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Beautifully
Illustrated

Books
Booklets and 

Cards
In Monotint arfti Colour, 
for the Season, at 
greatly reduced prices, 
as follows :

Booklets at 5c, Each,

The Rest of Faith 
Something Cheap 
My Darling Shoes 
Spinning
Driving Home the Cows 
An Kvening Song 
Evening Hÿïnn

Booklets at 10c, Each,

Dear Rati.
Song of Innocence 
Somebody’s Mother 
Bring Flowers 
Picturesque Wales 
Christmas Bells 
New Years Bells 
In the Country

Rackets of Beautiful Cards, Flowers 
and Verses. 12 in Packet, price 
10 cents.

15 Cents Each

The Robin’s Song 
Corals
My Lighthouse 
Snow Flakes 
Winter Roses 
The Hermit Thrush 
Meadowsweet 
Christmas Night 
A Visit from St. Nicholas 
Water Lilies 
Hymn to the Flowers

25 Cents Each

Buttercups and Daisies 
Sunlight and Shadow 
Winter (Shakespeare) 
Twilight Fancies 
Artist Gallery 
Jesus, Lover of My Soul 
Bertha and the Birds 
Friendship Greeting 
For Auld Lang Syne 
All’s Well
My Greeting 
Givive my Love Good

[Morning
Scott Pictures 
Shakespeare Pictures 
Pictures from the Holy 

[Land

“ Bible Rays.” 12 Illustrated Little 
Books with Verses. Price in box, 
20 cents.

40 Cents Each
Golden Leaves 
Country Sunshine 
The Birds' Christmas 
Autumn Leaves 
Evergreen 
The Time of Roses 
In the Springtime 
Toilers of the Sea

Cloudland 
Winter Snow 
ChristStillini 
Harbour Ligl 
Poet’s Greeting 
Fair Flowers 
Seasons
Haunts of Bryant

the Waves 
ts

50 Cents Each
Love Lyrics 
Morning Songs 
Hymns for Children 
Spring Songs 
The Path of Hope 
Constant Christmas 
The Shepherd's Daffodil 
Hie Loving Kindness 
Noon Song and Sketches

Summer Songs 
Children’s Prayers 
The Glad Year Round 
While Shepherds

[Watch’d
Walking in e Light
We are Seve
The Bhepher Fold

60 Cents Each
Dickens’ Christmas

[Carol
By Stormy Seas 
Spring Flowers 
The Heavenly Way

Patch Work Quilt 
Harpstrings 
In the Harbour 
Lucy

85 Cents Each
Thistledown 
The First Christmas 
The Old Fahn Gate 
The Halo I 
The Old, Old Story

Golden Harvest 
Granny’s Glasses 
Holy Childhood 
Love Divine 
Spirit of the Pine

Canadian Churchman
BOX 2,640,

Toronto, Ontario
Office—Cor. Church and Court Ste.
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Price,
$2.00.

Shaving is a Luxury
when you use one of

Dr. Scott’s Electric Safely Razors.
A perfect device for shaving without the slightest ' 

danger of cutting the face; a safeguard against 
Barber’s Itch, l’imples, and Blotches.

A novice can use it. Every Blade Guaranteed.

Electric Lather Brush. ï&i^EÎÜVbi.r'S:
ger bristles. Will last a lifetime. Price, $1.00.

Remit ns *2.25 and mention The 
Canadian Churchman, and weOur Special Offer.

will deliver to you, all charges paid, One Safety Razor and One Lather ( 
Brush (retail price of both $3). This offer is made for a limited time only.

Agents Wanted. GEO. A. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, N.Y.

Try, Try, Try Again.
Dolly had been trying for ever so 

long to thread that needle. But she 
did not like to give in. Small as she 
was, she never did. And if you had 
stood behind her, needle in one hand, 
thread in-the other, with her little legs 
firmly set, you would have said, 
even without seeing her face, that 
Dolly was a child who meant to do a 
thing when once she had set about it.

Don’t you know the way some child­
ren have of doing things ? It is easy 
to tell by looking at them they will 
never be at the top of their class. 
When they ought to be adding up their 
figures they are drawing pictures on 
their slates, and staring out of the 
window when they have got their spell­
ing to learn. Their hearts are not m 
their work, that is what it is, and so 
they have to be kept in when the 
others go out to play—the usual and 
well-deserved fate of idle, listless boys 
and girls.

But Dolly, though only six years 
old, was not of this sort. She wanted 
to learn to sew, and she knew that the 
needle-threading must come first. And 
then, as she had been taught to sing a 
little piece called “Try, try, try again,” 
she thought doing it was better than 
singing it. Still, it was very odd how 
the thread would go anywhere but into 
the little round hole where it ought to 
go. It was a trial of patience.

“ There,” said Dolly at last, with a 
sigh of relief, “ I’ve done it at last 1 
But, Lizzie, will it be always as hard 
as this ?”

Her elder sister smiled, and praised 
her, and told her how everything got 
easy with practice, and how she would 
soon be able to turn the sheets (as she 
was doing), and mend the stockings, 
and help in all the work of turning 
old things into new, which housekeep­
ers know has to be done in most 
houses. True, the needle was very 
sticky with being held so long in the 
little hot hands, and the thread did 
not somehow look so clean as when it 
came off the reel just now. But Lizzie 
knew it would/all come right by-and- 
by.

“So never mind, Dolly, you have 
taken the first step ; you have got your 
foot on the lowest round of the ladder, 
and all the vast realm of needlework 
will open before you as you try, try, 
try again, and climb slowly to the top.

“It is just as When you learnt the 
twenty-six letters of the alphabet— 
that was the first step on the ladder 
of learning ; and if you never give up, 
but keep steadily on, you may climb 
up into all the knowledge of this wide, 
wide world of books.

“Ah, Dolly, be sure you try again at 
other things—things in that little heart 
of yours that you must not give in to. 
There’s temper ; somebody says a snap­
pish word to you, and you snap them 
back again. You did not want to say it,

but some bow you did say it. Well, don't 
be down-hearted ; try again, and, with 
God’s Holy Spirit to help you, you will 
find next time that the cross answer, 
though it may rise to your lips, does 
not pass them.

c“ Or there’s your own way. You 
know how often you want that, and 
very often it is the wrong way, and 
not father’s and mother’s way at all. 
You must try very hard, and try a 
great many times over, I know, to get 
rid of this naughty wilful bit of your­
self. Indeed, we none of us can do so 
unless that same Spirit fights the 
battle for us. But He will not do it 
unless our own hearts go with Him, 
and unless He says, when we have 
failed, as you did with your needle, 
‘I’ll try, try, try again.’

“ Then, Dolly, most of all, there’s 
the trying to get to heaven. Don’t be 
satisfied without that. The only way, 
like the needle-threading and the 
alphabet, is to put your foot on the 
lowest step of the ladder. Do you 
know what that is ? Trust in the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and then you can 
look up the ladder and see that the 
top is in heaven.”

And Dolly went and sat on the old 
tree-stump at the cottage door, and 
Lizzie went on with her sheet ; and 
let us hope they both pondered over 
the little sermon they had heard.

M. K. M.

“ Will You Laugh to Me Again, 
Mother ?”

It was little three-year old Mabel 
who asked this question one morning 
in the early spring. She had been bring­
ing me the first spring flowers, and oh 1 
how “ buful ” she thought those 
bright yellow dandelions were. I had 
enjoyed them too, and had responded 
to her enthusiasm with words of appre­
ciation and thanks ; but it was the 
smile which seemed to delight the 
little darling most, and, as she started 
out to hunt for more flowers, she came 
back to ask in her own earnest, win­
some way, “ will you laugh to me 
again, mother ? ”

It was a simple question, or rather 
request, but it almost startled me, and 
started a new train of thought.

Was that dear little heart hungry 
for more brightness, and thus seeking 
for it as the vine sends forth its tiny 
branches in search of the sunshine ?

While careful, and perhaps too often 
troubled about household duties, striv­
ing to have everything as comfortable 
as possible for the dear husband and 
little ones, had I been failing to give 
them the smiles and sunshine which 
their loving hearts craved, and which I 
could so gladly and easily give them ?

When I was quite young, I remem­
ber being touched by hearing a little 
child say, “ Mamma, they are the 
laughingest folks at Uncle P----- ’s I

Frink's Patent Reflector*
for Gas, Oil. or Electric, give 
the most powerful, softest, 
cheapest, and beat light known 
for Churches, Stores, Banks, The. 
at res. Depots, etc. New and el­
egant designs. Send size of room. 
Get circular * estimate. A liberal 
discount to churches A the trade

Dom’t U dtceivtd by ektap iaUtattow,
I.P. FRINK,561 Pearl8t„N.V.

PATRONIZE THE BEST

The Banner Laundry
1 he Offices—387 Queen St. West.

607 Queen St. West.
The Works—484 Adelaide St. We«t.

All mending done free. Telephone 2157

Telephone 2842
I will send for prescriptions, com­
pound as directed (without sub­
stitution) and deliver promptly.

^m^Harbottle’s
Rossin House Drug Store

Births, Marriages, Deaths.
DEATH.

Œnone Helena Beatrice, eldest daughter of 
William and Harriett M. Craig, fell asleep at 
Christ Church Rectory, Petrolea, on Thursday 
morning, January 10th, 1895, aged 14 years and 8 
months.

at our house.” Ah I perhaps our little 
ones often wish for “ more laughin’ 
at our house,” though they do not say 
so. Surely we should strive in every 
way to gladden their young lives.

What Made Baby Cross.
“ Mamma, I wish you would call the 

baby in ; he is so cross that we cannot 
play,” cried Robert to his mamma one 
day, as he was playing in the garden 
with his sister and the baby.

? I don't think he would be cross if 
you were not cross to him,” said mam­
ma, coming out. “ Hq does just as 
he sees you do. Just téy him and see. 
Put your hat on one aide of your 
head.”

“ Whistle," said mamma. Robbie 
whistled, and the baby began to try to 
whistle, too.

“ Stop mocking me," said Robbie, 
giving the baby a push. Baby scream­
ed, and pushed Robbie back.

“ There, you see,” said his mother, 
“ the baby does just as you do. Kiss 
him now, and you will see how quickly 
he will follow your example.”

Robbie did not feel exactly like do­
ing this, but he did, and the baby 
kissed and hugged him back very 
warmly.

“Now, you see,” said his mother, 
“ you can make a cross baby or a good 
baby of your brother, just which yon 
choose, But you must teach him 
yourself.”

It is good for a man to be reminded 
that the object of the Greater in mak­
ing this world was not to make the

____ _ __easiest place to live in, but the beat
ever saw. I wish we had more laughin' place to develop mant^pod.
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