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WM. BARBER $ BROS,
GEORGETOWN, ONTARIO

PAPER.
MAKERS
M A N U F A C T U R F R S O F

Machine Finished 
BOOK PAPERS
WOVE AND LAID ANTIQUE 
AND SMOOTH FINISH

Colored Covers
IN EVERY STANDARD COLOR AND GRADE CARRIED 

IN STOCK OR MADE TO ORDER IN 1,000 POUND LOTS

Also POSTERS in 5 Colors

I Ve make a 
specialty of paper 
for half-tone 
Catalogues,
Society Journals, 
Religious 
Weeklies and 
Lit ho. Labels.

The Weekly issue 
of the Canadian 
Churchman 
is printed on 
paper from this 
mill.

JOHN. R. BARBER, Proprietor. H. FINDLAY, Superintendent,
RENÉ R. BARBER, Business Manager 

R. B. BARBER, Selling Agent. MAIL BUILDING, TORONTO

Total Security, $21,550,000

RE
l ri

HEAD OFFICE;

LIVERPOOL, - ENGLAND

CANADA BRANCH :

8 RICHMOND ST. EAST, TORONTO
AGENTS IN ALL CITIES AND TOWNS

ALFRED WRIGHT, Manager

THE

STERLING BANK
OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE : 50 YONGE ST., TORONTO

G. T. SOMERS, - - - - PRES1CENT

F. W. BROUGH ALL, GENERAL MANAGER

Accounts are .solicited from 
corporations, firms and individuals, 
who may rely upon courteous treat
ment and the very best terms that 
are consistent with good banking 
methods.

Banking by mail receives our 
careful attention. /

Drafts,' Money Orders and 
Letters of Credit issued.

Savings Bank Departments con
nected with each branch, and 
deposits of one dollar and upwards 
received. Interest allowed at cur
rent rates from the date of deposit.

INCORPORATED 1833

British America
Assurance Company

Cash Capital, - $1,350,000.00 
Total Assets, over 2,119,347.89 
Losses Paid 27,383,068.64

FIRE and MARINE
Head Office,

BRITISH AMERICA BUILDINGS,
Cor. of Front and Scott Streets,

TORONTO

Board off Directors
Hon. Geo. A. Cox J. J. Kenny, Esl>. Hon. Robert Jaffray

Hon. S. C. Wood. Esq. John Hoskin, K.C., LL.D. Augustus Meyers, Esy. 
Thos. Long,, Esy. Lt.-Col. Sir H. M. Pellatt E. W. Cox, Esy.

HON. GEO. A. COX,* President. J. J. KENNY, Vice-President.
P. H. SIMS, Secretary.



Canadian Churchman
DOMINION CHURCHMAN, CHURCH EVANGELIST AND CHURCH RECORD

THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND WEEKLY FAMILY NEWSPAPER.
ESTABLISHED 1871.

VOL. 32. TORONTO, CANADA, THURSDAY, DECEMBER 13, 1906. No. 48.

* FINE 
SNOWINC OF
FALL . . 
FABRICS

For Trousers. Top Costs. * Suits.
come early and choose from a Complete 
Stock.

Hobb" $18Made-to-0rderSuit

___ & bain,
348 Yonga Street.

WâliTIII-A Clergyman in Priest’s Orders as 
IWftn 14U Field Secretary for the Sunday Schools 
of the Diocese of Rupert's Land. Salary $1000 a 
year and travelling expenses. Applications to be 
sent in before December 31st next to Rev. C. N. F. 
Jeffrey, Synod Office, McIntyre Block, Winnipeg.

LUaMTEII—Young Clergyman to assist for six or 
WWlin I fcU nine months ; priest or deacon ; un
married ; One with knowledge of vocal music pre
ferred ; vested choir. Apply to Rev. R. McCosh, 
Rector of Christ Church, Cnatham, Cnt.
WANTFH—^ young lady to learn nursing. Mus* 
ftilit I kll be strong, have good education and 
highest references. Apply, stating age, experience 
and all particulars to Dr. Meyera Hospital, Deer 
Park, Toronto, Ont

“C OM US ”
AND HIS PmrCHIONBTTS.

This is an old entertainment in a new dress 
the largest and most complete in America. It is 
a modernized

"PUNCH AND JUDY."
built on an elaborate scale, with very large figures, 
drop curtains, scenery, etc. This performance is of 
a strictly refined and humorous nature, and appeals 
to old as well as young, creating merriment from 
start to finish. This meritorions entertainment is 
suitable for Concerts, At-Homes, School Festivals, 
and such events.
Address COMUS, 26 Wood SL, Toronto

■

Canada’s 
High Grade Pipe Organs

TUBULAR and ELECTRIC 
RHEUMATIC end 
MECHANICAL ACTIONS

Also a specialty made of Reconstructing 
and Rcvoicing OLD ORGANS. Electric 
and Water Motors supplied. Estimates 
furnished on application.

BRECKELS & MATTHEWS,
Church Pipe Organ Hulldera

1140-144 Spadina Avenue, lORONTO
A. B. Brbckrls. — A. Matthew».

‘‘ HERE IS THE SORT OF BOOK WK WANT 

ON THIS GREATEST OF ALL SUB

JECTS. "—“T IM BS."

ENGLISH ANTIQUE
STAINED GLASS.

M*. HERBERT BACON, F.S.A.. of the great 
London, England, firm, PERCY BACON & BROS., 
is now touring Canada aad the United States. 
Permanent address :

30 Wtlliigtoi St. Wist, - Toronto, Ont.

Karn 
Pipe 
Organs

TORONTO CITY HAIL

BILLET f &
CLOCK MANUFACTURERS AND BILL FOUNDS k S

CROYDON, EN6LAND
Makers of Clocks and Bells at—
Toronti- City Hall, Ottawa Houses or 
Parliament, St. Paul's Cathpdkal, Lon 
doh, Ont.. St. Gsosos’s Church. Mont 
real. Grand Trunk Central Omcas" 
Montreal, Etc., Etc.

i Spencer's Pipe Organ Works
38-44 Boboeea Street, HAMILTON.

All Worfc Warranted Established 1885.

WALTER SPENCER.

Calgary Sanitorium
The Calgary Sanitorium for the treatment of pul 

monary consumption, with an altitude of nearly lour 
thousand feet, is beautifully situated at the foothills 
of the Rockies, in sunny Alberta. For full particulars 
apply to Rkv. R. L. Morrison, M.D., Supt., Calgary, 
Alberta.

Two of the most Beautifully Illustrated Books 
at a moderate price ever offered.

Cathedral 
Cities - - 
of - - - - 
England -
By CEORCE CILBERT

With Sixty full-page 
Illustrations in Color 
by W W. Collins, R.I.

8vo. Net, S3.50.

Versailles
and the

Trianons
By PIERRE DE NOLNAC

Containing 55 full and 

double page illustra
tions in Color by | 
René Binet.

THE DAYS OF HIS FLESH
The “Times” of October 18th says:

“ We shall not stay to argue the need for a sub- 
| siitute for ‘ Farrar.' The late Dean of Canterbury's 
‘Life of Christ* will always keep his name in 
memory. But popular as it was, it came too soon in 
the development ol English New Testament scholar
ship ; and the interval between then and now has 
has been filled by a number of notable commentaries 
of the separate uospeis, aad a close examination of 
the genesis of the Gospel records as a whole. Smaller 
commentaries are at the disposal of the humblest 
student, and our examination system has compelled 
most of us to rnakeli definite study of one oir more ol 
the Gospels. The result is that we are now ready 
for a book that will put the four together for us. 
But the careful scholarship which has gone to the 

I making of the commentaries on the individual 
Gospels—Wescott, Swete, Plummer, to mention but 
three instances—will inevitably set the type of our 

| requirements in the case of the compendium. We 
have, in other words, outgrown * Farrar.* His purple 
passages will not serve us as substitutes for the 
exact meaning of a phrase or the precise bearing of 
incident on incident. In fact, a Life of Christ which 
is to last tor the purposes of study must be content 
to instruct the mind rather than titillate the senses.*

Net $8.50 Postage extra, lie.

UPPER CANADA TRACT SOCIETY,
JAS. II. ROBERTSON, Depositary,

148 YONGE STREET - TORONTO

Geo. Harcourt & Son

fr
COLLEGE CAPS

For Ladies’ wear in vested choirs, 
sizes now in stock.

AM

CHRISTMAS MUSIC

The Church,Book Room,
Tubular, 
Pneumatic and 
Eleotrte - 
Actions.

TORONTO.

Catalogues, Estimates and Designs 
furnished free.
Tuning, repairing and rebuilding 
a specialty.

Karn Church 
Combination
Often n m With Auxiliary Pipes 

andQualtfying Tubes, 
to meet the requirements of any 
Church.

Price S60.00 to $500.00
Write for particulars and catalogue.

U» D. W. KARN CO., Limited
WOODSTOCK, ONT.

The Largest Church Organ Builders on this 
y coatinent.

In answering any advertisement it 
is desirable you should mention 
The Canadian Churchman.

COBALT STOCKS.
F. ASA HALL A COM FAIM Y,

Members Standard Stock and Mining Exchange,
609 Temple Bldg., Toronto.

COBALT AND OTHER MINING STOCKS 
BOUGHT AND SOLD ON A 

COMMISSION BASIS.

•PSOIAL PRIVILEGES TO 
TOTAL ABSTAINERS

HEAD OFFICE -
Thomas Hilliard,

President and Managing Director

HABIT
THE DRINK HABIT thoroughly cured by the 

Fittz Treatment—nothing better in the world.
Rev. Canon Dixon, 417 King St. E.. has agreed 

to answer questions—he handled it for years. 
Clergymen and doctors all over the Dominion order 
it for those addicted to drink. Free trial, enough 
for ten days. Write for particulars.

Strictly confidential.
Fittz Cure Co.,

P. O. Be* 214, Toronto.

I mas Awtmems and Caroli We will gladly 
you «ample» "on approval" for iha asking. Also 
General Anthems and Part Songs, Organ Voluatar- 

I ies for Reed or Pipe Organ, Sacred Songs, etc.
ASHDOWN’S MUSIC STORE,

1143 Yonge St., - • Toronto.
Please call the attention of your organist 

or ehoirleader to this advt.

St. Augustine Wine
Renletered Communion Wine 

$1.60 per Gellon. (26c. extra for
container). $4.50 per doz Qts. (bottled), F. O. B. 
here. Direct importer of Foreign Wines and Spirits.
Telephone Mein 020,
4. C. MOOR, 433 Yongo ft. - TORONTO.

Send $1.00 for^ 25 Penstellas.
Clubb's Panatellas are a genuine Hand Made. 

Clear Havana Filled Cigar, 5 inches hong. They 
are delightfully mild and nre sweet as a net ; felly 
equal to cigars costing double the money.

OUR SPECIAL OFFER.- 
For $i.eo we will send box of s« Pnnatellae to any 

idress in Canada, and prepay express or postal 
charges. Order to-day.

A. CLUBB t SONS, S King West.
gstablishcd 1878. "Our reputation tout guarantee.

Established 
1844.

Telephone Mala
11S1.

COPELAND & FAIRBAIRN 
House and Land Agenta,

24 Victoria Street, - - Toronto.
MONEY TO LEND 

Night Telephone, North 8848. ,

060749

4692

3

D32D

0150
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St. Augustine
Registered

The Perfect 
Communion Wine
In cases, 1 dozen quarts, l-'.O B. 

Brantford, $4.50.
Prices at St. John, N. B , Halifax, N.S , 
or Winnipeg, Man , One Dollar per 

case additional

J. 5. HAMILTON & CO.
Proprietors and Manufacturers 

St. Augustine,

BRANTFORD& PELEE ISLAND 
Canada.

GOLD MEDAL
FOR

ALE AND PORTER
AWARDED

JOHN LABA I* 1
At St. Louis Exhibition, 1904.

Only m edal for ALE in Canada.

Office and Yard,
b'RON T ST., NEAR BATHURST, 

Telephone No. 449.

P. Burns & Co.
Established 1856.

Office and Yard, 
PRINCESS STREET DOCK 

Telephone No. 190

Wholesale and 
Retail 
Dealers in

Head Office, Siting St. West, Toronto.

Coal and Wood
Telephone 131 and 132

Sporting
INDOOR
EXERCISERS
FOILS
PUNCHING
BAGS
BOXING
GLOVES
PING PONG
SETS
AIR RIFLES
Etc.

SYNOPSIS OF CANADIAN NORTH-WES:
HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS.

A NY even numbered section of Dominion Lands 
in Manitoba or the North-West Provinces, 

excepting 8 and 26, not reserved, may be home
steaded by any person the sole head of a family, or 
male over 18 years of age, to the extent of one 
quarter sec1 ion, of 160 acres, more or less.

‘Application for homestead entry or inspection must 
be made in person by the applicant at the office ot 
the local Agent or Sub-agent.

An application for entry or inspection made person 
ally at any Sub-ag«*nt's office may be wired 10 the 
local Agent by the Sub agent, at The expense of the 
applicant, and if the land applied for is vacant on 
receipt of the telegram such application is to have" 
priority, and,the land will be held until the necessary 
papeis to complete the transaction are received by

In case of “ personation " the entry will be sum- 
mai ily cancelled and the applicant will forfeit all 
priority of claim.

An applicant for inspection must be eligible for 
homestead entry, and only one application for inspec
tion will be received from an individual until that 
application has been disposed of.

A homesteader whose entry is in good standing 
and not liable to cancellation, may, subject to ap
proval of Department, relinquish it in favour of 
father, mother, son, daughter, brother or sister, i( 
eligible, but to no one else, on filing declaration of 
abandonment.

Where an entry is summarily cancelled, or volun
tarily abandoned, subsequent to institution of can
cellation proceedings, the applicant for inspection 
will be entitled to prior right of entry.

Applicants for inspection must estate in what par 
ticulars the homesteader is,, in default, and if sub
sequently the statement is found to be incorrect in 
material particulars, the applicant will lose any prior 
right of re-entry, should the land become vacant, or 
if entry has been granted it may be summarily 
concelled.

Duties.—A settler is required to perform the 
conditions under one of the following plans :—

(1) At least six months' residence upon and cultiva 
tien of the land in-each year during the term of three

(2) If the father (or mother if the father is deceased 
of a homesteader resides upon a farm in the vicinity 
of the land entered for by such homesteader the 
requirement as to residence may be satisfied by such 
person residing with the father or mother.

(3) If the settler has his permanent residence upon 
farming land owned by him in the vicinity of his 
homestead, the requirement may be satisfied by 
residence upon such land.

Before making application for patent the settler 
must give six months' notice in writing To the Com
missioner of Dominion Lands at Ottawa, of his 
intention to do so.

SYNOPSIS OF CANADIAN NORTH WEST 
MINING REGULATIONS.

Coat..—Coal lands may be purchased at $10 per 
acre for soft coal and $20 for anthracite. Not more 
than 320 acres can be acquired by one individual 01 

v company. Royalty at the rate of ten cents per ton 
\of 2,000 pounds shall be coll- cted on the gross output.

Quartz.—A free miner's certificate is granted upon 
payment in advance of $5 per annum for an individual, 
and from $50 to $100 per annum for a company 
according to capital.

A free miner,^having discovered mineral in place, 
may locate a claim 1,500 x 1,500 feet.

The fee for recording a claim is $5.
At least $100 must be expended on the claim each 

year or paid to the mining 1 ecorder in lieu thereof. 
When $500 has been expended or paid, the locator 
may, upon having a survey made, and upon comply - 
ing with other requirements, purchase the land at 
$1 per acre. ------

The patent provides for the payment of a royalty 
of 2^ per cent, on the sales.

Placer mining claims generally are 100 feet square : 
entry fee $5, renewable yearly.

A free miner may obtain two leases to dredge for 
gold of five miles each for a term of twenty years, 
renewable at the discretion of the Minister of tht 
Interior.

The lessee shall have a dredge in ôperation within 
one season from the date of 1 he lease for each five 
mi es. Rental $10 p-v annum for each mile of river 
leaded. Royalty at the raie of 2^ per cent, collected 
on the output after it exceeds $10,000.

W. W. CORY,
Deputy of the Minister of the Interior.

N.B.—Unauthorized publication of this advertise 
ment will not be paid for.

A I
130,000 
Homes are 
W armed 
and Fed
from the
Happy Thought 
Range

The idea that for an ordinary dwelling “ ons stove is 
enough ” originated in the superior cooking and heating capac
ity of the Happy Thought Range. Few rural homes find need 
of a heater where they have this magnificent range. No stove 
inventor ever embodied so many good ideas all in one stove as 
did the designer of the Happy Thought. The arrangement of 
drafts, the construction of the grate, the circulation of hot air 
around the oven, the corrugated oven-lining, the ability to heat 
water and keep it hot are points that put the

HAPPY THOUGHT
RANGE

in a class by itself. It can heat the whole dwelling in winter, 
while in summer the fire can be checked immediately after 
cooking, thus keeping the house delightfully cool. 130,000 
households are now using it both for cooking and heating, and 
from all reports they would not exchange for any other stove 
in the world. Ask your dealer about it. Every Happy Thought 
bums coal or wood. Send to us for an illustrated catalogue—free.

Tht
'William BucK Stove Co., 

Limited,

Brantford Montreal
Winnipeg

TORONTO AGENT:

R. BIGLEY, 96 Queen Street East
Also for sale by leading dealers throughout Canada.

Rice Lewis & Son, Limited,
Cor. King & Victoria Sts. Toronto.

The Finer Qualities of

Linen Damasks 
and Bed Linens

The Latest Styles in

Mantles ® Millinery
The Newest Weaves 01

Suitings and Dress Fabrics
Established 1864.

JOHN CATTO & SON
King Street —opposite ihe Post-Office

TÔRONTO.

YOU HA VE EE EN WAIT- 
ING A I.ONG TIME FOR

SOMETHING NEW AND 
BETTER on the SUNDAY 
SCHOOL LESSONS >>

Here It Is :

Tarbell’s Teachers' Guide
Never was'a book accorded more immediate, 
unaminous and enthusias'ic praise th*n greeted 
Tarbell’s Guide for 1906. It was hailed at once 
as the most complete, suggestive and useful vol
ume of commentaries on the S.S lessons ever 
written.

Dr. Henson Tremont Temple says, “ It is 
positively the best thing of the kind I have seen."

Di. Torrey says, “ The mos| complete book for 
S.S. Teachers that I have seen.'"

Dr. Weyland Hoyt : “ I shall myself steadily use 
it, and know nothing better for fhe teacher.’

Rev. J. W. MacMillan, St. Andrew’s Church 
Winnipeg : “I have been sui prised and delighted 
with it, and feel some regret that I have taught 
the S.S. Lessons so many years and lacked so 
excellent a help.”

We could fill pages with commendations of this 
book, but try it for 1907 and you will be convinced 
that it's absolutely the best there is. It costs no 
more than others.

Over 500 pages, 6 x 9 -inches, illustrated with 
innumerable drawings, maps, charts, designs and 
photographs, including some full page pictures 
from the famous paintings of 7'issot. Hand
somely bound in cloth. Brice $1.25 post paid. 
Circular free to any address.x

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
29-33 Richmond St. West. TO RON, 1

LEATHER GOODS
We show one of the largest and best 

stocks in Canada.
TRUNKS.

SUITCASES.
Hand Bags, Dressing Cases, Jewel Boxes, 
Port Folios, Purses, Card Cases, Bill 
Books. Music Holders, and many other 
things. Come and see our stock.

Cloke & Son
Hamilton Bible Heuse

16 King St. West, Hamilton
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Subscription .... Two Dollars per Tear
(If paid strictly in Advance, $1.00.)

NOTICE.—Subscription price to subscribers in the City of 
Toronto owing to the cost of delivery, $2.00 per year ; if paid in 
Advance, $1.50.

ADVERTISING RATES PER LINE • - 20 CENTS

Advertising.—The Canadian Churchman is an excellent 
medium for advertising, being by far the most widely circulated 
Church Journal in the Dominion.

Births. Marriages, Deaths.—Notices ot Births, Marriages. 
Deaths, etc., two cents a word prepaid.

The Paper for Churchmen.—The Canadian Churchman is 
a Family Paper devoted to the best interests of the Church in 
Canada, and should be in every Church family in the Dominion.
'Change of Address.—Subscribers should be careful to name 

not only the Post-Office to which they wish the paper sent, but 
also the one to which it has been sent.

Discontinuances.—If no request to discontinue the paper is 
received, it will he continued. A subscriber desiring to discon
tinue the paper must remit the amount due at the rate of two 
dollars per annum for the time it has been sent.

Receipts.—The label indicates the time to which the subscrip
tion is paid, no written receipt is needed. If one is requested, a 
postage stamp must be sent with the request. It requires three 
or four weeks to make the change on the label.

Cheques.—On country banks are received at a discount of 
fifteen cents.

Postal Notes.—Send all subscriptions by Postal Note.
Correspondents.—All matter for publication of any number 

of the Canadian Churchman, should be in the office not later 
than Friday morning for the following week's issue.

Address all communications,
FRANK WOOTTEN,

Phone Main 4643. Box 34, Toronto.
Offices—Union Block. 36 Toronto Street.

Lessons for Sundays and Holy Days.
Dec. 16—Third Sunday in Advent.

Morning—Isaiah as ; Jude.
Evening—Isaiah 26 or 28, 5 to 19 ; John ax.

Dec. 23—Fourth Sunday in Advent.
Morning—Isaiah 30, to 27 ; Rev. 11.
Evening— Isaiah 32, or 33, 2 to 23 ; Rev. 12.

Dec. 30 —First Sunday after Christmas. 
Morning—Isaiah 35 ; Rev. 20.
Evening—Isaiah 38 or 40 ; Rev. 21, to 15.

Jan. 6—Epiphany of our Lord.
Morning—Isai. 60 ; Luke 3. 15, 23.
Evening—Isai. 49, 13, 24; John 2, 1, 12.

Appropriate Hymns for Third and Fourth 
Sundays in Advent and Christmas Day, compiled 
by Dr. Albert Ham, F.R.C.Ô., organist and 
director of the choir of St. James’ Cathedral, To
ronto. The numbers are taken from Hymns An
cient and Modern, many of which may be found 
in ether hymnals.

THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT.
Holy Communion: 51, 178, 313, 318.
Processional: 47, 48, 355, 3<St.
Offertory: 186, 272, 293, 352. 4
Children’s Hymns: 180, 188, 336, 566.
General Hymns: 191, 193, 353, 587-

FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT.
Holy Communion: 49, 205, 555. 559-
Processional : 53, 203 217, 268.
Offertory: 47, 51, 52, 214.
Children's Hymns: 219, 336, 337, 569.
General Hymns : 54, 56, 518, 398.

HYMNS FOR CHRISTMAS DAY.
Holy Communion : 309, 310, 321, 324.
Processional : 55, 56, 59, 60.
Offertory: 58, 61, 482, 484.
Children's Hymns: 338, 340, 341, 342.
General Hymns: 57, 62, 63, 483.

THE THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT.

The clergy may be of great assistance to us, 
far greater assistance even than often times they 
are now, if we were to consider them as St. Paul 
says in this Sunday’s Epistle, as “Ministers of 
Christ apd stewards of the mysteries of God.” 
How often they minister in lowliness and in 
great anxiety, hoping their labours are bene
ficial; yet seldom does any one speak to them of 
last Sunday’s sermon, or ask for fuller informa
tion or for some further help from a book he 
might suggest or again, of his “pastoral calls.” 
and their help to those at home. The good to

he derived from personal contact and from seek
ing help from "the man of God,” we often miss 
because we are too reserved. The clergy through 
their authority are messengers to us to prepare 
us for Christ’s second coming. As “ministers,” 
St. Paul calls them, they attend, serve and per
form holy offices, affording supplies and giving 
things needful, and as “stewards,” for a “ward” 
is a keeper, they hold and dispense the provisions 
of the Gospel, preaching its doctrines and ainv.n- 
istering its sacraments. The “Ember Days” this 
week are Wednesday, Friday and Saturday, and 
the Church offers prayer unitedly “for those that 
are to be admitted into Holy Orders.” We elect 
our “Ministers of Parliament” carefully and then 
watch the press for their reports as they stand 
and advocate our needs before the King1 s repre
sentative. We pray for our young men as,, they 
go up to enter upon their holy offices and for the 
clergy—ministers of the King of Kings. Has 
your clergyman helped you? Have you found 
all the blessings he can be to you in your life and 
in your home? Pray! brethren, pray! that he 
may be of great assistance to you in every way 
preparing you for the great day of judgment.

Election of Archbishop and Primate.
The House of Bishops of the Provincial Synod 

will meet in Toronto on January 16th next to 
elect an Archbishop and Metropolitan for 
the Province of Canada. On the same date, di
rectly after the appointment is made, the House 
of Bishops of the General Synod will meet for 
tlie purpose of electing the Metropolitan Primate 
of All Canada.

•t
Christmas.

Again our hearts are gladdened by sharing in 
tlie universal gift of another joyous Christmas- 
tide. Christmas was, indeed, the birthday of 
transcendent hope to man. And throughout the 
long succession of December days on which the v 
Church has with joyous fervour and ever increas
ing observance, by prayer and praise in exultant 
devotion, acknowledged the gift of God himself 
to men. As man, she has proved to the world 
at large how well she values that inestimable gift 
and how priceless and imperishable to her is the 
commemoration of the heavenly boon. Young 
men and maidens, old men and matrons, men, 
women and childreiMff all colours and races, the 
wide world round, with each iccurring Christ
mas Day have their hearts touched by the won
drous and abiding love of God in giving the 
Christ child to man.

«Ç
Fault Finding.

There is nothing so easy in the world as to 
find fault with others and probably there is noth
ing so hard as to find fault with one’s self. 
Those of us who have gone about the parishes 
a bit and talked to the people on Church matters 
have not failed to notice the frequent fault find- 
nrg-wit h the clergyman in charge—sometimes on 
the most trivial grounds. We have heard a good 
and faithful rector objected to, and a wish for a 
change expressed on the ground of a trivial and 
harmless personal habit, which could neither be 
called personal or irreverent and which to most 
people would indicate a devout spirit. Were 
such laymen as ready to reform themselves as 
they are to- find fault with their clergymen it 
would be better for all parties.

«
Testing One’s Efficiency.

It is a good thing from time to time to call 
one's self to account and by some clear cut and 
definite mode of proof to apply a personal test 
of efficiency to the work we have in hand. 
There can be no better time for this salutory pro
cess than towards the end of the year. It mat
ters not if the test prove unsatisfactory and dis

couraging. All the more need that we should 
reform and revive our work. Should we find 
ground for encouragement, the accounting is 
gain to us, and heartens and strengthens us, for 
greater perseverance and more sustained energy. 
Do not let the year end. without a searching per
sonal test.

*
Come to Church I

On a recent Sunday a Churchman invited some 
casual acquaintances to come to church. After 
wards one of them, a commercial agent, said:— 
“I have for years travelled about Canada and 
met and talked with people who professed re
ligion, and do not recall an occasion when any 
one of that class invited me, a comparative 
stranger to come to church. I have attended 
emotional religious meetings of my own accord, 
and afterwards on speaking with the preachers 
have found them ready to talk freely about 
worldly matters. This has given me the impres
sion that there is a great deal of formality and 
insincerity amongst people who profess to be re* 
ligious. If they really believe in the religion 
they profess how can they consistently avoid tak
ing the open and manly course of trying in a 
direct way to influence others whom they casual
ly meet, especially by inviting them to come to 
church.” There is too much truth, we fear, in 
the outspoken opinion of the commercial travel
ler. It costs little in a frank and kindly way to 
invite a person to come to church, and it may 
mean much to the inviter and invited.

It
New Recruits.

Now that a new Church year has begun and 
another life year is ending we would draw the 
attention of the faithful laity to the fact that 
new recruits are needed in each branch of the 
progressive work of the Church. Whether it be 
in the especial work of the men or of the women 
we must have new Mfe, new energy. Not a year 
goes by but somç/ faithful workers are called 
away. Others are needed to fill their places. As 
time goes on the field of labour widens, the 
burden of responsibility grows larger. To meet 
the urgent demand of the North-West the older 
dioceses must put forth their strength. This 
means many a gap in the ranks, many a faithful 
worker removed. The call is loud and insistent. 
Our honour as a Church is at stake. Bishop, 
priest and press alike call for new recruits. No
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i>iie can be too humble or too feeble to enlist in 
this glorious work. Bring the babes to the font, 
the children to the Sunday School, the adults to 
the Church. One and all do something for the 
good cause. Do it with a will. Do it quickly, 
and do it yourself!

K
Britain’s Future.

In the last number of the '‘Nineteenth Century 
Review” Mr. J. Ellis Barker contributes a learn
ed and comprehensive article on the subject of 
"The Future of Great Britain.” Mr. Barker, at 
the outset, says:—"Great Britain, with her colon
ies, is the greatest commercial and maritime 
state existing. Her greatness is bound up with 
her commercial and maritime pre-eminence and 
dependent upon it.” And after referring to in
ternal weakness and external dangers that men
ace the stability of British power, Mr. Barker 
holds that “Unless Great Britain reforms herself, 
adopts herself to modern conditions . . . and
unless the British Empire is unified—for only the 
united and organized strength of the whole of 
the Empire can suffice to defend it—Great 
Britain, and with her the British Empire, may by 
the inexorable law of history and of nature fol
low the way which Phoenicia, Carthage, Athens, 
Rome, Constantinople, the Arab Empire, Amalfi, 
Pisa, Genoa, Venice and the Dutch Empire have 
gone in the past.” There is a good deal of ser
ious thinking on this most important subject 
nowadays. And deservedly so. As under the 
economy of Church Government a diocese is 
made up of a certain number of parishes and 
their central aim and bond of union is the good 
of the Church, so should it ever be with the Brit
ish Empire, and the congeries of States of which 
it is composed. As long as the good of the Em
pire is the dominant sentiment of Britons the 
world over, its stability and permanence are as
sured. When parochial narrowness and selfish
ness prevail disintegration and destruction will 
assuredly follow on.

Finance.
We direct attention to the letter and offer of 

"Finance" in last week's number. It was a sur
prise to us, but the writer is perfectly serious 
and very much in earnest. lie hopes by this 
means to arouse more general attention by the 
laity to the hard life of the clergyman and his 
family in the older parts of Canada especially, 
and he believes that the laity when they appre
ciate the real situation will be more generous. 
Consequently we hope that all our readers will 
study the matter and that we will hear from 
many.

*
Missionaries.

The need of candidates for the ministry was a 
cry which went up some years ago all over the 
Church. It may have been through the lack of 
clergy of those years or possibly through the 
diminished number of those suitable for Mission 
work, that the present strain is felt. In our own 
country there is the want of men and the want 
of means to support them, especially during the 
first years of settlement. We think that the com
plaint that parishes which are past the worst 
might do more for their neighbours may have 
something in it. It is human nature to build 
good houses and churches for ourselves when 
we can do so and not to think enough of those 
less fortunate. The paucity of clergy is felt not 
only in our Western diocese but all over the 
Mission field. The S. P. G. in London has lately 
started a branch for the training of Missionary 
candidates which may meet part of the difficulty, 
but the deficiency is a serious one.

H H
Spurgeon once said to a young preacher, his 

kinsman, “William, never use a hard word when 
you write or sffeak if you can possibly find an 
easy one to express the thought.” It was good 
advice, and his own power was largely due to 
the extreme simplicity of his words and style.

[December 13, 1906.]

THE COMING OF THE KING.

It has been very truly said that while the 
golden age of the Greeks and Latins and otter 
ancient races lay in the past, the golden age of 
the Jews and Christians lies in the future. What 
splendid optimists were the old Jewish seers 
Nothing could daunt or dash their faith in the 
future. Amid the wreck and ruin of their own 
nationality, when everything seemed to be rush
ing to destruction, and the outlook daily darken
ed, they continued their triumphant prophecies of 
the coming of One Who should restore their na
tion to far more than its ancient glories, and 
reign with unchallenged sway. As the gloom 
deepened their hopes brightened. Their optimism 
was incurable find invincible. Their prophecies 
were realized, not in the way in which they pic
tured, but none the less, rather all the more 
gloriously and perfectly. They prophesied better 
than they knew, and their words have gone out 
into all lands, even unto the ends of the earth. 
And so the King came to “execute judgment and 
justice on the earth,” and to reconquer the world 
for God. One of the very numerous lessons of 
Christmas is the final victory of Truth. It brings 
with it the ever recurring message of an optim
ism, which stoutly refuses to despair of Human
ity’s future, and bids us hope the best and noblest 
for mankind. And so he who takes pessimistic 
views of the future, and who has lost his faith in 
human nature, has missed the most stimulating 
and inspiring message of Christmastide. Chris
tianity is the religion of hope. It is a conquer
ing faith. A faith that will rest content with 
nothing short of universal dominion. It will 
brook no rivals. It will not live and let live. It 
will never sheathe the sword as long as an enemy 
shows its head. Its mission is to make this world 
the kingdom of our Lord, and of His Christ, so 
that His will may be done on earth, with the 
thoroughness and perfectness and universality

ma
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with which it is done in Heaven. If we a,re 
Christians how can we be anything else but the 
most determined optimists. God is bound to win 
in the end. And how can any5one read history 
and lose his faith in 1 lumajiity's future. An 
Knglish Bishop om> said, “the best cure for 
drooping spirits is the study of Church history," 
and so the best cure for that pessimism which 
shakes its head over the future and doubts the 
final victory of Truth, is the study of history and 
its record of the irresistible moral progress of 
mankind, of the operation of that invincible law 
“which makes for righteousness.” God has never 
been without His witnesses. Age after age they 
have arisen and held aloft the torch and handed 
it on throughout an unbroken chain of successors 
At times the darkness has closed in and men's 
hearts have failed them, and then anon have come 
the glimmerings of the dawn of a brighter day. 
Kvery overwhelming crisis has passed, leaving 
things better than before. “The Lord is King, be 
thé people never so unquiet.” The tide has al
ways turned, and ever keeps turning, however 
erratic its course to human eyes, in the right 
direction. Truth is mighty, and it will prevail, 
and the King shall enjoy His own again. This 
is the message of Christmas, the certain final vic
tory of the Right.

* *, W_

THE TRUCE OF GOD

Christmas stands for all that is best and for all 
that its most Christ like in human nature. It is 
therefore well named. It is Christ’s festival 
when men do make an honest attempt to show 
forth the spirit of Christ in their everyday lives, 
when the hard, cruel, grim strain of life is for 
the moment relaxed, when an honest, if a fleet
ing attempt is made to live up to the gulden 
rule, and when the watchward of the hour is not 
“everyman for himself and the devil take the hind
most.” but “everyman for his neighbour and God 
for us all.” Christmas is the truce of God. It
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is the acknowledgement of the higher law that 
“No man liveth to himself." It is the silent con
fession by mankind that “love is the fulfilling of 
tlm. law," and that while as a rule they follow 
Xorsc things they have glimpses of better things. 
It is a standing testimony to the fact that in his 
innermost consciousness the normal man ack
nowledges the truth of the Master's saying: “It 
is more blessed to give than to receive.” Christ
mas stands for the joy and delight of forgiveness. 
\\ hat luxury is there that can compare with the 
pleasures of forgiveness. This is a pleasure that 
leaves no bad taste in the mouth behind it, whose 
memory is an unmixed delight and a perpetual 
feast. Happy the man who is able to treat him
self to this luxury. Christmas again stands for 
■ amily reunions, and the renewal of ancient 
friendships. It bears witness to and proclaims 
our belief that the sacred past shall be renewed, 
in that final reunion beyond “this Bourne of time 
and place.” Christmas again stands for the giv
ing of gifts, thus perpetuating the memory of 
that noblest of all gifts, amid the myriads con- 
1 erred upon humanity by the Giver of all good, 
the gift of Him who brought light, immortality 
to light in the Gospel, and “Who, Himself, bore 
our sins in His own body on the tree.” We 
heartily wish our readers all the higher joys of 
this blessed season. May it be to them the re
newal of all that is beautiful and Christ-like in 
their own lives and characters, the knitting up 
again of family ties, the renew’al of ancient 
friendship, the up-welling of the spirit of that 
forgiveness which forgives as it hopes to be for
given, and of that liberality which “seeketh not 
her own.” Let us thank God for the blessed 
oasis of Christmas, which gives man's better 
nature a breathing spell, whose sweet, cool 
breezes, parting the smoke of life’s battle, give 
us a refreshing and inspiring glimpse of .the bet
ter days that lie beyond, when all that Christmas 
stands for shall find its practical realization and 
application in thiSsworld of ours. Meanwhile let 
us be thankful for this “Truce of God,” and

[December 13, 1906.]

utilize to the utmost its lessons and opportuni
ties, so that each Christmas will mark a succes
sive stage in the Cliristward evolution of our 
manhood and womanhood.

KB*

CHURCH DOCTRINES: CHRISTIAN 
PRINCIPLES.

rite problem at present perplexing the Mother 
1 hurcl) is that of education. How is the re
ligious character of education to be retained? Our 
sister Church in the United States^ is as a prophet, 
preaching righteousness of life in every circum
stance, urging the recognition of the sanctity of 
the home, and straining to be heard in high 
Places. The Church of England in Canada is 
honestly considering the question of reunion. In 
this her position is unique. In other parts of the 
world existing conditions arc accentuating de
nominational differences. In Canada the question 
of reunion is the subject of meditation and con
ference on all sides. Every facile pen is driven 
along faster than ever by the?flood of thoughts 
thereon; district gatherings of Christian workers, 
Synods, local and general, are passing resolutions 
which admit the need of re-union, but offer no 
workable suggestions as to the attainment there
of. This general consideration may have the 
effect of prompting hasty judgment, may even 
suggest expedients and compromises on the part 
of the Church of England by no means in accord 
with the principles set forth in the Lambeth 
Quadrilateral. And surely it will be admitted 
that these principles possess an eminent degree 
of authority inasmuch as they are the decisions 
of the Bishops. It is well for 11s at all times to 
consider the proposed ways of attaining re
union, lest we be found unfaithful ministers and 
unworthy stewards. To sacrifice or compromise 
any feature of Church doctrine and practice will 
only make “confusion worse confounded.” On 
the Third Sunday in Advent Holy Church bids us
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meditate upon the sacred ministry. The Collect 
and the Eucharistic Scriptures direct us in that 
meditation. Think of the ministry of the Catholic 
Church in its relation to the problem of re
union. The ministry is an admittedly important 
and essential feature of the Church’s organization. 
Organization is a principle of the Christian 
Church. So our branch of the Church lays 
special emphasis on the ministry. The Prayer 
Book is our text-book on this question, and the 
Prayer Book is a very satisfying text-book. It 
has no uncertain message. The preface to the 
11 dinnl appeals to the Holy Scripturés and to 
the ancient authors. There are three orders of 
the ministry. Our position is clear. We cannot 
consider any proposal for re-union which would 
tamper with the ministry. The ministry of the 
re-union must be the old Apostolic ministry. But 
there are many with whom the Prayer Book has 
but little weight. We are strong in our own 
minds. How are we to impress our views upon 
them? Meditate along two lines. They will
giVe you arguments, i. Before His Ascension 
Jesus spent forty days with His apostles, “speak
ing of the things pertaining to the Kingdom of 
Cod”- ( Acts t :3>. Are we to Relieve that He said 
nothing about the important work of organizing 
and extending the Kingdom of God on earth? 
Yet before Pentecost the apostles took a definite 
step. They increased the Apostolate, (Acts t :26). 

.And wherever the apostles went they preached 
the Gospel of Jesus, they organized the Church, 
and a marvellous unanimity in practice and 
doctrine characterized every development of the 
Church, and history shows the Apostolic ministry 
to be three-fold. 2. Before His Passion Jesus 
promised to send the Holy Ghost to guide the 
apostles into all truths,—granted that Jesus did 
not give any directions as to the ministry—then 
-,"d hot the Hnft- Ghost guide the apostles into 
this unanimity of opinion and practice in re the 
sacred ministry? The Apostolic Period, the Post- 
Apostolic Period, the whole Church for centuries 
afterwards had but one ministry. Bishops, priests, 
and deacons. Presbyterianism was unknown. 
Congregationalism was unknown, the three-fold

order obtained everywhere. If the bodies founded 
at the time of the Reformation, and their numer
ous offshoots, are right, the apostles were wrong, 
so were the fathers, so was the Church for cen
turies. The Holy Ghost did not guide the Church 
into all truth. But how can you accept such a 
conclusion ? Where the Truth does not exist, or 
is departed front, controversies arise. But there 
arc no early controversies over the ministry. 
Bodies heretical on other points retained the 
three-fold ministry. The existence of Protestant 
bodies to-day is an imputation of error in the 
whole pre-Reformation Church. If Protestants 
are right Catholics have been wrong all these 
centuries, and the Holy Ghost’s guidance was 
either unappreciated or spurned. The witness of 
history is against this conclusion. The unity of 
the Catholic Church on the question of the min
istry is a proof of the accepted guidance of the 
Holy Ghost. These two lines of meditation 
ought to be fairly followed. They confirm the 
witness of our Prayer Book. Therefore at -this 
season when Holy Church bids us look at the 
ministry as a means whereby we are prepared /or 
the second Coming of Christ let us thank God for 
our heritage and be loyal to it. We cannot waive 
any part or character of the Apostolic ministry 
lest we cut ourselves loose from Catholic con
tinuity; we cannot compromise any feature of it 
lest we tamper with its essential character; we 
cannot alter it lest we question the heaven-sent 
wisdom of our predecessors in the Catholic 
Church. Wé must guard what we have received 
in trust for generations unborn. Yes, now is the 
time for education in essentials. The temptation 
to-day is to think more of form than of matter, 
more of method and ceremonial than of doctrine. 
Let us be faithful to heavenly matter, and to the 
revelations of God. Consider how much the 
world needs a wise Episcopate, a loving Priest
hood, and a patient, self-sacrificing Diaconate. 
How necessary a body of brothers to seek the 
lost and straying, to teach those who are ever 
young, to give spiritual direction to all. and to 
prepare us all to die! Impress that conviction 
upon men. then they will come to realize that He

Who knew what was in man, Who sympathizes 
with man’s infirmities, must have given some 
directions to the chosen apostles as to the char
acter and offices of the ministry which was to 
win the world for Him, and that that ministry 
must be the one which laboured unquestioned for 
fifteen centuries. We pray for unity. Yes! but 
we cannot attain unity by sacrificing or com
promising the spiritual heritage of the past.—W.

* * *

FROM WEEK TO WEEK.

Spectator’s Comments on Questions of Public 
Interest.

The Christmas season has been made precious 
to human hearts in various ways. By custom 
and tradition it has become an occasion for 
friendly and benevolent demonstrations which 
could hardly be made at any other time with the 
same graciousness and effect. It has been hal
lowed in a special degree as the children’s sea
son and we learn that in more senses than bne 
a little child may lead us in innocency of life and 
closer fellowship with God. It is hallowed by 
the precious truths so essential to our faith and 
so vital to our spiritual lives. Through the ages 
it has been a time of spiritual uplift to the faith- 
fid, and to those who have not wholly yielded 
themselves to the ways of righteousness it has 
come as an oasis in a desert of unfruitfulness. It 
has impelled men to outward forms of virtue 
and unselfishness even when they have not al
lowed their hearts to go with their acts, and who 
knows but that in many cases the form of right
eousness has eventually been transformed into 
a holy reality. Men of goodwill must sustain 
the high and hallowed influence of Christmas. 
It must always stand for sweet memories, for 
sacred influences upon the souls of men, for a 
spirit of unselfishness, for active assistance to 
our neighbours, for cheerful acknowledgment of 
our own blessings, for the rekindling of affection 
within our hearts, for “the peace of God which 
passeth all understanding.”
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In iIn- l.ngcr cities one of the pressing obliga
tions at tin- season is the remembrance of the 
poor. We ilo not mean that unctuous charity 
that seems to think that all is well if provision 
for one square meal is made once a year. We 
arc informed that Elijah went forty days in the 
strength of the food supplied in the wilderness, 
but some who fare sumptuously every day ap
pear to think that a Christinas dinner will supply 
the vital force of a family all the year. We 
know very well that private charity is very wideb
and generously dispensed by the heads of thou
sands of households, at this season. There are 
many others who entrust their gifts to Church 
organizations and benevolent institutions for ad
ministration. And still we fancy there are not a 
few who in the midst of abounding wealth give 
little thought to those who have really been the 
instruments used in the acquisition of that 
wealth. Our idea would be that we should not 
give way to some extravagant and senseless out
burst of charity at this time, and then write off 
every obligation to those who need, but rather 
that Christmas should be the starting point, and 
the occasion for renewing our sense of duty to 
those whose needs are not for one day but for 
all the days throughout the year. Why should 
it not be made the occasion for awarding better 
remuneration to those who serve? Why could 
not our railways, banking institutions, manufac
turing institutions and other corporations enjoy
ing unbounded prosperity and employing many 
or few, see to it that they who have been part
ners in the production of abundance should be 
partners to some degree in the fruits thereof? It 
is blessed to come to the relief of those in dis
tress, but would it not be more blessed to take 
away the conditions which make relief a neces
sity?

«
It has been our custom to .emind the laity at 

at this time of their opportunities to confer hap
piness at the rectory and rekindle zeal and life 
in the congregation by showing some simple 
straightforward token of appreciation to the
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clergyman of the parish and his wife. This is 
not an act of charity we allude to, for anything 
conveying that suggestion would be resented and 
rightly so. But there is no man so exalted, no 
man so successful but appreciates a token of 
goodwill from those whom he serves. It may 
only be a social reception, a letter of sympathy, 
a book with a kindly message penned in the fly
leaf—anything that indicates that the congrega
tion is with him in sympathy and has taken the 
trouble to tell him so, will find its way to the 
heart and will reappear in greater effectiveness 
in pulpit and parochial work. And what we say 
on behalf of the clergyman we say on 
behalf of his wife. She is not officially engag
ed by the parish, nor are her duties recognized 
in the monthly or quarterly cheque, but her ser
vices are demanded and her efficiency keenly 
scanned. Now this is a season for large hearted
ness. Let us forget the little differences and open 
wide the doors of our hearts that we may give 
ungrudgingly of our affections to those who min
ister to us in spiritual things.

\ .

The foundation of all that is best, we might 
say all that is really of value in the Christmas 
spirit rests upon the thought of the Incarnation. 
Deity has been invested with the form of hu
manity. Human nature has been glorified and 
uplifted h-- the indwelling of divinity, and the 
divine has been brought close to us in all the 
conditions of life. How near we are to all that 
is holiest, and yet how far we fall short of what 
is reallv best. Our noblest gifts are but pitiable 
in comparison with the gift of God to the world 
in presenting us with his dear Son. Our noblest 
acts arc but faint reflections of the Spirit of 
Christ. And yet the best that life can offer is to 
go on bravely doing our duty and doing it as un
to the Lord. Fame or honours or riches or pow
er we may never have, but the consciousness of 
the approval of God, and fellowship in the com
munion of saints, will surely be ours in this pre
sent world and in the world to come “there re- 
maineth a rest for the people of God.”
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Spectator takes pleasure in wishing his many 
readers a Merry Christmas,—joy founded on all 
that is deepest and highest in life. To the lonely 
settler on the prairie far from the friends of other 
days; to the student making the best of life in a 
homeless boarding house in the great city, be
cause he cannot get back to the parental hearth- 
to the business man suffering under the sting of 
financial ruin; to the mourner sighing for “the 
touch of a vanished hand, and the sound of a 
voice that is still;” to the man overtaken in vice, 
now manfully fighting for the mastery of his be
setting sin; to the wives and mothers who are 
bravely and conscientiously whispering high 
ideals and hopes into the ears of their children 
pervading their homes with a holy atmosphere; 
to the prophets of God who have carried the 
precious messages of the Gospel in word and 
act wherever they have gone, lifting weary souls 
heavenward; to the Bishops on whose shoulders 
the care of all the churches rests, who have gov
erned with wisdom and faithfulnesss, lifting high 
the standard of rectitude and godly living; to all 
who give, in the service of all who need, we ten
der our -'ffcctionatc greeting, and sincerely do we 
trust that all may enter into the inmost sanctuary 
of Christmas spirit. For the friends who have 
said kind things about us and cheered us by com
forting messages, the friends who have criticised 
and corrected us helping us to arrive at a right 
judgment in things that pertain to the progress 
of truth and righteousness; for the power to 
serve in a humble degree the Church we love, we 
desire to express our loving thanks. May that 
which has been unworthy be forever blotted out, 
and that which is worthy be magnanimously sus
tained.

It

XVe would once more appeal to our readers, to 
the Bishops and clergy in particular to do what 
may reasonably be done to extend the influence 
of the Church press. A word at this season of 
the year spoken with soberness and judgment 
may go a long way towards bringing our Church 

(Continued on Page 820.)
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CHRISTMAS AS WE GROW OLDER.

By E. Herrbuck, D.D.

It has come again. Nut the Christmas of long 
ago, but Christmas still, and we will celebrate 
it. We will sit by the fire and let the tide of 
thought roll in upon our hearts. We will think 
of the Christ-child who came so many years ago, 
and is even now knocking at our hearts for 
entrance. We will share in the festivities with 
glad yet sad and tender hearts, as we think of 
the departed friends who in other years made 
bright the happy Christmas time. They are for
gotten. Forgotten? No, for to-day, as we look 
out upon the quiet place of graven where they 
sleep so peacefully, they come marching before
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admit us under its shelter to share its Christmas 
cnecr, yet we know that beyond the snow-covered 
graves, beyond the stars which shine so tranquilly, 
we shall walk with the loved ones who visit us 
in our waking thoughts, and who come to us in 
our dreams. Thank God tor this day. And if by 
our words we have cheered some soul, and have 
brought it into harmony with llim whose day it 
is, if we have caused some kindly feeling to arise 
in any kind heart, and have taught it that all is 
not selfish in this world, our own Christmas will 
he the happier for it.

—The trouble with too many of our prayers 
is that we urge that our own will be done in
stead of asking that God's will may be done.
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dred years ago. Christmas is a miracle. Business 
may have been dull, and plans may have mis
carried until we feel that we cannot afford to 
spend a dollar for Christmas gifts. What of it? 
Shall we make that an excuse for saddening the 
lives of those about us by regrets and complaints? 
Surely friendship is not so cheap or love so sordid 
that either can be bought with a gift or lost for 
the lack of it. The secret of the “.Christmas 
spirit’’ is simple. We are happier at the Christ
mas season than at any other, because then, for 
a day or a few days, we succeed in putting our 
own personalities in the background and our own 
desires underfoot. In seeking joy for others we 
find happiness for ourselves. Why should we' 
have this spirit but for a day or a season? The 
spirit of love aird kindness which came into the

Canadian Churchman.The First Suit.

us, and we link their names and memories with 
Him who came as a precious gift to their glad 
hearts. They are not forgotten. They 1 sit by 
our side. They sing the old songs, they speak 
the we<ll-remembered tender words, and their 
memory will always be fresh in our hearts.

Whatever the day may be, we must never lose 
sight of the true meaning of Christmas. It must* 
ever rest as a back-ground to all our joy and 
festivity. Let Christmas come. Let it be en
joyed. Let the home be bright and cheerful, and, 
above all, let the heavenly glow of a Christ-like 
feeling shine in our hearts, so that friend and 
stranger will see that we have the kindly spirit 
of the great Saviour who loved us. Though we 
may be homeless here, though no kind roof will

CHRISTMAS.

Throughout the northern hemisphere—the* 
more populous and highly civilized half of the 
world—the days ae now at their shortest, and 
nature is at her lowest ebb. The old year, from 
which we hoped so much, is nearly spent. We 
balance our books, and if we arc honest with our
selves look back upon many disheartening failures 
and few successes. Yet suddenly, in the midst of 
this depressing period, we lay aside care and 
doubt and malice, and begin to think how we 

( can make others happy. We feel, as at no other 
time, the real closeness of our relationship to our 
fellows—and all because of something which hap
pened thousands of miles away and nineteen hun-

world with the Babe Who was born in Bethlehem 
is not for a day, but for every day and for all 
eternity.

* * X

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year's beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadjan Churchman" will be 
sent to any part of Canady England or the 
United States, for Twenty-f<Ve Cents». No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.

It It X

—^All the beautiful sentiments in the world 
weigh less than a single lovely action.—Lowell.



ORIGIN OF THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

1 he Christmas-tree is supposed to have origin
ated in Germany, but such is not the case. In 
reality the Christmas-tree is from Egypt, and 
dates from a period long antecedent to the Chris
tian era. The palm-tree is known to put forth a 
shoot every month, and a spray of this tree with 
twelve shoots on it was used in Egypt at the time 
of the winter solstice as a symbol that the year 
was complete. Egyptian traditions of an early 
date still linger with the Christmas-tree. The 
first Christmas-tree was introduced into England, 
and thence into America, by some German mer
chants who lived in Manchester. Queen Victoria 
and Prince Albert celebrated Christmas with 
beautiful German customs, and, the court having 
set the fashion, Christmas-trees became general.

H * *

THE SPIRIT OF GIVING.

There are opportunities for us all to make some 
one happier at this Christmas season, if only we 
want to do so. No one has ever regretted being 
kind—no one ever will regret having been kind. It 
is the lost opportunities which God has given us 
to help and brighten the lives of others, the deeds 
we might have done, the gentle comforting words 
we should have spoken that will cause us many 
heartaches. While the widow and the orphan, the 
sick, the dependent, aged and the helpless little 
ones appeal to our hearts at all times, yet never 
more than at this special joyous season, when 
their loneliness and needs stand out in striking 
contrast to the scenes within happy homes where 
all is gladness. Remember those who have no 
one to think of them. Even though they receive 
a Christmas basket from a charitable organiza
tion, a little tribute of affection would not cost 
the giver much ; and oh, how the remembrance 
would be appreciated by the lonely one. Listen 
to the voice of love that speaks to you on behalf 
of those who know not what it is to have a happy
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joyous Christmas—those who have barely enough 
to sustain life—think of them. You will be re
paid in love a thousandfold, and live the words 
"It is more blessed to give than to receive."

et et it

WE CAN DO IT STILL

It would have been a blessed thing for any of 
us to have been in Bentlehem when Christ was 
born, and lay our gifts at His feet with the wise 
men. We forget that we can do that now just 
as really as if we were living then. Here is what 
Phoebe Cary sang about it:—

"We think what joy it would have been to share 
In their high privilege, who came to bear 

Sweet spice and costly gem 
To Christ in Bethlehem.

"And in that thought we half forget that He 
Is wheresoe'er ,\ve seek Him earnestly ;

Still tilling every place 
With sweet, abounding grace.'1

It it It

THE HEART OF CHRISTMAS.

The Christmas note is peace and good will. 
Whatever of discords, resentments, wrongs or 
estrangements, the year has held for us, the 
blessed Christmas-tide should end them all'. The 
mists of earth blind us so often; misunderstand
ings, hurts and heartaches, will come and lives 
that are dear to each other drift apart. But the 
very soûl of Christmas-time is love—the love of 
the Father, which overflowed all barriers of sin, 
ignorance and wandering and bent down to us 
with its ‘unspeakable gift;” the love of the Christ 
who came to us because we could not, would not, 
go to Him; who bore our griefs and carried our 
sorrows, lived out life and died our death, that 
we might know the heart of a brother. Oh, if 
there is any hand that you have pushed aside this
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past year, reach out and clasp it now. If any 
dear tie has been loosened, knit it up again on 
this gladdest, holiest of anniversaries. If there is 
wound or alienation anywhere, let it be healed 
and all bitterness and pride buried deep under the 
Christmas holly.

"The name of the new-born Christ was love, 
And of love the angels sing;

No other gift in earth or heaven 
May we offer to our King.”

Mt«t
THE BEST GIFT.

And the greatest of these is love. We have 
heard the words so often that there is danger, 
sometimes, that we may miss the joy of them, as 
all, save the rarest of us, miss a thousand daily 
messages of gladness and beauty. Of all God’s 
wonderful gifts, the greatest is love—the greatest 
and the freest. If it had been fame, how hopeless 
our case; if it had been money or learning or 
"society,” still how dreary the outlook for most 
of us; even labour and health, blessed as they are, 
are denied to many. But there is none so poor, 
so weak, so ignorant, that he may not love, and 
thereby make to those whom he would help and 
cheer and bless, the one royal gift. If we could 
but' realize, this Christmastide, the blessed mean
ing of the word! There is so much that we long 
to do! We finger our slender purses and think 
and contrive and plan, till, before we are aware, 
the Christmas joy is driven from our hearts and 
weariness is seated there instead. Ah, if we 
could let the worry go—give what we may of 
earthly symbols, but still hold the love as the 
real gift! “Dear friend, it is only a trifle that I 
can put into your hands—you know why; I will 
not wrong your friendship even by being sorry 
that it is so. For I send, as never before, my 
love, this Christmas Day.” Is that any unworthy 
gift? Is there any other great enough to be 
offered to a soul?

THE
LAND
OF
SUN
SHINE

A

Splendid Investment

¥
HERE is not an acre of good land in Cuba that has not advanced 

in value from one hundred to three hundred per cent, in the last 
three years.

Now that they have begun the northern methods of farming, 
this land will advance still more rapidly. Citrus fruit lands in 
California are now worth from one hundred and fifty to three 
hundred dollars per acre, without water for irrigation. You can 

buy much better land to-day at a very low price in Cuba, where irrigation is not 
necessary, where shipping facilities are better, and where fruit of a much higher 
quality can be grown. We can deliver you a perfect title to our properties, and 
can give you almost any class of land you desire.

This company owns over 140 square miles of land, situated in the famous 
Vuelto Abajo Valley ; operates over 100 tobacco plantations, and produces the 
finest grade of tobaeço known.

We have direct shipment now from our own pier. In a few months' time we 
shall be able to leave Havana in the morning by rail and arrive at Ocean Beach 
the same afternoon.

We have two post-offices on the property with three mails each week ; saw
mill and general store, and we also have the purest drinking water in abundance 
all over the property.

Roadways and bridges are being built throughout the property for the 
benefit of the colony. A church is now being erected on the property. Expert 
reports can be obtained on all lands purchased, and the privilege of exchange is 
given before deed issues.

We have the largest Canadian Colony in Cuba, with the greatest number 
of settlers, and the best citrus fruit lands that will grow fruit of the finest grade 
for shipment.

Fruit lands must be a sandy loam soil ; this is the experience of expert 
growers the world over.EVERY INFORMATION FREELY GIVEN

CANADA- 
CUBA 
LAND AND 
FRUIT 
COMPANY,
LIMITED

Address all Communications to

CEO. F. DAVIS
Managing Director

Head Office,

24 King Street West,

TORONTO



[December 13, 1906.]
V

CHRISTMAS VOICES.

"Every year at the approach of Christmas peo
ple refresh their memories, sit ^together by the 
li reside, sometimes in one house, sometimes in 
another, singing with one voice the quaint carols 
in praise of the Infant Jesus.”

So says an old French book, describing village 
scenes of long ago; and the poet Longfellow 
based his “Christmas Carol” on this description, 
and sings of the minstrel music, and gleesome 
songs heard in the streets; of the shepherds 
chanting their carols in the silent country; of 
nuns trying to raise a song in their frigid cells; 
atuj, of the old washerwomen standing by the 
river cold, who beat time with their uncovered 
feet to the carols sounding all around.

Thus, “A Dose of Joy,” as it was quaintly 
called, is cast everywhere, amongst the city crowd 
and the silent night-watchman, toilers at their 
work and solitary ones in their cells, as well as 
within the cosy home circle and the solemn 
cloister.
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Another pretty sentiment of Christmas is found 
in Adelaide' Proctor's “Angel Story," suggested 
by the coming of the Prince of Peace to scatter 
charity and good-will all the world over.

1 he poet's fancy pictures an ideal Christmas
time :—•

" l hat night saw all wrongs forgiven,
, !• ricnds long parted reconciled ;

Voices all unused to laughter,
Mournful eyes that rarely smile,
Trembling hearts that feared the morrow.

From their anxious thought beguiled.”

Here, again are real gems of thought, which 
suggest what Christmas ought to be, when the 
Sun of Righteousness arises with healing in His 
wings. Let old sores be touched with His heal
ing balm, parted friends be drawn together and 
made one, and the brightness of His coming 
banish sadness and sorrow.

“This sacred theme has boundless charms.
It heals, it captivates, it warms.”
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MR. CARLISLE’S CHRISTMAS DINNER.
PARTY.

Many years^ago there lived in England a 
gentleman who was known as Mr. Carlisle. He 
was a very happy man as merry and cheery as 
the day was lông, because Christ was in his heart 
and he loved to please Him. Now, one Christ
mas-tide in merrie England, when the holly and 
mistletoe were hung up in the churches, and a.l 
the shops were bright with Christmas cheer, Mr. 
Carlisle came home and told his wife that he 
had a good many friends to whom he had had no 
opportunity of- showing hospitality, and that he 
had determined to give a dinner party on Christ
mas Day. Greatly astonished at. the proposal of 
such convivialities, his wife yet assured him that 
she would leave nothing undone to make the 
dinner party a success, and arranged that some
thing like a dozen covers should be laid. All that 
could be regarded as appropriate to a Christmas 
dinner was carefully provided, no expense being 
spared, for this was to be something very cx-

---j
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And this idea of joy, expressed in very varied 
form, has ever been pre-eminently the message* 
of Christmas, springing, no doubt, from the first 
Christmas morn—

“For the very angel throng 
Burst with gladness into song.”

Too often, indeed in olden times, the gladness 
was associated only with feasting and revelry 
“The Christmas Comedy,” “The Christmas Gam
bol,” and “The Christmas Cheer.” Yet through 
it all we trace higher ideals of joy and religious 
fervour, often connected with superstitious fer
vour, often connected with superstitious belief, 
but conveying truth in allegorical form, which 
had its effects on an uneducated people.

For instance Shakespeare expresses the beauti
ful idea, current in his days, that at Christmas
time no evil spirit has power to harm ; no witch 
to cast an evil eye; no fairy to enchant; no con
junction of stars or planets in the heavens to 
forebode calamity on earth.

And with thoughts of Christmas happiness 
should ever mingle thoughts of holiness. Frances 
Havergal’s poems ring with this refrain:—

< “Christmas, happy Christmas,
Sweet herald of good-will;

With holy songs of glory,
Bring holy gladness still.”

H H *î
—-Observe what direction your thoughts and 

feelings most readily take when you are alone, 
and you will then form a tolerably correct opin
ion of yourself.—Bengel.

It It *

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year's beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could he sent to friends for 
the money.

ceptionaj, and altogether a contrast to Mr. Car
lisle’s usually frugal habit of life. As the hour 
arrived there came a ring at the door, and on 
opening it the servant beheld one of the sorriest 
specimens of humanity that one ever set eyes on, 
standing on the door-step. He had washed his 
hands and face (with indifferent results indeed), 
but that was all he had done to relieve his miser
able appearance. He was clothed in rags,1 and 
looked as if he had just been turned out from the 
ward of a workhouse. “What do you want?” he 
asked with some impatience, knowing how heavy 
was the drain that such as these made on Mr. 
Carlisle’s limited resources. "Please, sir,” was 
the reply, "does Mr. Carlisle live here?” “Yes,” 
the servant answered, “but he can’t see you now, 
for he is just going to sit down to dinfter with 
some friends; you must come at some other 
time.” The servant’s feelings may be better 
imagined than described, when the wretched ob
ject replied:—“Please sir, Mr. Carlisle told me 
that I was to come to dinner to-night!” By this~
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time, two or three bore appalling specimens of 
humanity began to appear on the scene, each 
seemingly more ghastly than the last, but as the 
servant stood there dumb-stricken with horror, 
and wondering what on earth to make of it all, 
Mr. Carlisle's cheery voice was heard behind in 
greeting) as he stretched out his hand to one and 
another, welcoming them as if they had been 
noblemen; and soon the festal chamber was 
crowded with the strangest-looking guests that 
ever adorned (?) a Christmas board. "But as 
those haggard faces lighted up with an unwonted 
satisfaction and the first shyness gave place to 
feelings of confidence and pleasure as Mr. 
Carlisle continued to do all that man could do to 
make his guests feel both at home and happy, 
one felt that it was indeed just such a Christmas 
dinner as the Master Himself would have loved 
to have been at. Mr. Carlisle has long since 
passed to be with the Master, but many and 
many a poor soul in Liverpool and elsewhere will 
long remember the kindly man who tried to make 
others happy for the sake of Jesus.

THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT.

By W. Letterman Smith.

It was the night before Christmas Eve, and 
Mr. Myser, an old, thin, weazen-faced man, after 
his long and tiresome day’s work, retired to rest 
in a little, dirty room, back of his little, dirty 
shop, on a little, dirty street, but in a city of con
siderable size. He was soon asleep. “Bread! 
Bread! Give us bread!’’ Louder and louder grew 
the cry until it became as the roll of the breakers 
on the seashore, or as the roll of the thunder in 
the heavens. A great multitude of starving men, 
women and children thronged him. “Bread! 
Bread! Give us bread!” The crowd* pressed 
upon him. He was being crushed, suffocated.
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lie awoke, but after awhile fell asleep again. An 
attic room, almost bare of furniture ! It seemed 
to be Christmas morning, for the chimney hung 
four half-worn stockings, one for each of the 
four children, who now approached to see what 
the ruund-bellied saint had left for him. But the 
stockings, all of them, seemed to be empty. 
Could it be possible? The children took them, 
turned them inside out. Empty! Empty! Every 
one of them empty ! And Christmas morning! 
Oh! how the little ones sobbed and cried as only 
children can who have been passed by on Christ
mas morning. The mother, who sat watching 
them, groaned aloud and wept, too, as she gather
ed her little ones about her to comfort them. 
Dreams these? Yes. But were there no realities 
to correspond? Yes; and well did the old man 
know it. Mr. Myser sat in his little back room, 
which served in turn as kitchen, dining-room, 
sitting-room, and bed-room. He had had a busy 
day. It was Christmas Eve, and the bells in a 
neighbouring church spire were pealing right 
merrily. Visions of mother and home passed 
before him. The religious instruction received 
in childhood came back to him with peculiar 
force. He fell upon his knee, accepted God’s gift 
of His Son, and in return gave himself unto-the 
Lord. Then the dreams of the night before came 
vividly to mind. His heart was touched and 
opened, and the Christmas spirit came in, and he 
yielded to its blessed influence.

“I’ll do it. Yes, I’ll do it,” he said to himself, 
as he rose from his chair. And, putting some 
money into his pocket, and putting on an old 
great overcoat two or three sizes too large for 
him, and an old cap a size at least too small, he 
went forth into the clear, crisp, winter night. 
Some distance it was to the business section of 
the city, but thither he took his way. The stores 
were aglow with lights, and adorned beautifully 
for the holiday season. A large toy store at
tracted his attention especially. He entered.
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What a tempting display! Dolls and soldiers 
and blocks and forts and wagons and carts and 
Noah’s arks and balls dnd tops and marbles and 
puzzles and games and picture books! “There! 
I’ll take that dolLfor a little girl who lives across 
the way.” But before it could be wrapped up he 
changed his mind, and took another. Then the 
girl's brother! He must get something for him, 
to be sure. But what? Ah! that was a perplex
ing question, indeed. A stable, with three horses 
and their keeper in it! Just the thing for a boy 
an iron engine and a car attached! How the lit
tle fellow’s eyes would dance at the sight of 
them! A whole farm-yard compressed into a 
box of portable size! How wonderful! A 
menagerie! Ah! The very/thing! A box of 
soldiers. Surely the boy Would be pleased with 
that! “I’ll take the soldiers,” he said to the pa
tient clerk, but when the box had been wrapped 
up and paid for, he changed his mind and took 
the engine and car after all. Then he purchased 
other toys, and a few picture-books, and several 
rattles and rubber animals for as many babies.

On his way back to his lonely abode he stopped, 
and said aloud, “What a fool! Christmas without 
candy! Never! Never!” So, after depositing 
his packages in the cupboard of his room, he 
went forth again. This time to a confectionery 
store. How beautiful and attractive the contents 
of that store! Candy mixed, and candy plain, 
candy in drops, and candy in sticks, candy in 
baskets, and candy in canes, French candy and 
chocolates, men and beasts, fruits and vegetables, 
all of sugar! Dear me! Dear me! What should 
he buy? It took him a long time to select what 
he wanted. But he did at last, as evidenced by 
the number of neatly wrapped up packages and 
boxes he put in the cupboard upon his return 
home. He was tired now, and sat down to rest.rr
But he had sat thus for only a few moments 
when he started to his feet, exclaiming, “What a
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their words trembled on their lips as they tried 
to express something of the gratitude tthey felt in 
their hearts! The old man’s purse was impover
ished, indeed, but his heart was filled even to 
overflowing. Church bells, in a great chorus of 
peals and chimes, sounded more sweetly than 
ever before to the old man this Christmas morn
ing. “I’ve not been inside of a church for many 
a year,’’ he muttered. “But it’s not too late to 
start again, I reckon. Yes, I’ll go.” And he did 
go, and crouched in a seat close by the door. The 
music was enchanting, the service beautiful, the 
sermon comforting and helpful. He had never 
come so near to heaven before, for the Spirit of 
God, which is the true Christmas spirit, filled his 
soul, and he was at peace.

It K It
THE LITTLE STRANGER.

There is a popular little household story that is 
repeated year after year to German children at 
the beginning of Christmas holidays, to kindle 
the spirit of charity, which illustrates to the 
child mind the words of our Lord: “I was a 
stranger and ye took Me in.” In Germany every 
child passes through fairyland and receives the 
great truths of moral and spiritual life in para
bles. The story is substantially as follows:—In 
a little cottage on the borders of a large forest 
there once lived a poor wood-chopper, with his 
wife and two children. He was a good and pious 
man, but was scarcely able to earn enough to pro
vide food for his family. For all that, he began 
his daily duties with prayer and ended them with 
praise, and the family were very happy. His 
children’s names were Valentine and Marie. One 
snowy evening when the wood-chopper came 
home, he brought with him some green boughs, 
and after the evening meal began to hang them 
over the mantlepiece. “Christmas is here,” said 
he, “and I have no presents for you; but we will 
offer to the Lord the beautiful altars of grateful 
hearts. God will bless us.” He then said grace 
at the simple table, as they gathered around it to 
partake of the evening meal. There came a knock 
at the door. “Who is there?” asked the wood- 
chopper. “A homeless child.” "Come in.” A 
child en$ered, very beautiful, but in ragged cloth
ing, and stood before the fire. “Who are you?” 
asked the woodchopper kindly. “Whence do you

By courtesy of Mackenzie & Co.

fool! They can't live on toys and candies, can 
they? And I’ve nothing for their dinners.” So, 
putting some more money into his pocket, for 
the former supply was about exhausted, and 
taking an old basket upon his arm, he sallied 
forth again, but this time to the market-house, 
not far distant. What an appetizing display of 
turkeys and geese, beef and mutton, cranberries 
and celery, vegetables and fruits of many kinds! 
He filled his basket, and, returning home, emptied 
its contents into the cupboard, and then trudged 
back to the market-house and filled his basket a 
second time. When he reached his home it was 
midnight. He made up the fire and sat down 
to rest. “I’ll not go to bed. No, sir; I’ll not go 
to bed this night. Why should I? I couldn’t 
sleep, could I ?” he said aloud, as though some 
one were urging him to retire, and he resented 
all interference with his plans. Neither did he 
go to bed, but he did fall asleep, if sundry snorts 
and catchings of breath and noddings of head and 
general limpiness of body be indications of “na
ture’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep.” But after a 
while he roused up. It was 2 o’clock. “Now, 
then, I’ll tidy up a bit,” he said to himself. And 
how the dust flew as he plied the broom. After 
a thorough cleaning of room and shop, and a 
good shave and wash, he put on a suit of clothes 
he had not had on for many a day. It was quite 
old-fashioned. “Yes, it’s old-fashioned,” he said, 
“but. bless me, ain’t I old-fashioned, too. Ha! 
ha! ha!” How merry he was. He had not had 
such a laugh since he was a boy.

Seven o’clock came. He could wait no longer. 
So off he started, the pockets of his great coat 
bulging out with odd-shaped packages, his hands 
filled with bundles of various sizes, and on his 
arm the old basket heaped up with good things. 
And several trips he made. “Old Myser become 
Santa Claus! Ha! ha! ha! Well, it feels good, 
anyhow. Ha! ha! ha!” How merry he was this 
Christmas morning! What joy and sunshine he 
brought to more than one poverty-stricken home 
that day! The babies—bless them every one- 
how they laughed and clapped their little hands 
and kicked their tinv feet as they looked upon the 
pretty things set before them ! And the older 
children—how they capered about him and pulled 
him this way and that in their childish glee! And 
the parents, how their eyes filled with tears and

Returning Home.

come?” “I am a stranger and have no home,” 
answered the child. “Come to the table, little 
stranger,” said Marie. "There is not bread 
enough for us both ; you shall have my supper.” 
“And I will let you sleep in my bed,” saj#l Valen
tine. “There is not room enough for two, I will 
sleep on the floor.” The family sang their even
ing song,

“The woods are all silent,” 
and the little stranger quickly fell asleep in 
Valetine’s bed. At midnight the family was awak
ened by the sound of music without the door. 
The storm had abated and the stars shone clear 
in the sky. Very sweet music it was. “Hark!” 
said Marie. “It is the song of children. What 
do they sing?” “Listen, said Valentine. „The 
family was still, and the voices sang:— )

“O happy home, to heaven nighest 
Wherein thou, Little Stranger, best.”

Like the softly attuned musical glasses seemed 
the music out of which rose the carol. The 
family heard it with delight. The song was re
peated:—

“O happy home, to heaven nighest 
Wherein thou, Little Stranger, best.”

The music drifted away as in a cloud of light, 
higher and higher, and was lost in the air. In the 
morning the Little Stranger woke and said that 
he must go. “You will be blessed,” he said 
simply, “because you took me in. Take this sprig 
of evergreen,” he added, breaking a twig from 
the tree that thé cutter had brought home, “and 
plant it, and you shall one day know who I am.” 
It was a sprig of the fir. The cotter did as he 
was bidden, and the sprig grew, and the fir tree 
bore silver nuts and golden apples, and Marie 
and Valentine never again knew the want < f food 
or a bed or of an abundant Christmas table. It 
was the first Christmas-tree. Who was the Little 
Stranger? ;

It * *

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year's beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
f< nt to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents, No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.
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CHRISTMAS BELLS.

1 heard the bells on Christmas Day 
Their old familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet 
The words repeat

Of peace on earth, good will to men !

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along 
The unbroken song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men!

Till Ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolved from night to day,

A voice, a chime,
A chant sublime,

Of peace on earth, good will to men!

But in despair I bowed my head—
“There is no peace on earth,” I said;

“For hate is strong,
And mocks the song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men!”

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep, 
“God is not dead, nor doth he sleep!

The wrong shall fail,
The right prevail,

With peace on earth, good will to men!”
Henry W. Longfellow.

It It It

‘THE OTHER MAN."

“One of the most prominent business men. at 
the head of a large store, on being asked, the 
other day, for the primary rule, of business suc
cess, answered: ‘To think of the other man.’ 
He explained his answer somewhat thus: T 
can afford to lose in a transaction but I can
not afford to have my customer lose. I may 
be the victim of misrepresentation, but 1 must

(J A N A D 1 A N C 11 U R C 11 M A N.

not allow him to suffer from false statements, 
or from any hidden defects in the goods he 
buys. He must learn to trust me implicitly in 
regard to my goods, and to see that I would 
much prefer to suffer myself than to have him 
suffer. 1 must make my customer my friend.’

“Ol course, the mart1 who seeks to win your 
friendship simply that he may profit by your 
custom is not an honest man ; our business ex
pert would confirm this judgment. But that 
man that understands that confidence is .the one 
basis on which the business world rests and on 
which society must be reared, with all its vast 
interests, knows that the only way to establish 
confidence is to think of the other man.’ One 
need not be indifferent to his own interests; in
deed, lie must not be indifferent. These are the 
very things which are intrusted to him, and in 
which, as the Scripture injunction is, he must be 
‘found faithful.’ But lie must recognize the fact 
that manhood is greater than business, that char
acter is superior to chattels, and that his busi
ness affairs are instrumental to these higher 
ends. We are not worshippers of Mammon. We 
worship God, and compel Mammon to serve us. 
Paul, as so often, struck the happy thought here, 
in writing to his beloved Philippians: ‘Look
not each of you to bis own things, but each of 
you also to the things of others.’

“As our business authority said, it pays ‘to 
think of the other man.’ And it pays in a great 
many ways. Such regard for others is a good 
business investment. It also prepares the way 
for valued friendships. It aids in building up 
our own characters and gives us the conscious
ness that we are doing just the right thing. We 
honor honesty when we know that our creditor's 
accounts are as safe in our own hands as they 
would be in his own. We honor God when we 
show that we honor all men, because they are 
men, our brothers, and that their interests arc 
as dear to us as our own. It is a comfort to be
lieve that there arc many such men.”

[December 13, 1906.] 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

“What means this glory round our feet,”
The magi mused, “more bright than morn?”

And voices chanted, clear and sweet,
“To-day the Prince of Peace is born.”

“What means that star,” the shepherds said, 
“That brightens through the rocky glen?”

And angels answering overhead,
Sang, “Peace 011 earth, good will to men!”

Tis eighteen hundred years and more 
Since those sweet oracles were dumb;

We wait for him like those of yore;
Alas! He seems ,so slow to come.

But it was said in words of gold 
No time or sorrow e’er shall dim,

That little children might be bold 
In perfect trust to come to Him.

All round about our feet shall shine 
A light like that the wise men saw,

If we our loving wills incline 
To that sweet life which is the law

So shall we learn to undestand 
The simple faith of shepherds then,

And, clasping kindly hand in hand.
Sing, "Peace on earth, good will to men!”

—James Russell Lowell

m

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year's beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.
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DON’T BE AFRAID.

It is all very well for mischevious little Miss 
to say, “Don’t be afraid.’’ But fluffy little Puppy 
looks anything but happy, and, no doubt, feels 
very much like a fish out of water.

It

mother of our blessed Lord! Well may the most 
skilful artists devote their noblest efforts to the 
portrayal of that glorious face and form!

•t

THE REPOSE.

his diverse moods. Music hath charms for him 
’tis true, but he makes it plain that it has other 
things as well. This reproduction by courtesy 
of Wm. Tyrell & Co.

It

THE BOY SAMUEL.

MUSKOKA VIEWS.

It is indeed a pleasure in mid-winter to have 
one’s most delightful recollections of the glad 
summer time revived by the charming illustra
tions:—“A Quiet Nook,” “Kawartha Lakes Dis
trict,” “On the M0011 
River,” “ Muskoka,” 
and “Among the New 
England Hills.” The 
Public is indebted to 
tihe Grand Trunk 
Railway System for 
ready access to these 
beauty spots.

•6

THE FIRST SUIT.

How proud and 
happy is the little 
man at wearing his 
“first suit." There 
is nothing to equal 
the innocent joy of 
these sweet home 
scenes. Mirth and 
good nature combine 
to add to their charm.
The incident will car
ry many an onlooker 
back to the dayj^ 
when life was* In" Its 
early moaning and the 
world vyas bright and 
blithesome and the 
future \ roseate with 
hope, j

It
JUST IN TIME.

We have beheld 
many a hunting scene 
but none more merry 
than this. The artist 
has put an astonish
ing amount of inno
cent nnrthfulness in 
the faces of the child
ish group in the fore
ground. What a 
change of expression 
there would be were 
wily reynard to double 
back and seek safety 
in the wheelbarrow!

HERE WE GO TO 
MARKET.

“Here we go to 
market,” after the 
proverbial fashion of! 
childhood. Thankful 
must the good moth
er of these frolicsome 
marketers be that this 
is not an incident of
the return home with the basket filled with new 
laid eggs. *

MADONNA.

Quaint and romantic is this ideal representa
tion. The Virgin Mother, seated on a broad 
stone slaL clasps the wondrous infant to her 
bosom. With bent head her venerable attendant 
gazes on the holy child. The attendant groups 
at right and left and subdued light of eventide,

Never will the Old Testament lose its hold on 
the believing mind. The wondrous story of 
God’s call to the infant Samuel stands out as a 
mark and an example of the intimate relationship 
established from the very beginning by the 
Heavenly Father between Himself and His chil

dren, even those of the 
tenderest years. This 
intimate relationship 
evidenced in the olden 
time with marked 
s:gnificavc^ ii the 
case of Samuel, the 
Church has devoutly 
perpetuated in the 
sacrament of baptism. 
In our illustration 
art has triumphantly 
portrayed the sol
emn scene where the 
child, Samuel, utters 
devoutly the words: 
” Speak, Lord, for 
Thy servant heareth!”

RETURNING
HOME.

It would be hard for the most gifted artist to 
equal, much less surpass, the tender sweetness 
and unspeakable purity of this exquisite virgin 
face. Most beautiful in illustration. What ex
traordinary impressiveness must the original 
painting possess. The mother of mothers! The

Don’t Be Afraid.

over all, add to the impressiveness of a scene 
which can never fail to move the devout be
holder.

It
AN ORCHESTRAL REHEARSAL.

To our musical friends the business of many 
an orchestral rehearsal will be revived by the 
varied postures and expressions of the tiny con
ductor in the six characteristic representations .of

The shepherd and 
the sheep. The light 
is fading from the 
sky. Darkness is set- 

• ting on the earth. 
Yet the timid sheep 
and gentle lambs are 
ever guarded by the 
faithful shepherd and 
his trusted dog. As 
we look upon this fair 
scene, so full of pleas
ing pastoral quietude 
and beauty, how well 
it suggests that im- 
memorable picture 
painted for all time, 
and for the instruc
tion and consolation 
of the most erring 
and wayward of men 
of the heavenly shep
herd ever seeking and 
ever rescuing his lost 
and perishing sheep. 
The picture of in
finite forgiveness, of 
ineffable inexhaustible 
love.

EARLY CHRISMAS 
MORNING.

To many, and many 
a Christmas home will 
this sweet scene ap
peal. Gathered to- 

* gether in the early
morning of the glor

ious day, which will forever and aye com
memorate the coming to our lowly world of the 
Christ child. These dear little children stand 
and sing in their sweet child voices: “Hark the 
herald angels sing, glory to the new born King,” 
as their'elder sister plays the music and the 
widowed mother sitting by the open window 
with heart full to bursting of chastened love and 
devout gratitude joins her voice with theirs in 
the glorious Christmas hyntn.
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THE RAGING SEA.

Lovers of the olil and hoary sea will look with 
awe upon this stormy scene. The strong fleet
winged gulls are quite at home in the surf and 
spray; but one cannot help being concerned tor 
the Ashing craft in the ofling seeking shore 
through the tierce storm and surging billows.

*. * *

O SING UNTO THE LORD A NEW SONG ”

The dear little childish group with sweet and 
reverent faces picture to the mind the innocent 
attractiveness of childhood. Symbolized by our 
Lord Himself as the condition of all those who 
could properly be counted as members of his 
Kingdom on earth.

* * *

MARION HARLAND IN BETH-LEHEM.

The little city of Beth lehem is set upon a hill 
which is crowned by the Church of the Navity, 
writes Marion Harland. The Grotto, which all 
sects of believers have agreed upon as the birth 
place of pur Lord, is directly under the church 
and entirely dependent for light upon artificial 
means. A silver star is let into the pavement of 
a semi-circular niche, above which is an altar 
adorned with the usual churchly symbols. By 
the light of fifteen colored lamps suspended 
under the altar we read the inscription in Latin : 
"Here Jesus Christ was born of the Virgin 
Mary.” The long line of pilgrims prostrated 
themselves, one by one, and kissed the star, some 
with dropping tears—all, silently—solemnized be
yond the range of speech. It did not add to our 
solemnity to be shown the manger, decorated 
with lace and an embroidered altar-cloth, and 
defended from sacrilegious fingers by a gilded 
railing. The really impressive things were occa

sional glimpses of the rough stone walls and 
roof of the ancient stable, visible here and there 
between the gaudy decorations.

The service of Christmas eve began at half 
past ten at night and concluded at half past two 
in the morning! At midnight a lullaby from the 
organ preluded the supreme moment of the oc
casion—the sudden folding back of a curtain 
above the altar, revealing a manger-cradle and a 
big wax doll. The exultant outburst of organ 
and choir in a magnificent Gloria in Excelsis ac
companied the stately processional of the entire 
staff of priests and acolytes, chanting and swing
ing censers while they bore up one aisle and 
down another, back to the high altar, the same 
doll, dressed in cambric and lace, and nestling in 
the embrace of the richly apparelled Bishop.

Every incident of our last night in Jamal’s 
camp in Beth-lehem recurs to me with peculiar 
distinctness. How, as the darkness deepened, 
the red, blinking eyes of the charcoal craters of 
the wonderful portable stove presided over by 
our accomplished chef in the door of the k.tchcn- 
tent—the night being breezeless—shown upon 
the under side of the olive boughs over our 
heads, while our quiet talk went on of what had 
happened in the old town behind us. We spoke 
longest of David's Greatest Son, and of the 
Birth that was to draw the eyes and thoughts of 
all nations to the little city on the hilltop in the 
land of Juda. At midnight, kept wakeful by the 
rush and burden of thought, I arose to look from 
the tent door upon the watchful stars that here 
have a conscious majesty I had never recognized 
elsewhere, and wondered anew where, amidst the 
glittering host “marshalled on the nightly plain” 
had flashed the Star of Beth-lehem. For the last 
time in our eventful series of journeyings we saw 
the dawn redden the Mountains of Moab, the 
thin crescent of the waning moon dying, while 
we gazed, before the brightness of the coming 
sun. I shall always be grateful that that night of 
ineffable calm and the beauty of the new day are

prominent among the pictures conjured before 
my mental vision, as at the wave of an enchant
er's wand, by the name of “Ephrath—which is 
Beth-lehem."—"Lippincotts.”

H <t H

TWAS NIGHT WHEN THE LORD WAS 
BORN.

It was not in the glow of noontide high,
Or the tender grace of morn,

But the shadows were over the earth and sky— 
’Twas night when the Lord was born.

This is ever the way God moulds his deeds,
In silence and out of sight;

They hide in the dark like the precious seeds, 
Then suddenly rise in light.

So whenever a night with shadowy wing 
Folds darkly over our way,

We must listen to hear God’s angels sing,
And watch for the dawning day.

Let us say, when we sit in darkness long,
With an aching heart, forlorn,

"It was night when the angels sang their song, 
’Twas night when the Lord was born.”

For all the glad days that had rolled in light 
Since the first glad day had birth,

Were not half so bright as the oite dark night, 
When the Saviour came to earth.

And at last we shall own in the heavenly clime, 
With a finished life in view,

That our darkest nights in the path of time 
Were the brightest days we knew.

—Rev. Alfred J. Hough.
me *

—The highest exercise of charity is charity to
wards the uncharitable.
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Some are good, others indifferent, and there are 
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Just as important as your traveler—if it is neat, 
well-dressed, and to the point, the first impression 
is good and your chances of doing business on 
the strength of it are better, j* «j* j* j*
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BOBBY.

A Christmas Story.

By Chas. George Smith.

Bobby was a wee wisp of a boy. He was ten 
years old, and yet he could only just see into the 
shop windows or above the table by straining on 
tip-toe. Not that he had any table to see above V 
as a rule, for he and his mother were homeless. 
They spent their days wandering about the 
thronging streets of London, selling bunches of 
(lowers for a penny a piece, and they were glad 
enough sometimes to get even a warm door-step 
to sleep on at night. It was a bitterly cold night 
in December and Bobby and his mother had 
come to their last penny.
It was the Sunday before 
Christmas, and they wat
ched the ladies robed in 
silks and furs come dain
tily down the steps of the 
big mansions in Caven
dish Square, holding light 
shawls before their mouth 
(for the wind was in the 
Cast), and stepping into 
their easy, warm-lined 
carriages, drive off.

After watching them 
for some time Bobby 
grew very cold. He had 
only a thin shirt on, worn 
into holes, a little jacket 
out at the elbows, and a 
torn pair of trousers that 
fiung in rags about his 
ankles, affording no pro
tection against the cut
ting wind. He shivered 
like an aspen leaf, his 
teeth began\ to chatter, 
and he tucked his bony 
blue hands under his 
arms to get them warm.
^"Mother,” he said, “its 
rare and cold. Can’t us 
get somewhere warm to 
sleep in to-night?”

"No,” she answered,
"we’ve only a penny 
left, and we shall 
both want something 
to eat, and we can't be 
warm and have bread,
Bobby; that ’ud be too 
much.” And she uttered 
a faint, bitter laugh.
After a long pause Bobby 
spoke again. “Mother, 
where do all them ladies 
go?” “To church.” “Aye; 
but what is church?” “A 
great place, all lighted up, 
where they have music, 
and where all the rich folks 
sits and listens, and are 
warm and comfortable."
Bobby was silent for a 
while, pattering along the pavement with little 
frozen feet. Presently they came in sight of "All 
Saints’” Church, a huge gothic building, all lighted 
up, casting awarm glow out into the dreary night, 
and revealing in letters of flaming gold the beau
tiful and deathless words of Jesus, inscribed on 
one of the richly stained windows: “Suffer the 
little children to come unto Me.” Fierce gusts 

, of wind whirled around the corner of Margaret 
Street. “Let's go in,” urged Bobby, clutching 
at his mother’s faded gown. “Bless you, they 
wouldn’t let the likes of us in; why, its for rich 
folks.” “Let’s try,” pleaded Bobby, under his 
breath, “mebbe they won’t see us, and its bitter 
cold out here.” “It is bitter cold!” She mutter
ed, and more from apathy and misery than from

it don t matter.” Soon he saw a man walk up to 
the place above the heads of the congregation. 
"What’s yon lie’s stood up in?” he enquired. 
“Hush,” his mother answered. “It’s a pulpit.
't ou listen, he’s going to talk.” He did “talk” 
too, for it was the Bishop of London himself, the 
simplest and most searching preacher in all his 
great diocese. He was a young man, not more 
than forty, with a pale, pure face, and eyes that 
had a wonderful fire and earnestness in them. 
He announced his text in a rich, ringing voice, 
that thrilled through the building: “Thine eyes 
shall behold the King in His beauty.” In earn
est words he told of the vision we all may have 
of the King, in the manger, on Calvary, in glory, 
and without which vision our yuletide would be 
poor indeed. Then he began to talk of the place 

where the King lives; the 
shining city, with golden 
streets and great pearl 
gates which were never 
shut, so that the weary, 
the sick, or* the needy, 
might always enter in. 
Poor little Bobby! It 
was so beautiful he could 
hardly believe it all, as 
lie sat eagerly listening, 
with his tangled hair.; 
hanging in festoons about 
his grea t childish eyes. 
“Could it be really true?" 
Then again the preacher 
leaned forward and p’ced
ed with his people. "Is 
there none of you here,” | 
lie said, “who will leave \ 
the life of selfish pleas
ure, and give yourselves 
wholly Xo Him and enter 
the little strife now to win 
the great glory and peace 
afterwards?” Bobby was 
so carried away by the 
preacher’s fire, that he 
was just going to start 
up and cry out that “he’d 
go if anyone ’ud show 
him the way, when he re
membered himself, and 
turned to look at his 
mother. She was atill 
gazing before her, in that 
absent way, as though 
she scarcely heard. Then 
all the people stood up, 
and she took Bobby by 
the hand and hurried out 
of the church. “They’re 
all coming out now,” she 
said, as soon as they got 
outside, "we’d best get 
out of the way.” “Did 
ye ever hear the like o’ 

mother?” said Boh- 
, when they had both 

slackened their pace à lit
tle. “I never knew there 
was such a beautiful place 

Canadian Churchman. anywhere as he talked
about. Do ye know what King it is? Couldn’t we 
go?” “I never heard of any king as was ever beauti
ful,” she answered, thoughtfully, in that dense ig
norance of the London poor, hardly to be imagin
ed by those who have never come in contact with 
it “Do ye think father knew anything about the 
King?” "No, 1 doubt he didn’t Bobby, or he 
would’nt ha’ died.” The tears slowly gathered 
in her eyes as she spoke. If it were true, if they 
could only have known where the good King 
was, perhaps, He could have saved him. But 
she did not say anything. The poor are so used 
to suffering of all kinds. Suffering had made her 
incredulous, too, of any real good. But it was 
otherwise to Bobby. His mind harped constant
ly on one subject—if only he could see the King!

any desire to see what was inside, she followed 
the boy up the massive stone steps, and, un
noticed, they slipped into a vacant pew at the 
hack of the church. The service had just com
menced. and the worshippers, led by the mighty 
organ and the fresh ringing boys’ voices, were 
taking up the ever-popular strain:—

“ As with gladness men of old 
Did the giuding star behold;
As with joy they hailed its light,
Leading onward, beaming bright;
So, most gracious God may we 
Evermore be led to thee.”

Bobby sat entranced. He had never heard any
thing like that before, though he had always liv
ed in London. Neither he nor his mother could

The Boy Samuel.

read. Bobby’s heart glowed within him. "Ain’t 
this first-rate?” he whispered. “Mother, is this 
’eaven?” But his mother didn't hear. She was 
gazing dreamily before her, apparently recollect
ing the time when she knelt at the marriage altar 
in the dim past, the only other occasion she had 
ever been in a church. “All Saints’ ” like half the 
other churches in the West end, is “high and 
ritualistic, and these poor outcasts were at a loss 
how to conduct themselves. Several times the 
people were kneeling, but these two failed to 
notice. Once when they all rose from their 
knees, Bobby said, “I guess we ought to have 
knelt down like the other folks,” “but,” he added, 
with superficial philosophy, “nobody seed us, so
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l'.YVi y thing would surely bu light. The next hay 
a bitter frost set in, and a dense log blotted out 
every ray of sunlight. The pavements were 
thick with ice. and the pedestrians hurried past 
with their Christmas packages in cautious strides, 
for it was almost impossible to keep a foothold. 
It was a bad day for "trade" at the street cor
ner, and the basket of violets that Hobby and his 
mother were selling went very slowly. Present
ly, Bobby caught sight of a lady on the opposite 
corner who often bought of them, seizing two 
bunches he darted off to catch her as fast as his 
feet would carry him. The crossing was danger
ous—a mass of slippery, uneven ice—but he man
aged to get safely to the "island" stand in the 
middle. He had just commenced the second 1 alt 
ot his journey when a hansom sharply rounded 
the corner and suddenly swerved aside to a void 
a big dray. There is no need to describe what 
followed. A hundred such things happen every 
year in this great city—a little ragged boy knock
ed down and run over; a tall black figure darting 
in among the staggering horses, and tenderly 
bearing the child out again, its face white as 
death ; the violets, crushed and dirty, still clutch
ed in one little hand that was whole; a woman, 
weeping and wringing her hands, following. This 
is all the world saw. "Poor child !" it said : "but 
boys arc so foolhardy, and they tire always in the 
way.” . . . They laid the little mangled form
oil a comfortable cot, in one of the big wards of 
the hospital. The nurses and doctors shook 
their heads. There was no hope. The little lue 
was slipping rapidly away. In 'response to his 
mother's pitiful plea: “Let me with him, Sir; 
he’s all 1 have!" they allowed her to remain by 
the cot. During the most of that long evening 
Hobby was unconscious. The fever ran high ml 
he talked incessantly. Sometimes he fancied he 
was selling violets, and would say piteously, 
"please lady buy; mother and me haint nothin’ 
to eat!” Anon lie fancied he was shivering in
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the kem vast wind, although there was a huge 
lire in the grate. Hut most often his mind would 
run oil the great theme which had absorbed it be
fore the accident. "If only we could see llim, so 
beautiful and kind 1 le d take care of us and 
we'd never be unhappy any more, never hungry, 
never thirsty,«never no mure pain." His voice 
sank to a wh.sper and he dropped into a calm 
sleep. Out'ide the wind was moaning, and the 
sleet fell in splashes against the w ndow. The 
firelight played in fitful gleams about the room. 
Suddenly Hobby awoke, mid turned iiis eyes upon 
his mother. As he gazed, ins eyes grew won
drous bright, and a radiant smile spread oxer his 
wan little face. "It is beautiful!” he cried, "oh, 
mother, pearl, and gold and lights—and the gate 
isn't shut!" Suddenly he sprang tip in bed—"the 
King," he almost shouted. "I see the beautiful 
King!" Tile'll he fell back upon the pillow. Hob
by had gone to see the King in His beauty at last. 
Straight forth lie went from his fever and Ins 
poverty into the beautiful city, where there >s no 
more suffering, and the King Himself showed him 
the way. The nurse bent tenderly over the sob
bing mother, on her knees beside the bed, and 
her eyes were dim as she softly said, "And Jesus 
called a little child unto Him." ... It was 
Christmas Eve. Outside the storm had ceased, 
and up through the still night was wafted the 
strain of the old carol, sung by the ruddy chor
isters of a nearby church :—

" While shepherds watched their Hocks by night 
All seated on the ground.

The angel of the Lord came down 
And glory shone around."

Methinks the angels had indeed "come down," 
and borne the little sufferer upon their sacred 
pinions into the palace of the King.

It It It
—For those who love the world is wide, but 

not for those who hate.—Aldrich.

[December 13, 1906.]

A CHRISTMAS PUDDING

No Christmas pudding for us this year, Bill”\ 
said Stelphen Mount, sadly, as he set his calen
dar at the twenty-fourth of December. On this 
lonely lighthouse a man was in danger of for
getting where he was with the date, unless lie 
made a regular habit of setting it day by day. 
Stephen always did it when he sat down to his 
breakfast. Then he said grace and fell i<> w )r|. 
on his porridge; and lie would as soon have left 
one undone as the other. But he was unusually 
silent this morning as he ate. Not that he was 
caring so much about the Christmas pudding it
self—except for Billy’s sake. It was this. For 
thirty Christmas Eves the wife who had been 
his faithful companion out there in that wild 
waste of waters had made a pudding for the 
festive day, and now her hands were still in 
death. He was thinking how she made it just 
a year ago. "No Christmas pudding for us this 
year,” he said again. Now Bill didn’t so much 
mind about the Christmas pudding if lie had to 
cat it in that “strait jacket for two,” as he used 
to call the lighthouse. Hut he had a sweetheart 
on shore, and he would have liked it very much 
better if the shifts had been arranged so that 
it fell to Jack’s lot to keep old Stephen company 
over Christmas time; so he waS rather silent 
over his breakfast too. A week or more before 
this, there had been a great to-do in a certain 
little cottage on the shore, stoning raisins and 
chopping peel and suet and the like. “Mother, 
couldn't we make a pudding for poor Mr. 
Mount?” Hetty Golding had asked. And Mrs. 
Golding had answered: “For sure! The very 
tiling I was thinking of. He’ll have nobody to 
make him one this year; and ’tis his light has 
guided dad home safe to us many a night. Like
ly a slice wouldn't come amiss to Hill, either,” 
she added slyly. "Maybe we could put in a good 
word for him, eh?” Whereat Miss Hetty blush-
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id, declaring that Bill would have to stand on his 
own merits, so far as any good words from her 
might go. She took a good deal of pains with 
the pudding, none the less; and when the great 
brown basitiful was duly cooked, and the winds 
blew up such a storm that for days-and days to 
think of reaching the lighthouse was quite out 
of the question, poor Hetty began to look very 
glum. “I doubt they'll not get their pudding for 
Christmas," her father said more than once, 
looking out from the door across the raging 
waves. “Well, they don’t know it’s been in the 
pot, so may happen ’twill Come as right for New 
Year as for Christmas. It’s sure to clear by New 
Year, anyhow." Hetty, however, seemed to think 
that since it was a Christmas pudding it matter
ed everything in the world they should have it 
on that day. Sure enough, too, at noon on the 
23rd, the sky began to clear, and with the setting 
of the sun the wind fell. Christmas Eve dawned 
calm and bright. Of course the sea was a bit 
rough still, but by afternoon it had quieted down 
enough for them to venture; so out they start
ed. Hetty and her father, and her brother, Tom, 
in the little fishing-boat.

“Mind, it’s all for Mr.
Mount!" called Hetty, as she 
rested on her oar below the 
landing stage, watching Tom 
hand the pudding up to Bill,
•‘because it’s his light always 
guides father's boat home 
through the dark to us!” But 
Bill knew well that the look 
accompanying the words was 
not for Mr. Mount; and with 
that for himself, he could af
ford to take his risk of a sha~c 
of the pudding. It was a 
quiet dinner-party of two 
next day in the little living- 
room of the lighthouse, and 
they sat down at the unfash
ionable hour of one o’clock.
But both Stephen and Bill en
joyed the pudding; and whilst 
they took a little after-dinner 
rest, Stephen got down his 
Bible and read aloud the 
story of the first Christmas 
Day, when—as he said—the 
Light of the world was set 
up on high to warn poor per
ishing men off the rocks o! 
sin. Then the short day 
declined and twilight deepen
ed, and they climbed the 
steps once more to send their 
beam across the waves.

F. E. Burch.
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various silk cases tied with ribbons; and Jose
phine Worth was embroidering a soft white 
sacque for a newly-arrived little niece, “the pos
session of which,” Myra declared, “renders her 
so proud and important, that she hardly deigns 
to speak to non-possessors of the same article."

"1 didn’t know 1 was unusually silent," Jose
phine said; “I was thinking how pretty Evelyn's 
painting is. But," she added, “where is Nan’s 
idea?"

“O yes, the idea-’’ cried the girls.
“Well,” began Nannie, hesitatingly, “I was 

wondering if we couldn’t make this a sharing 
Christmas; give some one outside a happy time, 
too: I have been thinking about it while we’ve 
been meeting and planning for Christmas, these 
last fewr w'ceks, and to-day I thought of the very 
people who need it.”

“Go on!” said Myra, as Nannie stopped fpr 
breath, and she continued:

"There is a Mrs. Todd who has done our wash
ing for nearly a year, now, and she is a very nice 
woman but she’s very poor; she lives in a little 
house In West Alley, and mother has let me go 
several times to see the little children. There

Early Christmas Morning.

Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new born King 

Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled!

A "SHARED” CHRISTMAS.

Joyful all ye nations rise,
Join the triumph of the skies 

With the angelic host proclaim 
Christ is born in Bethlehem!

old,

Girls, I have an idea!”
“Really, Nannie, it’s surely an unusual occur

rence!”
“Come, Myra, don’t tease; tell us the idea, 

Nancy Lee," said Kathie; “but, first, take off your 
hat and cape, and join our charmed circle; did 
you bring your work-bag? That’s good; see how 
pretty this scarf for mother’s table is going to 
be.”

“What are you making, Nannie?" demanded 
Myra, who was embroidering initials on a set of 
handkerchiefs.

“Pin-balls,” answered she, holding up half a 
dozen little silk balls joined by different colored 
ribbons; “I’m just going to stick in the pins. I 
bought three papers on the way down.”

In addition to the three girls already mention
ed, a tall, fair girl sat by the window, painting 
pretty designs on some blotters; Annie Wain- 
wright was filling the eir with fragrance from 

the sachet powâer she was spreading between 
the laye s of cotton, waiting to be put into

are two of them, Lina, about four years 
and Jimmie, who is a cripple; he fell when he 
was a baby, and his back is so bad that he can’t 
move himself ai. all, and just sits in a chair aTl 
day long, and Lina stays with him while their 
mother is off at her work. Tb-day I stopped to 
see the little things, and I was talking to them 
about Christmas; they got so excited, for they’d 
never seen a Christmas tree or anything really 
nice, and I thought how nice, it would be if we 
give them a really good Christmas.”

“Why, I think it would be ever so nicel” ex
claimed Katherine, and all s x girls fell to dis
cussing ways and means.

“We could go to the little.house all together, 
Christmas afternoon, and fix a tree" in a couple 
of hours if we hail everything ready beforehand," 
said Josephine. “I have promised to help with 
the'Mi-ssion tree, but that will be later in the 
evening; why don’t you get the little girl to Sun
day School, Nannie.”

“I think her mother would let her go if she had 
a cloak and hood, and you see we could make 
her some, clothes for Christmas.”

811

“There; my blotters must dry,” Evelyn said, 
rising. “1 am going to ask mother for that piece 
of blue cloth, Kathie, that you bought as a rem
nant the other day, and which proved too small 
for a pair of sleeves; but 1 believe it would make 
a coat for tire little Lina."

So the girls fell to talking and planning, and 
soon it was agreed that, if the mothers consent
ed—-“which of course they will,” said Myra—they 
should make a tree, not only for the two little 
Todds, but for the six little Irish children who 
lived opposite, “provided Mrs. Todd approves, 
too. but 1 know she will," said Nannie; “and I’ll 
see her Monday morning when she comes to 
wash; so all come to my house next Saturday 
with mothers’ consents; bring pennies and— 
ideas."

“And we shall have to work hard," said Annie, 
wrapping up her sachets; "for it’s the first week 
in December now, and we’ve lots to do besides 
those old examinations, too; I never can get 
those horrid problems.”

“Perseverentia omnia vincit,” chanted Myra.
“1 hope my brother will appreciate these hand
kerchiefs, and not use them for bandages for hos

pital patients."
Then the four girls said 

"good-bye," and went chat
ting down the street, while 
Kathie and Evelyn cut and 
basted, with their mother’s 
help, a little blue coat for Mrs. 
Todd’s Lina.

The week went very quick
ly, and Saturday afternoon 
found the six girls gathered in 
the cheerful dining-room of 
Nannie’s home.

There was a great deal of 
talking and planning, and the 
busy fingers flew in time to 
the busy tongues,

Kathie and Evelyn had fin
ished the little blue coat, and 
it was folded and laid careful
ly in a box to be taken back 
to their home, which was to 
be the depository for finished 
articles.
“I was telling Uncle Horace 
about our plan,” said Jose
phine, “and he said perhaps 
this might be a little help,” 
and she showed a crisp ten- 
dollar bill.

“O how nice of him!" cried 
Myra; “let’s make Josie trea
surer, and turn over all the 
‘where-witTi-all’ to her.”

So there was a general div
ing into pockets, and passing- 
over of pennies and dimes.

“I was talking about it to mother the other 
day, and she said it would be nice if we could 
get some good warm garment for each child as 
something to start with,” said Nannie, “and she. 
said she hatLa-soft, warm lounging gown that 
Aunt Helen sent to Harry, but he’s so active he 
never needs it, and she said we might have it for 
Jimmie; and there is the coat for Lina, and I 
think we might get something like that for each 
of the others."

“Then there must be dolls, and toys, and pic
ture books, and lots of candy and apples,” Myra 
said. “I’ll offer to make bags ftir all the candy, 
if you like.”

“As to apples,” said Annie, “a friend of ours 
in the country is going to send me a barrel of them 
at Christmas, and I’ll bring all of th .s-■ we need."

When the girls parted, everything was arrang
ed: who should buy the garments, and who the 
dolls, who the books and other toys.

Thursday evening they were invited to Mrs. 
Worth’s, where, with so many hands to help, the 
dolls were quickly dressed, and all felt that the 
plan was well on its way to fulfilment.

Canadian Churchman.
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"I’apa >;i\\ mv making the bags," said Myra, 
"and lie said he would give us pic candy, and 
Charlie ayants to come and help us fix the tree."

"That will he line, for your brother is so 
handy," said Katherine; "and we shall need some
one to set up the tree for us.”

“Mrs. Todd is so grateful to us," said Nannie, 
“and the children are so excited ; they can hardly 
wait for Christmas."

About three o'clock on Christmas afternoon 
the six girls, with Myra's brother, all loaded with 
packages of various shapes and sizes, met at the 
little house in West Alley, where a shapely tree 
had been left a short time before.

Mrs. Todd and the two excited children were 
turned out of the “front room,” where there im
mediately began hammering, and pounding, and 
laughter, and gay talk.

On of the little Irish guests was discovered 
sitting on the gate-post gazing into the uncur
tained window with hungry eyes; he, however, 
was dispatched and prevented from indulging in 
a wild yell by a rosy apple.

By five o’clock all was ready, and the two fami
lies were received by Kathie, while the others 
stood back and sang a bright, sweet, Christmas 
carol.

All felt fully repaid for the trouble they had 
taken when they saw the delight on the chil
dren’s faces. I.ina's blue eyes sparkled and she 
danced about in a perfect ecstasy. The little 
cripple’s wan face was lighted by a radiant smile, 
and the look of pain left his big dark eyes as, 
with clasped hands and quickened brea'h, he gaz
ed at the sparkling tree.

The six little O’Briens gave vent to their ap
preciation in various squeals and yells of delight, 
and the baby swallowed his fist and had to be 
turned upside down and pounded on the back, 
“before the proceedings could proceed,” as 
Kathie said afterwards.
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It was a happy time for both donors and re
ceivers; each gift was hailed with a rapture of 
delight, and if the children showed greater de
light over the toys and sweetmeats, the girls, 
when they saw the faces of the two mothers, felt 
that the choice of the warm coats and jackets 
had been a good one.

Finally they took their leave amidst shouts 
from the children, blessings from Mrs. O’Brien, 
and half sobbing thanks from Mrs. Todd, who 
was almost too grateful to be able to give utter
ance to her feelings.

As they hurried along in the frosty air, Kathie 
exclaimed, “I think a 'shared' Christmas is a 
grand success: it’s the nicest one I ever spent."

"Apd,” said Myra, "we owe it all to Nannie’s 
idea."

A week later, Myra announced to her friends: 
"O girls, what do you think ? Charlie told Dr. 
Thorne about little Jimmie, and he and Dr. An
derson went to Mrs. Todd's yesterday and they 
are going to take him to the hospital next week; 
isn't that good?” '

“So our ‘shared’ Ch istmas will go on all the 
\ ear,” said Nannie, gaily, "O girls, let's have one 
next year, tool"—Klizabcth 11. Rand, The Young 
Churchman.
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THE ROAD OF THE LOVING HEART

( ), what is this pathway white,
With parapets of light,
Whose slender links go up, go up.
And meet in heaven high?
"Tis the Road of the Loving Heart 
From earth to sky.

Who made the beautiful road?
It was the Son of God,
Of Mary, born in Bethlehem, 
lie planned it first, and then 
Up the Road of the Loving Heart 
He led all men.

[December 13, 1906]

Was it not hard to build?
Yes, all His years were tilled 
With labor but He counted 
Not the cost not was afraid—
No Road of the Loving Heart 
Is cheaply made.

The shining parapet 
In tireless love was set,
A deathless patience shaped the treads 
And made them firm and even;
By the Road of the Loving Heart 
We climb to heaven.

May 1 follow this path of souls 
Which leads to the shining goal?
Yes, Christ has opened the way to all 
Which His blessed feet once trod,
And the Road of the Loving Heart He made 
Is the road to God.

—Susan Coolidge.
K ft It

THE SEA-GULLS.

The Scilly Isles lie southwest of England, not 
far from the English channel. The coast is very 
dangerous. The island ledges are granite. Rocks 
and shoals, the deep channels of the coast and 
tiarow seas, combine to break the regular swell 
of the Atlantic, and the currents are strong 
enough to push a large ship somewhat ahead 
even when anchored. At Christmas time a few 
years' ago a great “liner” was fog-bound off these 
islands. The dense fog wrapped the ship about 
like a wet, gray blaket. Nothing could be seen 
even dimly. The great engines moved very slow
ly, while the steam whistle was constantly 
blown ; but ere long they stopped, and the vessel 
was only lifted by the swell.

If she could have remained still, her peril 
would have been far less; but, debarred from 
every point of sight, evey sea-mark, the resistless
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force of the current was bearing her every 
moment nearer the granite ledges of the Scilly 
Isles. No one knew this at the time, but the cap
tain was well aware that they were in "imminent 
danger. To try to go on meant almost ce:lain 
collison with some other vessel or striking upon 
some unseen rock. The only possible chance of 
safety was in waiting for the fog to lift, though 
this might not happen for a week.

Hour after hour passed with no change. Food 
was provided as usual; but there was small relish 
for it; either among passengers or crew. The 
captain’s face grew more and more clouded, and 
he consulted oftener 
with the first mate.
The fog whistle and 
the sound of bells were 
heard every now and 
then from some otlur 
vessel miles away.
There was no wind, 
only utter stillness 
cold and darkness. The 
night was closing in 
when suddenly the sil
ence was broken by a 
chorus of shouts, laugh
ing and screaming min
gled with the rushing 
and beating of sea 
gulls’ wings. It was ■ 
a message, as well un
derstood as the bell 
of the light house.
The captain rushed to 
the pipe, and shouted 
his orders. The engines 
throbbed; and the ves
sel, with a great strain 
and pull, began to 
move backward. She 
had been near, too near 
the shore. The current 
was forcing her direct
ly on the granite ledge.
The “liner” backed to
ward the open sea, the 
gulls following and 
screaming. All the 
while not one coul 1 
be seen. But, after 
the ship had passed 
the danger line, the fog 
lifted for a moment, 
leaving the cliffs in 
sight, and proving that 
in a few minutes more 
she would have been 
dashed against them.
“The birds saved the 
ship,” said- the crew,
“nothing else.” Shoot
ing a seagull on the 
Scilly Isles or in their 
vicinity is positively 
forbidden at any time 
of the year. In conse
quence they are very 
tame. They sit on the 
roofs like sparrows, 
and have no fear of 
man. All the outlying 
rocks are the homes 
of gulls; and when a
ship approaches, they seem to think it is a new 
island, and fly to it, calling their companions. 
The very presence of the gulls indicates, with
out a chance of mistake, the near neighborhood 
of the shore and of rocks. Their cry is as sure 
a warning as bell or beacon.

There is a legion of unpaid watchers keeping 
guard on the farthest crags, ready to bear their 
warning to ships lying in the most dangerous 
position known at sea,—a fog on a coast beset 
with tides and currents. All along the shore 
from Land’s End to Poole Harbor these watch-
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ing thirds arc on the crags of the perilous coast. 
They w-arn and save whole fleets of fishing- 
boats, as they pass near the rocks and cliffs com
ing homeward amid the heavy fogs. The fisher
men have passed the word from the Cornish cov
ers to Plymouth, thence to Brixham, on to Sid- 
mouth, and from Sidmouth to Bere, never to al
low a gull to be shot. “I reckon he is no friend 
to us who kills a seagull,” said a fisherman 
out with the herring boats. “Ten times last win
ter they told us where we were, as we were drift
ing in a fog as dark as pitch. Once I was not 
six boats’ length from the picket rock when the

Just In Time.

gulls flew out and screamed and I was away in 
time to save my boat and the nets and fish. Only 
for the blessed birds I’d likely never have seen 
the two hills again.” ^ »

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.
This year’s beautiful illustrated Christmas 

number of the “Canadian Churchman" will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.

A CHRISTMAS EVE ROMANCE.

By Lilian.

It wanted but three days to Christmas. Christ
mas w'as, in fact, already in the air. Several shop 
windows had begun to take on a festive appear
ance, and a sleigh load of Christmas trees had 
just jingled merrily by. Christmas, however, did 
not much concern John Halliwell. His mind was 
busy with other matters as lie walked along the 
street, facing the wintry December sunset. He 
was the director of the Millbrook Orchestra

Club, which had re
cently given a very 
successful concert. The 
Club was small, con
sisting of only ten 
members; but these 
were well trained, and 
some were possessed 
of more than ordinary 
talent. Several ladies 
of the town had render
ed valuable assistance, 
especially Miss Marie 
Carmen, a really gifted 
singer, lately returned 
from studying abroad.
It was, indeed, chief
ly owing to her 
that the concert of 
last week had beaten 
all previous records. It 
was of this event that 
John Halliwell was 

I thinking as he espied 
his chief colleague, 
Wilfrid Carroll, on the 
opposite side of the 
street. Crossing the 
street quickly, he join
ed his friend, and at 
once plunged into the 
subject of his musing. 
“I say, Wilfrid, I’ve 
been thinking up a plan 
for the Club.” “Well, 
let’s hear it.”

"That concert of ours 
scored such a success; 
what’s to hinder our 
repeating it somewhere 
else? ' If we could 
clear another hundred 
dollars, or even seven
ty-five, or less, it would 
go a good way towards 
building our new con
cert hall." “An excel
lent idea! Where do 
you propose holding 
it?” “Oh, we might go 
to Dundee, or Rich
land, or Rosewood. 
We’ll decide that lat
er. We’ll have it 
soon, sometime between 
Christmas and New 
Year’s, perhaps. We'll 
get posters out and 
have the thing well ad
vertised, and—” “Hold 
on, John! How long 

would it take to make allx these preliminary ar
rangements? What would be the earliest pos
sible date for the affair to come off? “Let me 
see,” said the Director thoughtfully, then after a 
pause, “Not before the 30th.” "Well then, old 
fellow, we’re ‘in the soup.’ Miss Carmen leaves 
for Rochester the day after Christmas, and Joe 
and Dick for Winnipeg a couple of days later. 
Miss Carmen’s return is indefinite, and the boys 
will not be back for a month.” “Wilfrid, what 
an avalanche of disaster! Miss Carmen is the 
star of the whole concern ; and Joe and Dick, our

Canadian Churchman.
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very bol mu>icians—why, we simply can't get 
along without them. Are you quite sure this is 
true?" “Quite sure, I have it from their own 
lips. Miss Carmen told Annie this morning of 
her new engagement in Rochester, and I just 
met the boys at the library.” "That being the 
case we’re not only 'in the soup," we're 'dished' 
into the bargain. That puts an end to the con
cert” “I’m afraid so," answered Wilfrid. "Here 
we arc at The Oaks. Conic in and take tea with 
us, won’t you?” "Thanks, Wilfrid, but I'm afraid 
mother will be waiting tea for me.” "Why. just 
'phone to her that you arc here, and it will he 
all right.” "To, be sure, 1 didn’t think of that." 
The two friends passed into a warm, cheery 
room, where Wilfred's pretty sister Annie was 
busy preparing the evening meal. After greet
ings had been exchanged, John told her of his 
plan for the Club and of its sudden collapse, 
sure of her interest and sympathy. “ ‘The best 
laid plans of mice and men gang oft aglcy.’ ” 
she laughed, "but I’m really sorry this one 
couldn’t be carried out. It would have been such 
fun. However, if we put our heads together per 
haps we can build up another castle on a more 
solid fundation.”

The tyo young men resumed their conversa
tion, and Annie left her mother to put the finish
ing touches to the tea-table, while she dropped 
into a low seat before the glowing fire and lapsed 
into dream. John, unobserved, studied her face 
with its varying expressions, and when a light, 
soft smile flickered over her features, like a re
flection of the rosy firelight itself, he said: “A 
penny for your thoughts. Miss Caroll. 1 believe 
you are building castles.” She looked up bright
ly. “Yes, I have erected a more homely struc
ture to supersede that one of yours which fell.” 
“Oh, let’s have it then, please.” “Yes, let’s have 
it, Annie,” echoed her brother. But Annie shook 
her head, and her eyes turned again toward the 
glowing coals. “You wouldn’t approve," she an
swered. “I believe we shall approve,” said John,

"Only give us the chance.” Thus pressed, Annie, 
not unwillingly and with a little suppressed eag
erness that was not lost on at least one of her 
hearers, presented her ‘castle’ for criticism.

“This is Christmas time, and we don't need 
any more money, that is. the Club doesn’t need 
it -at least, not yet. Wouldn’t tt be more in the 
spirit of Christmas if we could just give our 
concert as a sort of Christmas present to—to 
somebody?” Wilfred broke out into a laugh, in 
which John could not resist joining in spite of 
himself as Wilfred, who never missed an oppor
tunity for a joke, said, “Well, that's a good one! 
An original idea for sure! How shall we present 
it, Pussie? I guess we'll do it up securely in a 
neat package and express it to the township 
clerk, to be given to the most deserving person 
in Dundee.” Annie tried to assume an air of 
offended dignity, but without success. The laugh 
became general. After a moment she said :

“No, but listen to me. What I mean is this. 
You know there are several people a few miles 
out of town who are almost destitute. It takes 
all they can scrape together for bread and but
ter; and there is nothing left for luxuries. A con
cert is out of the question. Some of them I don't 
suppose ever hear any good music. Wouldn’t it 
be jolly if we should go to. say Mrs. Hughes’, 
and give them a surprise party, perhaps on 
Christmas Eve, and let them have a real good 
time for once? Miss Carmen would go in a 
minute, I know, and—" “In a minute!” interrupt
ed Wilfred. “Six miles a minute, three hundred 
and sixty miles an hour! Pretty fast travelling, 
that! I just fancy I see her.” “Wilfred, behave! 
Can’t you?” John frowned, and Annie continued, 
“The boys would all go, I am sure; and the 
girls,:—well, you could depend on them.” “Good!” 
exclaimed John with enthusiasm. “Miss Carroll, 
you are a genius. “We’ll do it, Wilfred. It’ll be 
the event of the season. What do you say?” 
"I’m ready to follow my leader through thick 
and thin,” answered Wilfred, “only it seems to

me I'd like a little larger audience than those 
two old people.” “Why,” Annie suggested, 
"While we girls were getting things ready for 
the fun inside, some of you boys plight drive 
around and gather up an audience.” “Good 
again!” said John. “But who are these people 
anyway? I don’t remember hearing the name 
before.” "They are an old couple who have seen 
better days,” Annie explained. “All their chil
dren are gone. Some arc dead, and the rest are 
too far distant to be any comfort to .hzm. They 
arc getting a little feeble, and times are hard. 
But they have a roomy house with one good 
large room that would hold quite a number of 
people if we can manage the seats. You remem
ber Marian Curtis and I spent a week out there 
last summer camping by the lake with the Mc
Donald's and Reid's, of Rosewood, so we know 
all about them. Most of the people there are 
of a superior class although they are poor.”

During the supper hour there was an animat
ed discussion of the proposed scheme; and it was 
decided that, with the consent of all concerned, 
the plan should be tried on Christmas Eve. As 
John arose from the table at the conclusion of 
the meal he said, “We must lose no time in get
ting things settled. I think I shall call a meeting 
for this very evening?at my home.” Thereupon 
lie went to the telephone, and ringing up each 
member of the Club in turn, he delivered this 
urgent message: “Meet me at home this evening 
at eight o’clock. I have an important suggestion 
to make to the Club.”

Fortunately everyone promised to go. None 
lived so far away as to make it seriously incon
venient. John also asked two or three of the gen
tlemen to bring their sisters; and on his way back 
he called to see Miss Carmen and acquaint her 
with the intended project. She fell 11 q once v ’1 h 
the idea, and promised her assistance. Each 
member of the Club was at the place of meeting 
punctual to the minute. There was no dissenting 
voice, and everything was satisfactorily arranged.

The BOILER and the COAL BIN
From the standpoint of domestic economy the relations of these two 

are important.

There are two kinds of boilers. There is the old-fashioned kind that 
is the natural enemy of the coal pile and that has an abnormal appetite for 
fuel and gives no satisfactory results in the way of heating your home.

And then there is the Pease Economy kind that does give you satis
factory heating, and does save fuel, because it is built on principles that 
many years’ experience have proved to be the best.

The Pease Boiler will do almost everything except rurr itself. For 
that matter it will run for more than twenty-four hours, without attendance, 
if you should happen to forget to add fuel, and in every possible way it will 
prove to you a source of satisfaction and delight. ^
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i he Surprise Party was to consist of sixteen, 
all told, six of whom were to be girls. Subscrip
tions were taken up to provide refreshments, and 
this fund was handed to the ladies, under the 
direction of Marion Curtis, to see that it was laid 
out to the best advantage. Mabel Cleveland sug
gested, “Couldn’t we put up a few greens before 
we begin? It would make the place look nice 
and ‘Christmasy,’ and would remind them after
wards of the good time they had had. We could 

-get things reatdy beforehand and take them with 
us." This was agreed to, and Elsie McGee, whose 
lingers had a knack of beautifying everything 
they touched, willingly consented to superintend 
the decorations. “Mayn’t I take my gramophone 
along?” asked Teddy Reynolds. Teddy had late
ly become possessed of an exceptionally fine one, 
and was anxious to exhibit it on every possible 
occasion. “Bring it along by all means,” said 
John with an indulgent smile. “You can give us 
Three Old Black Crows as an opening se
lection.”

The short period of time intervening before 
that eventful day before Christmas was full to 
the brim of holiday preparations. The six girls 
fortunate enouglr to be chosen for the party 
worked and planned and talked and laughed, do
ing everything with a vim that carried^atl be
fore it. At last everything was complete; but 
none too soon. Just as the last 
basket was packed the first 
sleigh jingled into view. There 
were three large sleighs; but as 
these would not contain all the 
cargo, animate and inanimate,
John IT al 1 i well was commission
ed to take one lady in his cutter, 
lie invited Annie to accompany 
him. They started a little be
fore dark, but the stars had 
come out before they reached 
their journey’s end. At length 
they left the well beaten track 
and drove for a mile along a 
road but little traversed. Soon 
their destination was reach
ed. A gloomy, weather-beaten 
house with an air of desertion 
and loneliness loomed against 
the jewelled heavens. They 
drew up at the gate. Then 
Marion Curtis and Annie Car- 
roll, the only ones of the party 
who were acquainted with the 
Hughes, went before to pave 
the way for the rest 111 the 
kitchen window there shone a 
dim light. All the rest of the 
house was in darkness. The girls’ knock was 
answered by a faint “Come in,” and they 
entered.

There before a stove in which the fire had 
almost gone out sat the two old people, cheer
less, dejected, and sad. Mr. Hughes bad one 
bandaged foot resting on a cushion. When warm 
handshakes had been given, Marion in a few 
words explained their errand; and Annie added 
brightly: “We just want to have a good time and 
let' you enjoy it too. If you’ll let us go ahead 
and do as we like you’ll have just the jolliest 
evening you can imagine. Do say we may. 
“Bless your dear hearts!” answered Mrs, Hughes. 
"We should be delighted, shouldn’t we Robert.' 
turning to her husband; “but. my dears, you 
would freeze in this cold house. There’s no fire 
in the front room, hasn’t been for weeks; and 
there arc only a few little sticks of wood. \ on 
see," Mr. Hughes explained, ’T have sprained my 
ankle, and am jus! about useless. Mrs. Hughes 
has everything to do. It’s hard to sec her rough
ing it in this fashion, but it can t be helped, I 
hope I may soon be able to get around again. 
“Oh, I am so sorry to find you in such trouble, 
said Annie, “but, Mr. Hughes, the boys here can 
cut some wood, and if you’ll just let us go ahead 
everything will be all right in no time.
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t ermission was readily given; and Marion 
hastened out to acquaint the rest of the party 
with the condition of affairs. Then the sleighs 
began to unload their living freight, and all set 
merrily to work. A good log of maple wood 
was discovered in the yard, and an axe and cross
cut saw in the woodshed. In an incredibly short 
time the log had disappeared, and a large pile of 
wood ready for use relieved the bareness of the 
woodshed. Meanwhile the girls had not been 
idle. A bright fire roared up the kitchen chim
ney; and, seated before it in the cosy corner, the 
host and hostess spread their bands to its cheer
ing warmth. An unusual light animated their 
pale, worn faces; and they felt almost young 
again as they watched the vivacious movements 
of their bright-faced young guests, and listened 
to their merry voices. The young people had 
asked to have the “front room” all to themselves 
for awhile; but presently their work was pro
nounced complete, and Mr and >i s. Hughes 
were invited to go in and pass their verdict. 
What a transformation! It seemed to those aged 
eyes as if one of the Christmases of the long, 
long ago had been summoned diront the dim, 
shadowy past, and had been transmuted f om a 
mere picture of memory into the living, the pre
sent, the real. A good fire in the little air-tight 
heater had quite dispelled the chilliness of the
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atmosphere. On the centre table stood a large, 
beautiful lamp, and on either side of the little 
melodeon were two others, smaller but bright 
and pretty. The-melodeon had been closed and 
silent for many a long day; but now it stood 
open with a piece of music upon it, just as it had 
been in the old days when Nellie and Jim were 
there to coax the music front its yellow keys. A 
few easels ranged on ‘either side, each likewise 
containing a sheet of music. On the table were 
a number of musical 'Instruments, and a harp 
leaned against the wall. The room was artistic
ally decorated with evergreens, suggestive of the 
happy season, the darkness of the foliage being 
relieved here and there by bright tinted tissue 
paper garlands and shining tinsel stars. In one 
corner stood a beautiful Christmas tree laden 
with gifts. “It is just grand!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Hughes as she dropped into the rocking chair 
Mabel Cleveland placed for her. Her husband, 
as lie laid down his crutch and rested in his own 
easy chair which Helen Gilbert had hastened to 
bring from the kitchen, rubbed his eyes to make 
sure he was really awake.

Just then the tinkle was beard in the distance 
of the first returning sleigh which had- gone in 
quest of an audience, and the boys hastened to 
Improvise seats for the guests. Very soon all
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bad arrived. All of the neighbours who could 
come were there, men, women and children. 
Every face wore a look of suppressed excitement 
or pleasant anticipation. Before long the per
formers took their places, grouped around the 
melodeon, and an expectant hush preceded the 
opening of the programme. The first number 
was a full orchestral selection, consisting of five 
violins, a flute, cornet, harp, and the melodeon, 
while Teddy beat time for the rest. The piece 
chosen was one of Sousa’s liveliest marches. It 
was listened to with bated breath, and received 
a tribute of ringing applause. Then followed a 
duct, a violin solo, a vocal chorus in which all the 
girls joined, and next another orchestral selec
tion. To say that the music was appreciated 
would be to speak very mildly; but. the climax 
was reached when Marie Carmen sang. Never 
had she stood befor a more appreciative audience, 
and never had she sang better. Her voice held 
her listeners spellbound as it filled the room full 
to everflowing with a rich, sweet volume of 
melody. When she finished singing the eyes of 
more than one were blurred with tears—tears 
that they could not understood. Then followed 
tither musical selections, interspersed with a few 
good recitations, and Marie sang again. Not 
once nor twice, but several times she sang, and 
each time her wonderful singing was received 

with the most rapt attention. 
We must not forget to mention 
Teddy’s gramophone. He con
tributed several numbers, which 
were listened to with the live
liest interest, especially by the 
younger members, few of whom 
had ever heard a “talking ma
chine" before.

Last of all everyone joined in 
singing a few of our beautiful 
Christmas hymns. As the 
quavering voices of the old 
people joined in the sweet 
strains of Hark, The Herald 
Angels Sing, tender visions of 
the long ago seemed to gather 
round them and weave like 
threads of gold in the bright 
picture of the present. While 
the boys packed away thtir in
struments the girls passed 
around plates of cake and fruit 
which were also much enjoyed. 
Lastly the tree was stripped of 
its treasures amid the wild de
light of the children. There
was some little gift for every
one, and a few to spare for those 

The evening’s entertain- 
event to be remembered and

talked for years after by those who had
been present, a golden milestone from
which succeeding events were wont to be reckon
ed.. It was late when the last good-night had 
been said. Our friends set out on the homeward 
way in the wildest of spirits, having left ample 
provisions with their host and hostess for a" 
happy Christmas.

It was a perfect Canadian winter’s night. The 
atmosphere was clear and crisp, just cold enough 
to lend vivacity to man and beast. The moon 
was full, the sky a liquid blue, and the stars shin
ing with gent-like radiance. How merrily rang 
out the music of the bells and the voices of the 
young people as their joyous melodies were waft
ed by the winds across the gleaming snow. But 
John Halliwcll, who was a little in advance of 
the rest, by-and-by grew silent. At length he 
said to his companion, “Miss Carroll, how would 
you like to go round by the river road? It’s just 
a little farther, but it’s prettier.” “Oh, that 
would be lovely," Annie answered. “This has 
been such a delightful evening, it seems that I 
don’t want it to come to an end just yet.” It 
has indeed been a delightful evening to more
than one, John assented warmly, as they took
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tliv uini nl' tlic ri\er mail, "And it it hadn't been 
lor yon no one would have thought of it. 1 have 
been watching you of late, and it seems to me 
your chief del.ght is in making others happy:" 
"You think better of me than 1 deserve, Mr.
1 lalliwcll; but that is really the best way to at
tain happiness. Don't you think so? 'Give to 
the world the best that you have, and the best 
will come back to you.' That is one reason why 
Christmas is the happiest season of the year. It 
brings so many opportunities; and it is such fun 
to make presents and to give them." There was 
a tender light in John's eyes as he^ gazed into 
the glowing face of the girl beside him. "Do 
you know, you have given me a present," he 
said. “You! Why, 1 never thought of suYh a 
thing. ] never knew you would like one." 
"There is one Christinas present that 1 should 
like you to give me very much. Shall 1 tell you 
what it is?" 'Wes. do." "Will you give it to me 
if I do.'" "1 can t promise that till I know what
it is." "It is nothing less than this little hand, 
Annie," John said, taking the soft gloved hand 
within his own. Annie made no attempt to draw 
it away, but a gleam of mischief twinkled in her 
eyes as she half turned her face away, saying, 
"Nothing less! And nothing more? I'm afraid 
I should be seriously handicapped without it." 
“You precious child! You know what I mean. 1 
want all the rest of you too. I want " "All the 
rest of us! Marion and Mabel and lilsic and 
Helen and Marie ! Well, "man wants but little 
here below.'” How could she speak so lightly, 
so jestingly of a matter that seemed almost life 
or death to him? Was she making fun of him? 
John llalliwell's nature was a strong, determined 
one. He would, he must know without delay 
what she meant. “Annie, 1 love you. Will you 
be my wife?” he said in a voice trembling vyith 
the intensify of its earnestness. There was no 
answer, but a slight tremor of the hand he held. 
"Annie! I.ook at me," he commanded. But the 
violet eyes under the white and blue toque were
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fixed on a star low down in the eastern sky. 
They were travelling southwards.

With that one absorbing thought tilling his 
mind to the exclusion of all else, John, suddenly 
dropping the reins, took her face in his two 
hands and deliberately turned it toward him, so 
that those wilful eyes for a1 moment met his own. 
It was for a moment only. They drooped before 
the light in his. That was enough, however, for 
John to read the answer that he sought. With 
a thrill of joyous hope, he was about to continue 
his plea when the horse, feeling the reins relax
ed, and perhaps sharing a little in the witching 
spirit of that night, suddenly gave a bound and 
started off at a break neck pace, to the imminent 
peril of the occupants of the cutter. They were 
nearing the brink of the steep river bank, and 
both saw their danger. "Darling, don't be fright
ened," John said as he leaned quickly forward to 
tegain possession of the reins. In that suddenly 

■"Unguarded moment when Annie first realized the 
danger, with one frightened gasp of "John! Oh, 
John!" she flung both arms around him and 
ilung like grim death. The peril was only 
momentary. The horse, feeling the strong grip 
of the reins again, slackened tip immediately, just 
as they reached the dangerous precipice. When 
Annie realized what she was doing, with a sud
den deep blush of* shame at her w ant of self-con
trol, she» loosened her frantic grip, faltering, "1 
beg your pardon, Mr. I lalliwcll. I didn't know 
what I was doing." But John didn't consider it 
an offence to be parih tied. Oh dear, no! With 
his one free hand he imprisoned the two little 
trembling ones again, and said: "You don't get 
away front me so easily this time, Annie darling. 

T have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart.

But put you down into the dungeon 
In the round-tower of my heart.’ " 

What could one little girl do against so strong, 
so determined a sprit? There was nothing for 
it but to yield; and Annie let him have his way.
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CHRISTMAS

My little child comes to my knees,
And tugging pleads that he may climb 

into my lap to hear me te l 
The Christmas tales he loves so well—

A tale my mother told to me,
Beginning, "Once upon a time.”

It is a tale of skies that rang 
With angel rhapsodies sublime:

Of that great host, serene and white.
The shepherds saw one winter night— 

And of the glorious stars that sang 
An anthem “once upon a time."

This story of the hallowed years 
Tells of the sacrifice sublime

Of one who prayed alone, and wept. 
While his awearied followers slept —

And how his blood and Mary’s tears 
Commingled, “once upon a time."

And now my darling at my side,
And echoes of the d.slant chime,

Bring that sweet story back to me,
Of Bethlehem and Calvary,

And of the gentle Christ tWrt died 
For sinners “once upon a time."

The mighty deeds that men have told 
In ponderous tones of fluent rhyme.

Like misty shadows fade away 
But the sweet story bides for aye.

And, like the stars that sang of old,
We sing of "once upon a time.”

Eugene Field
V„ *, *,

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year's beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.
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FREDDY’S CHRISTMAS PUDDING

Twas Christmas Eve, but Freddy was not in 
a happy frame of mind. He had come in from 
a run through the park, and nurse had denied 
him the delight of a boy’s heart. On the kitchen 
table there was a steaming plum pudding, and 
the aroma from the spicy mixture filled his nos
trils with ecstatic anticipation of Christmas 
license. “Oh, nursie, please give me a piece to
night!” he urged, appealingly; “you might do it 
for a little boy when he is so hungry. Ask 
cook if she made me a little bit of a roll, just to 
taste, like she does when she makes cake.” “No, 
Freddie,” replied his nurse; “your mother says 
you must not eat anything heavy to-night; to
morrow is Christmas Day, you know, and you 
want to be well so you can eat your pudding and 
other goodies. You can eat in the big dining
room, too, and on one will say ‘Freddy, you have 
enough now for a little boy,’ but you will have 
all the pudding you want, besides seeing it on 
lire and burning like the house we saw down
town one day.” “Oh, whew!” said 
Freddy, clapping his hands delight
fully, “and I can sit by papa and see 
him carve the turkdy, and he will say,
‘Freddy, will you have dark or white 
meat?’ That’s what he asks mam
ma.” “Yes,” replied nurse, “and 
then your plate will have pretty 
things on it with cards from your 
friends; and if you are a good boy, 
papa and mamma will take you out 
in the evening.” Freddy sighed 
dreamily, and then his face returned 
to its wistful appeal, while the sweet 
voice begged: “But, nursie, I want 
a piece now ; can't I have a wee bit, 
just to taste?” Now Freddy’s nurse 
loved the little boy with all her heart, 
and it was hard to deny his clinging 
arms and eyes of appealing sweet
ness, but she remained firm, and 
said, coaxingly, “Don’t think of the 
pudding now, dear but let’s look in 
the fire like we do rainy days, when 
we can’t go out, and find in the coals 
carriages and horses and all sorts of 
pretty things. Don’t you know how 
you found Pharaoh and his host in 
in the bed of coals, and how you 
jumped when they fell in on the sol
dier boys you had in line, and you 
almost cried when you lost them?
We see so many things in the fire, 
let’s look for them now, and nurse 
will bring you your tea and we will 
go to sleep, and to-morrow have 
good time, won’t we? Look for the 
chariot and twenty horses until 1 
come back,” and nurse turned to go, 
leaving her charge in temporary for
getfulness of the disappointment.
Freddy got up slowly, and, going 
to. the hearth, threw himself down 
in front*of the bright coals to look 
for rhe chariot and horses, but a sigh 
came with the diversion, which was 
not welcome as usual, and shaking a rebellious 
head, he murmured: “I ain’t hungry for horses 
and chariots,” and the blue eyes blinked back a 
tear that wanted to come. Nurse came back 
when she heard the tearful voice, and, kneeling, 
took the golden head in her arms and told him 
of the real sailor boys at sea who had to live on 
hard tack and dried meats, and when Christmas 
came often had no change from the daily fare. 
“They cannot,” she told him, have something 
nice for dinner every day, and sometimes in a 
storm the salt waves threaten to sweep them off 
deck,” and she added, “they never have red coals 
with pictures in them.” Freddy listened with 
wide-eyed interest to the story of hardship and 
danger endured by brave sailors and grew re
signed to the waiting until next day. I will be 
back in a few minutes with your tea,” she con
tinued, “and then we will go to bed, and “Old 
Santa Claus .will come while we sleep, won’t he.” 
interrupted Freddy, confidently. Nurse looked 
back before closing the door on the little soldier,
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whose velvety eyes were already drawing pic
tures in the fire light. She had trained his fancy 
this way, winter evenings, when tired of games 
and play he had appealed to her for diversion. 
Many a time he followed long trains of animals 
from the Ark to the foot of Mount Ararat, and 
again watched for the dove which never returned 
to its friend. The Hebrew children often en
gaged his attention, while Daniel took his place 
with other Bible heroes in the nursery fire. 
These and many other adventures claimed his 
fancy when other amusements failed to entertain. 
“Hury up, Nursie,” F’reddy called after her; 
“I’ll watch for the poor sailors at sea. Say, 
Nursie, why don’t they catch some fish out of 
the heaps and heaps of water?” Nursie’s reply 
was lost in the depths of the kitchen pantry, and 
her charge returned to his watch, while the 
curls drooped, and visions grew until they be
came a reality. *********** 
F'reddy hears his name, and, looking up, sees 
Nurse entering dressed for the street. “Come, 
Freddy,” she says, “I am going to take you to

see the sailors. The Vessel is in the harbor and 
will not leave for a few hours. If we hurry we 
can get on board and see them drill.” “You 
dear, sweet Nursie!” he said, giving her a grate
ful hug. "You said you’d take me some Aime, 
but I didn’t know it would be to-day.” Nurse 
wraps a warm muffler around his throat, but
tons up his warm outside coat, and they soon 
reach the wharf and arc on board the steamer. 
Clang! clang! the bells are ringing; they wait 
to hear what is going to happen. ' The captain 
comes out of his cabin and calls in a loud voice 
to his crew: “Come, boys, this is Christmas 
Day. I am having a plum pudding, which I 
wish to share with you and any hungry stranger 
on board.” Freddy squeezes Nurse’s hand and 
whispers: “I want a piece.” Just then the big 
captain spies the little sailor in blue velvet, and 
noting his eager face, says: "Here is the cap
tain of some vessel. I know it by his uniform. 
Will you join us?” The little boy catches a nod 
of approval from nurse, and taking off his cap,
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which is ornamented with gilt band and gold 
eagle, follows his host to the table, which seems 
a mile long, but is not too long for the crowd 
of hungry sailors. He has seen puddings of 
Various sizes and proportion, according to the 
number of guests, but never one like this, which 
is as large around as a railroad turntable, and 
the blaze frdm it as high as a church steeple, 
reaching higher than the top of the highest mast 
of the steamer. The big captain served it on 
big plates with spoons as big as a garden spade. 
Freddy, who sits by the host, watches him cut 
it into slices with an enormous jack-knife. “I 
wonder how I am to open my mouth wide 
enough to get one of those spoons in it, I’d like 
to know,” thought Master Fred. He waited un
til the sailors began shovelling the pudding into 
their mouths, which seemed to him to open like 
great caverns. Being very hungry he takes a 
spoon in both hands and makes a mighty effort 
to cut into his generous help. Try as he will 
he cannot lift the big spoon to his mouth, which 
feels like it is open wide enough to break his 

jaws, and the more he tries the 
hungrier he gets, while all the time 
the sailors are clearing their plates 
and getting them refilled. This is 
too bad! standing up with all his 
strength he plunges the spoon into 
the delicious mixture, and taking 

one dip, has it nearly to his wide 
open mouth when Nurse grasps his 
shoulder. “Wake up, Freddy,” she 
says; “your mouth is working like 
a bell-clapper and you are tugging 
at your cap like it weighs a ton. 
Look how you have crushed the 
velvet.” There is a prolonged 
drowsy breath from the soft fluff of 
the rug, and the little sailor slowly 
raises a yellow tangle of curls. 
With a sobbing sigh of disappoint
ment he whispers, “Nursie, I mos’ 
had my puddin’ an’ you waked me.” 
Freddy had fallen asleep while look
ing in the shining coals, and in 
dreams nearly had the pudding after 
all.

Novella Routt Reynolds.

It «t It

A TREE THAT KEPT 
CHRISTMAS.

In a dingy outskirt of the city, 
built over with wooden boxes of 
tenement houses, was a small back 
yard worn to muddy hollows, where 
stood a solitary cedar tree, the only 
sign of the wide sunny pastures and 
pretty pointed savius which had 
once been in the place of the ugly 
tenement houses. This tree, in the 
damp, walled-in yard of No." 28, had 
an unkempt, dejected look. It had 
lost some brances and it foliage was 
rusty; but still it was alive and more 
or less green, and served a variety 

of purposes; ragged garments were hung out to 
dry upon its convenient arms; the men of the 
house, smokfng and chatting, leaned against its 
sturdy trunk, and the children played “camping 
out” beneath its scanty shelter, and swun^ from 
its branches, or climbed up among them with 
shrieks of fear and pride. So the tree was sel
dom alone; and yet it was quite alone, a hermit 
tree, far from any of its own race, which grows 
upon the hill-slopes of many lands, beautiful 
with their dusky, delicate foliage and aromatic, 
rose-red wood ; and the solitary cedar thought 
of the days when it was surrounded by many 
of its tall evergreen cousins, all growing in the 
sunny pasture, swept by salt brezes from the 
neighbouring sea, and it felt that, in the dingy 
back yard, it was not getting or giving the best 
of life. Then, one year, came a Christmas-time 
with a happening for the tree. The people of 
No. 28 were all new-comers since the year be
fore, and Tommie McDonald, who lived in the 
second-floor back, was in his first months ss
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choir-boy at St. Michael's; and cm the day be
fore Christmas, after carol and rehearsal, he 
peeped into the church and saw the evergreen 
garlands in the windows, the ropes of laurel 
wound around columns and festooned in arches, 
making the church seem like a little fragrant 
wood. "All for keeping Christmas! It's great!” 
said Tommie, scampering home and joining the 
line of children who were sliding on the icy 
gutter before No. 28. Say, Bessie Doane, ain't 
you glad to-morrow’s Christmas?" he asked of 
his little neighbor in the laughing, screaming 
row "Yes,’’ Bessie replied. "I am real glad, but 
1 wish it was more Christmasy in our house; 
lots of the folks don't get much Christmas.” 
“That’s so! it ain’t much Christmasy in our 
house,” said Tommy, looking at the bare front 
and nine staring windows of No. 28. "But the 
folks would get a fine Christmas if they’d just 
go to St. Michael's.” “They can't all go,” Bessie- 
answered. “Mrs. Wiggins with her rheumatism, 
and Mary Brine with her spine, can’t go; and 
some of them don't seem to want to; and 1 feel 
kind of stingy to go off and have Christmas 
when they don’t have any.” "That's so!" said 
Tommie, again. “Couldn't we bring them some 
Christmas? Over at St. Michael’s its all ever
green—walls, pillars, and windows; that's for 
Christmas. We might give the folks some 
wreaths.” “They cost money,” objected Bessie; 
and we haven’t any money." “I can tell you,” 
said Tommie, triumphantly, after a moment’s 
thought; there’s the tree in the yard. We can 
make wreaths of that. Let’s go and see!” It's 
not so very green.” said Bessie, when the chil
dren stood beneath the old cedar, “and it’s not 
so very sweet-smelling.” “It’s some green and 
it smells some!” replied Tommie, cheerfully. 
With awkward fingers the children tied the rusty 
cedar sprays into straggly, lop-sided circlets, in 
one or two of which was a rare cluster of blue 
cedar berries, which seemed to them like prec
ious jewels. Then they carried one of the shab
by wreaths to each door in the house, saying to
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the occupant: “We’ve brought you some
Christmas for your window.” The people of 
No. 28, even if they smiled at the un-beautiful 
wreaths, said “Thank you,” and to please the 
little givers, hung the "evergreens in the windows. 
So it was, that, on Christmas morning, in every 
window of No. 28, hung a straggling, crooked 
cedar wreath, and that on these, with a laugh 
lurking behind her wondering eyes, looked Mar
garet Arnold, tripping by from her pleasant 
home in another part of the city, to sit with her 
mission Sunday School class at St. Michael’s. 
“Don’t you think the place looks some Christ
masy?'’ asked Tommie, bursting out of the house 
upon his teacher. “Me and Bessie thought 
’twould help the folks remember ’twas Christ
mas.” Margaret Arnold’s rising laugh turned in
to a tender smile, as Tommie answered her 
many questions about the people of No. 28, and, 
after Church, she found a sidewalk vender, 
whose eyes sparkled when the lady bought his 
whole remaining stock of fluffy, fragrant ever
green garlands and flat wreaths of glossy holly, 
thickly sprinkled with glowing red berries, all 
of which went home with the two children and 
Margaret. After cheery calls through the tene
ment house. Miss Arnold had to visit the cedar 
tree which began Christmas-keeping in No 28. 
“It's a dear old tree!” she said, “I am so glad 
somebody left it here. I think, may be, it can 
give us more help in our Christmas. I have an 
idea.” Miss Arnold shared her idea with some 
of her friends, and in the twilight of St. John’s 
Day, a little company slipped quietly into the 
back yard of No. 28, decorated the cedar tree 
with garlands of pink and white paper roses and 
coloured candles, and heaped beneath it presents 
for all the house-people, who gathered wonder- 
ingly about the glorified cedar—all except Mrs. 
Wiggins and Mary Brine, and they, from their 
own back windows, looked in among its flutter
ing roses and the twinkling lights “It’s a great 
thing, when you're old and sick, to have your
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first Christmas tree come to y3Si Was it your 
Church that made you do it?" asked Mrs. Wig
gins, looking sharply at Margaret Arnold. "It 
was Tommie, first, and Bessie," Margaret 
answered, and your cedar tree; yes, and the 
Church. I mean the JCing of the Church, who 
tells us to pass on the Christmas remindings.” 
“I haven’t thought much about Him, late years,” 
said Mrs. Wiggins, but you’ve reminded me, 
now.” From her attic window, Mary Brine 
looked on. The dear old cedar is a beautiful 
Christmas tree. How good you people are to 
help it bring Christmas to us!” she exclaimed, 
smiling up at the rector. “Tommie and Bessie 
and your cedar tree have been good parish visi
tors in introducing you in No. 28 to us,” answer
ed the rector, “and we hope to keep the ac
quaintance and bring you other remindings from 
the Church and the Church’s Lord." The pres
ents were distributed. Tommie, in his clear, 
high voice, sang a joyous Christmas carol, and at 
last the candles were extinguished, the back yard 
was left to darkness, and the people of the 
house went to rest, with warm hearts, feeling 
that loving remembrance had come to them in 
some way from the Church which might be their 
home, even as it is the home in this world of 
the unseen King, who was once, at Christmas, 
a Baby in poverty, like their own. Alone, again, 
the old cedar listened to the pink and white pa
per roses rustling in the chill night wind, and 
thrilled with joy over its share in Christmas. 
“It’s better than the green fields and shining 
blue sea of other days," whispered the tree. "I 
think—I am sure—I’d rather be here in this 
walled-in yard, without a glimpse of field-green 
or sea-blue, if I can help make sad people glad 
by a Christmas reminding of the Holy One who 
loves them and wishes to be loved by them. 
And, perhaps—who knows?—always after to
night, I may be to these people, not a plain cedar 
tree, but a Christmas tree, and then—oh, joy!— 
I shall always remind them of - the Christmas 
King!"—S. Alice Ranlett, in “Young Churchman.”
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per and slippers, and tip-toed out to the hall. 
She paused at the top of the stairs to turn on the 
electric light, and as she did so, she heard a 
muffled voice say “Gosh!’’ “Why, 1 never knew 
Santa Claus used such langridge!” said Madge. 
"Maybe the ’lectric light dazzles his eyes!" So, 
turning off the light again, she stole softly down
stairs, and stood peeping into the library, where 
the stockings hung in a row over the fireplace. 
What a blissful sight met her eyes! There stood 
the tree loaded with gifts, and the stockings 
were fairly bulging out with all sorts of funny 
toys and sweets. The firelight flickered low, and 
sent little sparkling beams over the holly and 
evergreen \*reaths, and O joy! there in the dim 
light stood old Santa himself! To be sure his 
coat was not red, and he wore a battered old 
felt hat. but he had furs and high boots and a 
lovely white beard and very red cheeks, just like 
the pictures. He had a beautiful locket and

The Repose.
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Mamie and Jack O'Neill, and some gloyes alid 
candy, too; will y.ou, M.r. Santa Claus? And let 
thent see you, too, fur they've never seen you, 
etither.” “Now, why did Santa look so ’sprisd?” 
Madge wondered. And the hand that held the 
locket shook as he hung it on the tree, and dived 
into his pockets for more presents, some rings 
and a pin. Now that Madge looked more care
fully, he didn’t seem to have any pack, but otdy 
a large leather bag which was partly open, 
showing some silver inside. “How funny!" 
thought Madge, “old silver for Christmas pres
ents ’’ When old St. Nick had emptied his 
pockets, and was turning to go, Madge ran to 
him, and, throwing her arms about his neck, cov
ered his rosy cheeks with kisses, which seemed 
to quite upset him, in fact, a tear stole; down his 
cheeks. Little Madge could not bear the sight 
of Santa crying, and said: “Why, dear Santa, 
aren't you happy to-nigth? You make every
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family; I think 1 hear someone -coming now!" 
At this old Santa made a dart atuj disappeared 
through the front dor, which strangely seemed 
to be unlocked. Christmas morning at break
fast, papa remarked to mama, “It looks suspi
cious, my dear, I found the front door unlocked, 
and a satchel filled with our family silver on the 
floor, and marks of a man’s feet on the front 
steps. "Oh, papa!” said Madge, it was Santa 
Claus! I saw him and gave him some supper, he 
was so hungry. He didn’t have on a red coat, 
but he was lovely! And when I hugged him, he 
said he’d “chuck up this business for good." 
-What did he mean? 1 gave him some toys for 
the O’Neills, and, oh, papa! their big brother has 
come home, and Mamie says he isn’t going to 
be a robber any more, and they are all so happy!” 
Papa looked at mamma, and said something about 
Providence, and “What a narrow escape!’’ What 
do you suppose they meant?
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A RECLAIMED SANTA CLAUS

By Jean M. Hutchinson.

The longed-for Christmas Eve had arrived at 
last, and little Madge had resolved to see Santa 
Claus at work just this once, in spite of nures's 
remarks about how lonely and dark the house 
would be at midnight. So she allowed herself 
to be tucked cosily into her crib, intending, nev
ertheless, to be up at the magic hour of mid
night, when, as she said, “all the nice things hap
pened,—fairies and witches and goblins and old 
Santa himself, and little girls always seem to be 
asleep then, but I wçn’t this time!" So she 
cuddled down to sleep with her brother’s alarm 
clock in her arms, the hand set at twelve o’clock 
sharp. It seemed to little Madge a very, very 
short time before she was waked up by some in
teresting sounds downstairs. So, stepping softly 
out of bed, she slipped on her fluffy pink wrap-

CANADIAN CHUR C H M A N.

chain in his hand, and seemed to be hanging a 
gold bracelet 011 the tree. When Madge saw 
the lovely little heart-shaped locket he held, she 
heaved such a sigh of delight that Santa looked 
toward the door and gave a start as lie discov
ered her standing there in her fluffy gown, her 
blue eyes wide with delight and wonder. “Oh, 
dear Mr. Santa Claus, don’t mind me!" said the 
child; “1 just had to see you this once; I never 
had a chance before; 1 was too little and sleepy. 
You’ve brought me so many lovely things, Santa, 
and I wanted to ask you if you wouldn’t take 
some presents to Mrs. O’Neill’s little children? 
They’re poor, and their papa’s so sick, and their 
big brother wouldn’t help, but ran away to be a 
robber or something very bad, so they haven’t 
any one to work for them, and such ’spensive 
bills for medicine, my mama says. Oh, do give 
them something, Santa! If you haven’t brought 
enough to go round, I’ll give you some of mine. 
Oh, goody! you’ve given me two dollies, and 
ever so many books! You can take ■ them to

one so happy, aren't you glad it’s Christmas) 
too?" 'Tin tired and hungry, honey. It's a long 
journey from home, you know, and rather chilly 
in my reindeer sleigh, you see.’ “Poor, dear 
Santa! There, come! I'll make you some tea. 
1 know how; sister showed me. We'll get some 
chicken, too. Mania says I’m quite a little 
housewife." So downstairs they went, and 
Madge spread h tempting supper before “poor,, 
dear hungry Santa," and lie did full justice to it, 
the chicken and pic disappearing miraculously. 
Madge, meanwhile, was seated oposite, offering 
him dainties in her prettiest manner. When the 
feast was ever, Santa, casting furtive glances -to
ward the stairs, turned to Madge and said, “God 
bless you little one! You’re the first one to be 
kind to me since I came out, and I’ll be good 
from now on, and chuck up this business, I will!’" 
“Oh, but won’t you ride around in your reindeer 
sleigh any more? Oh, please come next year, 
Santa! I've enjoyed our party so much! 1 wish 
you’d stay and let me ‘introjuice’ you to the
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people into closer touch with our communion at 
large. In deciding what papers shall come in
to the home during the year surely the claims of 
the Church paper may not be overlooked. We 
take the view that the head of a Church family 
is not acting fairly by his children if he honours 
the secular press in his home and excludes that 
which is calculated to bind his family and him
self in intelligent loyalty to his Church. We re
pudiate the silly imputation that Church papers 
arc always dull. There is 11O' reason why the 
deep things of life should be dark, nor that 
serious things should be discussed in a ponderous 
style. The extension of the Church paper is es
sential to the larger movements of the Church. 
It is the one means of creating public opinion 
within the Church and stimulating united action 
front ocean to ocean in this country. We are 
really all interested in having a weekly message 
from the Church enter our homes, and we can 
safely say so to our people for they will get an 
adequate return for their small investment. We 
commend this to our readers as a pure matter of 
Church policy and trust it may be so accepted 
and acted upon.

Spectator.

BROTHERHOOD OF ST. ANDREW.

Halifax.—A very successful meeting of the 
Brotherhood of St. Andrew was held last week in 
the Church of England Institute for the election 
of officers and other business. All the city chap
ters were represented. A paper was read by Mr. 
Herbert Lindsay on “Andrew the Man;” the 
Rev. H. W. Cunningham, rector of St. George’s 
Church spoke on the subject “What is Expected 
of the Brotherhood,” basing his remarks on the 
words “Sirs, we would see Jesus.” Mr. H. B. 
Wiswell gave a talk on the wonderful develop
ment of the Brotherhood in Canada and the out
look for Nt&a Scotia. The following officers 
were elected for the Local Assembly:—Presi
dent. J. M. Donovan; Vice-President, H. Mar-

>hall ; Secretary-Treasurer, W. L. Holmes; As
sistant Secretary. Charles Kaizer; Council St. 
Luke's, Chas. Kaizant, St. Paul's, W. L. Payzant, 
St. George’s, T. Skinner, St. Matthias, T. Shep
herd. Trinity. R. R. Knight. A farewell meeting 
of the Local Assembly. Sydney, l. B , was also 
held last week in connection with the departure 
of the Rev. A. P. Shatford for Montreal. Repre
sentatives of most of the Cape Breton Chapters 
were present.

k * m

CHURCHWOMAN.—MONTREAL.

The monthly meeting of the M. D. W. A. was 
held in the library of the Synod Hall, on Thurs
day, December 6th. The meeting was opened by 
the President with prayer. The minutes of the 
previous meeting were read and confirmed. The 
Treasurer's report was submitted. The President 
extended a hearty welcome to Mrs. Hall, Presi
dent of the Calgary Diocesan Woman’s Auxil
iary, who was present and who made a suitable 
reply. Resolutions of sympathy with Mr. Kirk
patrick and Mrs. Reed on the death of Mrs. Kirk
patrick, and with Miss Bancroft and the mem
bers of the family of the late Rev. C. Bancroft 
on his death, were read, and the President point
ed out that by the death of Mrs. Kirkpatrick the 
M.D.W.A., and especially the Cathedral Branch, 
has sustained a distinct loss. A letter of thanks 
from Mr Kirkpatrick for sympathy and flowers 
sent, was read. A letter of thanks from Mrs. 
Bond, for the life membership presented to her, 
was read and it was announced that she had de
signated the membership fee to the providing of 
Communion vessels for some poor parish, the 
choice of which was left to the Board. A note 
from the Bishop was read, thanking the Woman’s 
Auxiliary for their promise of loyalty to himself 
and for their prayers. Letters of sympathy in 
the loss of the Archbishop were received from 
the Woman’s Auxiliary of the Diocese of Ontario 
and Rupert’s Land. A resolution of thanks from 
the General Board, for hospitality given and ar

rangements made for the recent meeting in 
Montreal, was received. A letter was read from 
the Rev. Dr. Mathieson, Onion Lake, Sask., full 
of appreciation of Miss Bennett’s work and ex
pressing the hope that another helper might 
soon be found for his Mission, as the number of 
boys is increasing very fast, many of them com
ing from a great distance, and his whole staff is 
much overworked. Appeals for gifts for Christ
mas trees were received from Poltamore, River 
Desert, Garden River, Laurel and the Glen, and 
arrangements were made for supplying these. An 
appeal was also made for help in the shape of 
cldthes for a poor Hebrew family in the city. It 
was announced that very pretty articles made of 
olive wood and suitable for Christmas presents 
can be obtained from the Jewish Mission House. 
Letters were read from Miss Stevens, the lady 
in charge of the school for blind girls at Foo
chow, China ; from Miss Bennett, Onion Lake, 
Sask., giving an interesting account of her work; 
from the Rev. Mr. Thompson, of Miniota, Man., 
and from a worker in the China Inland Mission, 
who reported several candidates asking for bap
tism. A letter of thanks, for the Communion 
set sent by Sister Edith, to North Wakefield, 
Que., was read; also a letter of thanks for cloth
ing and money sent to St. Peter’s Mission, Les
ser Slave Lake. Attention was drawn to the fact 
"that in sending off gifts for Christmas, St. James’ 
the Apostle Branch had included a Christmas 
pudding, and it was suggested that, in many 
cases, such an addition would prove acceptable. 
The devotional address at noon was given by the 
Rev. W. W. Craig.

* « W
AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year’s beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
LTnited States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money.
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‘ kismas is coming, and so IS DADDY.”

By May Chetwynd.

"Daddy promised to be home for Kismas Day, 
didn’t he, mammy?” The child’s eyes were wist
ful, as she thrust her golden head through the 
jasmine, which hung around ti e little window. 
Her mother looked up from her sewing basket; 
an open work-box lay before her; there were 
hooks and eyes, darning needles and thread, all 
waiting to be used. She tried to laugh. “Yes, 
Violet,” he promised. “What are we playing at 
now?” “I’m de captain of de fishing boat, mam
my, and Rover is daddy; daddy steers sometimes 
for de captain (that’s me you know). Then I’m 
only a fisherman, and Rover is still daddy. I 
give Rover a whole basket full of herrings, and 
say, “For you to sell brave seaman, to get Kis
mas gifts for your babies at home. It’s a lovely 
game. Will you help us play, mammy?” The 
child’s eyes sparkled, the golden curls danced in 
the dazzling sunlight. The mother shook her 
head, though she tried to smile, as her little girl 
blew a kiss through the window towards her, 
then bounded away. But alone again, the girl- 
wife’s head dropped lower and lower, her face 
grew whiter and whiter; one big tear splashed 
down on to the sewing in her lap, and then an
other followed, and yet another. '
Violet’s shrill voice rose high.
“You must be de captain some
times, Rover. I’m tired of being 
de master.” Suddenly a neighbour 
entered mammy’s room, with a 
newspaper in her hand. There 
was a queer look on her face.
Jenny, the girl-wife’s fingers 
trembled so that she could scarce
ly hold her needle. Her work fell 
to the ground. The neighbour 
read out the terrible disaster to 
four fishing boats. Jenny listen
ed, her eyes were wide open, her 
face deadly white. She clutched 
at the table nervously. “Terrible 
disaster;” she murmured. “Oh 
dear, dear—a terrible disaster.
How can I bear it?” ....
Daddy was indeed having a game 
with his captain, only the game 
differed somewhat from his girlie’s 
play with Rover. He had been 
out in the fishing boats for the 
past six weeks, at|d although used 
to rough weatjper he was thor
oughly anxious as to whether 
they would ever see home sweet 
home again. Jenny’s Jim was one 
of the hardiestiand bravest of the men in the
fishing boats. Bth while Jenny Dudley sat by 
her quiet fireside and stitched, stitched, stitched, 
Jim was battling wearily with the wind and wave. 
They came in for bad weather almost as soon 
as Clovelly was lost sight of. Without any 
warning, a heavy thunderstorm burst upon them, 
tossing the fishing boats about as if they had been 
bits of brown paper. The captain was a man of 
God, and he bade Jim Dudley not to lose his faith 
in the Unseen. Jim bowed his head and thought 
tenderly of the dear ones at home. The sea 
rose mountains high, the winds blew like great 
guns, the boats tossed and twisted in all direc
tions, hands grew weary, hearts faint, eyes and 
ears were strained, until the men gave up for 
lost, the night was pitch dark, the boats wandered 
faf apart. When the lAorning dawned, grey and 
sullen, two boats were missing. The cry went 
round, “\Vhere is the Captain and Jim Dudley?” 
No one knew. No one had seen the struggle 
amid wave and storm. The mates looked into 
each others faces and wandered how they should 
take home the terrible news. “It would be awful 
to have to tell Jim’s pretty wife,” said Joe Hardy, 
rubbing his eyes. “D’ye mind the morn Jim left 
home, Jack?” “Aye!” Jack remembered it quite 
well. All day they waited for the coming in of
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the missing boats, but neither captain nor Jim 
turned up. No good stopping, the storm had 
abated, to work they must go, on with their fish
ing, then hurry homewards to confirm the tid
ings newspapers must have whispered.....................
Violet and Rover were very unhappy; they could 
not understand why mammy looked so strange 
and sad. She did not smile or answer when any 
one spoke to her. She did not do her work, or 
sew either. She sat on a low stool playing with 
her fingers the live-long day. Then one morning 
when Violet came in from play there was one of 
the neighbours cleaning up, and mammy’s stool 
was empty. The woman bade.her get her dinner, 
then kept very quiet for her mammy was awfully 
bad and the doctor said she had had a fit. The 
child laughed no more, her face grew almost 
stern, her light step slow and heavy. The snow
flakes began to fall; people talked of Christmas 
cheer, but mammy didn’t get up, and the neigh
bour came every day to clean up. Violet and 
Rover sat quietly indoors, for the weather was 
bitter cold and they were not allowed to go out. 
The motherly woman shook their heads sadly 
when they talked of Jenny’s white set face and 
strange mood. “I only wish we could get some 
news of the missing boats,” said the kind-hearted 
fthermcn. The captain and Jim Dudley had never 
been heard of, neither was there any clue as to

On The Moon River—Muskoka Lakes District.

the runaway boats. ... It was Christmas 
Eve. The village windows were bright with 
holly, the bells were clashing forth the glad mes
sage, that soon the Christ-child’s birthday morn 
would dawn. The old folks had hobbled out to 
hear the chiming of the bells from the pretty 
rustic church tower. They did not notice a tiny, 
figure with an old shaggy dog by its side hurrying 
down the rugged steps towards the hollow of 
the beach. “Come along, Rover,” whispered 
Violet, as she turned her feet towards a favourite 
nook. "Don’t let any one hear us.” The child 
went slowly on, the dog keeping close to her side- 
Violet drew forth a tiny wax candle and lit it, 
the flickering light danced strangely, casting 
weird shadows on the rocky walls. Violet clung 
to the dog for it was lonely in such a funny place 
without daddy. A strange couple they looked. 
The candle flickered and danced, and Violet felt 
ready to burst out crying. The child knelt sud
denly down and threw her arms round Rover. 
Then through the strange and silent rocky cave, 
Violet’s childish voice echoed plainly, as she tear
fully said, “Dear little Christ-child send me daddy 
back for Kismas, and make qiammy get up so 
that she can have the plum pudding ready by the 
time daddy gets in. There is a story, which tells 
about YouAbeing in a storm and saving all your
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fishermen because You loved them. Me and 
Rover have heard daddy read it lots of times. Me 
and Rover wants You please sure send daddy 
home ready for Kismas. He’s one of Your fisher
men, so please find him for us, and send him back, 
oh so quick. Amen, for me and Rover, and amen 
for mammy.” There was a pause. When Violet 
raised hed head, the tears were streaming down 
her cheeks. “A happy Kismas me and Rover 
wish you, little Christ-child, please send us one 
too, and don’t forget to send daddy.” Rover 
growled his “amen” and Violet rose si a. 
tiny candle was going out. She held tighty to 
Rover's brown head for she felt rather frightened. 
She groped her way home along the rugged steps, 
while the falling snow-flakes lingered among her 
sunny curls. “Kismas Day will soon come,” said 
Violet; “then we’ll watch for daddy, won’t we, 
Rover? He’s sure to come up the sandy beach 
path.” . . . The fire in the kitchen was burn
ing brightly, there was no candle, for Violet 
wanted to find pictures in the flickering flames. 
Jenny was in her bedroom, and the neighbour had 
gone home to keep Christmas night with her 
three wee lassies. The child and her doggie sat 
looking into the fire. She was thinking deeply 
At every sound she heard outside she started up 
expectantly. A few nuts and biscuits lay un

touched on the cushion beside her. 
“Kismas isn’t very happy this 
time,” murmured Violet, tearfully. 
“Bow, wow, wow,” barked Rover, 
tossing back his ears. “Bow, 
wow, wow,” he said again as he 
went towards the window. “Bow, 
wow, wow,” he repeated louder 
than ever as he bounded to the 
door. Violet hid her face in her 
hands and cried softly. Suddenly 
Rover stood erect. Then the 
sound of a man’s footsteps coming 
sharply down the rocky pathway. 
“It’s my daddy! my daddy!” 
shrieked Violet. “I thought the 
Christ-child would remember to 
send him back to mammy and me. 
Now won't we all have such ‘A 
happy Kismas.’ ” Violet hid her 
face in daddy’s thick coat and 
wept tears of joy. . . . Up
stairs in a tiny bedroom lay a 
poor wan girl, sleeping and dream
ing of something sweet, for sud
denly over hÿr features there stole 
a lovely smile. A soft footstep 
went hastily forward. Jim Dudley 
peeped in. “I wonder if she’ll 
know me. Dear, dearie me, is this

my bonifie girl wife? What a------” He paused,
and the tears trickled down his thin cheeks. “No, 
the surprise will not hurt her,” and Jim went 
quickly to the bedside. “Jenny, Jenny,” he cried, 
“God has sent me home to you again, my darl
ing.” Jenny operjed her eyes wearily, then sud
denly she spread out her wasted arms, and 
sobbed, “Oh, Jim, Jim. God has been gracious 
to me, may He'forgive me for my distrust in 
Him.” They bowed their heads and thanked the 
Lord of earth and sea for His great mercies unto 
them. Violet and Rover had the merriest of 
Kismases, and all the villagers joined their voices 
in Jim and Violet’s thanksgiving hmyn—

“Angel voices ever singing 
Round thy throne of light;

Angel harps for ever ringing,
Rest not day nor night;

Thousands only live to bless Thee.
And confess Thee,

*• Lord of Might.”

KMt

Do not perplex thyself with what is neeeded 
for future emergencies; to-morrow will bring its 
promised grace along with to-morrow s trials.— 
J. R. Macduff.
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"Are You Ready, Shentlemen?” “You second fiddles! VilT, 
You please make zat 
Pizzicats more marked?”HOME AND FOREIGN CHURCH NEWS.

^ From Our Own Correspondents.

NEWFOUNDLAND.

L. L. Jones, D. D.. Bishop, St. John’s, 
Newfoundland.

St. John’s.—St. John the Baptist.—The Rev. T. 
B. Saunders. M.A., the new rector of this cathedral 
parish has been appointed by the Bishop of the 
diocese Canon and Sub-Dean of the Cathedral 
Chapter, the Bishop himself being Dean. The 
Rev. Canon and Sub-Dean Saunders was installed 
on Advent Sunday, (December 2nd).

KIU

NOVA SCOTIA.

Clarendon Lamb Worrell, D.D., Bishop, Halifax, 
N.S.

Halifax.—It has been decided to amalgamate 
the Church of England Institute with the 
Y.M.C.A. in Halifax. The Institute was founded 
in 1874, and has done a very useful work among 
the young men of the city by affording them an 
opportunity of enjoying certain pastimes free 
front vicious associations. Here have been situ
ated the Bishop's and diocesan offices, and com
modious committee and assembly rooms. The 

. closing of the Institute will come as a shock to 
■ many Church people in the city and diocese.
" It

Sydney.—The Rev. A. P. Shatford, who is 
leaving for Montreal, has been presented by the 

• freemasons of Cape" Breton with a Grand Chap
lain’s regalia.

•t
Cornwallis.—The Rev, Rural Dean Dixon, of 

Wolfville, lectured last week before the Young 
People’s-Society on his recent trip to the Pro
vince of Ontario.

It
Truro.—The Venerable Archdeacon Kaulbach 

and Mrs. Kaulbach left last week for the Ber
mudas, where they will spend the winter. The 
Archdeacon has made the trip under medical ad
vice, as he is suffering from an affection of the 
throat.

« * *t

AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT.

This year’s beautiful illustrated Christmas 
number of the “Canadian Churchman” will be 
sent to any part of Canada, England or the 
United States, for Twenty-five Cents. No better 
Christmas present could be sent to friends for 
the money. < - x

QUEBEC.

Andrew H. Dunn, D.D., Bishop, Quebec, P.Q.

Quebec.—The following are the Bishop's public 
engagements for the remainder of this month :— 
Friday, December 14th, confer with Candidate for 
Ordination; Saturday, December 15th, travel to 
Shawinigan Falls ; 3 in Advent, December 16th, 
ordination of the Rev. W. F. Seaman to the Holy 
Order of Priests, 10.30 a m.. Confirmation Grand 
Mere, 7 p in.; Monday, December 17th, Confir
mation. Radnor Forges, 8 p.nt. ; Tuesday, Decem
ber 18th, return to Quebec. Preside at meeting of 
Central Board; Friday, December 21st, (St. 
Thomas Ap. and M.) Confirmation, St. Matthew's, 
Quebec, 10 a.m.; 4 in Advent, December 23rd, 
preach Cathedral 11 a.m., and assist at Evensong; 
Tuesday, December 25th (Christmas Day), cele- 
Ih ate the Holy Communion Cathedral, 11 a.m., 
and assist at Evensong; Wednesday, December 
2hth (St. Stephen M.) ; Thursday, December 27th, 
(St. John Ap. and M.) ; Friday, December 28th, 
(Holy Innocents); Sunday, December 30th, cele
brate the Holy Communion Cathedral, 8 a.m. In
stallation of the Rev. Canon Allnatt, D.D., 7 p in.

Holy Trinity Cathedral.—The Bishop has of
fered the Canonry in this cathedral, which is 
vacant by the much lamented death of the late 
Rev C. B. Waitt, Principal of Bishop’s College, 
I.cnnoxville, to the Rev. Professor Allnatt, D.D., 
D.C.L., Vice-Principal of the same University, 
and it has been accepted by him. Dr. Allnatt will, 
in all probability, be installed at Evensong on the 
Sunday after Christmas, December 30th.

*
Grand Mère.—St. Stephen's Church in this Mis

sion is being moved from its present site to a site 
in a more central part of the English section of 
the town. The whole cost of this work, about 
five hundred dollars, is a gift of Mrs. Geo. Cahoon, 
the wife of the manager of the Laurentide Pulp 
and Paper Co. The new site is being graded in 
readiness for lawns to be made in the spring. 
The Ladies’ Guild have provided eighty yards of 
carpet for the chancel, a new Lectern, new white 
and violet Frontals and Super-frontals for the 
Altar. Early in the year a new Bishop’s Chair in 
oak was the gift of the Sunday School children. 
The wardens have been very fortunate in secur
ing the services of Mr. Ringuette as organist. 
He has already proved himself a faithful and 
painstaking helper in making the services of the 
church brighter. *t It

—God does direct-the path of His faithful ser
vants. They may go here and there, and seem 
to be very much at random, but there is a guid
ing Hand; not simply a principle of a purpose, 
but a guiding Hand which leads them.

‘Very goot; very goot.”

ONTARIO.

William Lennox Mills, D.D., Bishop, Kingston.

Kingston.—St. George's Cathedral.—Workmen 
have begun to put in place the architrave over the 
main door of this .cathedral. This is to be a me
morial to the latç^br. Walkem, K.C., for many 
years Chancellor of the diocese. The tiling of 
the sanctuary will, it is expected, shortly be 
finished and the memorial reredos, which has been 
completed, will be placed in position at once.

It
Brockville.—S.t. Peter’s/—The young men of 

the parish have organized a hockey club, and the 
following officers have been elected: President, 
the Rev. H. II. Bedford-Jones; Secretary- 
Treasurer, Mr. W. Dawson; Executive Committee. 
Messrs. Herbert Edwards, Sidney Seekings and 
John Hayward. The colours of the Club are to 
be green and white.

H
Selby.—St. John’s.—About twenty-five mem

bers of the congregation lately went to the home 
of Miss Gladys Carscallen, the organist of the 
church, and presented her with an address and a 
purse of money as a token of their appreciation 
of her faithful services. The address was read by 
Mr. Herbert Winters, and purse presented by 
Miss Jennie Ballance. The Rev. T. F. Dowell 
made a short speech, expressing his tnaaks lo 
Miss Carscallen, for her great assistance to him 
in conducting the services, and also to those who 
had so generously contributed towards the gift 
which had just been presented. A pleasant social 
time was spent and refreshments served, and 
everyone went away having had a plcndid time.

K
Lansdowne Rear and Athens.—A handsome 

altar rail of oak and brass has been placed in 
Christ- Church, Athens.

*
Maberley and Bathurst.—A new rectory, for the 

use of the rector, has recently been finished and 
has just been formally opened. It is a comfort
able and handsome residence, a two-storey brick 
veneer house prettily situated on the banks of the 
little Fall River, close by St. Alban’s Church.

OTTAWA.

Charles Hamilton, D.D., Bishop, Ottawa.

Killaloe.—Church of the «Ascension—A very 
successful birthday party was held here on N° 
vember 29th in aid of this church. The financia 
result was a hundred and five dollars over an 
above all expenses.
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“Stop, Stop, Stop; *Zat is ’omble.' “Hush-sh-sh, Piano, Pianissimo.” “Grand Finale.”

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING, 188 YONGE ST,,
TORONTO

“ CANADA’S GREATEST PIANO and ORGAN HOUSE

(feonrlii B ©iai'o^
A
Christmas
Gift
Which
Endures

A Gourlay Piano is the supreme Christmas Gift, because 
it brings a life-time of pleasure to every •member of the 
family. What if a Gourlay Piano does cost a few dollars 
more than another instrument ? You get your money’s 
worth—you obtain it in extra durability—years more of 
service provided for by the costliness of its construction 
and you obtain it in its daily use your delight and 
pleasure in its exceptional tonal beauty.

Have you thought of giving somebody a Piano for 
Christmas ? Let us tell you an easy way to accomplish

BY PAYING FIFTEEN DOLLARS
you can include the Piano among the gifts on Christmas 
morning, and while you are paying the remainder of the 
price in easy monthly payments, the piano is in your 
undisturbed possession and use.
Write now for particulars of our Special Christmas 
Offer. We offer eight different methods of payment

lÉ^eii 4jJ)rgatus

J

For Sixty Years 
the Acknowledged 
Standard of 
Excellence in 

Organ Building

Estey Organs are manufactured under the supervision 
and control of members of the Estey family—the third 
generation whose life-work has been the maintenance of 
the same high standard of approximate perfection that 
has won for the Estey Organ

WORLD-WIDE SUPREMACY.

We are glad to be associated with the Estey Organ. 
Our experience with many different organs has proved 
that, in point of quality, it has no competitor—it is in a 
Class by itself.

Why not have a new Estey Organ in your church 
for the Christmas Services ? At this gift season you 
should be able to subscribe the money. The actual cash 
outlay required now is a small one. Estey Chapel 
Organs are sold on the extended payment plan. There 
are eight methods. Write for particulars.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING, 'ZTo^s
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HOME AND FOREIGN CHURCH NEWS.
(.Ottawa Continued.)

Madawaska.—A Sunday School has been started 
here and is proving to be a very successful 
veyyire. Dr. Kyle, the efficient superintendent, is 
a very faithful layman, and has gathered to his 
support an efficient band of teachers. The Sun
day School has been a long-felt want at Mada
waska. The advent of Dr. Kyle into the Mission 
has supplied that want. Deeply interested in the 
work himself, he has succeeded in interesting 
everybody else. Over thirty pupils are now en
rolled.

K * *

TORONTO.

Arthur Sweatman, D.D., Bishop, Toronto.

Toronto.—St. Paul's.—A special supper for 
men, with addresses and entertainment, was given 
in the schoolhouse, East Bloor Street, on Thurs
day evening, December 6th, which partook of the 
nature of a birthday celebration in honour of the 
Rev. Canon Cody, who first saw the light o' day 
at Embro, December! 6th, 1868. Canon Cody pre
sided and about 200 men were present. A birth
day cake, graced with twenty-one candles, was a 
feature of the feast. The Hon. A. B. Morine, K.C., 
gave an address on “Newfoundland,” and short 
talks were given on "The Men and the Church,” 
by the Rev. Canon Cody; “Loyalty to the 
Church,” by the church wardens, W. R. Small- 
piece and D. DeCooper; "Sunday School and 
the Brotherhood of St. Andrew,” by R. B. Har
court, and “Church Athletics,” by Alfred Mason. 
A suitable programme was provided by Messrs. 
Frank E. Bemrose, H. Boultbee, H. Blatchford, 
R. T. Hall, A. E. Booth, C. E. Luce, W. Sparks, 
and Gerald Barton.

*
Bobcaygeon.—After an incumbency of sixteen 

years the Rev. W. J. Creighton has announced 
his intention of resigning this parish, as he has 
been offered the rectorship of Lakefield. We 
have no idea as yet who will succeed him here, 
but we hope we may find some one quickly and 
that we may like him as much as we have liked 
Mr. Creighton.

*
Brampton.—St. Paul’s.—On the night of 

Wednesay, December 5th, this church was broken 
into and a quantity of money was taken from the 
Children’s Sunday School money boxes, and great 
damage was done to the Sunday School library.

C A NADI A N V 11 l* R V II M A N.

At Christ Church the wine used in the Holy 
Eucharist was taken and everything was turned 
upside down from one end to the other of the 
sacred edifice.

If K H

NIAGARA.

John I hilip DuMoulin, D.D., Bishop, Hamilton.

Nelson. -St. John’s.—Re-opening services were 
held in this church on Thursday evening, Novem
ber tytli, and Sunday, December 2nd, at 11 a m. 
and 7 p.m. The Rev. Canon Fornerct, M.A., of 
All Saints’ Church, Hamilton, preached on 
Thursday, and the Rev. T. H. Cotton, M.A., of 
Toronto, on Sunday to large and appreciated con
gregations. The collections were very large at 
all three services, and together with money on 
hand will completely cover the expenses incurred 
in renovating the church, which were consider
ably larger than was anticipated. The people of 
St. John’s deserve a great deal of credit for the 
repairs that have been made to the church and 
about the church property during the past two 
years. Last year the exterior of the church was 
painted, while this year the sheds have been re
built, and the church has been renovated, re- 
seated and re-furnished throughout. The paper 
on the walls is a pale green, and the ceilings have 
been tinted to match. The graining of the wain
scoting and doors match the dark oak of the 
seats and chancel furniture. The appearance of 
the church has been much improved by a wide 
aisle in the centre, and a platform at the front 
of the church, both of which have been carpeted 
with a handsome red carpet of ecclesiastical de
sign. A new lecturn and prayer desk, and three 
chairs, all in oak, have been added, besides a new 
organ, which was placed in the church a few 
months ago. Not .only have the members of St. 
John's given liberally of their substance, but also 
of their time and labour in repairing and renovat
ing the church, and they may congratulate them
selves or having one of the best equipped, 
brightest and most beautiful of country churches 
in the diocese.

it it et
—The longer I live the more I am certain that 

the great difference between men, between the 
feeble and the powerful, is energy—invincible de
termination, a purpose once fixed, and then, 
death or victory! That quality will do anything 
that can be done in this world, and no talents, 
no circumstances, no opportunities will make a 
two-legged creature a man without it.—Sir 
Thomas Fowell Buxton.

[December 13, 1900.]

CHRISTMAS.

The earth has grown old with its burden of care, 
But at Christmas it always is young; 

f ile heart of the jewel burns lustrous and fair, 
And its soul full of music breaks forth 011 the air 

When the song of the angels is sung.

It is coming, old Earth, it is coming to-night!
On the snowflakes which cover the sod 

llie feet of the Christ-child fall gentle and 
white;

And the voice of the Christ-child tqlls out with 
delight

That mankind are the children of God.

O11 the sad and the lonely, the wretched and 
poor,

That the voice of the Christ-child shall fall, 
And to every blind wanderer opens the door 
Of a hope that we dared not to dream of before, 

With a sunshine of welcome for all.

The feet of the humblest may walk in the field 
Where the feet of the holiest have trod; 

This, this is the marvel to mortals revealed, 
When the silvery trumpets of Christmas have 

pealed,
That mankind are the children of God.

Phillips Brooks.
•DU

OUR NEIGHBOUR.

The lawyer had asked who is the neighbour 
to whom it is my duty to show love? But the 
Lord, answering question with question, de
mands, "Who is a neighbour, he who shows love 
or lie who shows it not?” For it was this which 
he desired to teach, that love finds its own 
measure in itself; like the sun, which does 
not inquire upon what it shall shine, 
or whom it shall warm, but shines and 
warms by the very law of its own being, so that 
nothing is hidden from its light and heat. The 
lawyer had said, “Designate my neighbour to me: 
tell me what marks a man to be such? Is it 
one faith, one blood, the obligation of mutual 
benefits, or what else that I may know to 
whom I owe this debt?” The Lord rebukes the 
question, holding up to him a man, and this 
man a despised Samaratan, who so far from seek
ing limits to his love, freely and largely exer
cised it towards one whose only claim upon him 
consisted in his needs; who assuredly had none 
of the marks of a neighbour, in the lawyer’s 
sense of the word.—Archbishop Trench.

By Appowtmbnt Purveyors to His Excellency the 
Governor-General

The Harry Webb Co., umi,=d
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EVENING PARTIES AND ALL CLASSES 
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Wedding Cakes and Christmas Cakes Shipped to All Parts of the 
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Catering Establishment, 
447 Yonge Street
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23-29 Buchanan Street
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TORONTO

QUALITY
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410 Yonge Street 
793 Yonge Street 
410 Spadfna Avenue 
076 Queen Street West 
1368 Queen Street West 
836 College Street 
1112 Bloor West 
26 Dundas Street, Toronto 

Junction
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204 Wellesley Street 
419 Parliament Street 
702 Queen Street East 
Esplanade East, near Berke

ley Street ___ .
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Street _ .
Bathurst Bt., opposite Front st 
Yonge St, at C.P.R. Crosstag 
Pape Ave., at O.T.R. Crosstag 
Lansdowne Ave., near Dundas 

Street

EUAS MGERS Cti
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A FORTUNATE MISFORTUNE.

What wages does Mr. Smith get Tom?” 
"Thirty-five.” ‘‘Thirty-five shillings a week! 
Dear me, what a nice lot of money for his wife 
to manage with! Just ten shillings more than 
you get, Tom.” Tom looked round in some 
alarm. Was Meggie coming out in a new char
acter, and growing envious? But a glance at his 
wife’s face satisfied him upon that point, and he 
resumed his task of nailing up the honeysuckle, 
whistling ‘‘Home, Sweet Home,” softly the while. 
Meggie was busy also, and the sunshine danced 
merrily on her knitting-needles as they moved 
quickly in her skilful fingers. But she could knit 
and talk too. “He’s a steady man, Tom, isn’t 
he?” "I suppose so; but 1 don't know much 
about him. He’s only lately come to the works, 
you see, Meggie.’” “Well, I can’t make them 
out, Tom. They’ve got two children less than 
we have, and yet from things Mrs. Smith has 
said to me they seem to be very short of money.
I don’t believe they’re half as comfortable as we 
are; I don’t, indeed.” The following Sunday, 
Tom’s sister, who had come to stay for a few 
days, insisted upon cooking the dinner, which 
enabled Meggie to go with her husband and 
children to church. On their way 
the Smith family, very gaily dressed, 
drove quickly past them in an open 
chaise. “There, Meggie, now you see ! r- A 
how their money goes,” said Tom.
"The hire of that horse and trap for 
the day’ll make a hole in half-a- ^ .
sovereign. It’s very foolish of them ^ i . : 
besides the harm of it—to go 
pleasuring on a Sunday, for it’s sure 
to bring trouble on them in one way 
or another.” The next day, to Meg- 
gie's surprise, Mrs- Smith tapped at 
the door. “I’ve just burnt my arm,
Mrs. Twine,” she exclaimed, “and I 
hear you've got a lotion that’s good 
for burns. I wonder if you’d mind 
giving me a little?" “Of course 1 
will, and glad to,” said Meggie. "It’s 
linseed oil and lime-water—equal 
parts. I always keep some ready 
mixed; there’s nothing better for 
burns. Let me dress it for you, Mrs.
Smith. My! it is a nasty place."
“Yes; I didn’t need that to worry 
me,” remarked Mrs. Smith, while 
Meggie soaked a piece of clean, soft 
rag in the lotion before laying it 
gently on the burn. “‘But there! it’s 
nothing but worries, it seems to 
me.” “Oh dear! I am sorry. What 
is it that’s bothering you?” enquired 
Meggie. “Well, to begin with, 
there’s a married cousin of mine 
that’s often asked us to go and see 
her. ‘Don’t trouble to let us know, 
but come and take us as you find us,’ 
she’d say so, as we generally have a jaunt some
where on a Sunday, and I’d just got new things 
for myself and the children, we thought yester
day seemed a good time to go, so we hired a 
trap, and off we went." “You passed us as we 
were going to church,” said Meggie. “Yes, and 
1 soon thought yotl’d got the best of it,” con
tinued Mrs. Smith," for the sun was scorching, 
and the dust was something frightful. Baby was 
so cross, I didn’t know what to do with her, and 
I felt pretty cross too, for I”d got new boots on. 
and they pinched me so I could hardly bear 
them. Then, when we got there my cousin 
didn’t seem best pleased to seeî us, and that 
wasn’t very pleasant. It upset my husband, and 
going home we had words; so. what with that 
and tight boots, and the baby, I’d had about 
enough of it by the time I got back.” “Oh, what 
a miserable day!” “Yes, but that’s not the end 
of it, for this morning the man we hired the horse 
and trap of came to say that the horse has been 
over-driven and is very bad, and we shall have to 
pay goodness knows wfiat for his being put right 
again.” “Do you think it’s a good plan to go 
pleasuring on Sunday?” enquired Meggie, as she
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tied an old handkerchief carefully round her 
visitors arm. “Tom says it’s sure to bring 
trouble sooner or later.” “Well, I don’t know 
but what he’s right,” replied Mrs. Smith; “for 
since we’ve taken to it everything seems to go 
wfong with us, somehow. But there! we’re no 
worse than others, for folks have changed of late 
years, and they don’t keep Sundays as they 
used. ’ “That’s just what I told Tom,” exclaim
ed Meggie; “and he said if people have changed 
God hasn’t, and in the Bible He has promised 
great blessings to those who love His day and 
keep it holy. Dhope you don’t mind me saying 
this,” continued Meggie, colouring at her own 
boldness, “but we have such nice Sundays, Tom 
and I and the children, that I want others to have 
them too.” * * * *

“Meggie," said Tom, one evening about six 
months later, “Smith was telling me to-day that 
his wife always declares it was the most for
tunate misfortune when she burnt her arm. for 
it’s all through what you said when you were 
seeing to it that they’re so much happier. "What 
I said! Why, Tom, I only told her what you 
said,” exclaimed Meggie, it made them try and 
honour the Lord’s Day because they thought 
they ought to, and now they do it because they
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and soothe and quiet and comfort the hearer. 
7 hey make all the better elements of one’s nature 
come trooping to the surface. They melt our 
stubborness. They arouse an appreciation of 

.better things. Let us say the kindly word. No 
one can tell how many burdened hearts may be 
relieved, how many discouraged souls may be in
spired. Say it every day; to the one who dis
turbs you while you are busy, asking for work; 
to the one who has almost lost hope; to all, 
Remember, kind words can never die.

n * *

THE RIGHT TOUCH.

In our association with other people it is a 
great art to touch them so that their best quali
ties will be elicited. Any fool can stir up all the 
worst traits of a horse or dog. One kick is 
enough to do it, but the manifestation of the 
traits that kicks eliçit is not symptomatic of his 
nature. All that it shows is what the horse or 
dog is when he is kicked. It does not show 
what he is when he hears the word of quiet but 
firm command or what he is when his master’s 
hand caresses him. People that are commonly 
esteemed ugly, resentful and disagreeable are 

not necessarily so. We need to
_____ know how they have been tfeated.

If they have had no kindness, sym
pathy or appreciation from those 
around them, no wonder that they 

( V A show these unpleasant traits. Prob
ably the right touch and atmosphere 
would elicit qualities that are noble, 
generous and attractive.

HUH
CHARACTER.iit, vi* iep.
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O Sing Unto the Lord a New Song. I anatM.i Churchman.

have learnt to love God and His day too. No 
wonder they are happier, Meggie.’’—Fanny 
Waller.

RMt

KIND WORDS

Kind words do not cost much. They are 
quickly spoken. They do not blister the tongue 
that utters them. They never have to be repent
ed of. They do not keep us awake till midnight. 
It is easy to scatter them. And oh, how much 
good they may do! They do good to the person 
from whose lips they fall. Soft words will soften 
the soult. They will smooth down the rough 
places in our natures. Care to say kindly things 
will drill our natures in kindness. It will help 
pull up all the roots of passion. It will give us 
a spirit of self-control. It will make the con
science delicate and the disposition gentle. A 
woman can not make a habit of speaking kind 
words without augmenting her own gracious 
temper. But better will be their influence upon 
others. If cold words freeze people, and hot 
words scorch them, and bitter words madden 
them, so will kind words reproduce themselves

Character is made up of small 
duties faithfully performed, of self- 
denial, of self-sacrifices, of kindly 
act of love and duty. The backbone 
of character is laid at home, and 
whether the constitutional tendencies 
be good or bad, home influences wiV> 
as a rule, fan them into activity. 
Kindness begets a kindness and 
truth and trust. There are many lit
tle trivial acts of kindness which 
teach us more about man’s character 
than many vague phrases.

KKX
FREQUENT PRAYER.

Prayer is the key to open the day, 
and the bolt to shut in the night. 
But as the clouds drop the early dew 
and the evening dew upon the grass, 
yet it would not spring and grow 
green by that constant and double 
falling of the dew, unless some great 
shower at certain seasons did supply 

the rest; so the customary devotion of prayer 
twice a day is the falling of the early and latter 
dew. But if you will increase and flourish in 
works of grace, empty the great clouds some
times, and let them fall in a full shower of 
prayer. Choose out seasons when prayer shall 
overflow 1:ke Jordan in time of harvest.—Bishop 
Taylor.

* It *

AN URGENT APPEAL.

Sir,—Please permit me the use of your corres
pondence column to beg; 1, the gift of a small 
sleigh to enable me to cover my extensive district 
during the winter; and secondly, donations to
wards a small church—costing about $200, part of 
which the Bishop will advance^when the balance 
is secured. Labour we will give, but as the dis
trict is an absolutely new one, money cannot this 
year be raised. Who will help on the work of 
the Lord in this district?

Hy. Wm. Realff, C.E. Catechist.
St. Paul’s Mission, Battle Road; 18 miles south 

of Lloydminster.

J
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COUPONS ATTACHED

Our Deben
tures combine 
an absolutely 
safe security 
with a profit
able return for 
the money in
vested. They

are issued in sums of §100 and upwards for terms of 
one, two, three, four or five years. Interest at the 
rate of four per cent, per annum accrues 
from the date on which the money is received by the 
Company, and is payable half-yearly.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION.

OFFICES : TORONTO STREET, TORONTO.

British and Joreign. rial bronze to Bishop Gott in tile 
entrance hall of the school.

A memorial brass in memory of 
Mr. G. Hull, for forty-eight years 
clerk of the parish, has been placed 
in Milton Bryant Parish Church.

A large stained-glass window has 
been erected at Bangor Cathedral in

The ancient parish church of Kirk- 
hy-in-Cleveland has been thorough
ly restored at a cost of just over 
£ 1.900. Of this sum about £-1,600 
has already been-collected. The or
iginal church is one of the oldest in 
North Yorkshire, and contains many 

memory of Bishop Campbell. The quaint tombstones and effigies, 
expense has been borne by relatives 'f'he oldest parish clerk in England 
and by numerous admirers in the di- is Mr. James Carne, of St Columb 
ocese. Minor, Cornwall. Though he is one

Bishop Wilkinson writes to a I hundred he attends to his duties as 

Church paper suggesting that Glas- y°re- He1 is very fond of garden- 
tonbury Abbey shall be acquired for 'nS> and having taken up all his po- 
the purposes of a missionary college tatoes has just spent a few days unc 1
on the lines of St. Augustine’s at j holiday at Newquay with his rela

tives.
The Bishop of Oxford has conse

crated a handsome new church at 
Slough, which has been built for the 
parish of St. Paul at a cost of 
£10,000. The church is the gift of 
Mr. Algernon Gilliat, chairman of 
th; British Orphan Asylum, and the 

Apropos of lady churchwardens, j site was presented by Mr. Edward 
Mrs. XV. O.’ Roper, of ^ Beechfield, ( Nash.
Yealand Conyers, has been appoint-

Canterbury.

A three-light memorial window, 
the gift of relatives in England and 
Canada, has been placed in Holy 
Trinity Church, Torquay, in memory ! 
of Miss Elizabeth Trees, a member 
of the congregation.

cd churchwarden in place of her hus
band, who resigned the office last 
Easter in consequence of ill-health.

Amblestor Parish Church, one of

A chapter of the Knights of the 
Garter was held recently for the first 
time for half a century. The clergy 
of the order (the Bishops of Win
chester and Oxford, and the Dean of

the oldest churches in South Wales, 1 Windsor) were as usual summoned 
dating back to 1104, has just been re- to attend. The occasion of the gatli-
opetted by the Bishop of Swansea, j ering was the investiture of the King
Churchmen and Nonconformists vied j of Norway.
in subscribing to the funds to restore The Archbishop of Capetown has 
the ancient edifice. j appointed the k:v. William Mount

Canon Ross-1.ewin has been pre- I Cameron, of Holy Trinity Church, 
sented with new silver Communion | Ryde, Coadjutor Bishop of Cape- 
vessels for the parish church, and a town, in succcession to the Right 
collection of writings of the Fathers Rev. Dr. Gibson, who has resigned,
bound in morocco, with bookcase, in , For many years Mr. Cameron held
recognition of his semi jubilee as various appointments in the South 
vicar of Benfieldside. j African Church.

Canon Bell, (late Master of Marl- The late Miss Dorothea Beale, 
borough College) dedicated on All who, from its inception 38 years ago) 
Saints’ Day a new building which has been principal of the College for 
has cost £4,000 for the Marlborough Young Ladies, at Cheltenham, , was 
College Mission In Tottenham for a buried in ("Woucester Cathedral on 
Sunday-school, boys’ club, and drill-: November 15. Memorial services 
hall and gymnasium. ! were held at the same time in St.

A memorial in the form of an an-1 I’aul s Cathedral, London, and St. 
cient preaching cross is to be erect- Matthew's, Cheltenham, 
ed in the Chevering churchyard in O11 a recent Saturday afternoon an 
the Diocese of Rochester to the interesting reliq was restored to Pen-
memory of the late Ear! Stanhope.

An exquisite altar cross has been 
presented to St. Ives Parish Church 
by an anonymous donor.

With a viewr of making the finan
cial position of the Leeds Clergy 
School perfectly secure, a John Gott 
memorial fund is to be started. An 
endeavour will also be made to col
lect enough money to place a memo

worthatn Church, near Preston, in 
the shape of a small square font 
bearing the date 1766 and two letters, 
believed to be the initials of Thomas 
Kawlinson, who was vicar in 1653. 
The font was for some time used as 
a flower vase in a garden.

Memorials to the Rev. John 
George Rice, D.D., for twenty-two 
years vicar of St. Saviour’s Battersea

i'aik, were unveiled and dedicated in 
that church by the Bishop of Black
burn. The memorials consist of a 
iJirCc-light quatrefoil window filled 
with stained glass representing the 
Ascension, and a pulpit of Caen 
stone, with polished columns of 
Irish marbles.

In the parish church of Himbleton 
there is an extremely ancient and 
curious memorial window of painted 
glass. It depicts a man and his wife 
and their son and daughter-in-law, 
kneeling in prayer, and dates from 
about 133b. By a fortunate coinci
dence, among the parish documents 
there Is preserved a deed which is 
signed by the elder of the two men 
portrayed in the window.

In connection with the jubilee ex
tensions of the Missions to Seamen, 
the Rev. G. F. Wilson, M.A., superin
tendent, Is going out on a mission 
tour to the South Seas, to visit Aus
tralasian ports, and by conference 
and co-operation to take part in the 
developments of the sailor work 
which has been started with so much 
sympathetic and kindly energy by 
the Church in the colonies in con
junction with the Church at home.

The “Guardian” understands that 
it has been decided to establish a 
new diocese for Polynesia. During 
his stay in England the Primate of 
New Zealand—who is returning to 

in on the 23rd ult—has been 
in communication with the Arch
bishop of Canterbury and the Bishop 
of London on the subject, and the 
project has won their cordial sup
port. The necessary official steps 
for the formation of the new See— 
which will include the Fijian, Ton
ga», and Samoan groups in the Eas
tern Pacific—will be taken shortly.

By warrant under the Royal Sign 
Manual, his Majesty has been pleas
ed to appoint the Venerable Dacre 
Hamilton Powell, D.D., Archdeacon 
of Cork, to be Dean of Residence of 
the Cork Queen’s College. Dr. Pow
ell, who was a Prebendary in St. 
Patrick's Cathedral before he became 
Archdeacon, has been, since 1878, 
Rector of St. Mary’s, Shandon, the 
church made famous by “Father 
I’rout in his “Bells of Shandon.”

Yatton possesses one of the hand
somest churches in a county noted 
for its sacred buildings, viz., Somer
set. A portion of the work of res
toration has already been most care
fully effected, and now some much- 
needed «-work on the beautiful and 
historical Newton Chapel has been 
completed, and w'as duly dedicated 
last week. The work has cost up
wards of £500, in addition to the 
large sum spent on the restoration 
already completed.

Bishop Turner, of Uganda, has 
been telling once more his wonder
ful story of missionary triumph. Fif
teen years ago Uganda had 500 bap
tized Christians and too Communi
cants. Now it has more than 60,000 
Christians, of whom 15,500 are com
municants. 1 hen there was one 
church and no native ministry; now 
there are 1,700 churches and 2,000 
native evangelists! These figures 
arc astounding. Have they any par
allel in Christian history?

San Francisco is rejoicing over the 
gift to the California Diocese of the 
whole block on Nob Hill, formerly 
occupied by thé C- cker mansion. It

Is one of the most commanding sites 
in the world, and will do a great deal 
to strengthen the Episcopal Church 
on the Pacific Coast. It is announc
ed that the name to be selected will 
be Grace Cathedral, after tin name 
of Grace Parish, which lost its 
church in the recent fire, and is now 
to be merged into the cathedral foun
dation.

The most ambitious cathedral pro
ject in America is that of St. John 
the Divine on Cathedral Heights 
New York City. This structure is 
to cost $10,000,000 and to have 
$10,000,000 endowment. Bishop Pot
ter was urged by the late Cornelius 
Vanderbilt to build a modest cathe
dral, to cost a million or so, and lie 
is said to have offered the Bishop the 
million needed. The Bishop declined 
the offer, and then announced his in
tention to lay plans for a cathedral 
so large that his successor could not 
contract the lines and keep his repu
tation.

One of the oldest churches in the 
kingdom is that of St. Piran in Corn
wall. It lay buried in the drifting 
sand for many generations until it 
was accidentally discovered in the 
year 1835, ever since which time it 
has been an object of curiosity and 
interest, and visited yearly by large 
numbers of people. It is now pro
posed to restore the building at a 
cost of £400, and towards this about 
£130 has been received. The length 
of the church is 30 feet, its breadth 
12/ feet, and its height 12'/ feet. At 
the time of its discovery human 
bones were found scattered about it. 
The ruins at present consist of little 
more than bare walls, which have 
been railed in.

The year-books of the large par
ishes in the City of New York are 
like the records of dioceses, or of 
great industrial organizations. Four 
of these parishes, St. George’s, Grace 
Church, the Church of the Incarna
tion, and St. Bartholomew’s, disburse 
each year about $750,000 for the 
amelioration of the conditions of the 
poor. St. Bartholomew’s has a list 
of 245 men and women who are paid 
for their services, 926 volunteer 
workers; there are sixty physicians 
on its clinical staff; and its employ
ment bureau last year found occu
pation for 3.277 applicants. The 
parish has a German congregation, 
and also Swedish, Chinese, and Ar
menian missions in the city.

The' claims of Selby Abbey are 
not to prevent those of the historic 
fane of Hexam from being attended 
to, and in the course of a few weeks 
the renovation of this ancient and 
beautiful structure will be commenc
ed. It is intended to complete the 
nave, and it is hoped also to make 
adequate preparations in case df fire. 
In spite of the rebuilding of the east 
end and other costly works carried 
out fifty years ago, much remained 
to be done when the present incum
bent. the Rev. E. Sidney Savage, 
was inducted in August, 1898. An 
energetic man of business, an enthu
siast in matters archaeological, he 
tackled the problem with great 
nromptitude. and. witlrn a very few 
'veeks of his arrival, was promoting 
a fund for the erection of parochial 
buildings and ti'c conservation and
restoration of the Abbey Long be 
fore the end of the year C7-000 had
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been obtained, and an appeal to the 
nation through the “Times" followed. 
Then came an important bequest 
from the late Mr. T. Spencer, and 
now a faculty has been obtained for 
tlie new nave (which is greatly need
ed) at a cost oi £22,000. This will 
raise the sittjGg accommodation from 
600 to above a thousand.

* * F

A SONG WITHOUT WORDS.

This speaking little picture* so full 
of mirth and humor, not without a 
sm.-fll touch of tragedy at one end of
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the marching line, reveals to the on
looker a number of merry children at 
play. If we were asked to give a 
mime to the unspoken song we could 
think of nothing more appropriate 
than 1 hL. Goose Step Chorus.”

* n F,
A CHRISTMAS EVE THOUGHT. I

If Santa Claus should stumble 
As he climbs the chimney tall 

With all this ice upon it 
I’m ’fraid he’d get ’a fall,

And smash himself to pieces_
To say nothing of the toys!

Dear me what sorrow that would 
bring

To all the girls and boys!
So I am going to write a note 

And pin it to the gate—
I H write it large so he can see,

No matter if it's late__
And say, “Dear Santa Claus don’t try 

To climb the roof to-night 
But walk right in, the door’s unlocked, 

The nursery’s on the right!’’
I —St. Nicholas,

t* it m,

QUEEN DOT’S CHRISTMAS.

It was only a glimpse that she had 
of the annual Christmas-tree in 
Judge Mason’s charming home, but 
it started a new current of thought 
in Dot’s weary mind and was the 
dawh of imaginary joys. Christmas 
Eve! Dot heaved a tiny sigh. Her 
ideas on this subject were so vague 
and misty. For how could a little 
street waif, destitute as to home and 
friends, realize anything of that high
er, ethereal joy associated with the 
blessed Christmas-tide. But now, as 
Dot threaded her way through the 
busy city, watched over by the Al- 
mighty Father’s ever-pitying eye, her 
thoughts wistfully lingered in the 
Judge’s showy residency. If she 
only had a Christmas-ti*ee, she and 
Tony and Meg and oh (a prolonged 
sigh) little lame Patsy! Her little 
heart reached out in a wealth of ten- 
dernes toward the one earthly treas
ure she cherished with all the lov
ing force of her small being. And 
yet he was bound by no ties of kin
ship, he was only Patsy, deformed, 
repulsive to the world, but to Dot, 
ah! he was all in all. In her childish 
mind she loved to liken him to the 
heavenly angels and oh, how often 
she had wished that he might have 
wings, but still he remained only 
Patsy, the cripple of Logan Alley. 
Dot and Patsey and Tony and a 
small host of other homeless wander
ers shared a wretched cellar together, 
each contributing of their smaTTearn- 
ings for the support of the allied 
crowd. They represented the boot
black trade, the newsboy association 
and the match-selling business, and 
Dot was—a flower girl. The flowers 
which she sold were the one link 
with the purer world, and these poor 
little waifs had grasped the thought 
and had distinguished their little ally 
as Queen Dot, the flower girl. This 
little band had their happy moments 
and their ideals, lowfy though they 
might be. There were times when 
business was good and life was a lit
tle more than bare existence. But 
there were other times, and oh, such 
times as they were, when the little 
crew went cold and hungry, when 
Patsy’s face was more pinched and 
wan, and when Dot nearly sank un
der the burden of existing. This
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Christmas Fve was-one of those piti
ful times. The sparkling snowflakes 

which fell in beautiful confusion and 
covered the earth with the downiest 
of mantles, giving promise of the 
tinkling of sleigh-bells and the mer
riest of coasting parties, meant hun
ger and wretchedness and even death 
to the homes where the cruel king 
poverty held sway alone. And yet, 
how many of those personages, en
cased in the costliest of furs, who 
scurried along the glowing pave
ments had even thought of that other 
half in darkness and misery? How 
many had even noticed little Dot, the 
flower-girl, one from the millions of 
needy ones? Still less were those 
who stopped to purchase a flower out 
of their ample abundance. Dot and 
the rest of her little train were to be 
the losers. Somehow, when Dot’s 
days had been poor, Tony and Meg 
and all the rest had fared badly, too, 
and had carried home heavy hearts 
and empty hands to Patsy and the 
cellar. And so, as Dot slowly dodg
ed in and out amid the throngs^ 
dreaming of the Christmas-tree left 
behind and the Christmas joys which 
might have been, the lighted candles, 
the pretty toys, the frosted cakes and 
sugared candies, she suddenly awoke 
to the reality, the startling fact that 
to-morrow might have a cold crust 
In store for her, instead of the bak
er’s goodies so temptingly displayed 
in the shop windows. A curious, new 
feeling stole into Dot’s small heart, 
a little touch of bitterness. “Why 
was it,” the inward voice whispered, 
“that some had alf and others none?” 
Dot was no philosopher; the ques
tion which has confronted greater 
souls than Dot’s had come to her’s 
for the first time, with all its over
whelming force. She could not 
answer, hut the question left her soul 
hardened in its track. Dot had ’how 
come to one of the busiest city estab
lishments, the windows of which 
blazed with the splendor of glitter
ing tinsel and frosted balls. Dot 
paused and shivered; it was getting 
colder; a biting wind had set in from 
the north, it swept across the white 
face with cruel fury and nearly froze 
her ten small toes. She drew nearer 
to the great lighted store. The glare 
of the .light made it seem warmer 
«he reflected, and then it was so nice 
to see the folks come out with their 
huge parcels. Dot thought she could
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almost guess what was in them. Pret
ty soon there hurried out a certain 
two whom Dot noticed particularly 
for some unaccountable reason, the 
gentleman a1 tall man, with a kindly 
face "peeping forth from a huge'uls
ter, the lady, one of those lovely be
ings whose very souls seem to speak 
from their faces. Dot’s little pale 
face grew lovely in looking at her, 
Imt it was only for a second, they, 

l too, were in a hurry. Dot'S eyes in- 
j tcntly watched ^he receding figure of 
| the lady. Suddenly she saw some
thing flutter to the pavement from 

! the folds of the lady’s dress as it 
! were. Dot sprang and in her hand 
j she held a bill. At first there was 
! only a delightful thrill" as her fingers 
I closed about the precious money. 
Tis the poor that can best appre
ciate the value of money and ÎDot 
could, oh, so well. She was stand
ing quite still, just where she had 
picked up the bill, but scarce three 
seconds had passed befqre the con-
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fiction rushed over her that the 
money was not Iters. One second 
more and Dot's nimble feet were fly
ing over the course ju>t taken by the 
gentle-faced lady. ^Ite was all in a 
quiver—what if she jhould be too 
late. Dimly she saw the lady step
ping into a carriage near by. One 
bound and Dot was there. “Please, 
ma'am, I saw you drop it.” Mrs. 
Best (fur such was her name) turned 
her eyes with mild surprise and rest
ed them upon the childish form with 
the proffered money. A puzzled ex- 
presion passed over her fact, followed 
by the sweetest of smiles. “My child, 
why did you bring it to me?” “1 
wanted it so, for Patsy, but—it 
wasn’t mine.” The load was lifted 
from Dot’s mind and her wan little 
face smiled radiantly. The lady had 
a heart. “I wanted it for Patsy. 
What might that not mean? Mrs. 
Rest turned to her husband and 
tremulously whispered, “What shall 
I do?” And he, out of his goodnes, 
responded, “As your heart dictates.” 
And that is why this fair aristocrat 
took that motherless little waif in 
her arms and said, “You are going 
home with me.” And Dot went, but 
she didn’t forget her Patsy. The lit
tle queen of Logan Alley poured in 
to sympathetic ears the story of 
Patsy and the rest, and then nature 
closed those weary eyes and Dot 
dropped asleep till the dawn of 
Christmas Day. And on that lovely 
morning, with the sweetest of peace 
in her heart and new budding plans, 
Dot and her new found friend went 
to get Patsy. But Patsy’s new home 
was to be in a fairer world than this; 
he was already on the threshold. One 
last smile for Dot and he had gone 
to be a real angel indeed and Dot 
had to go to her new home without 
little Patsy. Closer inspection found 
in his tightly clasped hand a scrap of 
paper marked rudely in charcoal : 
Gone to keep Christmas with 

Jesus!” Queen Dot is now a woman 
grown, but never has she forgotten 
and never will she forget the time 
when she was queen of Logan Aliev 
and loved little Patsy, and never will 
she forget that Christmas-tide when, 
in sweet charity, that Christian soul 
‘looped to press the cup of cold wa 
*er to ‘one of Christ’s little ones. 
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Three new dolls sat 
chairs,

Waiting for Christmas Day; 
And they, wondered when she 

them,
What the little girl would say.

They hoped that the nursery life was
gay;

And they hoped that they would 
find

The little girl often played with dolls; 
And they hoped that she was kind.

Near by sat an old doll neatly dressed 
In a new frock, black and red;

She smiled at the French dolls—“As 
to that.

Don’t feel afraid,’' she said.

turned their waxenThe new dolls 
heads,

And looked with a haughty stare, 
As if they never had seen before 

That a doll was sitting there.
I

we re not 
said one.

“We are quite too line and new; 
But perhaps you yourself will find 

that now
She will scarcely care for you."

The old doll shook her head and 
smiled;

She smiled, although she knew 
Her plaster nose was almost gone. 

And her cheeks were faded, too.

And now it was day; in came the 
child,

And there, all gay and bright,
Sat three nëV dolls in little chairs - 

It was a lovely sight.

She praised their curls, and noticed, 
too,

How finely they were dressed ;
Rut the old doll all the while she held 

Clasped close against her breast.
—St. Nihco’.as.

«UK

asked James. “I am coming t 
that. If you want a real happ 
Christmas give up your stocking t 
Cousin Cecil.” The boys were silen 
They loved Cousin Cecil, and pitie 
him because he was too poor to dres 
well, and have boxing-gloves and 
rocking-horse; but why should the; 
give up their delightful Christma 
stocking to him? At last Jame 

! asked, “Must we give up our stock 
ling to Cousin Cecil?” “Certain!; 
not, unless you think it would maki 
Christmas happy.” “Then I won’ 
decided John, “for I should be ver; 
unhappy at Christmas without m; 
stocking.” James hesitated a min 
ute. At last he said, “I will give uj 
my stocking to Cousin Cecil; I dare 
say it will make me happy, but oh 
mother, T am so fond of it!—it is sc 
nice to feel what is inside, and not 
know what it can be until you take 
:t out!” “Thank you James,” said 
mother as she kissed him: I am sure

TWO CHRISTMAS STOCKINGS. The SeBSOIl fOT
Croup and Colds"Well, children,” said mother, “1 

have asked Cousin Cecil to spend 
Christmas week with us.” “How 
splendid!” exclaimed both boys at 
once, for they liked Cousin Cecil be
cause he was so willing to do what
ever they wished, and never lost his 
temper when at play. John and 
James were the sons of rich parents, 
and lived in a beautiful house ; Cousin 
Cecil’s parents were very poor, and 
he lived in one of the back streets of 
the town. In fact he often wore the 
old clothes of his cousins, which fit
ted him very well when John and 
James had grown out of them. “And 
where will Cousin Cecil sleep?" ask
ed John. “I shall put him in your 
room, in the little bed which no one 
uses now.” And will he have a stock
ing like us for Santa Claus to fill?” 
inquired James. “Yes,” said mother, 
“on one condition.” What is that?” 
asked the boys, full of curiosity. 
Their mother hesitated for a mo
ment, then she said, “Do you want 
to have a real happy Christmas?” 
Don’t we!” cried John; plenty to 

eat, plenty of presents, and plenty of 
fun!” and he clapped his hands at the 
thought of what was in store. “But 
what about Cousin Cecil’s stocking?”

With the return of wintry weatht 
there comes again mother’s anxiet 
for the health of her little ones. We 
feet and chilled bodies and the 
croup or severe colds and what is t 
be done to prevent serious trouble

Because it is pleasant to the taste 
composed of simple ingredients o 
proven value, and positively fre 
from anything of an injurious na 
ture, Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseei 
and Turpentine is especially suitabl 
qs a treatment for children and it 
popularity is due to its wonderfu 
success in the prevention and cure o 
croup, chest colds and bronchitis.

In the hour of emergency you cai 
depend on Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Lin 
seed and Turpentine to loosen thi 
crugh, aid expectoration, allay in 
flammation and bring speedy relie 
and cure.

This well-known preparation ii 
not a mere cough mixture, but i 
medicine having thorough and far 
reaching action on the whole systen 
and hence its remarkable success. 31 
cents a bottle, family size 6o cents 
at all dealers or Edmanson, Bates 8 
Co., Toronto.
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able and effective preparation. ili.s noise about?" said a voice, and
Send your name and address to-day mother stood before them in her 

for a free trial package and see for dressing gown. “Oh, mother, I’m so 
yourself. happy! I’m so happy!" cried James,

F. A. Stuart Co., 57 Stuart Bldg, as he hugged her. "At first 1 was

COSTS NOTHING TO TRY.

The mention of sulphur will recall 
to many of us the early days when 
our mothers and grandmothers gave 
us our daily dose of sulphur and mo
lasses every spring and fall.

It was the universal spring and fall 
"blood purifier,” tonic and cure-all, 
and, mind you, this old-fashioned 
remedy was not without merit.

The idea was good, but the remedy 
was crude and unpalatable, and a 
large quantity had to be taken to get 
any effect.

Nowadays we get all the beneficial 
effects of sulphur in a palatable, -on- 
centrated form, so that a single gram 
is far more effective than a table
spoonful of the crude sulphur.

In recent years research and exper 
ment have proven that the best sul
phur for medicinal use is that obtained 
from Calcium (Calcium Sulphide) and 
sold in drug stores under the nan.. 
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers. They are 
small chocolate coated pellets and 
contain the active medicinal principle 
of sulphur in a highly concentrated, 
effective form.

Few people are aware of the value 
of this form of sulphur in restoring 
and maintaining bodily vigour and 
health; sulphur acts directly on the 
liver and excretory organs and puri
fies and enriches the blood by the 
prompt elimination of waste material 

Our grandmothers knew this when 
they dosed us with sulphur and mo
lasses every spring and fall, but the 
crudity and impurity of ordinary flow 
ers of sulphur were often worse than 
the disease, and cannot compare with 
the modern concentrated preparations 
of sulphur, of which Stuart’s Calcium 
Wafers is undoubtedly the best and 
most widely used.

They are the natural antidote for 
liver and kidney troubles and cure 
constipation and purify the blood in 
way that often surprises patient and 
physician alike.

Dr. R. M. Wilkins, while experi 
menting with sulphur remedies, soon 
found that the sulphur from Calcum 
was superior-to any other form. He 
says: “For liver, kidney and blooi 
troubles, especially when resulting 
from constipation or malaria, I have 
been surprised at the results obtained 
from Stuart’s Calcium Wafers. In 
patients suffering from boils and 
pimples and even deep-seated car
buncles, I have repeatedly seen them 
dry up and disappear in four or five 
days, leaving the skin clear and 
smooth. Although Stuart’s Calcium 
Wafers is a proprietary article and 
sold by druggists and for that reason 
tabooed by many physicians, yet I 
know of nothing so safe and reliabli 
for constipation, liver and kidney 
troubles and especially in all forms of 
skin diseases as this remedy.

At any rate people who are tired ■_'f 
pills, cathartics and so-called blood 
“purifiers” will find in Stuart’s Cal
cium Wafers, a far safer, more palal-

Marshall, Mich.

you will be quite happy in spite of 
he stocking.’’ “We shall see,” add

ed John in the tone of one who 
knows a great deal. “Yes, we shall 
see,” said James, and looked smiling- 

at his mother. It was half past 
six on Christmas morning. “Are you 
awake?” asked John in an excited 
tone “I am,” said James from the 
other side of the bed. “And so am 1,” 
aid Cousin Cecil from his corner of 

the room. “Now for my stocking!” 
xclaimed John as he turned up tne 

gas and rushed quickly back into the 
warm bed. “Don t you touch yours, 
Cecil, till I have emptied mine; it 
makes more fun.” Cecil sat up in 
his bed and looked across at the en 
ormous stocking crammed with 
knobs which John was taking off the 
bed-post; James sat up by his broth
er, and could not help heaving a lit 
tie sigh. “Now, then, you fellows, 
guess,” cried John, holding up 
round parcel. All three guessed 
orange, and they were right. The 
next was an apple, the next a packet 
of chocolate cigarettes. Then came 
a little box which John guessed as 
lead pencils, but which turned out to 
be full of sweets. “I am sick of 
sweets,” growled John; it ought to 
have been pencils.” This seemed to 
upset him, and all the other things 
turned Out disappointing. "1 did 
think this was a knife with a cork 
screw,” he exclaimed in disgust when 
a small mouth organ was uncovered; 
“I am not a baby now.” But the 
worst of all was when the last par
cel, which lay in the toe of the stock 

All three boys

THE
LEADING

quite sorry 1 had given up my stock
ing, but Cecil does enjoy the things 
so, that it makes me froget that I 
have none.” “And what about my 
John!” inquired mother, as she kissed 
her firstborn. "Don’t ask me, moth
er,” he sighed. "I do wish 1 had giv
en up my stocking, too; somehow 
nothing has pleased me this Christ
mas Day.” “It is not too late to be 
happy,” said his mother; give half 
your things to James, and then you 
will all three enjoy your Christmas.” 
"Here, Cecil, old boy,” cried John, 
just lend me your new knife.” And 
their mother left John cutting his 
apple and orange and cakes in two, 
and dividing eagerly his chocolate 
cigarettes.— Rev. Edwin J. Sturdee.

* * It

ELSIE’S CHRISTMAS FRIGHT.

“This little Elsie girl wants a muff,’ 
said Santa Claus, looking up at the 
little Christmas tree and down at his 
brimful pack. “Let me see! here’s a 
gray one and a brown one; a spec
kled one—and—ah! here’s the muff 
for Elsie!” and the good old Santa 
pulled out a soft white puff with a 
pink silk lining and little pink silk 
tassels. But while Santa Claus had 
been fastening the muff to a branch 
of the tree, little Miss Mousie had 
been watching from a hole in the 
closet floor. "I wonder what that 
is,” thought she, and away she went 
to see as soon as ever Santa Claus 
was out of sight. “How soft and 
warm!” said she, as she rubbed her 
nose against the soft fur. “And that 
pink silk! I like that, too! It is like
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ing, was discussed................. ....... - , . , .. ,,
guessed a box of paints, but it turned the toe* and "oses of the baby mice

out to be a story-book. John felt 
ready to cry. “Well, I’m sure I never 
was so disgusted before; I did so 
reckon on a knife and a box of paints, 
and now I suppose 1 must wait till 
my birthday.” It was hard for James 
to keep down a lump in 
when John had commenced to empty 
his stocking, but he soon got inter 
ested in guessing the contents, and 
now he looked eagerly at Cecil’s bed. 
Poor Cecil ! His hand shook as he 
took out the first parcel; it seemed 
so strange that this mass of things 
should be for him. . “I can’t guess, 
he said; “will you guess for me, 
James?” “Orange,” cried James, and 
he was right. “Apple,” he exclaimed 
at the next, and a deep red and gold 
American Pippin rolled upon the bed. 
“Chocolate,” was his third guess, and 
again he was right. But after that 
neither he nor John could get any 
where near the mark. A supposed 
picture-book turned out to be a box 
of paints. “Oh, how delightful!” ex 
claimed Cecil. “I asked mother for 
some the other day, but she said they 
cost too much.” John felt inclined 
to cry with vexation, but Cecil’s joy 
made him forget his own wants. 
Sweets, cakes, a box of pencils, a 
bag of the very best marbles, a copy 
of Andersen’s Fairy Tales, a Prayer 
Book with red leaves, and, at the toe, 
a knife with two blades, a corkscrew, 
and other little extras, which made 
Cecil forget the time of year and 
dance on the cold floor. “What’s all

1 wonder why it wouldn’t make 
nice warm bed; I’m very sleepy, too 
just now, 1 think I’ll take a nap 
Mousie never knew how long she 
slept; but the next thing she knew a 
troop of children had burst into the 

his throat | room and somebody reached up and 
untied the muff. How mousie’s heart 
beat! She wished she were in the 
closet again. “Here, Elsie, this is for 
you,” said the kind voice; and in 
second two little chubby hands were 
thrust into the two ends of the muff

Heellhfel
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Sold in X lb., % lb. and 1 lb. Tins only. 
Absolutely Pure

"Que! que!” squeaked mousie. Oh 
Oh!” screamed Elsie. Then such 
confusion as followed! Everybody 
screamed and mousie ran as fast as 
ever she could around the room, out 
into the hall, up the stairs! Luckily 
the garret door was open and mousie 
never even stopped for breath until 
she was safe beneath the eaves 
“Where did that mouse go?” Elsie 
used to wonder. “What made the 
people scream?” the mouse used to 
wonder; for it was a long time be
fore either Elsie or mousie forgot 
the fright they had given each other 
the night of the Christmas tree.

Tears are the showers that fertilize 
the world.—Jean Ingelow.
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Tenders for Mining lands
In pursuance of an Order-in-Council, dated aand 

November, 1906. tenders will be received by the 
undersigned at the Department of Lands, ForeaU 
and Mines, Toronto, up to the hour of 1 o’clock in 
he afternoon of Thursday, the aoth day of December, 
906, for the purchase of those portions of the beds 
>f Cobalt Lake and Kerr Lake, situated in the Town- 
ship of Coleman, in the District of Nipissing, now 
the property of the Crown, together with the mines, 
minerals and mining rights therein and thereunder, 
the same being described a* follows

PAR SSL No. L
Land covered by water of Cobalt Lake.

—Being composed of the land covered by water of all 
that portion of Cobalt Lake situate in the Township of 
Coleman, in the District of Nipiesing, lying south 
and east of the south-easterly limit of the right-of- 
way of the Temtskaming and Northern Ontario 
Railway and Cobalt Station grounds, together with 
the islets in the said portion of the said lake, except
ing thereout and therefrom that portion of Cobalt 
Lake designated as mining location J. B., containing 
four acres, granted by letters patent dated 31st July, 
1905, to James H. McKinley, Ernest J. Darragh, 
Robert Gorman and William Anderson, said portion 
of lake hereby offered for sale containing by ad
measurement forty-six acres more or less.

PARCEL No. B.
Land Covered by Water of Kerr Lake.

-Being composed of the land covered by the water 
of Kerr Lake, in the Township of Coleman, in the 
District of Nipissing, excepting thereout and there
from those portions surveyed and designated as 
mining locations J. B. 9, J. B. 10 and J. B. 11. con. 
taining by admeasurement two acres, four acres and 
twelve actes respectively, the two former locations— 
J. B. 9 and J. B. 10—having been granted by letters 
patent dated 22nd June, 1905, to the Canada Iron 
Furnace Company, Limited ; and J. B. si having 
been granted by letters patent dated 20th June, 1905, 
lo Jacob A. Jacobs ; said portion of lake hereby 
offered for sale containing by admeasurement twenty- 
three acres, more or less.

Parcel No. 1 carries with it the right to the mines 
and minerals in the adjacent one half of the road 
allowance on the east shore of Cobalt Lake, and lying 
between the mining locations R. L. 401 and R. L. 
404 and the water's edge, provided the veins or 
deposits extend from the bed of the lake into or 
under the said road allowance. See 4 Edward VII., 
chapter 22, section 30.

The boundaries of both parcels will be surveyed 
and delimited on the ground before the day of sale.

Tenders are to be for each parcel separately, and 
are to name a lump sum for each parcel without 
royalty, payable in full within fifteen days of accept
ance of leader.

A marked cheque for 10 per cent, of the price 
offered must accompany each tender, to be forfeited 
upon non-payment of the balance of the purchase 
money within the prescribed time.

Tenders to be enclosed in sealed envelopes, marked 
on the outside in plain letters, '* Tender for Cobalt 
Lake" or “Tender for Kerr Lake,” as the case may 
be, and to be addressed to the Minister of Lands, 
Forests And Mines, Toronto, Ont.

The highest or any tender not necessarily accepted. 
F. COCHRANE,

Minister of Lands, Forests and Mines.
Toronto, Ont., «2nd November, 1906.
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Abbeys
Effer- CoU 
vescent >3011
, is a regular family doctor. 

When the stomach gets 
upset—bowels irregular— 
appetite fickle — sleep 
broken — headaches fre
quent—ABBEY’S SALT 
is the prescription that
cures- _______

At Druggists. 25c. and 60c. a bottle.

RAND TRUNK system

CHRISTMAS
AND

NEW YEAR 
HOLIDAY RATES.

TERRITORY. — Between all stations in 
Canada ; also to Detroit and Port Huron. Mich. 
Buffalo. Black Rock. Niagara Falls and Sus
pension Bridge. N.Y.

AT SINGLE FARE. —Good going Dec. 24th 
and 25th. returning until 26th ; also going Dec, 
31st and Jan. 1st, returning until Jan. 2nd. 1907,

AT FARE AND ON E-T HIR D. —Good going 
Dec. 21, 22. 23. 24 and 25; also Dec. 28. 29. 30 
and 31st, and Jan 1, 1907. returning until Jan. 
3rd 1907.

For tickets and full information call on

j. d. McDonald.
District Passenger Agent, Toronto

CANADIAN CHURCHMAN.
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>nce 1 loved a beautiful dolly ;
She had hair of golden hue, 
er checks were like a red, red rose, 
And her eyes were a heavenly blue, 

1er arms they» were long and slender, 
Her neck it was plump and fair, 

And I lost my heart to her sweet, 
sweet eyes,

And the curls of her golden hair.

She was dressed in a gown of satin, 
All trimmed with the richest lace; 

She had stockingsvof silk and sweet 
bronze boots,

And a smile on her lovely face.
But, alas ! one day a bad big boy, 

Came to our house to tea;
And that was the end of my dolly's 

life,
\nd of happiness for me.

even told in what city He would be 
born. The shepherds returned to 
their flocks, but all their work was 
different to them, for they were 
praising and glorifying God for what 
they had heard and seen. It is many 
long years since Jesus Christ was 
born in Bethlehem. Only a few. peo
ple knew about Him then, but to-day 
Christians all over the world keep 
His birthday on Christmas Day, and 
wish they might have stood with the 
shepherds beside the manger in the 
beautiful land of Palestine.

* * *

HOW TWAIN GOT RICH.

Free 
Catarrh 

_ Cure
Bad Breath, K'Hawking and Spit

ting Quickly Cured—Fill Out 
Free Coupon Below.

SYNOPSIS OF CANADIAN N0RTH-WES1
HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS.

ANY even numbered section of Dominion Lands 
in Manitoba. Saskatchewan and Alberta, ex

cepting 8 and 26. not reserved, may be homesteaded 
"by any person who is the sole bead of a family, or 
any male over 18 years of age, to the extent of one- 
quarter section of 160 acres, more or less.

Entry must be made personally at the local land 
office for the district in which the land is situate,

The homesteader is required to perform the con
ditions connected therewith under one of the follow
ing plans:

(1) At least six months' residence upon and culti
vation of the land in each year for three years.

(2) If the father (or mother, if the father is de 
ceased) of the homesteader resides upon a farm in 
the vicinity of the land entered for the requirements 
as to residence may be satisfied by such person re
siding with the father or mother.

(3) If the settler has his pérmanent residence up
on farming land owned by him in the vicinity of his 
homestead, the requirements as to residence may 
be satisfied by residence upon the said land.

Six months’ notice in writing should be given to 
the Commissioner of Dominion Lands at Ottawa 01 
intention to apply for patent.

W. W. CORY,
Deputy of the Minister of the Interior. 

N.B.—Unauthorized publication of this advertise 
ment will not be paid for.

For he pulled all the hair from her 
pretty head,

And he put out both her eyes,
\nd he hung her up to the chande

lier,
In spite of my tears and cries;

And her satin gown on the fire he 
threw,

With hullabaloo and noise!
And never, oh never, again will I play 

With such cruel and bad big boys.

And now. as I sit in the firelight glow 
And think of the days gone by,

My dolly comes in with a silent tread, 
And looks at me tenderly.

And she says, "Little maid, I love 
you still,

For the faithful heart and true 
That has kept a thought for your 

poor old doll,
Who has never forgotten you.”

* It It

THE BIRTHDAY OF OUR LORD.

Mark Twain says that in his earlier 
days he did not enjoy the exceptional 
prosperity which came later in his 
career. It is commonly the lot of 
genius to suffer neglect at first, and 
experience did not affect his abiding 
good nature. In a conversation with 
William Dean Howells on one occa
sion, the subject of literature vicis
situdes was broached by the humorist.

‘‘My difficulties taught me some 
thrift,” he observed. “But I never 
knew whether it was wiser to spend 
my last nickel for a cigar to smoke or 
for an apple to devour.”

“I am astounded,” observed Mr. 
Howells, “that a person of so little de
cision should meet with so much 
worldly success.”

Mark Twain nodded very gravely.
“Indecision about spending money,” 

he said, “is worthy of cultivation. 
When I couldn’t decide what to buy 
with my last nickel, I kept it, and so 
became rich.”

K H It

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

Meneely Bell Company, 
“»o“nT 'i7«5r^fv- 

,CHUR%n.^^HS0U<riSVHE^

In the beautiful land of Palestine 
the shepherds were watching their 
flocks one night many hundred years 
ago. They had watched them in this 
way many long nights and seen the 
stars come out one by one in the 
dark blue sky, but on this wonderful 
night an angel spoke to them—a 
glorious light shone around them, 
and they were afraid. Then the 
angel said, “Fear not; for behold I 
bring you good tidings of great joy, 
which shall be to all people. For 
unto you is born this day in the city 
of David, a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord.” Then they heard beau
tiful voices—the whole sky seemed 
full of voices praising God and say
ing, “Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, good will toward 
men.” At last the wonderful light 
faded away, the beautiful voices 
ceased, and the shepherds said to 
each other: “Let us now go even un
to Bethlehem and see this thing 
which is come to pass, which the 
Lord hath made known unto us.” So 
they came to Bethlehem in great 
haste and there they found the 
Christ-Child in the manger, and with 
him were Mary His mother, and 
Joseph. The shepherds worshipped 
and then they went out and told 
everyone that Jesus Christ was in
deed born into the world, even as 
God had promised. You know that 
God had promised many years before 
that Christ should come and had

Ye Angels, holy Angels,
With your great wings Hashing 

light, ____
Have ye left your Ticavenly places 

To abide on earth to-night ?
'Lu! we herald forth ilis coining 

To succour souls forlorn, 
Behold the World’s Redeemer, 

Man for love of man is Born 1’

Ye Shepherds, gentle Shepherds,
Pray tell us where you go 

Ere the wintry sun is dawning, 
While the ways arc white with 

snow?
‘To Mary and to Joseph

That we may kneel with them 
And adore the Infant Saviour 

Born this day at Bctlilehem !'

Ye Sages, kingly Sages,
Why have ye come afar 

O'er the desert and the mountain 
At the leading of a Star?

‘We are, bringing Myrrh and In
cense,

Gold to cast before His Throne, 
For the King of Earth and 

Heaven
Comes to-day to claim His 

Own!’

Ye People, Christian People,
Is the Church’s message told 

In the same most wondrous story 
That the Angels sang of old? 

‘Yea! the Lord of Life and Glory 
Still among us deigns to dwell : 

Lofct He greets us at His Altar, 
God with us—Emmanuel!’

Christian Burke.

“ My New Discovery Quickly Cures 
Catarrh.”—C. K. Gauss.

Catarrh is not only dangerous, but it causes 
bad breath, ulceration, death and decay of bones, 
loss of thinking and reasoning power, kills ambition 
and energy, often causes lor s of appetite, indigestion, 
dyspepsia, raw throat and reaches to general de
bility, idiocy and insanity. It needs^attention at 
once. Cure it with Gauss' Catarrh Cure. It is a 
quick, radical, permanent cure, because it rids the 
system of the poison germs that cause catarrh.

In order to prove to all who are suffering from 
this dangerous and loathsome disease that Gauss' 
Catarrh Cure will actually cure any case of Catarrh 
quickly, no matter how long standing or how bad, 
I will send a trial package by mail free of all cost. 
Send us your name and address to-day and the 
treatment will be sent you by return mail duty,free. 
Try it ! It will positively cure so that you will be 
welcomed instead of shunned by your friends. C. E. 
GAUSS, 7996 Main St., Marshall, Mich. Fill out 
coupon below.

FREE
This coupon is good for one trial package of 

Gauss’ Combined Catarrh Cure, mailed, free in 
plain package, duty free. Simply fill in your 
name and address on dotted lines below and 
mail to

C. E. GAUSS, 7996 Main St., 
Marshall, Mich.

OVER THE HILLS BY BETH
LEHEM.

Over the hills by Bethlehem,
The night had closed around,

And while the shepherds watched 
their docks,

They heard a wondrous sound;
A wondrous sound by angels made, 

Who, robed in white array,
Sang, “Peace on earth, to man good

will,”
On the first Christmas Day.

Not to the high and proudly born, 
Did God His message show,

The Gospel first with comfort came 
To humble men and low;

And as they gazed upon the Child, 
Their worship did not cease,

For there, they knew, was God with 
man .

Come down to earth with “Peace.
- —J. Barrett Browne.

It K K
To be contented with what we have 

is about the same as to own the
earth.
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DUNHAM LADIES' 00LLE6E,
Z DUNHAM, - QUE.
Montreal Diocesan Chureb School for Girl». 
For Calendar, apply to the Lady Principal.

EDGEHILL Church School 
for Girls,

’ WINDSOR. Nova Scotia
Incorporated 1891.

The Bishop of Nova Scotia, Chairman Board of 
Trustees. The Bishop of Fredericton, member 
of Board of Trustees, ex-officio.

Lady Principal, Miss Gena Smith (late Lady Prin
cipal of King's Hall, Compton. P. Q.), formerly 
Headmistress of St. Stephen's High School, Windsor, 
England, assisted by .Eleven Resident Experienced 
Governesses from England (five of whom are special
ists in the Music and Art Departments). House
keeper, Matron and Nurse.

Extensive buildings, with capacity for 100 Resi
dences; Heated by Hot Water, Lighted by Electricity, 
Grounds covering eight acres,,with Lawns for Tennis, 
Croquet, Basket Ball, Hockey, eic. School Dairy and 
Laundry. *5T Preparation for the Universities.

For Calendar apply to DR. HIND.

HIGHER EDUCATION FOR GIRLS

The Bishop Strachan School
Fortieth Year.

PRESIDENT the Lord Bishop of Toronto. 
Wykeham Hall, College Street, Toronto.

Full Matriculation course also 
Elementary work.

Reopens for resident pupils September nth ; 
for day pupils September talh 10 A. M.

For Calendar apply to 
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal.

Ridley College, St. Catharines, Ont,
RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS:

Lower school for boys under fourteen ; completely 
separate and limited in number.

Upper schools prepares boys for the universities, 
professions and for business. . Most careful over
sight. Health conditions unequalled.

REV. J. O. MILLER, M A., D.Ç.L.,
Principal.

mr* h

MEMORIAL
Specialty WINDOWS
The N.T. LYON GLASS CO. Ltd.

141 143 Church St.. TORONTO.

Harrlugtou's 
Tubular 

CHIMB BELLS
Lighter in Weight, 
Sweeter in Tone, 
Cheaper in Prie» 
than the ordinary 
bell.

Coventry, England

Castle & Son
▲gents

2446 St. Catherine 
Street

Montreal

GROWN ART
Stained Glass Go., Limited

Memorial Windows
and Art Stained Glass

For Churches. Public Buildings, and Dwellings. 
GLASS TILING A SPECIALTY.

96-98 Adelaide St. E., Toronto
Phone--------------------------------------- Mnin 6006

IT ÇÜMgetaas.V
54 Ritmyi» Sf.fc TSMWi'

'"ajfeil. r - -»k_Peeress

OfV.HISH STA1 Iff ft (KflSS
nr*- co. ,-jMi.f.ie

In answering any advertisement it 
is desirable you should mention 
The Canadian Churchman.

(Bien /Ibawr
661 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

A Residential end Day School 
for Girls

Thorough in all its departments. Gives 
careful individual attention, and good 
physical, mental, and moral training.

Offers great advantages in Music, Art, 
and Languages, Native French and 
German teachers.

Large staff ot experienced residential 
and visiting Professors and Teachers.

Pupils are prepared for the Umversities, 
and for the Music and Singing Examina
tions of Toronto University, the Toronto 
Conservatory of Music, and the Toronto 
College of Music,

For Prospectus and full information 
apply to

MISS VEALS, Lady Principal

Schools of The Sisters of The Church
106 Beverley Street, Toronto, Ont , 
a. id 330 Kent Street, Ottawa, Ont. 

BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS 
Visitor: The Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Terms Moderate. Vacancies for Boarders.

School re-opens Tuesday, September nth, 1906. 
Address—Sister in Charge.

CHURCH DAY SCHOOL
Major Street, Toronto

SISTERS S. JOHN THE DIVINE
KINDERGARTEN and 

ELEMENTARY .-. DEPARTMENT

Bishop
Bethune

College,
OSH AWA, Ontario

Visitor, the Lord Bishop 
of Toronto,

Preparation for the 
University.

Young Children also 
Received.

For terms and particulars 
apply to the SISTER IN 

CHARGE, or to
The Sisters of St. John 

the Divine
Major St., Toronto

ST. AGNES' SCHOOL, e^ftHRSbu,»
Patron-The Lord Bishop of Ontario.

Thorough Courses in English, Languages, Music, Art and Physical Culture.
Pupils prepared for the Universities. Conservatory of Music Examinations held at the School. 
Beautiful and extensive grounds, large and handsome building thoroughly equipped with every 

modern convenience and improvement, including gymnasium and swimming tank.
For Prospectus and further information apply to MISS F. B. CARROLL, Lady Principal.

HAVERGAL COLLEGE
TORONTO.

Principal — Miss Knox
First-class Honors —U ni verst t y of Oxford, Cambridge , 

University Diploma in Teaching.
Assisted by three heads of departments 
House—Miss Edgar, B A., University of Toronto. 
Junior House and School—Miss Wood, B A., Lon

don, England.
Day School—Miss Jones, LL.A., St. Andrews.

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at the Uni
versity of Toronto, for the Havergal Diploma and 
for the examinations in music of the Conservatory 
and the Toronto College of music, and in Art of 
“The Royal Drawing Society,” London, England.

The College offers exceptional conversational ad
vantages in French, under a resident French Mistress, 
assisted by six resident specialists in modern lan
guages.

Particular attention is given to physical training 
by two graduates of the Boston Normal School of 
Physical Culture, who reside in the College, and give 
individual care to the pupils. Instruction in swim
ming will be given in the new swimming bath.

Large grounds adjoin the College, and afford 
ample space for tennis, basket ball, cricket, etc., in 
Summer, and for hockey upon a full-sized rink in 
Winter.

A new Junior School is now being erected. The 
Curriculum includes, among other subjects, elemen
tary courses in Cookery, Wood Carving and Basket 
Weaving.

A Domestic Science School, with six Departments, 
is now being fitted up.

Copies of the Calendar, containing full in
formation as to entrance, fees, etc., may be obtained 
on application to the Bursar.

ST. ALBAN’S CATHEDRAL SCHOOL
Howland Avenue, Toronto.
For BOARDERS and DAY Boys.

Boys Prepared for Honour Matriculation. 
For Prospectus apply to

M. E. MATTHEWS,
Principal.

Trinity College School
PORT HOPE, Ont.

Residential Church 
School for Bovs.

N»xt T.rm begins January loth.

For Calendar and all particulars apply U
Rei OSWALD RIB8Y. M.A.. LL.O., Heidmutei

WESTBOURNE TL
340 Blior Strut !.. TORONTO, Can

Re-opens September 10th, 1906.

A Residential and Day School, well appointed, well 
managed and convenient. Specialists in each de
partment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory 
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; 
F. McGillivray Knowles, R C.A., Art Director. For 
announcement and information,address the principals.

MISS M. CURLETTE. B A.

ÎTONESg?
SWÎLLIS
Church Furniture Manufacturers

Metal, Wood, Stone 
and Textile Fabric».
8TAINKD GLASS ARTISTS.

43 Great Russell Street, LONDON, ENG. 
Opposite British Museum.

Also at Birmingham and Liverpool.

The Toronto General 
Trusts Corporation

ACTS AS
EXECUTOR,

ADMINISTRATOR
OR

TRUSTEE
The officers of the Corporation 

will be pleased to consult at any 
time with those who contemplate 
availing themselves of the services 
of a Trust Company. All communi
cations will be treated as strictly 
confidential.

Wills appointing the Corporation 
Executor are received for safe 
custody free of charge.

J. W. LANGMUIR,
Managing Director 

Toronto Ot Winnipeg

EAGLE and RAIL LECTERNS,
Altar Rails, Creases, Vaasa, Deals», etc.. Candle
stick», Vesper Lights. Memorial Brasses, Chan
deliers, and Gas Fixtures, Communion Service*, 
made or refinished. Electrical Contractors.

CHADWICK BROS.
Show Room,'.198 Bast King St., Hamilton. 

Factory, Oak Are., near Barton St 
Send for Catalogue

8rc\Vor^
mefOORIAL • 

•v Brasses.
ZtM/A.S \ VS/ >

Pritchard Andrews
C<2 of Ottawa limited

133 Sparks S' OTTAWA. 1

CHURCH BRASS WORK of every description 
made to order on shortest notice. Designs famishedlice. Designs

guaranteed.

KEITH * FITZSIMOlfl, LIMITED 
sis King Street West. Toronto.
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COFFEE-PAIL EZRA.

"No, 1 can't go," and Ezra looked 
reproachfully at a pail of hot coffee, 
winch lie had set down close by, un
der the shadow of the big ore bin.

"Oh, bother!" said Jack Evars. 
"Your uncle doesn't need that stuff, 
lie's well now—been well this two 
weeks."

"I know, but Grandma Hillis 
thinks he needs it. ’

"Well, he don't. Half the time he 
doesn't touch it.”

"And sometimes he scolds you if 
you get in the road of his pick,” put 
in Herbert James.

"Yes,” and Ezra stroked the long 
ears of Nancy, the burro, med.tative 
ly. But then, you see, he might 
want it to-day, and it wouldn’t be 
there. And, besides, grandma de
pends on me to take it down."

Still he looked at the coffee-pail 
with no friendly eye. If he had had 
a mother or even a Sunday School 
teacher, he would have learned long 
before that duty is duty, and must 
be done, however hard it seems; but 
he had no one except a feeble o.d 
grandmother and a big, busy uncle, 
who worked so hard all day in tne 
mine that he invariably fell asleep at 
the supper table. So it is no wonder 
that, when Jack and Herbert propos
ed an expedition out in the sage
brush after cotton-tails, Ezra looked 
at his coffee-pail in deep disgust.

“No, I can’t go,” said Ezra, tak.ng 
up his pail and turning toward the 
engine house.

"It’s all nonsense, I tell you,” said 
Jack. "Grandma’ll never know if you 
don’t tell her and your uncle doesn t 
want it.”

"1 know,” answered Ezera, reso
lutely, “but it is my business. Grand
ma depends on me.”

And then he began climbing the 
hill as fast as he could go, which, al
though he did spill some of the 
coffee, was the very best thing he 
could do, for he was the soo.ter out 
of temptation’s way.

At the top of the shaft he climbed 
into the car, nodded to the engin.er 
and slid down into the dark, cl.ise 
mine. The engineer knew his er
rand; but he had to scramble out as 
fast as he could to let the car go on 
to the seventh, from which ore was 

i being hoisted. At the fifth level, 
P that day, the air seemed unusual y 

close.
“I s’pose it’s because' I wanted to 

go after cotton-tails so much that it 
seems uncommonly hot and nasty 
down here to-day,” thought Ezra.

He lighted his candle and plodded 
his way along the low-Walled drift. 
He had walked some little distance, 
trying to keep up his spirits with 
whistling, when he suddenly halted. 
His breath was coming quick and 
short" and he began to realize that 
he was breathing smoke. Where 
did it come from? Lifting his candle, 
he peered about carefully. He could 
see no sign of fire, but the drift was 
gray with smoke—a heavy, curling 
mass that was coming toward him 
in sullen silence.

His first thought was to run for 
the shaft. But no, where were 
Uncle Tom and the other men? If 
the fire was in one of the cross cuts 
the smoke would seek the open 
shaft, as it would a chimney, and the

A Song Without Words.

' vîy
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men would have no warning until 
the whole drift was abiaze and it 
would be too late. He must find 
where it was and he must reach 
them if they did nut already know, 
lie hurried on, but lus light grew 
dim in the smoke and his feet stum
bled over the uneven tloor. Ills 
breath was growing painful and Ins 
eyes smarted unbearably. He must 
lind the men. He stumbled on, grop
ing, with Ins eyes shut, every step a 
stab of pam and his mind ho ding 
but one thought—to reach the others 
before it was too late. Once he led 
headlong; but it was a fortunate fad 
for the lid of his coffee-pail Hew off 
and half the contents were dashed 
ill his face. Quickly righting tne 
pail, he dipped his handkerchief in 
the remaining coffee, one of the big 
red cotton handkerchiefs of the min
ing camps—and tied it over Ins head 
and face. He could have cried from 
the feeling of rebel that it gave and 
the way grew easier until the heat 
dried the handkerchief and lorced 
him to take it off. Then he groped 
and stumbled and fell and picked 
himself up and ran 011 and fed again 
and then on once more.

His strength was giving out and 
the curling, lead-colored mass wrap
ped about him closer and thicker. It 
was the battle of a child against a 
relentless, unreasoning foe, and it 
was'bravely fought. His foot caught 
beneath a loose board and he fell at 
full length. Vaguely he felt that the 
struggle was over and he was glad 
he had done his best... He gave a lit
tle gasp:—and then sat up and looked 
around him in surprise. The air was 
clearer and he could breathe. There 
was smoke certainly, but still lie 
could see and breathe. His fall had 
carried him just past the mouth of 
a deep cross-cut, front which the 
smoke was pouring in thick, leaden 
masses toward the shaft. He could 
hear the dull crackling of the burn
ing timbers and he knew that the 
time was short. He stood up and 
tried to run, but his mind was in a 
whirl and his legs tottered beneath 
him. Still he would not give up. 
The worst was past; and, as his head 
grew clearer in the better air, his 
strength began to come back also.

In less than five minutes the men 
in the upraise were standing about 
him and he was telling them, as 
quickly as he could, of their danger 
and of their one chance of escape.

"We must make a uasli lo. 
said loin Hillis, who was aiua>3 tne 
leader. The men nodded, uinvv
down their picks and shovels and 
marched grimly out into the drift to 
meet the foe. flow Ezra got through 
the second time he never Knew, tie 
remembered being dragged along by 
hard, kind hands and, at the last, be
ing lifted on a pair ot strong shou.- 
ders and carried "pick-a-back like a 
baby; but when he opened his eyes, 
he was in the hoisting-room and the 
superintendent of the mine was 
there, too, looking very grave ana 
anxious.

"Will he live?” he was asking ol 
the doctor, who was stirring some
thing in a glass.

“Oh, yes. He’ll not die yet. lie's 
a plucky little chap. He will be a 1 
right 111 a little while.”

“It is strange how these >jjftung= 
happen,” the superintendent Wtnt 011.

It is certainly strange. If this boy 
had not been going about his plain, 
every-day business this morning 
those men would have been smoth
ered, and the whole mine would have 
been in such a blaze that we couldn’t 
have stopped it.”

When Jack and Herbert came 
home that night with four cotton
tails, they were very much surprised 
to find that “Coffee-pail Ezra” had 
become a hero in the camp, a ltd was 
to be taken into the superintendent’s 
family to go to school with his own 
boys.

"It's mighty queer how lucky 
some folks are!” said Jack.

“’Taint so queer,” answered ' Her
bert, “when you consider how-plucky 
some folks are.”

“Humph! 1 guess anybody would 
have warned those men!”

“Maybe they would and then may
be they wouldn't. But what 1 am 
thinking js tjiat there isn’t more than 
one boy in the camp that would have 
been down there with the coffee-pail 
when the other boys were going out 
hunting. That’s where the pluck 
comes in, I’m thinking.”

H >1 <t

The Canadian Churchman is un
doubtedly a first-class advertising 
medium. It circulates extensively in 
the homes of the clergy and laity. 
Our advertisers assure us that it is 
an excellent paper to advertise in as 
it brings most satisfactory results.

THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.

Across the waste of sand they go 
Three travellers from lands afar; 

They toil along with footsteps slow, 
And watch the heavens for the star’

The night is dark the way is long, 
And they have precious treasure 

rare;
Not knowing whither, right or wrong, 

They search the heaven in despair.

"Now rest us here this night,” said 
one;

But his companions would not 
stay,—

"For if we halt we are undone,
We must press on without delay!"

But look—oh rapture! shining clear 
And radiant, they see on high 

A welcome sight which calms their 
fear—

A bright star moving in the sky!

With hope renewed, and fear at rest, 
They follow into Bethlehem;

And find the Child on Mary’s 
breast—

The King without a diadem.

When in the desert of this life,
With fainting hearts we toil and 

grope,
Through all its darkness, care and 

strife,
Look for the Christian’s Star of 

Hope.

Though we may wander far and 
wide,

Through darkest night, the thought 
is sweet;

The blessed Star of Hope will guide 
The lost one to Babe Jesus' feet.

—Henry Coyle.

It * It

NOT TO BE BAFFLED BY A 
DOOR.

Years ago, when I was quite a 
child, we had a large white cat of no 
particular breed—just cat—that was 
the most intelligent animal I ever 
saw. The most interesting trick in 
which I have seen this intelligence 
displayed was the way she would 
manage to open a door.

The particular door led from the 
porch into the kitchen, and was fur
nished with jt simple old-fashioned 
latch. We never knew how the cat 
learned to do it, but many times I 
have seen her come, survey the door 
up and down a moment, then stand 
on her hind legs, put her left Paw 
through the handle to hold herself 
up, and then with the right one Pat 
the latch up and down until the door 
would open. Then Mrs. Pussy, with 
a satisfied -wave of her l°nK 
would walk through; and it is 
needless to say that she never stop
ped to close the door after her. I 
am sorry that I was wicked enough 
sometimes to shut the door just to 
see her open jt again.

Ill
Prize inward exercises, griefs, and 

troubles; and let faith and patience 
have their perfect work in them.



Kay s Christmas Gift Suggestions Kay s

POTTERY, BRIC-A-BRAC and FANCY FURNITURE
EVER in the long history of this business have we gathered together so fine a 

collection of quaint and beautiful things in Pottery, Bric-a-Brac and Fancy 
Furniture as this year. Included are a host of different shapes, sizes and 
designs in

Vases
Bowls
Jardinieres

Bon-bon Dishes 
Pin Trays 
Jewel Cases

Candlesticks 
Lily Tubes 
Fern Holders

Patch Boxes 
Photo Frames 
Rose Bowls

in such various makes as Lowestoft, Dresden and Sevres China, Favril Glass, Inlaid 
Crystal, Florian Ware, and Dutch, Belgian and German Pottery. In Brass and Pewter, 
too, there is a variety of handsome and useful articles, such as

Plaques 
Wood Boxes

Candlesticks 
Jewel Boxes

Steins
Fruit Dishes

Coal Hods 
Flower Bowls

Then there is a multitude of decorative pieces of furniture, such as

Fancy Cabinets 
Centre Tables 

< Pedestals

Gilded Chairs 
Carved Chinese Seats 
Carved Chests

Fancy Tables 
Palm Stands 
Reception Chairs

Five o’clock Tables 
Cake Stands 
Work Tables

Music Cabinets 
Rush Chairs 
Secretaries

IUI All ORHFRC; Out-of-town residents unable to make a personal call, may safely order by mail.
™1 ”1 L Unutrio description of what you would like, and we will make careful selection.

Write us with some

JOHN KAY, SON & CO., Limited KING3STREET WEST TORONTO

Samples and Prices on Applicatw

THE PAPER USED IN 

THIS EDITION IS
y

Aluminum
CO A TED 
BOOK

MADE HY

BUNTIN, REID & CO.,

Toronto, Ontario

F O U N D K !> A. I). 17 1 0

SUN FIRE
Insurance Office
TRANSACTS F IRK BUSINESS ONLY AND IS THE 
OLDEST INSURANCE O F F I C K IN THE W O R I. I)

SURPLUS
Over Capital and all Liabilities exceeds

$ 7, 0 0 0, 0 0 0
Agents wanted in all unrepresented districts

HHAD OFFICE :

THREADNEEDLE ST.
LONDON, - - ENGLAND

CANADIAN BRANCH :

15 WELLINGTON ST. E.
TORONTO, - - ONTARIO
H. M. Blackburn, J. A. Stkwart,

Manager. In«|»ett<»r

TORONTO AGENTS
HIGINBOTHAM & LYON

Telephone Main 153ft and 4N8

IRISH & MAULSON
Telephone Main «966-fi7
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