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A Young Man's Face

or his sister's either,
should be just as free
of pimples, blotches
and blackheads as his
arms, chest or back.
If itisn't what it should
be, he can get it so by
using our reliable
home treatment,

Acne and Pimple
Cure.

A dollar pot lasts a
month, and will con-
vince any young man
or woman of its worth. Don’t go about with a
blotched face, but get our cure. Fourteen years'
ce. Oldest established skin specialists

in Canada. uous Halr. moles, etc..
eradicated forever by our method of electrolysis.
aﬁ!l.hpﬁm guaranteed. Send stamp for book

. [+]

GRANAM DERMATOLOGICAL INSTITUTE"
Dept. F. m Church Street. Toronto.

e
WASHING Without
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Learn

Dressmaking
By Mail.

LEARN at home how to cut, fit and
put together everything in Dressmaking,
from the plainest shirtwaist to the most
elaborate dress, without using paper pat-
terns. I will send for trial, free of
charge, to any part of Canada, The Elite
Tailor System and first lesson showing
how to take measure, cut and fit a per-
fect waist and sleeve for any lady.

urse of lessons taught in two weeks, or
until you are perfectly satisfied, to be
paid, after testing, if satisfied, by cash,
$18.00 ; instalment plan, $15.00. This
charge includes everything. Gold Medal,
Bt. Louis, 1904. Mrs. Wm. Sanders, Dress-
cutting School, Stratford, Ont., Canada.
Agents wanted—whole or spare time.
$12 WOMAN’'S WINTER SUITS $4.50

MADE TO ORDER. Suits to $15.00. Jackets, Rain
coats, Waists and Skirts at manufacturers' prices. Bend
for S8amples, Cloths and Fashions. (Dept. 27 o

SOUTHCOIT BUIT CU , LONI.ON. CaN
WED°|NG stationery. Young ladies who are

interested in what is proper in the
matter of stationery for weddings, should send

for our booklet. Free for the asking. Latest

faces. Best imported stock. Lynn Side
tm..‘ Dept. B. Simocoe, Ont. o

To ‘* Set ’® Wash Goods.—Dissolve half
a pint of common salt in a pint of cold
water; let the water stand for two or
three hours, and the hardest washing will
not dim, the daintiest blue, pink, or,
especially, black colorl

THE FARMER

hands, it does not come from circum-
stances. Christ carried with Him a won-
derful peace of joy, which can be felt as
an atmosphere in reading His life. The
people who live in luxury are seldom as
those who think very little
Your happi-

bappy as
about their own comforis.
est days have not been days of selfish

pleasure, but days when you lived life to
the full—days' when your whole nature
went out in eager, loving service.

So, in wishing you a Happy New Year,
I don’t want to give you the useless gift
of idle luxury, but rather hope that each
day in it may be lived for God and for
others, that it may be a year rich in re-
sults. What a joy it is to know that
such a life of rich beauty may blossom
and bear fruit anywhere ; and whenever
it is growing, silently and _modestly. its

A

The Crisis.

The first days of that week were
days of strife. Murdie Cameron and
Bob Fraser and the other big hoys
succeeded in keeping in line with the
master’s rules and regulations.
They were careful never to be
late, and so saved themselves the
degradation of bringing an ex-
cuse. But the smaller boys
set themselves to make the mas-
ter’'s life a burden, and succeeded
beyond their highest expectations,
for the master was quick of temper,
and was determined at all costs to
exact full and prompt obedien:e.
There was more flogging done those
first six days than during any =six
months of Archie Munro’s rule.
Sometimes the floggings amounted to
little, but sometimes they were seri-
ous, and when those fell upon the
smaller boys, the girls would weep
and the bigger boys would grind
their teeth and swear.

The situation became so acute that
Murdie Cameron and the big boys
decided that they would quit the
school. They were afraid the temp-
tation to throw the master out
would some day be more than they
could bear, and for men who bad
played their part, not without cred-
it, in the Scotch River fights, to
carry out the master would have
been an exploit hardly worthy of
them. So, in dignified contempt of
the master and his rules, they left
the school after the third day.

Their absence did not help matters
much ; indeed, the master appeared
to be relieved, and proceeded to tame
the school into submission. It was
little Jimmie Cameron who precipi-
tated the crisis. Jimmie’s nose, up-
on which he relied when struggling
with his snickers, had an unpleasant
trick of failing him at critical mo-
ments, and of letting out explosive
snorts of the most disturbing kind.
He had finally been warned that upon
his next outburst punishment would
fall.

It was Friday afternoon, the
drowsy hour just before recess, while
the master was explaining to the
listless Fuclid class the mysteries of
the forty-seventh proposition, that
suddenly a snort of unusual violence
burst upon the school. TImmediately
every eye was upon the master, for
all had heard and had noted his
threat to Jimmie

““ James, was that you, sir

There was no answer, except such
as could be gathered from Jimmie's
very red and very shamed face.

‘“ James, stand up !”’

Jimmie wriggled to his feet, and
stood a heap of various angles

‘““ Now, James, you remember what
I promised you ? Come here, sir 1"’

Jimmie came slowly to the front,
growing paler at each step, and
stood with a dazed look on his face
before the master He had never
been thrashed in all his life. At home
the big brothers might cuff him good-
naturedly. or his mother thump him

are

'S ADVOCATE.

glory and beauty are visible to the eyes
of God and man, and its fragrance can-
not be overlooked. Have you never seen
women like the one described below ?

‘ Brave little woman, trudging along
Patiently, day after day,
Weaving a garment of shining light
Out of the clouds of gray ;
Bearing the burdens and vexing cares
Like one of the saints of old—
Making the best of a dull, hard life,
With its miseries all untold.
‘ Long have I watched her with wonder-
ing eyes—
Faithful, and sweet, and strong,
Doing the work that the Master sends,
Making of sorrow, song ;
Questioning never the wisdom that
asks
Self-abnegation complete.
Willingly treading the pathway of thorns
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That leads to the Master’s feet.

‘“1 see not the dull gray cotton gown,

That is faded and worn and old—
But the shining gleam of a raiment
white,
That glistens in every fold.
I see not the brow that is worn ang
lined
From the anxious, toiling years—
But the halo divine that glorifies,
Giving beauty for ashes and tears !
Somewhere is waiting a fair, dear day,
Meet for such infinite grace—
Somewhere, oh somew here,
shall be
When the angel shall find her place,
Close to the Father, and hear Him say,
As He tenderly bids her come,
‘Out of the valley of darkness and
toil,
My child, thou art welcome home.' "’
HOPE.

fruition

GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS.

STORY OF EARLY DAYS IN GLENGARRY.

CHAPTER V.

on the head with her thimble, but a
serious whipping was to him an un-
known horror.

The master drew forth his heavy
black strap with impressive delibera-
tion and ominous silence. The prep-
arations for punishment were so
elaborate and imposing that the big
boys guessed that the punishment it-
self would not amount to much. Not
so Jimmie. He stood numb with
fear and horrible expectation. The
master lifted up the strap.

‘“ James, hold out your hand !"’

Jimmie promptly clutched his hand
pehind his back.

‘Hold out your hand, sir, at
once ! No answer.

‘ James, you must do as you are
told. Your punishment for dis-
obedience will be much severer than
for laughing.”” DBut Jimmie stood,
pale, silent, with his hands tight
clasped behind his back.

The master stepped forward, and
grasping the little boy’s arm, tried
to pull his hand to the front; but
Jimmie, with a roar like that of a
young bull, threw himself flat on his
face on the floor and put his hands
under him The school burst into
a laugh of triumph, which increased
the master’s emblarrassment and
rage.

‘“ Silence !"" he said, ‘‘ or it will
be a worse matter for some of you
than for James.”’

Then turning his attention to Jim-
mie, he lifted him from the floor and
tried to pull out his hand. But
Jimmie kept his arms folded tight
across his breast, roaring vigorously
the while, and saying over and over,
“Go away from me! Go away from
me, I tell you! I'm not taking any-
thing to do with you.”

The big boys were enjoying the
thing immensely. The master's rage
was deepening in proportion. He
felt it would never do to be beaten
His whole authority was at stake

“ Now, James,” he reasoned, *“ vou
see you are only making it worse for
yourself. I cannot allow any dis

obedience in the school. You must
hold out your hand.”’

But Jimmie, realizing that he hud
come off Lest in the first round, stood
doggedly sniffing, his arms still fold-
ed tight.

“ Now, James, T shall give vou one
more chance. Hold out your hand

Jimmie remained like a statue

Whack ! came the heavy strap over
his shoulders. At once Jimmie st
up his refrain, ‘““ Go away from e
I tell you'! I'm not taking anv-
thing to do with you !’

Whack ! whack ! whack ! fell th
strap with successive blows, each
heavier than the last There was no
longer any laughing in the school.
The affair was growing serious. The
girls were beginning to sob, and the
bigger boys to grow pale.

‘Now, James, will you hold out
vour hand ? You see how much
worse you are making it for your-
self,”” said the master, Wwho was

By Ralph Connor — Rev. C. W. Gordon.

heartily sick of the struggle,  which
he felt to be undignified, and the re-
sult of which he feared was dubious.

But Jimmie only kept up his cry,
now punctuated with sobs, “‘I'm—
not—taking—anything—to—do—with—
you.”’

“ Jimmie, listen to me,”’ said the
master. ‘““ You must hold out your
hand. I cannot have boys refusing
to obey me in this school.”’ But
Jimmie caught the entreaty in his
tone, and knowing that the battle
was nearly over, kept obstinately
silent.

‘“ Well, then,”” said the master,
suddenly, ‘‘ you must take it,”” and
lifting the strap, he laid it with such
sharp emphasis over Jimmie's shoul-
ders that Jimmie's voice rose in a
wilder roar than usual, and the girls
burst into audible weeping.

Suddenly, above all the hubbub,
rose g voice, clear and sharp.

‘“ Stop ! It was Thomas Finch,
of -all people, standing with face
white and tense, and regarding the
master with steady eyes.

The school gazed thunderstruck at
the usually slow and stolid Thomas

‘“ What do you mean, sir ?"’ said
the master, gladly turning from Jim-
mie. But Thomas stood silent, as
mich surprised as the master at his
sudden exclamation.

He stood hesitating for a moment,
and then said, ** You can thrash me
in his place. He’'s a little chap, and
has never been thrashed.’’

The master misunderstood his hesi-
tation for fear, pushed Jim-
mie aside, threw down his strap, and
seized a birch rod

‘ Come forward, sir ! T'll put an
end to your insubordination, at any
rate. Hold out your hand !”’

Thomas held out his hand till the
master finished one birch rod.

The other hand. sir [
/»'\hullwr birch rod was used up, but
Fhomas neither uttered a sound nor
Iade a4 1ove till the master had
fone, then he asked in a  strained
toice U Were vou  going  to  give
Jiimie all ‘hat sir 2
Ctister caupght the bitter sneer
". e and lost himself  com-

¢ dare 10 answer me back?’’
He Gpened his desk, took
sievhide and without  waiting
{ hand, began to lay
Wil abiout Thomas's shoulders
i Vies out of breath.
“vu will learn your
ol
aid Thomas, look-
e n the eye.
" And T'll give
Whenever you show
The s lent laugh

-
\.‘,,_ =1 this brutal
N wince as he had
in. terrible thrash-
sas ot a word to
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