brave, true life.

Dr. Corman says there is hope for me yet,
but I know that this stony weight of remorse
can never be wholly lifted.

When Bob is taken away, kinds friends are
going to send me to a retreat, and the dear
children will go to Bob’s mother. It is my only
chance. I am so weak I could not resist the
drink even now if it were placed within my
reach.

Bob asked me once to go away to one of the
inebriate homes, but I scouted the idea. I am
humbled now; I dare not refuse it any longer.
There are the children—Bob’s legacy to me.
For their sakes I must do what I refused to do
for his. But, oh! how the prospect appals me!
How I shrink from the terrible fight that hus
to come. It seems to me it would be easier to
face death than the life that lies before me
now. 5

Oh! neighbor, if you moderate drinkers could
but once feel this awful craving, this over-
whelming temptation, I don’t think you would
look down on us who have gone astray with
such scornful eyes.

It 1S 80 easy to slide down the hill; so hard
to climb it again. It needs no strength to
weave habits into chains, but it needs a super-
hu‘man strength to break them. Remember
this, neighbor, and tell it where you go—es-
pegtally at t!_lose tables where the decanters
shine so prettily, and the different colors spar-
kle in the dainty glasses, and the hostess’s
eyes sparkle with pride and admiration as ghe
views her well-spread table. Tell her that a
serpent lurks in every glass as truly as when
Solomon detected his trial there, and his fangs
will surely be fastened in the -ife of those who
yield to his fascinations,

This is to be my life work—should God spare
me—to warn others of the pit into which I
yave fallen; to save other women from plung-
ing themselves into the gulf of ruin in which
I have wrecked Bob’s life and mine. For Dr.
Corman says that even in our town there are
scores of houses—respectable, like ours—in
which this self-same tragedy is going on every
day. God help us all, if this be true,

There, you have heard my story, and you
cannot tell me now that I am guiltless. When
you hear others pitying me, you will know that
the keenest sting of my sorrow is the know-
ledge that my own hands pressed into the cup
its bitterest dregs.—‘The Alliance News.

- e, <
He went up as he was wont, to the Mount of
Olives'—
‘Master! it is good to be,
High on the mountain here with Thee,
Here in an ampler, purer air,
Above the stir of teil and care,’

. A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for ome
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bound
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day SchooL Postage ex-
tra for Mortreal and suburbs or foreign coun-

i United States an enden-
gle:;' :Ixsc:péiegat"siitsii: and ‘}rg’:ng?p Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
‘Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
~and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countries named. s
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_ HOUSEHOLD.

The Earth’s Awakening,
(Lizzie Kings, in ‘Cottager and Artisan.’)

Under her blanket all snowy white,
0ld Mother Earth lay a-dreaming,
Then Spring passed by, with her smile s0
bright, v
And Sun through the bare irses gleaming. .

The sinbeams played on the Earth’s brown
breast,
And peeped in the shady places.
Till she roused her up from her winter rest,
To smile In their merry faces,

She robed herself in her gown of green,
With buttercups ’broidered on it,

And pussy-cat tails, with silver sheen,
She wore on her new spring bonnet.

Mild daisies bowel at her royal feet
To the mugsic of bluebells ringing,

And little wood violets, shy and sweet,
Came, their offering of perfume bringing,

Cur brave old mother! with regal mien,
She lifted her stately head,
And rose once more—every inch a queen,
From the winter past and dead.
* # # * * * * *
So may we rise when our winter’s done,
Our secason of storm and stress,
Ciothed in th: grace that God gives alone—
‘The beauty of holiness.
bt e

[For the ‘Messenger.’
Some Troublesome Stains.

As the busy mother turns out her chestful
of last summer’s dresses to see which can be
worn again by the ever-growing owners, which
riust be ‘passed down the line, and which are
good only for repairs elsewhere, visions of
summer laundering, and ugly stains come to
mind. For children will sit on the grass, must
do so, of course, and grass stains will surely
kave to be reckoned with. Blood stains, too,
are another trouble; for when Tommy’s nose
does bleed, it always seems to choose a time
when he has his best white blouse on or his
new linen sait. As for the thorn-pricks, and
scratches inevitable on a day’s picnicking,
while they may be bravely borne by lads and
lasses, they are apt to leave their mark in
spots and smears, that are the despair of the
busy mother, who, with all her care, finds some
‘0i them only when they come from the wash,
hopelesaly set by the hot water.

It is said that for grass stains, a simple -
treatment, always practicable, is to put the
stained part in cream of tartar and water, be-
fcre immersing the garment in the soap-suds.
‘Another method claimed to be efficacious is to
wet with coaloil instead of the selution of cream -
of tartar. Still another laundress says the
desired effect is preduced by sponging the spot
with alcohol before putting into the regular
wash. >

As to the blood stains, even inexperienced
housekeepers know that if these have not yet
been wet they can be removed by first wash-
ing in cold water; but I have found this very
troublesome aad tedious, especially when the
stain has been made some days. I find no-
thing better than to touch each spot with coal-
oil and then wash out at once in warm soap-
suds, when the spot comes out like magic.
leaving none of that pink tinge that the cold
water process does. Ammonia is, of eourse,
capital for blood stains used just like the coal-
oil, but would take out the pattern from cer-
tain colored prints. Even for white things it
is not better than coaloil, is dearer, and not
s¢ likely to be on hand when wanted.

However, it certainly should have a place in
one’'s emergency cupboard, for there are times
when ammonia will be used where coaloil could
not do at all. I remember a young friend tell-
ing me that on the eve of starting on a long
journey, their horse bolted and, in stopping it
- , : o oer—

QOils Cure Cancer,

All forms of cancer or tumor, internal’ or ex-
ternal, cured by soothing, balmy oil, and with-
out pain or disfigurement. No experiment, but
successfully used for ‘ten years. Write to the home
office or the originato: for free book—Dr. D. M.
Bye Co., Drawer 505, Incianapolis, Ind.
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ker husband’s hand was badly cut. It was not
a serious wound, but in some way or other
great splashes of blood marred the entire front
of the wife’s pretty grey travelling suit that
was to be her standby in England and on sub-
sequent journeys.

Being near a friend’s house, the young cou-
tle adjourned for repairs, and soon emerged
ready to resume their travels, the husband with
his hand bound up, the young wife with her
pretty gown looking as fresh as ever, thanks
to the ammonia bottle on her good friend’s
shelf. 3

It is the spots that show after laundering
that perhaps are most trying, but, thanks to a
suggestion ssen years ago in an old paper,
my experience has been that they are not be-
yond remedy. I had a piece of linen that by
some oversight was handled by an inexperi-
enced person, and the hot soap-suds in which
the blood spots had been faithfully rubbed only
served to set them more firmly. I had always
been told there was no hope for such stainms,
but thought it worth while to try my news-
paper suggestion. Accordingly, I put some coal-
oil in an old cup, gathered up the spots and
put them in to soak for several days, rubbing
them from time to time in the coal-oil. Fin-
2lly, I transferred the article to a basin of
warm suds and most of the stains came out
at once. A few obstinate onmes were put to
soak a while longer, till with a little patience,

not the slightest trace of spot remained.
A W.R.

A T VA Y S PO S T
NORTHERN MESSENGER
(A Twelve Pags lNlustrated Weakly.)

o To Separate Addresses.

8ingle COPFes o0 oo oo oo oo oo 20 oo oo 400
Three copies to separate addresses .. ..$1.00
Four copies to separate addresses. .. .. 1.20
More than four at the rate of thirty cents
each.

: S. S. Clubs.

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

Postage.
The above rates include postage for Canada
{excepting Montreal City), Nfid, U.S. and its
Colonies, also Cuba, Great Britain, Mexico, New

Zealand, Transvaal, British Honduras, Bermuda
Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama
Islands, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cyprus, Fiji, Ja-

maica, Maita, Trinidad, British Guiana, Gibral-
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For Montreal and forelgn countries not men-
tioned above, add 50c a copy postage.

Sample Copies.
Sample package supplied free on application,
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers, Montreal,
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1 WOULD LIKE EVERY WOMAN [ "oi

Now Styles and Samples of $4.50 to $12 Suits
in clom.mi.lmen and lnstres; also mmc?m;,'fm?»ﬁnd walsts.
HLondon, Can.

Manager SQUTHCOTT SUIT 00. 339

Bend for Samples of Shirt Waist Suits, in L
linen, ete,, from 52.50 up. 5 ety

w Boys’ Watch Free

We will give this handsome
watch free to any boy for sellin
only one dozen of our annu
comic review ofthe year entitled
“104 CARICATURED,”
at ten cents each,

The watch has a beautiful sil-
vered nickel case, handsome

gonshod. o bard enamelled dial
8 heavy bevelled crystal hour, min-
ute and secondr{mndl. and roli-
able American movement. It
will last for years with care.

There is nothing on the market
' that compares with *‘1904
CARICATURED,” andit is s0
cheap that it sells at sight.

J. B, Chisholm, Highland Vil-

¥ lage, N.8., writes " I received mi
- watech, It is all right and arrive

in good condition. Many thanks.
| Write for your dozen of ‘1904 CARICA-
! YURED?* to-day. Post card will bring them by

return mail. 3
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, 'Montreal

REv. E.

AL J i\
ers, who write ab once, Dr. R

S AN,

at home WITHOUT Pain, Danger, or Time From Work by the
WONDERFUL DISCOV ERY of an eminent Toronto Specialist.
h . 1% EHEBMAN,
whose portrait here appears, r

eat Discovery of the Rupture Specialist, Dr. W.

ueen St. (Block g30 ), Toronto,
ice will send FREE, his BOOK,
Cured,” and a FREE TRIAL of his DISCOVERY.

CAN BE
CURED

Harrow, Kssex County, Ontario, B
is cured ab 66 syea.rs. by the

. Rice, 2} East
To all Ruptured suffer-
“Can Rupture be
Do not wait, write to-day.

Ont.

No Breakfast Table
complete without

tuyal qualities intact,

33 to build up and maintai%
robust health, and to resist
winter's extremea cold. It is
& valuable diet for children.

< The Most Nuftritious
and Fleonomical.

£ BABY'S OWN £

EARN OVER $10 A DAY.

Agents Wanted all over the world. Ixperience
not necessary. Ten dollars a day easily earned
taking subscriptions for ‘World Wide." Write for
full particulars and ourhints for easy canvass«
ing. Address. the Publishers of ‘Worlda Wide,’
Montreal. Canada.

EARN THIS WATCH

by selling at 15¢ each only I doz pieces of Jew-
eﬁer;, the handsomest a b Jew-
ellery ever advertised—Gold Lockets, uti-
fully engraved Cuff Links, Opal Stick Pins,
flsxhiona‘fylu Brooches, ete,, set with magnificent
imitation Turquoise, Rubies, Pearls. You just
have to ghow it to sell it, and as soon as you
retarn the moneg we'll send &ou free, this
handsome Solid Hilver Nickel Watch, stron
and well made, with hau.vg French crystal, ricl
enamelled dial, large, bold figures; hour, min-
ute and socon(k indicators, and splendid im-
ported movement, With care it should last 10
years, Write to-day and we'll send the .)'ewa-
lery Free, and if you're prompt in selling it
ou a bandsome chain in addition to the Watch, The
ewellery Co., Dept, 439, Toronto,

ERA FREE

for selling only 10 latest
Jowellery novelties at 15¢
each, Cufl Links, Stick
Pins, Rings, Bracelets,ete.
beavtifully Gold Finished
and handsomely set with
fine imitation precious
stones. No cheap trash.
[t won't take 10 minutes,
and for your trouble we
will give you, Free, a Cam-
eran and Outfit and full
instructions, so that you
can learn how to take g:)o

Qutfit consists of 1 box

ﬁ‘: admirable food, with all
1tte

we'll give
National

CAM

d print them in a few hours,
‘i‘)l:y“ P‘i:teal:r!gypo, Develol:«s‘;i Fixing Powder, etc., ete., every-

thi ecessary to make good pictures. Write to-day and get a
ohl:nzc: to wi;:"y: $25 Bicycle free. Nothing more to sell. The
Natioual Jewellery Co., Dept. 411, Toronto.

VALUABLE RING
AND '

D FREE

soll 7 “elogent. Teweliéry

elegant Jewellery
Novelties at onl{ 15¢ each,
Brooches, Lockets, Stick
Pins, Cuff Links, ete., tha
handsomest and fastest
selling J eovellery everadver-

Ly en gold return
the money and we will
tl end you this

COLD RINGC FREE

or. your choice set with many beautiful
gems for selling only 7 pieces of handsome
Jewellery, O Links, Brooches, Stick
Pins, etc., at only 15¢ each, Write and
we'll send - the jewellery free.- The
National Jewellery Co,, Dept. 449,
Toronto.

Gold Watch Free,

Lady'’s or Gent’s size, beautifully chased in
the labest Solid Gold designa. S:ll only 1 doz.
¥ handsome Jewellery novelties, Brooches,

Lockets, Cuff Links, éte., at 15¢ each (no trou-
ble to sell them)and we'll give you the Watch
Free. The National Jewellery Co., Dept. 447,
Toronto, 2

dset. an
_elegant Gold-finished double

&
beauttful Ring finished 1n
Itk. Gold and set with large

Pearls and %
imitation Dia-
at can: hardly be
told from the real stones.
If you write at once for the
jewellery we will give you
an opportunity to

Hunting Case Watch, Lady’s or Gentlemen’s size free in addition
to the Ring, Address The National Jewellery Co.,, Dept. 493,

Toronto.

PHONOGRAPH FREE.

Full size, Six:iu. talks and plays. Given free for
selling only 2 doz. latest Jewellery novelties at 15¢
each. Opal Pins, Ruby Brooches, Gold Lockelﬁ
etc., many worth 50c. Extra presents of a_Gol
Watch and $2%8 Bicyels if you're prompt. Write
quic“l;. The National Jewellery Co., Dept. 448, To-
ronio. .

““THE WATCH IS A DANDY

And Sakes the shine wherever it

¢ oes.” That is what Leo, C. Gavin,
elcombe, Ont,, said about his
watch, and we have hundreds of
other leiters from delighted boys
who have received hands. me watch~

es for selling only 13 doz, of vur
large beautiful packsges of fresh
Sweot Pea Seeds, the best

in Cavada, at 10c, each.

Every packnage is hand-

somely decorated in 12

colors and contains 61 of
the rarest, prettiest and
most fra tant 1 arieties in
every imaginable color,
‘Write to-day and we will
g send the 8
6 fo;{on to soll; alsoljdoz.
4 Certificates, each worth 50e.
away free with each pack-
age. When :old, returm
money and we will fm-
1mediately rend you one of
the handsomest watches
you ever saw—with solid
silver nickel case, nicely
engraved edge, decorated
dial, heavy bevelled crystal
{ hour, minute and secon
hands, and reliable Ameri=
care it will last 10 yeauxs i

canmavement, Wit v . Wri
Seod Supply Co.s Dipt. 482 Torontos

to-day sure.

Earn a
CAMERA

Go for a Ride

ke Pic=

What
ou See.

gt s S
‘ n

e iners Tenutifal =

kag-
-olm'.f*m
Pen Secds at 10c.

h. won’t
tea-.cko :‘3 minutes, and for your trouble we will give you,
Free, s Camernand Outdtand full i aetions, to that you can
ow to take pictures and print them in a few hours.
< Dry Plates, Hypo, Developer, Fixing
{ng nec make good

roo, withoutselling any more Scedd.® Remember,
"'“’Z;cm'e. of Seeds to sen.ynnd wo . arantes to do
Write to-day and we will mail the Seeda,
Seed Suppy Co., Dept. 411, Toronto, Ont

EARN THIS
WATCH,

With polished silver
nickel open face case, the
back elaborately engrav-

-ed, fancy milled edge
heavy bevelled crystal
and reliable American
movement,by selling only
18 Glass Pens at 10c each.
These wonderful Pens
sell like bot cakes every-
4 where. They are made
entirely of glass, never
rust, neyer wear out and
write a page with one dip
of ink. rite us to-day
and we will mail the Pens
hostpaid. THE PEN

ept. 455, Toronto.

WE TRUST YOU @gn

with a f:clmge of handsome Jewel- /4 &
lerycon 'ningRinés, Lockets, Brace- €
lets, Stick Pins, Cuff Li

nks, etc.,

beautifully set with sparkling Gems—16
articles in all, to sell at only 15c each.
Many are worth 50c, It is 1)
est and fastest sclling Jewellery ever §
advertised. No trash. For your trouble §
we will give you a beautiful little watch §
with gold hands on which a large rose with § o
buds and leaves is elegnnﬁ{>enamelIed in -
seven colors, Write usa Post Card to-day and we will send the
%;v:hellery Free. The Na tional Jewellery Co., Dept. 479, Toronto,

DIAMOND RING FREE.
Experts can hardly tell it from a real
Diamond, it is so full of fire and so per-
fectly cut. Sell only 7 Jewellery Novel-

giu, racelets, Rings, Locketa, etc , worbh~
, 2t only 15¢ each and we'll give it
you free. Pon't send us eny money.

2 Y
rite to-dty. The National Jewellery
Co., Dept. 451, Toronto,
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