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"îlfncl? Uom’» department. lieving suffering humanity, another telling “the 
old, old story"—each and all earnest in the work 
he or she has chosen. The old clock above the 
mantel-piece is about to strike; with the stroke 
of the clock the curtain must Ml, and it is with 
a feeling of sadness I gaze upon the picture again ; 
for do I not see some faces which promised well 
last year, away in the background now, weak 
and ihdistinct; the pure sweet faces of some of 
my girls are scarcely recognizable in the pert 
face and curling lip which now meets my eyes. 
The honest faces bf scime of my boys have bèeh 
supplanted by faces whose expression means, “1 
shall do as I please, and no one has any right-to 
interfere with me.’1 My boys and girls, before 
angel hands draw the curtain—the first chime of 
the midnight .bell has rung, and soon you will 
pass from my vision—1st me plead with you to 
come back to your ranks, and fighting bravely 
for the right, 
divine ever uttered, "She hath 'done what she 
could.” I said thé midnight bell rang ode—it 
rings again—again—four, five, six, seven, eight, 
nine; ten, elevep, twelve. The curtain has been 
drawn, and we 'eavé our picture, * The Progress 
of Thought, to the 
seen Hand for anq 
merrily ring “A Happy New Year, a Happy 
New Year.—Farewell, 1887; welcome 1888.”

Uncle Tom.

4—Illustrated Rebus. -

W. TVSN
My Deah Nephews and Nieces.—It is just a 

year ago since I sat in my studio, with the 
twilight shadows gathering about me, as the last 
hours of 1886 ebbed solemnly into the “ irre
vocable past.” A year, with its indelible and 
eternal record, has been added to the beyond— 
its trials and its triumphs, its good and its, ill, 
its hours of weakness and its moments of “ over
coming,” its days of gladness and. .sadness^are 
forever gone—the last sunset has faded from 
vision, and with subdued thought we turn to 
welcome the roseate dawn of the Happy New 
Year. *" In the midnight hour, when men are 
sleeping and good angels hover near, we would 
again draw aside the curtain which a year ago 
dropped over our picture, “The Dawn of 
Thought. ” Behind it the work has been going 
silently on—an unseen hand has been deepening 

I- the tints—bringing some phases of the picture 
out in bold relief, softening other's, and throwing 
over the whole the impress of a master brush. I 
gaze upon it, and again, face after face appears 
before me. I recognise many of them—the fine 
forehead, the bright eye, the curling hair, are to 

familiar, while here and,there a new face ap. 
pears. The longer I look the more plainly Î can 
read the faces before me. Here is one—more 

, thoughtful than in the last-picture; there iajgif^®^ 

of the mischievous school boy and more of .the 
- earnest student - nnthst face poring «ver'ïhr 

books. That curly-héàdéd; young îx^ue ‘ÎÈKqnf,

, who is not often head of his class, but .who is the 
first to find anything that is lost on the farna, 
and who even now is capable of-taking charge of 

portion of the farm wprk,- gives greater 
promise than ever of being one of the sturdiest, 
staunchest, tidiest yeomen of his community.
The next one there, with frank face and honest 
eyes, with knife in hand, looking for .“some
thing to make something of, ” is, the, coming car
penter. And let me tell you, honest eyes, as I 

, heartily wish you success in the calling you have., 
chosen, that, looking at yon, these words come 
to my mind, “Is not this the carpenter—the son 
of Joseph ?” As you work at the bench, with 
saw and plane, will you not in all your life- 
work follow in the footsteps of Him who was in 

, very deed a carpenter, and the Son of the lowly 
Joseph ? Yes, my boy, it was His calling—then 
it is no mean one. -. I look again, and thought 
that in that calm, resolute, noble face before me 
I can look into the future, and see a man stand
ing, even though it be alone, yet standing brave
ly, independently, fighting the battle of pro
gress, around him fields of golden grain, waving 
in the sunlight, and meadows rich with greenest 
verdure, his flocks and herds testifying to the 
almost unlimited possibilities of what one man’s 
work may be. Beside the boyish yet manly 
form h a sweet girlish face and figure. She, too, 
like her brother, aspires to noble things, and in 
her we can see the foreshadowing of 
who would be fu'filling part of her mission in the 
world were she to find herself ‘ absolute 
arch” of a school of rollicking children. That 
maiden beside her will yet shine forth, the star 
of home, the attentive daughter the kindest of 
elder sistew, while we can almost see a third, 
with thoughtful, serious face, carrying in her 
hand the missionary’s Bible. Thus the faces 
throng about. Dimly I can see, as away through 
the years, one pleading at the bar, another re-
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Ada Armand.

6—Anagram.
attar mortal I did o’er pestle comer

r> ■s
the highest reward that lips Î. —s-HI

-si Yim
the portal leading to that.Id IAnd l !•’» ' ■
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■I ! contented, many happy mo- 
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'A*m t working of the un

year, while the bells
Now I’Ve many

7-Anaoram.
Anana«sm;0,yeel Mtmeses,

ft gives 
dear cousins hare I send myme

Ada Armand.
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Dear Nephews and Nieces.—The prizes for 

1887 ape ajyartled aa folfcwB : For ' best puz- 
zjes, 1st, Edward A? FMrbrother, Copenhagen, 
Ont. ; 2nd, Ada Armand, Pakenham, Ont ; 3rd, 
Henry Reeve, Highland Greek, Ont ; 4th, Arthur 
T. Reeve, Highland Creek, Ont; 5th, LouisaF. 
Redmond, London, Ont For best and most 
answers to puzzles, 1st, W. B. Anderson, Ottawa, 
Ont; 2nd, Emma Dennee, Bath, Ont; 3rd, 
Brasilia A. Fairbrother, Copenhagen, Ont; 4th, 
Amos Hawkins, Somerville, Ont; 5th, Russell 
Boss, Athol, Cumberland Co., N. S.; 6th, Helen 
Connell, Harriston, Ont Thfl competition has 
been very keen between a few; I am sorry that 
more do not keep up the contest; many begin in 
earnest, but for lack of industry or patience 
begin to fall off. Now, I want every nephew 
and niece I have got to enter in the competition 
for 1888; I will offer the same prizes as last 
year, viz., $15 to be divided as follows : For 
the best original puzzles, I will give five prizes 
of $3, $2.50, $2, $1, and 50c.; and for the most 
correct answers to puzzles, six prizes of $2, $1.60, 
$1, 75c., 50c., and 25c. The rules are as follows: 
The puzzles must be wholly original ; answers to 
accompany each puzzle ; address in full with each 
communication. All letters must be sent in by 
the 25th of each month, and must be neatly 
written. Now, let me hear from you all, and 
look for your names in the February '

you
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Oh! how many tales ef me could be told

gffÉÜËTA scriptural one, I would have you to know.

some

1

9
»—Drop Vowel.

W-o-n -1 w-yg m-k-h-m- oh- -if-1,
-fth- r-ghtc- -r a- w-b-g-n; »

W- o-n m-k- th- m-n-t-s h-ppy,

-t w- I-t th- e-n eh-n- -n.
Arthur T. REbvb. 

10—Numerical Enigma. ■ >’

I went exploring,
I found shear In

f
1

i ! soon

1
3 more.

and all 
my 6,4,

You bring a forest tree Into view 
By setting In rank my 1, », 8,
But If for a well-known plant you strive. 
Why place In a row my 1,4,8,6.

•t ■

I
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Now If a companion you would fix,
Arrange in order letters 1,8,8,4,6,0.

Pair Brother.

issue.
Tncle Tom. Answers to December Puzzles.

1—True friendship’s laws are by this rule ex
pressed:

Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest.Pozzies.
1—Charade.

I am one, I am two; I can join, I can 
Now you will guess this charade If

clever.

2— Psever,
you are very MUM

MAZED
PUZZLER

MELON
DEN iArthur T.|Reevf.a woman

2— Transposition .
RReeth ear arateruae rof het nollye, 

Chhiw eth dantrgse lalf ot nlfd;
. ’Strehe a natale fo tseew faeefnolt 

Qindbln rsenlfd fo rinkked dimn, 
Ew yam peat eth stchcole lesslnbgs 
Morf teh roots efp tol sin desag.

3—Drop Vowel.
Th-n k n-t-th-str-ggl- th-t dr-w sn—r 

T- - t-rr-bl- f-r m-n—n-r f- -r 
T- m- -t th- f- -:

N-r 1-t th- n-bl- sp-r-t gr- -v-,
-ts 1-f- -f gl-r—s f-m-1-1- -v- 

-n - -rth b-l-w.

mon- B B D 
HELEN 

BENEFIT 
ELEVATE 
DEFAMED 
NITER 

TED
Stronger than steel 

Is the sword of the spirit; 
Swifter than arrows 

The light of the truth Is; 
Greater than anger 

Is love that eubdueth.

3-

L-ngf-U- -. 
Henry Rebve.
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