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4 . ... PEACE UPON EARTH

7. - Yes, it’s a wonderful story, dears, =~ " - - The light that fell on the slhepherds then,  So will it be as the days.go by, -
. How.the Christ-child came to earth, ~ © - The star that guided the seers, .. . . . - For over.all the earth | e

- And we know no songs half sweet enough - Were only types of the blessed, beams” . - ‘The kingdom’ of love and ' peace shall
.2, ‘o celebrate His birth. ... | + :i . That have shone through allithe years, *: '~ - coma ‘&= . TR
= For ‘Hig'coming:meant sovery much- : * - ..-And everywhere that ‘they touched the - .. 'f‘ha.t ‘-,Vi,t'h_ q;lzr‘.L_c_).rd' hadbirth.
- - To d dark world lost'in sin; - i “hearts v . .. ey m Ok RApent e e
-, God"openedthe gates from the heavenly " ... .Of the erring’ soms of men ¢ o Yoo .y

ChTwerld, e i .0 - They softened :hatred and Banjshed strife::.. - T
“And His glory and love shone in, - - - i And brouglht them to God again.- - o
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A Mutual Admnratnon Socnety

Y K ——

L ONE OF THE RIGHT KIND.

(By Lea.nder 8. Keyser)

Three women were sxttmg in Mrs. I'-Iiltonnst_

. pa.rlor one afternoon. discussing church mat-
- ters. A £ru.1tfu1 sub:ect for discussion, some-

times pleasa.nt and sometimes otherwise. In -

‘the present instance it belonged to the ‘other--

_wise’ class; at least, that was pa.rtrally the
. case..
Mrs. _Hilton was the hostess, and her two

visitors were Mrs. Leyday, a member of the .

‘same church, and Mrs. Lee, who lived in
, another city.
- was saying when the story-writer, chanced
to overhear her remarhs from his magician’s
: eorner ‘of the room :

‘ Yes, the Franklin street church is a gIE'Lt
church.”  There was ‘a good deal of scorn in
- her tones.

" ¢Ha! hal’ laughed Mrs, Leyda.y, in a
patronizing way. ‘It's a peculiar-church;
indeed it is!’.

<In what respect i$ it peculiar ?’ inquired

Mrs. Lee.
‘Why, thé members spend a large part

of their time in saying -nice things about
one another Mrs. H11ton replied, with a curl
of her lips.
‘Ah! indeed ?’ :
‘Yes, they've formed a kind of “mutua.l
a.dmlratlon SOCIGtY," ’ scoffed Mrs. Leyday.
‘Well;, that may be a good  thing or a
bad thing, according to the motives of the

 effectual.
This is what Mrs. Hilton -

people who form it’ moralized .Mrs. Lee,

her ﬁne womanly face breaking into a smile.
"¢ 1f itig real admiration and love that move
,l them, there could be no ob]eotlon to such a
¢hurech or society.

comphments .the purpose is not a worthy-

~one. You see, everythmg depends upon the
intention.’ . :
By this time the other ladles were lookmg
rather sober.
¢ Well, one thing is sure,’ snapped Mrs
THilton; ‘we don’t have any “mutual ad-
miration society ” in.our church.” -
¢ No, indeed ! ’ echoed Mrs. Leyday.
‘By the way,’ sald Mrs. Lee, as if intro-
 ducing 2 new tkeme, ‘how do the members

'Of ‘course, if ‘the' object”

'
&

THE MEsSENGER,_pe\rgétg

) Both of the other ladxes grew silent. and -
thoughtful and Mrs. Lee wisely. refra.ined

from pressing the ‘moral too - far. p After

= ‘her ‘visitors had’ gone, Mrs. H11ton found
" the suggestion recurrmg again’ and again to-

her mind..

‘I do believe tha»t it would' be ‘a good

idea,” she said to herself. “‘In our church
the sp1r1t of criticism-and naggin prevalls
It destroys all our -peace and love, an
féres Wlt]l our activity. I Wonder how ‘it
would be if we'd cultiva.te the sp1rit ‘'of ap-
preciation a little more.’

" The lesson sank deep into her: heart, prov-.

ing that.a bow drawn at a venture may, be
During the afternoon she made
a firm resolve; which she proceeded to carry

out’ the, next day when she went calling.
‘Instead. of joining in caustic criticisms of
‘her fellow-members,.she made apology for

them, and fried to think of some eommend-
able trait in their character, and spoke of
that. One woman began to find fault with
the pres1dent of the mxssmna.ry society. .

‘She’s "as domineering as she can be’
averred the critic. “I can’t work with her
‘any longer.

‘ She may be a little headstrong, Mrs. Hil-
ton replied; ‘but’ then think how: faithful
she is to the,cause:- Always working, al-
ways pla.nnmg, alwa.ys giving. There isn’t
another woman who does so much for St
Paul’s as Mrs. Cushmg does.’ ‘

‘ Why, you, are qmte a champion, Mrs.
I-leton# But” tha.t’s true Mrs.' Cushing is a
very devo_t_ed wornan.. I don’t know what
St. Paul’s would do without her.’

¢ And if she is sometlm% a, little domi-"
neemng, her.plans are a.lways good, and she’

never fails to ca.rry them out successfullsr ’
“ I Yes; that’s true

“help -her more a.nd cntxcise her less. .
is ‘mere ﬂattery and the passing . of pretty -

.suasively.

of the Franklin street church get along with .

one another 72 Are they harmonious ?’
‘Oh, yes, replied Mrs. Hilton. ‘They

admire one ancther so much, you see that’s

the kind of a church it is. The people are

At the next house -Mrs. Hilton found ab"

woman Who was dlssatxsﬁed with her pas—
tor.

she complained ‘I don't, believe_he cares
for some of his pecple I don’t feel at home
in the.church any more.’

+ ¢ Oh, Mrs, ‘Bates, I hope you Won’t give
up to that feeling,’ said: Mrs, Hllton, per-

I know he is. ‘He has so much pastoral
work to do in such a large congregation.
Then think of the excellent sermons he
preaches. Such sérmons must reqmre a

, great deal of study.’

always and forever passing compiiments on -

one anotheér. Of course, that ma.lces them
" chummy and affectionate.’
e Lrlte kittens in a nest put in Mrs, Ley-

Cday.

"“And do they do much Christian work 2’

Mrs. Lee asket.
¢ Well, yes, o good deal, T should say. Thexr
church is building up, a.nd they’'re giving
a great deal to benevolent objects.
. deny that)
© And how about-your own congrega.tion ??
Mrs. Lec went on, having begun to catechize
her fnenus ‘You arc nmot a mutual ad-
miration soclety, you say.  Are your mem-
bers hmmomous ?? ’
¢ Well—ah—not exactly ' admitted. Mrs.
Hilton, reluctantly. ¢There’s a good deal
of wrangling among our members. Several

families are at sword’s points, and there’s
Qur-

" more rivalry than there ought to De.
minister, I'm afraid, has a hard time keep-
- ing the peace.t’ .
Mrs. ‘Lee ‘merely. smiled  and - suggestcrl
¢ Perhaps, then, you had better orgauue your
church into a mutual admiration society.

I can 't

" on that account.

‘But hasn’t he called on you oftener tha.n
once 'in six months ?’ : ‘

‘fie hasi’t been in my house for nine
months, but I wouldn't find fault with him
He’s a conscientious man,
our pastor is, and I know he'll do all the
pastoral work he can.find time to do.’

¢ 'Well, maybe that is ‘the best way to look
at it,’ the woman conceded. ~

¢ Yes, indeed,’ said Mrs. Hilton, in her
earnest way. - ‘ If we want to get along ‘har-

moniously in.our church we must look on’

the best side of everybody’s character. Good-
day, Mrs. Bates.)’

* Thank you for your call; it ha.., done me
grod, was Mrs. Bate’s parting word.

In another of her afternoon calls Mrs, Hil-
ton found a man who felt grumpy about
the official board of the church because, 2s
he charged, they were not doing their duty.
They failed to ‘conduct the matters of the
church on business principles, he said.

- * They may not be perfect,’ Mrs. Hilton ad-
mitted; ‘but all of them, I believe, dre godd,
honest and devoted men.’

‘Oh! they re good men enough said the

eritic; ¢ but ‘they’re too slow and unbusiness-
- like.”.

and-inter-

] Good- bye

< suppose.. wed better,.. 'my lite

“'Qur pastor is kept' very busy,-

L “What is it?” he asked.

‘T tell you what we'll do next year, sa.{d

Mrs Hilton, smilmgly,

shall’. ha.ve church ma.tters a.ttended to in [
Dbusinesslike way.’

‘‘Me? Oh—ah——a.hem 1
such an office, Mrs. Hilton. :
busy w1th ny own work
think of it .

‘Are not all. ‘the members 6f the present

I couldn’t accept_
I'm ‘kept too
No, T couldn’t

-board busy men- 2 questloned Mrs Hlltcn,‘

with - spa.rklmg eyes.. :
‘Weu—yes—I suppose they a.re’ o
‘Are they not. as much - pressed for t1me

.as you are, Mr., Bancroft 7’

: ‘Well—proba,bly they are.’ :
‘ Suppose, .then that we try to apprecrate
a.nd~ cheer their. efforts, and help them all
we can.. . That would be better than to find
fault, don’t you think so.- ~"Mr. Baucroft ?°’

‘I believe yow're right, Mrs. Hilton, "I
never looked at matters in that way. It's N
so-much easier to criticise than ~to perfmm.
Call again.’ -

Later in- the afternoon Mrs. Hilton met
Mrs. Leyday, who had also been: calling on
several of the members of the cnurch.

‘I've had a most dehghtful afternoon,”
broke out Mrs. Leyday, her face beaming:
with smiles.

‘Pleasanter than usual 7’ -asked Mrs, Hil-

.ton, whose own face was aglow.

. ‘Yes, indeed ! ~You would scarcely be-
lieve me if I should tell you what I've been
doing. Well, why don’t you ask ? T've been
trying ‘to form St. Paul’s. church into 2
‘mutual admiration society ! ”” Think of that
for a morbid old critlc hke me, Mrs, Hile
ton 1

Why, that’s Just wha.t ‘T've been domg .
myself a.nd I've had thé richest blessmg ot( .

‘Oh! I’m so glad for Wha.t I\”rs Lee said
yesterday. It was a deserved rebuke. We've

_ been destroying our church’s harmony and -
C .our own spiritual life by our caustic criti-
‘He hasn't ca.lled on me for six months, -

cisms. Isn’t it wonderful how much you
can find to admire in evelybody if you only
look for good traits 7’ -
© ‘If’s a fine art to do that, but it need not
be' a lost art in our church worlc, sa2id Mrs.
Hilton, -earnestly. - -

The two women contlnued their hopeful
efforts, and a few days ago the story-writer,
ensconced in his magician’s _eorner, Over-
heard the following dla.logue

‘How is St. Paul’s church prosperrng
now ?’ asked one.

‘Oh! St. Paul’s ?’ replied the other, with
a significant smile. *‘St. Paul’s is a genuine
mutual admiration society; Dbut she’s pros-
pering, no one can deny that. She secems
to have taken on a new lease of life.”—* Pres-
byterian Banner.’

Spurgeon’s Sermon In a Let-
ter-Box. . '

In the ‘Sword and Trowel’ Mr. T. G.
Owens remarks: ‘While distributing = Mr, -
Spurgeon’s sermons, illustrated tracts, and
cards, I dropped one of the sermons into a
house letter-bhox, when the door was. opened
by a gentleman, who carried a small tray,
on which stocod two tumblers of smoking
hot liquor, for two cab-men who stood by
with' their cabs. = “Good-morning, sir,” said -
. -“I was putting’
one of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons into your
letter-box, sir,” I replied, Taking the ser-
mon out of the box he read a féw lines, and
exclaimed, ‘“Who_ever saw a man putting

sermons in letter-boxes at six o'clock in the = -

morning ?”  “Oh, sir,” T rejoined, “the
dovil’s servants are busy at their evil work-
night and day, and Christ’s servants.should

be equally active.” A lady came to-the door,
to whom he handed the sermon, and repea.t-
ed my words as if impressed thh them, ~I
gave tho lady. one of the cards .entitled,

. “prust Jesus,” and proceeded with my- work

at the neighboring houses. - The result of
that oconversation was, ‘the intoxivating  li-
quor was taken back mto the house, and each -
of the cabmen - received one of the sermons’

from me.-—Christian Herald.’ T e

at the election we'll -
put> you into- the oﬂiclal board ‘and’ then we
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 Thé Broken Window. .

(Blizabeth Olmis in New York ‘Ledger.)) °
One bright afternoon, a few days before
.Christmas, Max Brown hurried home from

school. His clear, igra[y eyes were sparkling:

and the big @imple in his rosy cheek kept
- coming and going as he smiled at some plea-

sant thought It was nearly a quarter of a-

- mile from the brick:school-house to his mo-

ther’s cottage on the édge-of the town, but

. the snow was packed hard, and his sturdy
legs .were used to running ithe whole dis-
tance, So it was but a few minutes before
‘he burst into the cozy sitting-room, pulling
off cap, mittens and comforter at the same
time. . Co R )
‘Gently, Max, gently,’ said Mrs. Brown,
looking up from her sewing with a smile of
welcome, ' :
‘Oh, mother! I'm too happy to think of

manners this time,” he- cried, laughing as™

- he stepped back to shut.the door. ‘I met

Mr, Harris on my way to school this noon;
e a.nddhe paid me the milk money he has owed.

138204, . ’)1'1}:—?“'
e,

W A
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" But she did not cloud

@BOYS AND GIRLS®®

now. Wasn't it fine of Mr. Harris to Te-
member to pay us just before Christmas? -
 Mrs. Brown thought of -a boy who had
been obligéd to go.-several weeks without
warm' stockings because of Mr. Harris's
careless delay in settling his small account..

P

ing to it then.
"*Yes, Max, I am truly
came in at this time. )
‘Can’t we go downtown now and get the
things, mother ?’ was his next question.
“The children are coasting down East Hill,
and won’t be home till dark.’ : :

. His mother_ glanced at the sun ‘wading
through the snow, far down.the western sky

glad that the money

] ?.nd then at the work on her.lap.

‘I must send this dress home to-night,
Max. I.have promised it.~ To-morrow.I
ghall be busy ‘every ‘minute, but Saturday
morning, the first thing after breakfast,
we will go.) ) . ‘

‘Max conid not help feeling and looking
disappointed, but he said, quite cheerfully:

. HE OPENED THE ENVELOPE AND TOOK OUT.THE NOTE IT. CON-
= ' TAINED. . .

us 5o long, and which We never expected to
get, Fou_r,dollars and twenty-five. cents.
See! Isn't it good to look at ? = And now,

mother, we can buy the sled for Jamie and .

* . the doll for Helen, can’t we? And they won’t
~ have to go without some candy in their
* stockings Christmas morning. I tell you it
was hard work to stay in school all the af-
- ternoon-and work out fractions when I just
ached to come home and let you know, but
I mansged to stick it out by keeping my

hand in my pocket, feeling of the money. -

Aren't you glad, mother? Why don’t you
say something? -

‘A dimple to match his own came into his’,

‘mother’s cheelz, She smiled.in such a sig-
- nificant way that Max laughed merrily..

. . ‘Oh, I see!. Well, you shall have a chance . -

"
v

‘your trunk,’ . .

‘All right, mother. I'll put the money in
As he came out of the bedroom and start-
ed to dttend to his nightly chores; Mrs.
Brown said: ; o
‘Tow was it with you and Phil to-day,
my son'?’ - . : :
. ‘Oh, he was just as mean as ever,’ replie
Max, in o tone of disgust. -
‘And you ?°’
There was a moment’s silence.
‘I—I—mother! There's no use trying to
be nice to him. Some people are so horrid
and sneaky that they ought not to be treat-
ed decently, and Phil Carter is one of them.
T_i}é, boy spoke with an angry vehemence
that shocked his mother, .

SMax!to o T

the boy’s joy by allud- .

" cried his mother, alarmed.

: momen«t.’
- - ‘Now, tell mother

" ‘Well, T can’t help it; it's true, mother.

I've never told you.half the mean things
he’s done,. and. he’s sharp enough to get
somebody eclse blamed. He bullies the little
boys and he cheats in lessons, and—-" |
“Fhat will' do, my son,’” said Mrs; Brown,
.gravely.  ‘I'd rather hear what Maxwell
Brown does to help this poor boy overcomse
his faults’ . : T

Max flushed up. -,

‘It’s easy enough for you to sit here at
home and think of making Phil Carter a
good boy,: but if you were at school with
him every day yowd soon find out, just as
I have, that it isn’t any use. I—I—don’t
believe even you:could be patient with him
if you were a boy. I don’t, truly, mother.

.Mrs., Brown could not help smiling at this
opinion, given with so much decision, and
Max ran off, glad to be rid of the hateful
subject of Phil Carter. ,

The next afternoon the sitting-room door
was again burst open and Max rushed in. This
time there Was no radiance in ihe clear,
gray ceyes, no smile on his lips. He ‘threw
himself on the lounge, hiding his face in ifs
cushions and shaking it with heavy sobs.

‘Why, Max, my -dear boy, what is it ?’
‘What has hap-
pened ?°’ o '
" -She kneeled beside him with her hand on
his thick, curly hair.

" ‘T’'ve got—to—take all the—the—m-money
to pay for a broken w-win-win-dow,” he burst

. otut, and then he sobbed harder than ever.

Mrs. - Brown put both arms around him
and drew his Lead cloze.to her breast for

‘ all about it,’ she said.

-In a short time he quieted down enough

to.do so.as follows: . ... .
‘After school all 0f us boys weni over to

. Pond Common to have a snowbajl match with
.the boys of No. 8.school.

We_ beat them, -
and on the way home.we were throwing
some balls at’ each other just for fun. All
of a sudden there was a great crash of brok-
en glass, and the first thing I knew the boys

“had run away and a man had bold of my

arm. ] )

“Here, you young rascal,” he said,” * my
master wants-you,” and he began to pull me
along. . ) :

I held back as hard as I could. .

‘“I didn't do it!” I cried,. getting amgrier
every minute. “Let me gol” )

‘But he was as stropng as an ox, and I
couldn’t get away. We went up the steps of
one of those fine houses in Totten Street,
those old houses, you know, with big yards,

_ ‘where rich people live, and into a beautiful
.room. . There were lots of pictures and books

‘and a bright fire on .the hearth. I noticed’
all this before I saw an old gentleman stand-
ing by the window. ) e
*#Here he is,” said the man, who
me by the arm. | . ‘

‘“You may go, James.” .

‘The old gentleman stood with his arms’
folded like the pictures of Napolean Hona-
parte. His eyes were very blue, and as keen
as swords. He was tall and straight and
splendid-looking, At last he said +
~¢“Did you break my window?”’

. ““No sir. ‘I am sure I did not. I wasa't
throwing this way,” I replied. .

¢ #“What is your name?” he asked me.

“When I answered “Maxwell Hugo Brown,”
such a strange thing happened. Jie got as
white as anything, and his eyes were all
watery. He. put his hand -under my chin
and looked.at me ever so long, - -.Then he

still had

- drew a great, deep brealh and stood up very

straight and asked me where I lived and all
about: you.and everything., .And then he-

. wanted to know about.the.snow ball,.and I
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‘me- ‘his name

'told him I knew I dxdn’t break the wmdow

s ‘<because T was- only. throwing “soft snow at

¢~ Billy Fenn on fthe: other srde of the street .
‘ ‘and what' do_you suppose “he sard” BN :

T Yrow. you: didnt do'it. I saw: the boy

: who threw the ball and I want you to tell )
I-Ie ‘was a’ tadl. boy, with a.‘
‘ black cap and. a green comforter

T knew ina minute, then; ‘that lt was Phil

. ‘Carter, and I remembered like'a flash hearing
“him dare Tom Séott to smash “Rlchy s” win-
; ‘dow. _The .old gentleman asked ‘me. again
to ‘tell him ‘the name of the boy, and I said

that I could noti’ Then ‘he wanted to know

" the reason, and I didn't tell hxm that, either.,
‘He. seemed to get very, vexéd, then, and said
‘that. I must’ bring him’ the money for the

. window by Saturday night, and that it would

_.be five dollars.’

<.my crowd of boys, except Billy, had left us

T'll: have to pay it all, for

at the corner, and Phil’s crowd are no good.
Besides I couldn t ask them for it but, ch!
mother, isn’t it hard'?’

‘Did the old gentleman tell you his name
Mex 7’
voice that he looked at her quickly.

" *No, but I know his house, and I'd lmow
him, too, anywhere,’ :

‘Perhaps 'if you tell him that you need the
money so much for the: children’s Christmas,
he will'let you earn another five dollars
during the vacation.’

Max sprang up in delight a.t th.ls sugges-

tion. ..

- ‘I never thought of that! Y1l go over
there the first thing after breakfast.” Oh, if
he only would! 'Mother,' you're a'splendid

- comforter! ’

Bught and early next morning Max, with

. the precious five dollars carefully - tucked

away 'in his jacket pocket-presented bhim-
self at the-fine house in Totten ‘street. Cap

- in hand, his boyish face flushed and. eager
v.;he :stood: before  the old gentleman and made
his. request. ‘A few-. guestions” brought out

the whole story of the delayed milk bill,
the barren Christmas in prospect for the

children, the joy at the receipt of-the money, .

the bitter disappointment which would be

" oceasioned- by -its.loss. - ) . ;,;-.

““Where is your father? asked the old gen-
tleman sharply.’ )

“'He died out West four years ago; sir.’

‘Why did you come back here 2’ - =

- ‘Mamma -came’ here because papa lived

. here when he was a boy, and he always saxd

the schools’were:so good.”

-‘Do—do you know anythmg ot‘ your gra.nd
parents"’

‘Mother’'s father and mother both died long
ago. I don't kpow about my ~fathers’ an-
swered Max.

‘Have you: the: money with you‘7’
¢ “Yes, - sir,

“Oh sir, couldnt you- please let” me wait

t111 just after ‘the holidays ? I will earn it.

You don’t Lknow how' I want to get the thmgs
for Jamie and our little sister.’

“You might have told me. who broke the
window:” It isn’t too late yet. - ‘Who was
e . o .

_ The boy’s face grew white and scarlet by ,
turns. The  temptation was a strong one,
but it- was met-and conquered,

‘I cannot tell-you, sir,’ he said. -

‘Is he a great friend of yours?

A look of contempt crossed Max's face.
¢ think he’s the meanest boy I ever saw.
T've no use for him, -but lhe's a poor boy,
and has to help take care of his lame broth-
er, an d—and—I—I can’t tellon him, Bir
" Max'was gazing into” the fire ‘a3 ~he “€ald
this, and so- ‘missed seeing & great*ﬂash ‘of
pride and tenderness® -which"lighted 'up -the
stern features ‘of the old gentleman at-his
WOl'dB- .ﬁ""“ . . . .-'»l-"“'

asked his mother,~n such a strange -

. said Max,” his- voice faltermg'
o Could it be that “he- must pay ‘it- .:.fter “all-?
. -He: made one* more appea.l I AR

VTHE MESSENGE*

: ‘I’ll wrlte you a receipt he sard stepplngi_

to his (1%1{

So'it was“all. over, and Max walked home, -
: very “stiff | and proud in spite’ of a4 swelhngv

“heart. “He found his. mother ‘in’ the- lntchen,
“he’
‘I shouldnt think' he'd: enjoy.
‘the five dollars much =1 told him that-the

‘He . took it, mother he - exclalmed

Wouldn t waxt

children: wouldn’t have ‘any Christmas I’
glad I'm poor.

“The "sudden. change ‘ from bitterness of

tone to extreme surpuse almost startled ‘V[rs )

Brown. - :
- ‘See, mother hes made a mlstake' Hes
signed my name to the: receipt instead of

" his own, and .'he showed her the receipt
which he had pulled from . hrs pocket and

md for the ﬁrst time :
e ‘Porrestdale, Dea, 22.
‘Received of Maxwell - Hugo Brown ﬂve

of glass.
‘MAXWELL HUGO BROWN ’

Max was astonished to see his mother turn
pale and sit down very quick.ly She looked
at him in.a curious way, and seemed about
to speak, but did not do-so.

‘Are you sick, mother 7

‘N—no, Max. . ‘Put it. away, and don’t feelv

hard toward him. Remember that he is an

old man, and perhaps. carues a heavy heart.’

" ‘But will it be all right wiien he has sign-

ed the wrong name"’ Max 1nquxred in some

anxiety.

" Yes. Don't worry about it,- dear
Something in her manner kept him from

a.skmg any more questlons He put the re- -
~ceipt’ w1th others -they had and:- Went-.out to
try to get a Job ~It was: :dark-when he came
i‘ages were opened amid shouts of Joy'and
dehght Toys and candres “aad” boolrs and'_
_& gréat Christmas. cahe ‘and-a pretty dre\s o
+Pegideg~-many othe1 thm's o

back. The children were in Dbed. His. mother
bad a ‘hot’ supper ready for him. - He laid a
small package on the:table.

T've sawed a cord’ of wood and earned a
dollar and bought ‘some candy. and nuts and
a tin horn and a little doll,” he said brieﬂy
He looked txred and Worn out,: and ate his
supper. . almost 1n sxlence He notrced that

“his mother had been crymg, although she.

spoke cheerfully

L‘And T've a pair of mittens ‘for each ct
them, and Virs Graham sent in'a great dxsh
of apples You can pop some corn and We’ll

have . merry Chrrstmas yet my boy. We’ll-

try to" forget all 'the harcl things for one
day and remember only oui blessmgs won’t
we, dear 2

Mats dimple came out to meet heis 1n
spxte of himself He ‘threw both arms mr}und
her neck and lnssed her lovingly.

“‘A-boy with guch a dear. little mother oueht
to "be . ashamed -to, -get d1scouraged Yes,
we'll. have a merry Chrlstmas ‘in spite of
old—-— Ly

He checked himself just in time and ‘mak-
ing 4 wry face with a laugh_ hehlnd it, he got
his package and. -displayed his purchases .

Sunday “was always a~day of rest at the
Brown cottage.
mxnute of daylight but only earned -fifty
cents. This he did not spend, but brought
home to’ his mother. -~ The next day was

Christmas, so before he went up to bed he-

"helped her put the few little things in the
children S stockings

‘YWhen he came down from his litile room
under the roof the following morning and

entered the sitting-room he could hardly:be-

lieve his cyes. It seemed to him that ‘there
were. bundles everywhere, big and little, and

of -all -sizes and shapes. -Upon the topmost

- of ‘those. on the: table lay .an’ envelope ad-

dressed “to ‘himself. . Spcechlws with amaze-

ment, he'stood staring.at it. N
“‘Why. -don’'t .you: read it, dear?' asked

Mrs.: Brown,- who:had-comse in unperceived

by bim. and ‘whosé face shone.with- happi-

" ness,

,is what he redd :

‘Maxwell Hugo;Browns best love and a."i
merry Christmas. to hlB noble; manly g-rand- :

-I'd rather be ‘a. poor boy any .

.day-than a rich old man with-such a hard
‘heart—why, how. queer' ’

Monday Max worked every -

and- took ‘out’ the note it contamed

son, Maxwell Hu"o Brown, second

" “Please accept -my-dear. boy, a few- Christ-'
‘mas gifts for the little ones in place of those
) your milk money would have -bought; ~also’
a remembrance for your: mother and one for

yourself o -

" “You ‘are all to dine at your fathe1 g old ’

home, eatnng your Chnstmas turkey with

“his father " The carriage will call Ior you
-at two' o ‘clock.

A\

" ‘No. 28 Totten street Dec 25 ’ -
The look of incredulity on Max’s. face deep—

ened as he turned to. his mother without. a

dollars in full payment for one broken pane . yvord

‘Yes, Max, he is your own grandfather

" Years ago he was very hard and unjust-to.

your father. ‘He is -sorry for. it now, and
wrshes us all to come and ‘live  with him.

He was here a long time yesterday, and sent

these things. Your note, came this morning.
You -have won his heart "Max—his whole,
lonely heart. You are his namesake - I
hope you will love him.’ : )
“Love -him !’ exclaimed Max, the mllck
color coming to his cheeks. ‘I guess I ‘do’!
How can I help it when he’s so good to us ?

Then: that was. his own name signed to the
© receipt; after all Wa.snt 1t 2 he cried ex— ;

citedly.
“Yes, 1 suspeeted it,- but T thought 1
Wouldnt say anything unt11 I was sure?

Then the chlldren came” 1n and the pack—

for ‘mother;”

were dxsplayed one _after -another. Max

 most valued gift was a five-dollar gold pi
‘Next to-this came a pair of ‘skates.

L ‘Arent ihey beauties,’ mother" They re -

‘Phil told. us. ‘how ‘to
There was a

the very best kind.’
tell good skates, and—oh‘——

momcnt’s hesitation as a “thought ﬂa.shed i

into’ hrs .Inind, then a splendid light came
into tht. gray eyes. \Iother T'd’like to give
these skates to Phil Carter. “He dont have

g any Christmas, and he hasn’t any skates at'
I know my grandfather wont care‘

a.ll.
May I mother 22

Scarcely waiting. for- hei consent he wrap-

'_ped ‘them up .2and was Off.

He nearly tumbled over Ph.ll himself, who

-stood -on the kitchen doorstep. -

.¢OhY’- he-said, ‘we didn't hear.you knock ,
1 was just coming over to your ‘house, Phil,

to.give-you these skates for a _Christmas
gift. We bave found our grandfather, and
he’s: been so kind. Talke -them, won’t you,
Phil! they’re beauties!’

‘I—I—I—was jest comin’ over to tell yen
- thet—thet I broke thet window, an’—an'— .

‘Oh, I know that interrupted Max, to Phil's

great astonishment, ‘and it's all paid for.
.I' told mother . S

It was a mean trick, Phil.
the other ‘day that I thought you were the
meanest boy I ever saw—but—I guéss you

won’t be any more. I’ll—I’ll try to help you,

Phil.”
He thrust the skates into his arms- and

- went back into the house, leaving poor Phxl
in a daze. He looked :at the sl—'ates as he B

walked slowly out of the yard.

“Whew!’" he exclaimed; his “eyes. ghsten-
ing. with admiration ‘they . are beauties sure

enough, an’. Max Brown 8 a trump ' ’ Then
something: that . was not admuation glxsten- .
“ed -n ‘his eyes, ‘as he added in a sottened

tone, 'Ef he’ll help me, I’ll try.‘ You bet

but’ first: let'"me wrsh you a-merry;
: merry Christmas, my darling, brave boy. b
She  kigsed" him while he" stood . half be-; Ve

wildered At ‘Jast - he’ opened the" envelopel i
'-This




2 “The- Chrnstmas Stranger.
: .(Susan Teall Perry 1n‘America.n Mossenger ’)
‘It ‘you. come to the city this weel. you can’

Aunt’ Augusta wrote to her n1ece
I—Ielen Thompson K

- Helen read the letter m the vxlla"e post-
oﬂice and her face was: full of happmess as
she hastened ‘1o her home at the end of- the
) street

‘Aunt Augusta wrshes me to go as soon
. as'I ¢an, mother, she.said to the sweet-
- faced woman who met her at- thc door ‘T
wlll start- to-morrow.’

"The mother lodked: very sorry, as mothers
will when ch1ldren are .voin'* away from’
- them for the first”’ time,

‘So"soon; dear!":she e\claimed as she toolr
the open letter in her-hand. '

‘I am sorry to leave you, mother dear
the young girl said, ‘but after I get started
_ in the city you must come too.

There were a number of preparations to
make for. Helen’s journey, and mother and

‘daughter were very busy the rest of the .

‘day. -

Early m the mormng, just as dayhght be-
gan to- -come into the window, Helen’s bro-
ther Willis was strappmg his sister’s trunh

" She was putting on'her ulster, for the. sta«oe

would be at the dom in-five minutes.

Now, Wilhs
thoughtful for mother, and a great comfort
to. her, T know, and by-and-by I hope . we
Will all' get together in the city. But.you
* ‘must keep at school thls wmter and- lealn
all you_ cam.’

‘It will be awful lonesome after you go.

away ..ald Wllhs in a choked voxce ‘but
I wxll do the very best I can I promise you
‘help us.. There eomes the stage "y

Wlth the mother's loving kiss and tender
embrace ‘Helen -passed out’ ‘of the only ‘home
she had ever known. -
.. Aunt Augusta was at the Grand Centra.l
station to meet her, and a horse-car. scon

brought them to the place where Aunt Au-
N planned a happy surprise for the ‘Christmas

stranger,

gusta lived. - Up one ﬁlght of stalrs, and
then another, and 50 on, until they ca.me to
the top floor. Helen was completely out ot
breath, and she said, ‘I do not see how you
can sta.ud this climbing, Aunt Augusta.’ '

] ‘Oh I'm used to.it, and you will soon get

used to it too, child and she passed on and )

unlocked the door at the end of the hall

"It was a’ small room’ that Helen followed
her aunt into, but it was in perfect order.
Aunt Augusta ate’ aud .slept in that room,
- and it seemed close enough- quarters for-one’
person, and now there were to be two to live
in‘it. .It puzzled Helen to imagine wheére she
should put ‘her things ;
had’ learned the art.of economy of room, as
well as of other things, and it was SLIIprlS-

-ing how soon she had found places for. her_

guest’s belongings,

‘Wages are small,’ she explained, ‘and to

Itve within one’s income requires a great
_ deal of invention here in the city.’

... A situation in one of the stores had been
found for Helen; so her aunt took her that
very afternoon to the manager’s office, who
gave her a place at the notion counter It
seemed strange to Helen to be in such a large
. store, and the noise and confusion were yery
différent from the quiet life she had hither-
to led However, she was very quick ‘at

learning new.ways, and her mind. was soon -
There was no»

engrossed in her busmess
: tlme for thinkxng :

‘Two weeks of ‘vary- busy days and” weary'
nlghts pa.ssed for ‘Helen'’s new “work, with'
. the’ responsxbillty "and - excitement; -affected:
) -,her nervous system; so that at ﬁrst she could'
. -not sleep as she had" done at home. ‘She’

get a place in one of  the stores.” They al-"
.~ ways haveto get extra help at Christmas-
‘ tlme,‘

ter.
- faged girls that-it was a delight to wait on
»them, /S0 many people had been eross and
'trymg that aftérnoon. Christmas shopping -
is very wearing, especlally the last. day,when .

she said, ‘you will be very :

but Aunt Augusta .

‘was- too tired to sleep, Aunt Auousta sald
but that was the busy season, a.nd by-and-by
it would not be . so hard '

The. day before Chnstmas ca.me and such. K

a rush-as there was at Helens counter'
She. had . 1o time for - luncheon It was
‘ Cash! cash' cash!’ .every. moment. She was

: feehng very weary, ‘when two young girls

plainly but richly. dressed, ‘came to her. coun-
They were such pleasant.and. sweet-

so much must be crowded into so littie time.
While Helen was telling the merits of: this

-and that’ article which the two- ym)ng cus-

tomers inquired about, everythmg seemed to

tvhirl before her eyes, and all at once it Wwas
. dark. . She remembered nothing more until
.she found herself in one of the small suit-

rooms,-with the two sweet-faced girls bend-
ing over her. One was _bathing her face and
the other was rubbing her hands.

They had taken off thelr wraps and the
ﬁrst things Hélen’s eyes rested on wers the
silver crosses, the badge of the ‘ King's"
Daughters, which they wore. Helen had
one-on also, for she belonged to the ‘King's
Daughters in hei ‘own village. .
"I think I must have fainted, she said.
‘You are very kind to me. I feel all right
now, and -I think I must go back to my
counter.

“Wait a little- longer, said one of the young
girls. :‘Weé will mal ke it all right’ with. the
manager for we know him L

- During-the-few: moments of resting I—Ielen

told them: abeut herself and the dear home
-she-had left. . - .o, c e

“-‘Away from home at Christmas time and a
stranger!’ one of .thé girls exclaimed

:homesmk you must be" -

They both thought of thelr own beautiful

homes, of the protectiton that was thrown .
: around them, of the love-that supplied . all
‘their daily necds and made life happy, o

That m"ht these two ‘Klngs Daughters'

as they called Helen. At ten
clock Christmas mormng they eame with'a

.carnage and invited Helen to take & drive

through Central Park. It Was a bright mild
mornmg, and as Helen had never been in
Central ‘Park, it was a grea.t treat to her.
Then they drove to the home of one of the
gnls where Helen received a ‘sweet welcome
from ‘one of the loveliest mothers she had .
ever seen. A fine luncheon had been pre-

pared, ‘and Helen liad a treat such"as ‘she-

had never béfore enjoyed.:
When' they took her to ker aunt’s room

good friends. ‘I had often'thought how hard
it must be to be cold and hungry, but I never

,knew what a hard thing it -was to be a strang- -

er, especlally a stranger at Christmas-time,
when everybody ought to be at home and
happy with loved ones. “I-was a stranger,
and ye took me in’ = The Lord will bless

- you both.’

" You may be sure these city ‘Klng s Daugh-
ters,’ to whom the King had given so boun-
tifully, did not lose sight of that child of

‘his who was deprived ‘of 50 many necessary

things in life. ‘They went to the store to
see -her every week or two, and bought some-
thing at her counter. After -a few months
of_ trial she was found so faithful and cap-

‘able -that-she was promoted. to a. more -re-

spons sible position with an increase of wages,
which enabled her to send some money every
weéek home.fo. her mother. As-soon as Wil-
lis- finishes. his school . they' hope to" be- ‘8.

_reunited family: again. '. i

‘hesitating manner;

I might iése my place, you know .

‘How., o
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The Travellmg Clock Men= o
det’s, Story e

‘At one time,’ said Tredericlk Knlg!ht thio
travelhng Enghsh clock- ‘maker with Whose
remarhable conversxon ma.ny who- read. this
sketch may be. familiar, speaking in a vér-
nacular that I shall not attempt to imitate .
- and talking rapidly; as if almost living the
incidents over in the ‘repetition T noticed
at a- ha.ndsome mansion in the eountry
an elegant French clock standmg s1lent op-

. posite.the grand entrance in thé front hall.

‘After I had repaired an old fashioned tall
corner clock, an henloom, aad set it run-
ning, T asked if I mlght icok at uhe French
clock. :

"‘Yes of cour:e,”. said the l_ady, in‘.:a '
“hut there is no use in
your trying to malke it run, for it ciunot be
done. It iz a clock wrth a history. It has
been in our family a good -many- years, hav--
ing been brought from Paris by my grand-
‘father;.but it has never told us.the time for
an hour since its arrival in this country.”

‘“It is out of temper,” T said, “or home-
_sick, perhaps. I fancy I can coax it to go.’

¢ “That is what they all say,” said the lagy, -
“but I will not refuse to let you look it over, '
1t w:ll simply add one more to the list of
baffied mechanics.” -

‘“Thank you,” T said, lifting. the clock
from its pedestal, and setting it upon the

table as if it \vere eggs, and proceeding to

take off the face, the laly standing by me
and regarding me attentively, until I exclaim-
ed,

‘“What alils the thmg 7

right?” :
4 That is What they all say,” laughed the
“lady; “and not one can put: mechanical llte'
into the complicated arra.ngement’ -
ST can’t fix -it, I-won’t .ask.you any-
thtng for my time,” I said: - “But my. fingers .
Just iteh to get hold of it aud tnke it~ to
pieces.”

‘“Very well,” said the laclv “if you can
make that clock run we shall ‘think it little
less than a miracle; althouzh,” she..added
slowly, “none of us believe In miracles, or
in God either, for that matter,” .

““That is a great loss to you, madam—a

it seems all ;

‘great lcss,” I said, and as I took the clock

to pieces, I told her what-the Lord had dona-
for me, of my wayward life, of. my conver-
sion, and of all the wonderful Way the Lord
had led me since,

‘She stood or sat by in her soft silk gown,
hstening quletly and brmgmg no ar gument
{o combat me, ~ :

¢ “There,” I said at leugth “T have looked
it all over and cleaned and oiled every rart.
Now, as I put it tozether I will sing you a

again, shie said to them as she bade good-by, , bymn. I always like to-sing a hymn as I

“You_have niade me ‘very happy to- -day, my "’

set up a pieee of work. Now when it beging
to go the bell in the church steeple will play
a chime and 'then all the other. Wonderful :
things will: follow on. hour by hour; for a
great many things can this clock do.’. )

<"t *Yes,” she said, “that is what the.clock
docto*s always say. I have seen this clock
taken to pieces and put together so many
times that I thinlc I eould do. it myself, but

-none of -the men have. sung a hymn,. so I

shall be glad to have you sing.” .

‘Nice in her to say that wasn't it? Oh
she was a real lady, and a fine voice had I
at that time of my life, so I worked and
sang: “When the roll is called. in heaven,
T'll be there, I’ 11 be there.”

‘I sang it over and over until the last pin
was-put in place, and then I-said, “Now we
shall see what we shall see, ” and I. pushed
back the pendulum, ‘but the old clock would
‘not tick:and Would rot.go... :

-,‘I-was astonished, and the dea.r lady eould
not help smihng, but she sald at once; . fm‘
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-. she wa.s 8 rea.l la.dy “Excuse me," plea.se- but

. this- sa.me thing has been gone th.rough with
g0 many times that I had no hope even that
. your efforts would prove successful, I sup-
pose it is not a perfect piece of ‘work.”

¢“Oh, yes it 13, sald I; “it Is a. beautiful
bit: of mecha.nism It was made to go, and
it can go, and it must go.”

¢ “Has it ever run, do you think?”

¢ “Phere is nosign of wear; but I shall ask
the Lord to show me ‘how to start it, and I
think he will:” .

* Oh I'wouldn’t bother,” she said, -looking

“.atme a little anmously, I thought: so, I sa.ld_
qmetly, .
" ‘“You fancy I am a little ‘off,’ as they
' gay, about 1ehg10us matters, but I am not.
The Lord is very near to me, as he desires
to be to ail poor mortals. I ghall ask him
to show me how to adjust these works.” -

¢ ] wonder how the Lord of the universe

could be approached about such a small mat-
ter,’ she said; and I replied,

< “Not a sparrow falleth without his notice, -

and the hairs-of your head are rumbered”;.
then, droppmg on my knees, I said,

‘“Pear TFather in heaven, I know you
hear me. You gave me my love for mechan-
ics. You have allowed ne to go from village .
to village and from house to house in Eng-
land for fifteen years mending clocks, and
you have never allowed me to make a fail-
ure. Now, Lord, that I have become your
child, you will increase my Itnowledge that
your name may be glorified.”

. T arose from my knees and said to the

Jady, ‘“Please let this clock stand here until

fneorning, when I will come in and cet it -

running.”

‘It was nearly ‘dark as I walked along the
pleasunt country icadway, breathing the
sweet summer air and listening to the glad

-summer, sounds. and: loving God, who had

ma&e the earth so bea.uui‘ul when all at once -

my mind flew back to the clock, and I saw
where a set of little wheels that controlled
the movement needed re-adjusting.

«wphat is it,” 1 said. “I_’robably'it was -
never set up properly.” I tumgd about,
praising his holy name, and, going to my
boarding-place, ate my supper and went to
bed.

‘In the morning I presented myself at the

houze. The lady was sitting in the porch .

writing, but she gave me a cheerful good-
. morning and went with me into the hall.

‘It took me only. a short time to re-adjust
the wheels, then I pushed back the pendu—-
lum, and it began to tick-tack, tick-taclk, just
as revular as it was intended to do when it
was made.

‘For some time we .,at in silence watch-
ing it. It struck the guarter, them, at the
hour, the chime in the church steeple Tang,
It ‘was -a wonderful clock; at each’ hour
there was something 1nte1est.mg, and the
1ady sald, ’

¢ can neither belicve my eyes nor my
ears. If the Lord indeed gave you light to
do this thing, then, mdeed I beheve the
Lord.”

“That was years ago, and that clock is

rupning still. I always call at the bouse
when I make my regular rounds, and the
jady, who is now a Dbeliever with all her
family, makes me welcome; but when I start
to go she says,

¢ “God speed you; g0 and testify for Christ
all your appointed days. »'—Annie A, Pres-
ton, in ‘Advocate and Gum‘dian.’

‘Has the Maine law suppressed the drink-
ing houses and tippling shops ?’ No more
than the statutes have stopped house-break-
ing or arson in any state, But it has out-
lawed such places and driven them into cel-
lars and .dark corners and taken the seal of
state sanction from off the business .—'De-~
troit Free Pxess. )

e

_of us wanted.”

The Turnmg Pomt——A Ture
) - Story.". '
. (By Clara H. Rennelson)

" We' were sitting on the verandah in the
June moonlight, and some one -began to

_speak of the turning-points of life, of how "

often there comes a time in a boy’s life when
the next’ turn decides his whole future, and
how f.ortuna.be if at this’ point the.floodtide
seems too strong, if there is a fnend at hand
to help him.guide his course past the rocks
and’ quicksands of temptation. The Gene-
Tal remarked that he had an illustration of

_the subject—an experience of his own dur-

ing the war.

“Is it not: possible ‘to’ keep it. quiet and glve'
“him

another cha.nce""

¢ “N———- was very angfy, not only ‘at the'_'v—'
loss, buton’ account-of misplaced confidence;
but if you were" to- see him perhaps you -’

could persuade him to let the matter drop,
t.hat is, if the articles are returngd. ™~ No one
knows about it except him and ourselves.

¢« would ‘like to keep it quiet and’ avoid
all- susplcxon that anything is wrong until
we see Max,
N—-='s, and talk to him I will follow soon
with Max. I know this is very irregular,

but I think I can safely pxr:nise to bring lnm, a

all rtght.”
‘So it was arranged. The ca,ptam was in

.the habit of coming often to the office in

‘I was,’ he said, ‘entering the tloor of the -

recruiting office in H—— one day, just at
the beginning of the war, Wwhen I met a tall,
attractive-looking boy coming out. He lo0k-
ed. so disconsolate and down-hearted that I
could not resist the inclination to stop and
ask, bim what was troubling him.

¢ “They vfont take me,” the boy s‘ud in
anything but a firm. voice, and in the eyes
looking into mine there were unmistakable
tears.

C*Why?” I asked.

‘¢ Because I am not old enough.”

¢ “Never mind, my boy,” I said. “This war
will not be over-in a month or two, a3 some
people think,
fast as you can, and your country will yet
need you.”

‘His face and his earnestuness interested mo
so much that I kepl him in mind, and heard
not long after that his war-fever had Dheen
so strong that he could - not wait for the
slow growing-old ploceas, and so had enlist-
ed as a drummer in one of our régiments.
He became a great favorile, and had various
experiences in camp and field. At the hattle

of Fort Macon he dropped hl:, drum, seized -
.the rifie of a comrade who fell bzside him

and was one of the first to enter the fort.
But'alas! just when his heart’s desire sesmed
to be realized and he was to be a real sol-
dier, his rlght hand was shot off. .Almost
heart-broken he was sent home. '

‘T still kept him in mind, and when his
wound was healed made a place. for him in
the adjutant-general’s office. With all his
natural energy he went to worl, and soon
lemned to write with his left hand. The

- - same earnestness of nature and, charm of
manner which had first attracted me, made

for him friends everywhere he went. He

made acquaintances among the young people .

of the clty and seemed to be much in de-
mand, . A favorite place of mesting was a
Wellfkn:own book-store neay the office.

‘One. morning, as I went intc my office, I
found the chief of police. waiting for me.
“Well Capta.m » 1 said,
nothing wrong here. Surely there are rone

~ *"We were quite alone, and after satisfying
himself that there’was no one within hear-
ing, he answered: “I never had an errand
which went so ternbly against the grain as

mine this morning. I want Max.”
f¢«Max! TFor what?”
"“St_ea‘ling.”

¢ «J think this is a strange.subject for jok-
ing!” I said, mdlgnantl}

¢ «Joking!” he replicd “1 wish to. hn.avcn
I were joking., But he has stolen a number
of articles from N——'s bookstore—purses,
little books, knives, etc. N-—— has missed
‘those things and has undoubted rroot that
Max tcok them.” .

. ¢‘For ‘several minutes 1. was, dazed and
could- not think of what was best to be done,
It seemed as if I could mot have been moro
surprised’ had I been accused myselL. ’
"“How many know thxs"" I a.s‘-'ed ﬁm.lly

You go home and grow old as_

“I hope there.is’

connection with .the affairs of the soldiers,
so his visit to me would arduse no curiosity.
I sent for Max and told him what I had
hoald He stood as if turned to stone, and

then broke down and confessed that the ac- .

cusation was true. He had been left’ alone
in that part of the store one night, and had
Deen thinking how much he would like to
give some of his young friends Christmas
prosents in return for all the kinduess he
had received. All at once came the sudden
overwhelming tempiation to slm into his
pecket a- number of the attr active little ar-
ticles lying so conveniently near his hand;
and the next moment the sad deed was3 done.
He had been in misery ever since, and seem-
ed relieved that I knew his'sin, even when I
told him how great was my di;.appcmtment

"how I had counted upon-his uprightness, and

. If we can persuade M.

new that ho had failed me I did not know
whom I could trust.

¢ “Max,” T said, alter a peno».l of silerce,
“I would like to give you another chance.

whole matter a secret and not prosecute you,

I will also. keep it _quiet, Al shall be.as be~ ... ..

fore if 1L is worth while. Have you enm.gh
strength’ of character, encugh backbanc {o
make it worth while? If you caanot resist
temptation when it comes a\gain there is Mo

use in taking trouble ‘dboui you now; it is.

better for you to mesat the pumshment you
have brought upon yourself.”

‘It went to my heart to see the-hope come
back to his face. It had been so despairing
before. -And, as we talked, that which gave
me the most confidence was ‘that his sting-
ing sense of shame was not so much that
he had been detected, as that he had sinned
ag'unsl: the eternal law of right.. There
was an expression in his .eyes -which spoke

more strongly than words, when I asked him.

if it were worth while to givé him asother
chance. ‘
“Togelher. we' went over to Mr. N—'s
store, I knew it was harder for Max than
facmo' the guns at Tort Macon, but he man-
fully made his confession and promised to
make up the loss; in faet, he eald, all the
articles were in his room. We did not think
best to make it all téo easy for him, nor {o
make it seem that it was a small matter.
Finally Mr. N— promised to forgive lnm
and to keap the matter a profound secret.
««And, now, Max,” I said, as we walked

‘ along, “I will excuse you from the office to-

. to tesm too confident,but I feel thatthis isthe
turning-point in my life, and I hope never to.

'disappomt you again.” .
© vIhe next day he went on wit.h his duues =

day.. I think you would like to-have this
-day for. yourself.

You want to thinlk. this
matter all 5ver—thmk how great has besn
your fall and - how Darrow your e€scape,
Strengthen all the defences in your character
to resist amother attack, and look to your
great Commander for fighting or ders.’

‘e could bardly control his voice as he
said: “General, may God bless you for what

you have done for mec to-day. I do not like

So. if you will go .over to.

N— to keep the )

.'SU)
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THE EDITOR’S STORY.

Being a Fraction of ¢<In His
Steps,’

BY CHAS. M. SHELDON.

Edward Norman, editor of the Ray-
mond ‘Daily Nenws,” sat in his offce room
on Monday morning and faced a new
world of action. He had, at a spgc.ml
meoting in his church, the day before,
made a pledge in good faith to do every-
thing after asking, ‘What would Jesus
do? and, as he supposed, with his eyes
open to all the possible results. But, as
the regular life of the paper started on
another week’s rush and whirl of activ-
ity he confronted it with. a degree of
hesitation, and a feeling nearly akin to
fear., He had come down to the office
very early and for a few minutes was
by himse!f. He sat at his desk in a
growing thoughtfulness that finally be-
vame o desire which he knew was as
great as it was unusual. IHe had yet to
learn with all the others in that little
company who were also pledged to do
the Christlike thing, that the Spirit qf
Life was moving in power through his
own life as never before. He rose and
shut his door, and then did what he had
vt done for years. He kneeled down
by his desk and prayed for the divine
presence and wisdom to direot him.

1le rose with the day before him and
the promise distinet and clear in his
niind. ‘Now for action,” he seemed to
gay. But he would be led by events as
fost as they came on,

He opeasd his door and began the
rcuiine of the office work. The manag-
ing editor haxl just come in and was 1t
hie desk in the adjoining room. One of
the reporters there was pounding out
eomething on a typewriter.

Jilward Norman began an editorial.
The ‘Daily News’ was an-evening paper
end Norman usually completed his lead-
ing editorial before eight o’clock.

He had been writing about fifteen
minutes when the managing’ editor call-
ed out, ‘Here’s this press report of yes-
terday’s prizefight at the Resort. It
will make up three columns and a half.
I suppose it all goes in?

HEdward Norman was one of those
newspaper men who keep an eye on
every detail of the paper. The managing
editor always consulted his chief in mat-
ters of both small and large importance.
Sometimes, as in this case. it was merely
8 nominal inquiry.’

‘Yes—No. Let me see it.

He took the type-written madtter just
as it came from the telegraph editor, and
ran over it carefully. Then he laid the
sheete down on his desk, and did some
very hard thinking.

" ‘We won’t run this in to-day,’he eaid
finally. *

The managing editor wes stending in
the doorway between the two rooms.
He was astonished at the editor’s re-
mark and thought he had perhaps mis-
understood him.

‘What did you eay?

‘Leave it out. We won’t use it.’

‘But — ’ The managing editor was
simply dumfounded. He stared at Nor-
man as if the editor was out of -his
mind.

‘I think, Clark, that it ought not to
be printed, and that’s the end of it,’ said
Edward Norman, looking up from his

Clark seldom had any words with the
chief. Norman’s word had always been
law in the office and he had eeldom been
krewn to change his mind. The circum-
stances now, however, seemed to be 80
- extraordinary that Clark could not help
expressing himeelf.

‘Do you mean that the paper is to go
to press without a wond of the prize-
. fight in it?’

‘Yes, that’s just what I mean.’

‘But, it’s unheard of. All the other
papers will print #t. What will our
subscribers say ? Why, it's simply—’
Clark paused, unable to find words to
say what he thought.

Edward Normen looked at Clark
thoughtfully. The managing editor was
& member of a church of a different de-
nomiration from that of Norman’s. The
two men had never talked together on
religious natters although they had been
associated on the paper for several years.

‘Come in here a minute, Clark, and
shut the door,’ said Norman.

Clark came in, and the two men faced

€ach other alone. Norman did not
sp.eak for ¢ moment. Then he said ab-
ruptly,

‘Clark, if Christ were editing a daily
paper do you honestly think he would
Trint three columns and a half of prize
fight in it?

Clark gasped with astonishment. Fin-
ally he replied—~'No, I don’t suppose he
~ would.’

‘Well, that’s my only reason for shut-
ting this account out of the “News.” I
have decided not to do a thing in con-
nection with the paper for a whole year
:ihilt I honestly believe Jesus would mnot

0.

Clark could not bave looked more
amazed if the chief had suddenly gone
crazy. In fact, he did think gomething
was wrong, though Mr. Norman was one
of the last men in the world, in his judg-
ment, to lose his mind.

‘What effect will that have on the pa-
per 2’ he finally managed to ask in a faint
voice.

‘What do you think ? asked Edward
Norman, witk a keen glance.

‘T think it will simply ruin the paper,’
repiied Clark promptly. He was gath-
ering up his bewildered senses and be-
gan to remonstrate, ‘“Why, it isn’t feas-
ible to run a paper nowadays on any
such basis.  It’s too idcal. The world
dsn’t ready for it. You can’t make it
pay. Just as sure as you live, if you
shut out this prize fight report you will
lose hundreds of subscribers. It doesn’t
take a prophet to say that. The very

best people in town are eager to read
it. They know it has taken place, and
when they get the paper this evening
they will expect bhalf a page at least.
Surely, you can’t afford to disrvegard the
wishes of the public to such an extent.
It will be a great mistake if you do, in
my opinion.’

Edward Norman sat silent a minute.
Then he spoke gently, but firmly. .

‘Clark, what in vour honest opinion
is the right standard for determining
conduct ? Is the only right standard
for every cne the probable action of
Jesus ? Would you say that the high-
est, best law for a man to live by was
contained in asking the question, “What
would Jesus do ?”’ and then doing it re-
gardless of results ? In other words, do
you think men everywhere ought to fol-
low Jesus’s example as close as they can
in their daily lives ?’

Clark turned red, and moved uneasily
in his chair before he answered the edi-
tor’s question.

‘Why—yes—. I suppose if you put it
on the ground of what they ought to do
there is no other standard of conduct.
But the question is, what is feasible ?
Is it pousible to make it pay ? To suc-
ceed in the newspaper business we have
got to conform to the customs and the
recognized methods of society. We can't
do a8 we would do in an ideal world.

‘Do you mean that we can’t run the
paper strictly on Christian principles and
make it succoced ¥

‘Yes, that’s just what I mean. It
can’t be done. We'll go bankrupt in
thirty days.’

Edward Norman did not reply at once.
He was very thoughtful. )

‘We shall have occasion to talk this
over again, Clark. Meenwhile, I think
we ought to understand each other frank-
ly. T have pledged myself for a year to
do everything connected with the paper
after answering the question, ‘“What
woull Jesus do ?” as honestly as pos-
sible. I shall continue to do this in the
belief that not only can we succeed but
that we can succeed better than we ever
did.’

Clark rose. ‘Then the report does not
go in 7
It does not. There is plenty of good

matcrial to take its place, and you know
what it is.’

Clark hesitated.

‘Are you going to say anything about
the absence of the report #

‘No, let the paper go to press as if
there had been no such thing as a prize
fight yesterday.’

Clark walked out of the room to his
own desk feeling as if the bottom had
dropped out of everything. He was as-
tonished, bewildered, excited and con-
siderably enraged. His great respect
for Norman checked his rising indigna-
tion and disgust, but with it all was a
feeling of growing wonder at the sudden
change of motive which had entered the
office of the ‘Daily News ’and threatened
as he firmly believed, to destroy it. .

Before noon every reporter, pressman
and_employee on the ‘Daily News’ was
informed of the remarkable fact that
the paper was going to press without a
word in it about the famous prize fight
of Sunday. The reportets were simply
astonished beyond measure at the an-
nouncement of the fact. Every one in
the stereotyping and composing rooms
had something to say about the unheard
of omission. Two or three times during
the day when Mr. Norman had occasion
to vigit the eomposing rooms, the men
stopped their work or glanced around
their cases looking at him curiously. He
knew that he was being observed strange.
ly and said nothing, and did not appear
to note 4t.

There had been several changes in the
paper suggested by the editor, but noth-
ing marked. He was waiting, and
thinking deeply. He felt as if he need-
ed time and considerable opportunity for
the exercise of his best judgment in sev-
eral matters before he answered his ever
present question in the right way. It
was not because there were not a great
many things in the life of the paper that
were oontrary to the spirit of Christ that
he did not act at once, but because he
was yet greatly in doubt concerning what
action Jesus would take.

When the ‘Daily News’ came out that
evening it carried to its subscribers a
distinct sensation. The presence of the
report of the prize fight could not have
produced anything equal to the effect of
its omission. Hundreds of men in the
hotels and stores down town, as well as

' regular subscribers, eagerly opened the

paper and searched it through for the
account of the great fight. Not finding
it, they rushed to the newsastand and
Lought other papers, Even the mnews-
toys had not all understood the fact of
the omission. One of them was calling
out, ‘ ‘Daily News’ ! TFull ’count great
prize fight ’t Resort. ‘News,’ sir !’

A man on the corner of the avenue
close by the ‘News’ office bought the pa-
per, looked over its front page hurriedly
and then angrily called the boy back.

‘Here, boy ! What’s the matter with
your paper! There is no prize fight
lere! What do you mean by selling
old papers ¥

‘Old papers, nuthin !’ replied the boy
indignantly. ‘Dat’s -day’s  paper.
What's de matter wid you ¥

‘But there’s no account of any prize
fight here! Look !’

The man handed back the paper and
the boy glanced at it hurriedly. Then
he whistled, while a bewildering loock
crept over his face. Secing another boy
running by with paper he called out,
‘Say, Sam, lemme see your pile!" A
hasty examination revealed the remark-
able fact that all the copies of the ‘News’
were silent on the prize fight.

‘Here, give me another paper! One
with the prize fight account ! shouted
the customer. He rveceived it and
walked off, while the two boys remained
comparing notes and lost in wonder at
the event. ‘Somp’n slipped a cog in the
‘Newsy’ sure,’ said the first boy. But

he couldn’t tell why, and rushed over to
the ‘News’ office to find out.

There were several other boys at the
delivery room and they were all oxcited
and disgusted. The amount of slangy
remcnstrances hurled at the clerk back
of the long counter would have driven
any one else to despair. He was used
to more or less of it all the time, and
consequently hardened to it.

Mr. Norman was just coming down-
stairs on his way home and he paus:d as
he went by the door of the delivery Toom
and looked in

‘What’s the matter here, George? he
asked the clerk as he noted the unusual
confusion. .

“The boys say they can’t sell any copies
of the ‘News,” to-night because tfe prize-
fight is not in it,” replied George, look-
ing curiously at the editor. as so many of
the employees had done during the day.

Mr. Norman hesitated a moment, then
walked into the room and confronted the

V8.

‘How many papers are there here,
boys ?  Count them out. and I'll buy
them to-night.”

There was a wild stare, and a wild
1c)ouming of papers on the part of the

0ys.

Give them their money, George, and if
any of the other boys come in with the
same complaint, buy their unsold papers.
Is that fair” he asked the boys who
were smitten into unusual silence by the
unheard-of action on the pait Of the

editor. vt
‘Fair!  Well T should— But will yeu
keep dis up? Wil dis be & inagl
performance for de benefit of. de :
nity ¥ R
Mr. Norman smiled slightly but he did
not think it was necessary to answer the
question. He walked oui of the office
and went home. On the way he could
rot avoid that constant query, ‘Would
Jesus have done it?” It was not so much
with reference to the last transaction as
to the entire motive that had urged him
on since he had made the promise. The

newsboys were necessarily sufferers
through the action he had taken. Why
should they lose money by it ? They

were not to blame. He was a rich man
and could afford to put a little bright-
ness into their lives if he chose to do it.
He believed as he went on his way home
that Jesus would have done either what
he did or something similar in order to
!)e free from any possible feeling of in-
Justice. He was not deciding these ques-
tions for any one else but for his own
conduet® He was not in a position to
dogmatize and he felt that he could ans-
wer only with his own judgment and
conscience as to his interpretation of
Jesus’ probable action.” The falling off
in sales of the paper he had in a measure
foreseen. But he was yet to realize the
full extent of the loss to the paper if
such a policy should continue.

During the week he was in receipt of
numerous letters commenting on the ab-
sence from the ‘News' of the account of
the prize-fight. Two or three of these
letters may be of interest.

Editor of the ‘News,’

Dear 8ir,—I have been deciding for some
time to change my paper. I want a jour-
nal that {s up to the times, progressive and
enterprising, supplying the public demand
at all points. The recent freak of your
paper in refusing to print the account of
the famous contest at the Resort has de-
cided me finally to change my paper. Ilease
discontinue it.

Very truly yours,

(Here followed the name of a business
man who had been a subscriber for many
vears.)

Edward Norman, Editor of the
News’; Raymond.

Dear Ed.—What 18 this sensation you
have given the people of your burg? Hope
you don’t ir end to try the ‘Reform Busi-
ness,’ through the avenue of the press, It's
dangerous to experiment much along that
line. Take my advice and stick to the en-
terprising modern methods you have made
so successful for the ‘News.” The oublic
wants prize fights and such. Give it what
it wants, and let some one else do the Re-
forming business. Yours,

“Dafly

. .

(Here followed the name of ome of
Norman’s old friends, the editcr of a
daily in an adjoining town.)

My dear Mr. Norman,—I hasten to write
you a note of appreciation for the evident
carrying out of your promise, It i8 a
splendid beginning, and no one faels the
value of it better than I do. I know some-
thing of what it will cost you, but not all.

Your pastor,
HENRY MAXWELL.

One letter which he opened immediate-
ly after reading this from Mr. Maxwell
revealed to him something of the loss to
his business that possibly awaited him.
Mr. Edward Norman, editor of the ‘Daily

News’:—

Dear Sir,—At the expiration of my ad-
vertising limit you will do me the favor
not to continue as you have done hereto-
fore. I enclose cheque for payment in full,
and shall consider my account with your
paper cloged after date.

Very truly yours, .
* (Here followed the name of one of the
largest dealers in tobaoco in the city.
He had been in the habit of inserting a
column of conspicuous advertising and
paying for it a very large price.)

Edward Norman laid down this letter
very thoughtfully, and them after & mo-
ment he took up a copy of his paper
and Jooked through the advertising col-
umns. There was no connection im-
plied in the tobacco merchant’s letter be-
tween the omission of the prize-fight and

the withdrawal of the advertisement.

But hg could not avoid putting the two
togethér. In point of fact, he after-
wards learned that the tobacco dealer
withdrew his advertisement because he
had heard that the editor of the ‘News’
was about to enter upon gome queer re-
form policy that would be certain to re-
duce its subscription list.

But the letter directed Normam’s at-
tention to the advertising phase of his
paper. He had not considered this be-
fore. As he planced over the columns
he could not escape the conviction that
Jesus could not permit some of them in
his paper. What would Jesus do with
that other long advertiseemnt of liquor?
Raymond enjoyed a system of high li-
cenge, and the salcon and the billiard

hall and the beer garden were a part of
the city’s Ohristian civilization. He was
simply doing what every other business
wan in Raymond did. And it was one
of the best paying sources of revenue.
What would the paper do if it cut these
cut? Could it live? That was the ques-
tion? But—was that the question, after
all? ‘What would Jesuyg do?” That was
the guestion he was answering, or try-
ing to answer, this week., Would Jesus
advertise whiskey and tobacco in his
paper?

Edward Norman asked it honestly,
and after a prayer for help and wisdom
he asked Clark to come into his office.

Clark came in feeling that the paper
was at a crisis and prepared for almost
anything after his Monday morning ex-
perience. This was Thursday.

‘Clark,” said Norman, speaging slowly
and carefully. ‘I have been looking at
our advertising columns and have decid-
ed to dispense with some of the matter
as soon es the contracts run out. I wish
you would notify the advertising agent
not to solicit or renew the ads. I have
marked here.’

He handed the paper with the marked
places over to Clark, who took it amd
looked over the colwmns with a very
serious air.

‘This will mean a great loss to the
‘News.” How long do you think you can
keep this sort of thing up ?’ Clark
was astonished at the editor’s action and
could not understand it.

‘Clark, do you think if Jesus were the
cditor and proprietor of a daily paper in
Raymond he would print advertisements
of whiskey and tobacco in it ?’

Clark looked at his chief with that
same look of astonishment which had
greeted the question before.

‘Well—no—I—dor’t suppoze he would.
But what has that to do with us ? We
can’t do as he would. Newspapers can't
be run on any such basis.’

‘Why not ?’ asked Edward Norman,
quietly.

‘Why not! Because they will lose
more money than they make, that’s all.’
Clark spoke out with an irritation that
he really felt. ‘We shall certainly bank-
rupt the paper with this sort of business
policy.’

‘Do you think 8o ?’ Norman asked the
question not as if he expected an answer
but simply as if he were talking with
himself. After a pause he said,

‘You may direct Marks to do as I said.
I believe it is what Josus would do, and
as I told you, Clark, that is what I have
promised to try to do for a year, re-
gardless of what the results may be to
me. I cannot believe that by any kind
of reasoning we could reach a conclusion
justifying Jesus in the advertisement, in
this age, of whiskey and tobacco in =2
newspaper. There are some other ad-
vertisements of a doubtful character I
shall study into, Meanwhile I feel a
conviction in regard to these that can-
not be eilenced.’

Clark went back to his desk feeling as
if he had been in the presence of a
very peculiar person. He could not
grasp the meaning of it all. He felt
enraged and alarmed. He was sure any
such policy would ruin the paper as soon
as it became generally known that the
editor was trring to do everything by
such an absurd meral standard. What
weuld become of business if this stand-
ard were adopted ? It would upset
every custom and introduce endless con-
fusion. It was simply 'foolishness. It
was downright idiocy. So Clark said
to himself, and when Marks was in-
formed of the action,'he seconded the
managing editor with some very forcible
ejaculations. What was the matter with
the chief ? Was he insane ? Was he
going to bankrupt the whole business ?

But Edward Norman had not faced
his most serious problem.

When he came down to the office on
Friday morning he was confronted with
the usual programme .for the Sunday
morning edition. The ‘News’ was one
of the few evening papers to issue a
Sunday edition, and it had always been
remarkably successful financially, There
was an average of one page of literary
and religious items to thirty or forty
pages of sport, theatre, gossip, fashion,
society and political material. ~ This
made a very interegting magazine of all
sorts of rcading matter and had always
been welcomed by all the subscribers,
church members and all, as a Sunday ne-
cessity.

Edward Norman now faced this fact
and put to himself the question, ‘What
would Jesus do ?’ If he were editor of
a paper would he deliberately plan to
put into the homes of all the church
people and Christians of Raymond such
a collection of reading matter on the
one day of the week which ought to be
given up to something better and holier?

He sent word for Clark and the other
men in the office, including the few re-
porters who were in the building and
the foreman, with what men were in
the composing room (it was early in the
morning and they were not all in) to
come into the mailing room. This was
a large room, and the men came in,
wondering, and perched arpund on the
tables and counters. It was a very un-
usual proceeding, but they ull agreed
that the paper was being run on new
Principles any how, and théy all watch-
ed Mr. Norman curiously as he spole,

‘I called you in here to let you know
my plans for the future of the ‘News.’
T propose certain charges which I be-
la:ve are mecessary. I understand that
some things I have already done are re-
garded by the men as very strange. I
wigh to state my motive in doing what
I have done” Here he told the men
what he had already told Clark and they
stared, as he had done, and looked as
painfully conscious,

‘Now in acting on this standard of
conduct I have reached a conclusion
which will, no doubt, cause some sur-
prise. I have decided that the Sunday

\

morning edition of the ‘ News' shall be
discontinued after next Sunday’s iwsue.
I ahall state in that issue my reasons
for discontinuing. In order to make up
to the subscribers the amount of reading
matter they may suppose themselves en-
titled to, we can issue a double number
on Saturday, as is done by very many
evening papers that make no attempt
at a Sunday edition.

Wher, Norman returned to his office
Clark came in andhad a long, serious
talk with the chief. He was thoroughly
roused, and his protest almost reached
the point of resigning his place. Nor
man guarded himself carefully. Every
minute of the interview was painful to
him but he felt more than ever the ne-
cessity of doing the Christ-like thing.
Clark was a very valuable man. It
would be difficult to fill his place. But
he was not able to give any reasons for
continuing the Sunday paper that ans-
wered the question, ‘What would Jesus
do? by letting Jesus print that edition.

‘It comes to this, then,’ gaid Ulark, fi-
rally.  ‘You will bankrupt the paper in
thirty days. We might as well face
that future fact.’

‘I dom’t think we shall. Will you stay
by the ‘News’ until it is bankrupt? ask-
ed Idward Norman, with a strange
smile,

Clark hesitated a moment and finally | R

said yes. Norman shook hands with
him and turned to his desk. Clark
went back into his room stirred by a
rumber of conflicting emotions. He had
never before known such an exciting and
nmentally disturbing week, and he felt
now a8 if he were connected with an
enternrise that might at any moment
collapse and ruin him and all connected
with it.

" Sunday morning dawned again on Ray-
mond, and the Rev. Henry Maxwell's
church was crowded.

After the service some remained to
talk things over. ‘What will be the
probable result of your discontinuance
of the Sunday paper? Norman was ask-
ed by a friend.

‘T don’t know yet. I presume it will
result in a falling off of subscriptions
and adverlisements. I anticipate that.’

‘Do you have any doubts about your
action? T mean do you regret it or fear
it is not what Jesus would do? asked
Mr. Henry Maxwell, the pastor of -the
church.

‘Not in the least. But I would like to
ask for my own satisfaction, if any one
of vou here think Jesus would issue &
Sunday paper? .

No one spoke for 2 minute. Then an-
other said, “We seem to think alike on
that, but I have been puzzled several
times during the week to know just what
he would do. It is not always an easy
question to answer.’

‘I find that trouble,’ said Miss Virginia
Page, a young heiress. Every one who

knew Virginia Page was wondering honv |

she would succeed in keeping her pro-
mise. :

‘I think I find it wpecially difficult to
answer the question on account of my
money. Jesus never owmed any pro-
perty, and there is mothing in his ex-
smple to guide me in the use of mine.
I am etudying and praying. I think I
see clearly a part of what he would do,
but not all. ‘“What would Jesus do with
a million dollars?” is my question really.
I confess that I am not yet able to ans
wer it to my satisfaction. What I am
trying to discover is a principle of Jesus
that will enable me to come the nearcst
possible to his action as it ought to in-
fluence the entire course of my life so
far as my wealth and its use are com-
cerned.’

‘That will take time,’ said Mr. Max-
well, slowly. All the rest in the room
were thinking hard of the same thing.

- * *

The Rev. Mr. Maxwell and some of
his church members had been holding a
meeting in the slume and as they atood
waiting for a car to take them home,
Mr. Maxwell said : ‘I never realizad
that Raymond had such a festering sore.
It does not seem possible that this js a
city full of Christian disciples.”

He paused and then continued :

‘Do you think any one can ever re-
move this great curse of the saloon ?
Why don’t we all act together against
the traffic? What would Jesus do ?
Would he keep silent ? Would he vote
t» license these causes of crime and
death ¥

Henry Maxwell was talking to himeelf
more than to the éthers. He remem-
bered that he had always voted for }-
oense, and so had mearly all of his
c¢hurch members. What would Jesus
do? Could he answer that question ?
Would Jesus preach and act against the
salocm, if he lived to-day ? How would
he preach and act ?
pepular to preach against license ? Sup-
pose the Christian people thought it was
all that could be deme, to license the evil,
and so get revenue from a necessary sin?
Or suppose the church members owmned
preperty where the saloons stocd—what
then ? He knew that these were the
facts in Raymond. What would Jesus
do ? b

He went upinto his study, the next
morning, With that question cnly partly
answered, x.ﬁ'?é thought of it all day.
He was '@ thi! ing of it, and reach-
ing certain® real 'eomclusions, when the
evening ‘ Nws'.camde.  His wife brought
it up, and sat down a few minutes whilc
he read it to her.

The ‘Evening News’ was at present
the mcat sensational paper in Raymond.
That is to say, it was being edited in
such a remarkable faghion, that its sub-
scribers had never been so excited over
a newspaper before.

First, they had noticed the absence of
the prize fight, and gradually it began to
dawn upon them that the ‘News’ no
konger printed accounts of crime with
detailed descriptions, or scandals in pri-
vate life.  Then they noticed that the
advertisements of liquor and tobacco
were being dropped, together with cor-

EY

Suppose it was not |

tain other advertisements of a question-
able dharacter. The discontinuance of
the Sunday paper caused the grest-wt
comment of all, and now the charecter
of the editorials was creating the great-
est excitement. A quotation from the
Monday paper of this week will show
what Edward Norman was doing to keep
:iis promigse. The editorial was head-
THE MORAL SIDE OF POLITICAL
QUESTIONS.

The editor of the ‘News’ has always ad-
vocated the principles of the great political
party at present in power, and has, there-
fore, discussed all political questions from
a standpoint of expediency, or of belief in
the party,as opposed to other organizations.
Hereafter, to be perfectly honest with all
our readers, the editor will present and
discuss political questions from the, stand- .
point of right and wrong. In other words,
the first question will not be, ‘Is it in the
interest of our party? or ‘Is it according to
the principles lzid down by the party?’ but
the question first asked will be, ‘Is this
measure in accordance with the spirit and
teachings of Jesus, as the author of the
greatest standard of life known to men?’
That 18, to be perfectly plain, the moral
side of every political question will be con-
sldered its most important side, and the
ground will be distinctly taken, that na-
tions, a8 well as individuals, are under the
same law, to do all things to the glory of
QGed. as the idirst rule of action.

The same principle will be observed in
this office towards candidates for places of
responsibility and trust in the Republie,
egardless of party politics, the editor of
the ‘News’' will do all ih his power to
bring the best men into power, and will
not, knowingly, help to support for offico
anv candidate who {s unworthy, however
much he may be endorsed by the party.
The first question asked about the man, as
about the measure, will be, ‘Is he the right

man for the place? Is he a goed man
with ability? .

’I‘hnerelmdbeeummofthls; but we
have quoted emough to show the dharac-
ter of the editorial. Hundreds of men
in Raymond had read it, and rubbed
their eyes in amazement. A good many .
of them had promptly written to the
‘ News,’ telling the editor to stop their
paper. The paper still came out, how-
ever, and was eagerly Tead all over the
city. At the end of the week, Edward
Norman knew very well that he had ac-
tually lost already @ large number of
valuable subscribers. He faced the con.
ditions calmly, although Clark, the man-
aging editor, grimly anticipated ultimate
bankruptey, especially since Monday's
cditonial. ' ’

To-night, s Henry Maxwell read to
bis wife, he could see on almost every
column evidences of Normam’s comscien-
tious obedience to his promise. There
wag an absence of elangy, sensational
scare-heads.  The reading matter under
the head lines was in perfect keeping with
them. And there was a distinct ad-
vance in the dignity and style of the

baper.
» L] .

There are times when & sermon has &
value and power due to conditions in the
audicnce rather than to anything new oc
startling or eloquent in the words or the
arguments presentad. Such comnditions
faced Henry Maxwell on Sunday morn-
ing as he preached against the maloon,
according to his purpose determined omn
the week before. He had no new state-
ments to make about the evil influencs
of the ealoon in Raymond. What new
facts were there ? He had no startlicg
illustrations of the power of the saloom
in business of politics. What could he say
that bad not been said by temperance
orators a great many times ? The effect
of his message this morning owed its
power to the unusual fact of his preach-
ing about the saloon at all, together
with the events that had stirred the peo-
ple. He had never in the course of his
ten years’ pastorate mentioned the sue
loon as something to be regarded in the
light of an enemy, not only to the poor
and the tempted, but to the business life
of the place and the church itself. Ie
spoke now with a freedom that seemed
to measurk his complete sense of the con-
viction that Jesus would speak so. At
the close he pleaded with the people to
remember the new life that had begun
at the Rectangle in the slums. The
regular election of city officers was near
at hand. The question of license would
be an issue in that election. What of the
poor creatures surrounded by the hell of
drink while just beginning to feel the
joy of deliverance from sin ? Who could
tell what depemded on their environ-
ment ? Was there one word to be zaid
by the Christian disciple, business man,
professional man, citizen, in favor of
continuing to license these crime and
shame-producing institutions ? Was not
the most Christian thing they could do
to act as citizens in the matter, fight the
saloon at the polls, elect good men to
the city offices, and clean the munici-
pality ? How much had prayers helped
to make Raymond better while votes and
actions had really been on the side of
the enemies of Jesus ? Would not Jesus
do this ? What disciple could imagine
him refusing to suffer to take up his
cross in the matter ? How much had the
members of the First Church ever suf-
fered in an attempt to imitate Jesus ?
Was Christian discipleship a thing of
converience, of custom, of tradition ?
Where did the suffering come in ¢! Was
it necessary in order to follow Jesus’s
steps to go up Calvary as well as the
Mount of Transfiguration ?

His appeal was stronger at this point
than he knew. It is not too much to
say that the spiritual tension of the First
Churck reached its highest point right
there. The imitation of Jesus which
had begun with the volunteers in the
church was working like leaven in the
organization, and Henry Maxwell would,
even this early in his new life, have been
amazed if he could have measured the
extent of desire on the part of his peo-
ple to take up the cross. While he was
speaking this morning, before ha closed
with a loving appeal to the discipleship
of two thousand years’ knowledge of the
Master, many a man and woman, in the
church was saying, as Rachel had said
so passionately to her mother, T wl%t



——

to do something that will cost me some-
thing in the way of sacrifice;’ ‘I am
bungry to suffer gomething.” Truly Maz-
zini was right when ha said, ‘No appeal
is quite so powerful in the end as the
call, “ Come ard suffer.””’ )

The service was over, the great audi-
ence had gone, with the exception of
that little company composed of those
wha a few weeks before had made the
pledge of discipleship and to do what
they thought Jesus would have them do.

The little company counselled together,
and there were many prayers, and kHenry
Maxwell dated from that meeting some
of the serious events that n.fterwa}‘ds
became a part of the history of the First
Church of Raymond. When finally they
went home, all of them were impressed
with the joy of the Spirit’s power.

Donald Marsh, president of Lincoln
College, walked home with Henry Max-

11,

‘I have reached ome conclusion, Max-
well,” said Marsh, speaking slowly. ‘I
have found my cross, and it is a heavy
one ; but I shall never be satisfied until
I take it up and carry it.

‘Your sermon to-day made clear to me
what I have long becn. feeling I ought to
do. What would Jesus do ir my place ?
I have asked the question repeatedly
since 1 maede my promise.
to satisfy myseif that he would simply
go on as I have done, attending to the

duties of my college, teaching the classes '

in Ethica and Philosophy. But 1 have
pot been able to avoid the feeling that
Le would do something more. That
gomething is what I do not waat to do.
It will cause me genuine suffering to do
it. I dread it with all my soul. You
may be able to guess what it is ?

“Yes, I think I know,” Henry Maxwell
replied. ‘It is my cross, too. I would
almost rather do anything else.’

Donald Marsh looked surprised, then
relieved. Then he spoke sadly, but with
great conviction.

‘Maxwell, you and I belong to a class
of professional men who have always
avoided the duties of citizenship. We
Lave lived in a little world of scholarly
seclusion, doing work we have enjoycd,
and shrinking from the disagreeable du-
ties that belong to the life of the citi-
zen . I confess with shame that I have
purposely avoided the responsibility that
I owe to this city personally. I under-
stend that our city officials are a cor-
rupt, unprincipled set of men, controlled
in large part by the whiskey element,
and thoroughly selfish so far as the af-
fairs of city government are concerned.
Yet all these years I, with nearly every
teacher in the college, have been satis-
fied to let other men run the municipal-
ity, and have lived in a little world of
my own, out of touch and sympathy with
the real world of the people. “What
would Jesus do ?”. I have tried even to
avoid an honest answer. I can no longer
do so. My plain duty is to take a
gersonal part in this coming election.

- I would give almost anything to be
able to say, “I do not believe Jesus
would do anything of the sort.” But I
em more and more persuaded that He
weuld, - This is where the suffering
comes to me. It would not hurt me
half so much to fose my position or my
‘home. 1 loathe the contact with this
municipal problem. I would much pre-
fer to remain quietly in my scholastic
life with my classes in Ethice and Phil-
osopby. But the call has come to me
#0 plainly that I cannot escape : “Donald
Marsh, follow me. Do your duty as a
-citizen of Raymond at the point where
your -citizenship will coet you something.
Help to cleanse this great municipal
stable, even if you do have to soil your

" aristocratic feelings a little.” Maxwell,
this is my cross. I must take it up or
deny my lLord.

“You have spoken for me also,’ replied
Maxwell, with a sad smile. But with
you I have been unable to shake off my
responsib ility. The answer to the ques-
tion, “What would Jesus do ?” in this
case leaves me no peace, except when I
say, “Jesus would have me act the part
of a Chrigtian citizen.” Marsh, as you
ray, we professional men, ministers, pro-
fessors, artists, literary men, scholars,
have aimost invariably been political cow-
ards. We have avoided the sacred
duties of citizenship, either ignorantly
or gelfishly. Certainly Jesus, in our age,
would not do that. We can do no lesa
than take up this cross and follow Him.’

These two men walked on in silence for
& while. Finally President Marsh said :

‘We do not nced to act alone in this
matter. With all the men who have
made the promise, we certainly can have
companionship and strength, even of
numbers. Let us organize the Christian
forces of Raymond for the battle against
rum and corruption. We certainly ought
fo enter the primaries with a force that
will he able to do more than utter a
pretest. It is a fact that the saloon
element is cowardly and easily fright-
ened, in spite of its lawlessness and cor-
ruption. Let us plan a campaign that
will mean something, because it is or
ganized righteousness. Jesus would use
great, wisdom in this matter. He would
cmploy means. He would make large
plans. Let us do so. If we bear this
cross, let us do it bravely, like men.’

The ‘Evening News,’ in its Saturday
edition, gave a full account of the pri-
maries. and in the editorial column Rd-
ward Norman epoke with a directness
and convictian that the Christian people
of Raymond were learning to respect
deeply, because it was so evidently sin-
cere and unselfish. The closing para-
graph of the editorial ran thms :—

' The ‘News’ is, positively and without res.
ervation, in the side of the new movement,
Weo shall henceforth do all in our power
to drive out the saloon and destroy *ts po-
ltical strength. We shall advocate the
clection of men nominated by the majority
of citizens met in the first primary, and
we call upon all Christians, church mem-
bers,and lovers of right, purity, temperance
and home. to stand by President Marsh ana

the rest of the citizens, who have thus be-
gun a long-noecded reform in our city.

President Marsh read this editorial and
thenked God for Edward Norman and
the ‘News.’ At the same time he under-

I have tried .

!,s‘bood well enough that every other paper ! money. I am very confident that a

i Raymond was on the other side. He'!

Christian daily such as Jesus would ap-

! felt a dread that any man of his habits

did not misunderstand the importance prove, containing only what he would feels, when confronted suddenly with a

only just begun. It was no secret that
the ‘News’ had lost enormously since itl
had been governed by the standard of, !
“What would Jesus do ?* The question |
now was, ‘Would the Christian people
of Raymond stand by it 7 Would they |
make it possible for Norman to conduct
a daily Christian paper ?  Or would
their desire for what is called ‘news,” in '
the way of crime, scandal, political parti-
sanship of the regular sort, and a dislike
to champion so remarkable a reform in
journalism, influence them to drop the
peper and refuse to give it their financial
support ? That was, in fact, the ques-
tion Edward Norman was asking, even
while he wrote the Saturday editorial.
He knew well enough that his action ex-
pressed in that editorial would cost him
very dearly from the hands of many busi-
ness men of Raymond. And still, as he
drove his pen over the paper, he asked
another question, ‘What would Jesus
do ?” That question had become a part
of bhis whole life now. It was greater
than any other.

But, for the first time in its history,
Raymond had seen the professional men,
the teachers, the college professors, the
| doctors, the ministers, take political ac-
i tion and put themselves definitely and
sharply in antagonism to the evil forces
that had so long controlled the machine
of the municipal government. The faect
itself wag astonishing. President Marsh
acknowledged to himself with a feeling
of humiliation that never before had he
known what civic righteousness could
accomplish. From that Friday night’s
work he dated for himself and his col-
lege a new definition of the worn phrase,
‘the scholar in politics.” Education for
him and those who were under his influ-
ence ever after meant some element of
suffering. Saecrifice must now enter into
the {aetm' gf devglopmeft.

It was Sunday agaim. The after-
meeting at the first church was now
regularly established. Henry Maxwe'l
went into the lecture-room on this Sun-
day succeeding the week of the primary,
and was greeted with an enthusiasm that
made him tremble, at first, for its real-
ity. All were present, and they seemed
drawn very close together by a bond of
common fellowship that demanded and
enjoyed mutual confidences. It was the
general feeling that the spirit of Jesus
was a spirit of very open, frank confes-
sion of experience. It seemed the most
natural thing in the world for Edward
Norman to be teiling all the rest of the
company about the details of his news-

paper.

‘The fact is, I have lost a good deal
of money during the past three weeka.
I cannot tell how much. -

Many people want a paper that prints
all the news, by that, the crime
details, seneations like prize-fights, scan-
dals, and horrors of varivus kinds. My
greatest lose has come from e falling off
in advertisements, and from the attitude
I have felt obliged to take on political
questions. This last wction has really
cost me more than any other. The
bulk of my subsecribers, and the bulk of
newspaper readers, are intensely parti-
san. I may as well tell you all frankly
that, f I continue to pursue the plan
which I honestly believe Jesus would in
the matter of political issues, and their
treatment * from a - non-partisan amd
moral stand-point, the ‘News’ will not
be able to pay ite operating expenses,
unless one factor in Raymond can be de-
pended upon.’

He paused a moment, and the room
was very quiet. Virginia Page, the
young heiress, seemed specially interest-
ed. Her face glowed with interest. It
was like the interest of a person who had
been thinking hard of the same thing,
Norman went on now to mention.

‘That one factor is the Christian ele-
ment in Raymcnd. Say the ‘News’ has
loet heavily from the dropping off of the
people who do not care for a Christian
daily, and from others who simply look
upon a mewspaper as a purveyor of all
sorts of material to amuse and interest
them—are there emough genuine Chris-
tian people in Raymond,who will rally to
the support of a paper such as Jesus
would probably edit, or are the habits of
the people so firmly established in their
demands for the regular type of journal-
ism that they will not take a paper unless
it is stripped largely of the Christian and
moral purpose? As I understand the
promise we made, we were not to ask
any questions about, “Will it pay?’ but
all our actions were to be based on the
one question, “What would Jesus do?”
Acting on that rule of conduct, I have
been obliged to lose nearly all the money
I have accuinulated in my paper. It is
not necessary for me o go into details.
There is no question with me now, after
the three weeks’ experience 1 have had,
that a great many men would lose vast
sums of anoney under the present sys-
tem of businees, if this rule of Jesus
were honestly obeyed. I mention my
loes here because I have the fullest faith
in the final suocess of a daily paper cou-
ducted on the lines I have recently laid
down, and I had planned to put into it
my entire fortune in order.to win final
success. As it is now,. unless, as I said,
the Christian people of ond, the
church members and professing disciples,
will support the paper with subscriptions
and, advertisements, I cannot continue
its publication on the present basis.’

Virginia asked a question. She follow-
ed Mr. Norman's statement with the
most intense eagerness.

‘Do you mean that a Christian daily
ought to be endowed with g large sum
like a Christian college in order to make
it pay?

‘That is exactly what I mean: I have
laid out plans for putting into the ‘News'
such a variety of material, in such a
strong and truly interesting way, that
it would more than make up for what-
ever was absent from its columns in the
way of un-Christian matter. But my

plans called for a very large outlay of

if it is planned on the right lines. But
it will take a large sum of money to
work out the plans.’

‘How much do you think? asked Vir-

‘ ginia, quietly.

udward Normam looked at ber keenly,
and his face Hushed a moment, as an
idea of Virginia's purpose crossed his
mind. He had known her when she was

- a little girl in thec Sunday-school, and he

had been on intimate relations in busi-
ness with her father.

‘I should say a half-million dvllars in
a town like Raymond, could be weil
spcnt in the establishment of a paper
such as wé have in mind,” and his voice
trembled e little. The keen look on Ed-
ward Norman’s grizzled face flashed out
with a stern but thoroughly Christian
anticipatiom of great achievements in the
werld of newspaper life, as it had opened
up to him within the last few seconds.

“TLem,” said Virginin, speaking as if
the thought were fully considered, ““I
am ready to put that amount of money
into the paper, on the one condition, of
coum;el;e that, it be carried on as it has

‘Thank God!” exclaimed Henry Max-
well softly. Edward Norman was pale.
The rest were looking at Virginia, She
had more to say.

‘Dear friends,” she went on—and there
was a sadness in her voice that made an
impression on the rest that deepened
when they thought it over afterwards—
‘l do not want any of you to credit me
with an aot of great generosity or phil-
anthropy. I have come to know lately
that the money which [ have called my
own is not my own, but God’s. If I,
as a steward of his, see some wise way
to invest his money, it is not an occa-
sion of vain glory or thanks from any
one simply because I have proved honeat
ka asked me to use for his glory. I
in my administration of funds that he
have been thinking of this very plan for
some time. .The fact is, dear friends,
that in our coming fight with the whis-
key power in Raymond—and it has only
just bqgun——we shall need the ‘News’ to
chvampan the Christian side. You all
know tinat all the other papers are for
the saloon. As long as the saloon ex-
ists the work of rescuing dying souls at
the Rectangle is carried on at a terrible
dl.sadvanftage. What can Mr. Gray do
with his gospel meetings when half his
converts are drinking people, daily
tempted and enticed by the saloon on
cvery corner? The Christian daily we
must have. It would be giving up. to
the enemy to have the ‘News’ fail. I
h_a.yg great confidence in Mr. Normen’s
ability. I have not seen his plans; but
I have the confidence that he has in
making the paper succeed if it is car-
ried forward on a large enough scale., I
cannot believe that ian 1 i
in_journalism will be jnferi
Ohrwtmm intelligence,
to making the paper puy financially.
So that is my reason for putting this
money—God’s, not mine — into this
powerful agemt for doing as Jesus would.
If we can keep such a paper going for
one year, I shall be willing to see that
amount of money used in the experi-
ment. Do not thank me. Do not con-
sider my promise a wonderful thing.
What have I done with God’s money all
these_ years but gratify my own selfish,
pbysical, personal desires? What can I
do with the rest of it but try to make
some reparation for what I have stolar
from God? That is the way T look at it
now. I believe it
do.’ ’

Over the lecture-room swept that un-
seen yet dut_inctly felt wave of divine
rresence,  No one spoke for a while.
But there was an unspoken comrade-
ship such as they had never known. It
was present with them while Virginia
was speaking, and during the silence that
followed. If it had been defined by any
one of them, it would, perhaps, have
taken some such shape as this: ‘If I
shall in the course of my obedience to my
promise, meet with loss or trouble in
the world, I can depend upon the genu-
ine, practical sympathy and fellowship of
any other Christian in this room who
hag with me miade the pledge to do -all
f-ihlonr?s' by the rule, “What. would Jesus
o?

All this the distinct wave of spiritual
power expressed. It had the effect that
a physical miracle may have had on the
early disciples in giving them a feeling
of confidence in their Lord that helped
them to face loss and martyrdom with
courage and even joy.

Many congratulated Mr. Norman at
the close of the meeting, and the res-
ponse to his appeal for help from the
Christian disciples in Raymond was fully
understood by this little company. The
value of such a paper in the homes and
in Lehalf of good citizenship, especially
at the present crisis in the city, could
not be measured. It remained to be
seen what could be done noow that the
paper was endowed so-liberally. Rut
it still was true, as Edward Norman in-
sisted, that money elone could rot make
the paper a power. It must receive
the support and sympathy of the Chris-
tians in Raymond, before it could be
counted as ome of the great Ohristian
forces of the city.

The week that followed this Sunday
meeting was one of great excitement in
Raymond. It was the week of the elec-
tion, Principal Marsh, true to his pro-
mize, took up his cross and bore
it manfully,. The eame was alsg
true of Henry Maxwell, who plunged
into the horror of this fight agains:
whiskey and its allies; with a sickening
dread of each day’s encounter with it.
For never had be borne such a cross.. He
gtaggered under it, add in the brief in-
tervals when he came in from the work
and sought the quiet of his study for
rest, the sweat broke out on his fore-
head, and he felt the actual terror of
one who marches into unseen, upknown
horrors. Locking back on it, after-
wards, he was amazed at his experi-

to . @n-
even when it comege

is what Jesus would

and seriousness of the fight which was ! print, can be made to succeed financially - duty whidh carries with it the doing of

j certain things o unfamiliar that the ac-
I tual details connected with it betray his
ignorance and fill him with the shame f
humiliation.

THE ELECTION.

The election day came round end the
excitement all over the city was intense.
Never had there been such a contest m
Raymond. The issue of license or no
license had never been an issue under
such circumstances. Never before had
such elements in the city been arrayed
against each other. It was an unheard-
of thing that the president of Lincoln
College, the pastor of the First Church,
the dean of the Cathedral, the profes-
sional men living in the fine houses on
the boulevard, should come personally
ivto the wards, and, by their presence
and their example, represent the Chris-
tian conscience of the place. The ward
politicians were astonished at the sight.
However, their astonishment did not
prevent their activity. The fight grew
hotter every hour; and when six o’clock
came  neither side could have guessed
at the result with any certainty. Every
one agreed that never had there been
such an election in Ravmond, and both
sides dwaited the announcement of the
remult with the greatest interest.

‘At the First Church, Henry Maxwell,
bearing on his face marks of the scene he
kad " Iatély been through, confronted an
immense congregation, and spoke to it
with a passion and a power that came so
naturally out of the profound experiences
of the day before that his people felt for
him something of ‘the old feeling of .pnde
they once had in hia dramatic delivery.
Only, this was a different attitude. An;l
all through his impassioned appeal this
morning there was a note of sadness and
rebuke and stern condemnation tl}at
made many of the members pale with
self-accusation or with inward anger.

For Raymond had awakened that morn-
ing to the fact that the city had gone
for license after all. It was true that the
victory was won by a very meager ma-
jority. But the result was the same as
if it had beea overwhelming. Raymond
had voted to continue the saloon. The
Christians of Raymond stood condemned
by the result. More than a ‘hundr‘,d
MChristians, professing disciples, had failed
to go to the polls, and many more than
that number had voted with the whiskey
men. If all the church members of Ray-
mond bhad voted against the saloonm, it
would to-day be outlawed instead of
crowned king of the municipality. For
that had been the fact in Raymond for
years. The saloon ruled. No one denied
ttat. What would Jesus gz!

d women wept ag Mr. Maxwell
ald Marsh gat there, hid ususl
erect, haudsome, firm, bright, self-conf-
dent bearing all gone; his head bowed
upon his breast; the great tears rolling
down his cheeks, unmindful of the fact
that never before had he shown outward
emotion in a public service. Edward
Norman near by sat with his clear-cut,
keen face erect, but his lip trembled and
he clutched the end of the pew with a
fecling of emotion that struck deep into
bis knowledge of ‘the truth as the prea~h-
er spoke it. No man had given or suffer-
cd more to influence public opinion that
last week than Norman. The thought
that the Christian Conscience had been
aroused too late or too feebly lay with a
weight of accusation upon the heart of
the editor. What if he had begun to do
as Jesus would long ago ? Who could
tell what might have been accomplished
by this time ?

When the congregation had finally gone
and he and Mr. Maxwell entered the 1~e-
ture-room it needed but a glance to show
him that the original company of followers
had been largely increased. The meeting
was tender, it glowed with the Spirit’s
presence, it was alive with strong and
lasting resolve to begin a war on the
whiskey power of Raymond that would
break its reign. Bince the first Sunday
when the first company of volunteers had
pledged themselves to do as Jesus would
do, the different meetings had been char-
acterized by distinct impulses or impres-
gsions. To-day, the entire force of the
gathering seemed to be directed to this
one large purpose.” It was a meeting
full of broken prayers, of contrition,
confession, of strong yearning for a new
and better city life. And all through it
ran the one general cry for deliverance
from the saloon and its awful curse.

Virginia Page soliloquized : The money
I shall put into the ‘ News’ is, I am con-
fident, in line with Jesus’s probable ac-
tion. It is as necessary that we have
a daily Christian paper in Raymond, es-
pecially now that we bave the saloon in-
fluence to meet, as it is to bave a church
or a college. 1 am watisfied that the
five hundred thousand dollars that Mr.
Norman will know how to use so well
will be a powerful factor in Raymond te
do as Jesus would do.

The next day she went down to the
‘News’ Office to see Edward Norman,
and arrange the details of. her part in
the cstablishment of the paper om its
new foundation. Henry Maxwell was
present at this conference, and the three
agreed that, whatever Jesus wcnuld do in
detail as editor of a daily paper, he would
be guided by the same general priciples
that directed his conduct ag the Saviour
of the world.

‘T have tried to put down_here in con-
crete form some of the things which it
has seemed t0 me Jesus weuld do,’ said
Edwdrd Norman. He read from a pap-
er lying on his desk and Henry Max-
well was reminded again of his own ef-
fort to put into written form his cwn
conception of Jesus’s probable action.

‘T have headed this, * What would
Jesus do as Edward Norman, editor of
& daily newspaper in Raymond

'
ewe. He was mot a coward; but he

‘1. He would never allow a sentence
or a picture in his paper that could
be called bad or coarse or impure in any
way.

‘2. He would probably conduct the po-
litical part of the paper from the stand-
point of non-partisan patriptism, always
locking upon all political questions in
the light of their relations to the welfare
of the people, always on the basis of,
‘ What is right ? never from the basis of
what is for the best interssts of this
or that party ¥ In other words, he
would treat every political subject from
the standpoint of the advancement of
the Kingdom of God on the earth.’

‘3. The end and aim of a daily paper
oonducted by Jesus would be to do the
will of God. That is, his main pur-
pose in carrying on a newspaper would
not be to make money, or gain political
influence, but his first and ruling purpose
should be so to conduct his paper that
it would be evident to all his subscribers
that he was trying to seek first the King-
dom of God by means of his paper. This
purpose would be as distinet and unques-
tioned as the purpose of a minister or a
missionary or any other unselfish mar-
4yr in Christian work everywhere.

‘4. All questionable advertisements
would be impossible.

‘5. The relation of Jesus to the em-
ployees on the paper would be of tte
moat loving character.

‘6. As editor of a daily paper to-dey,
Jesus would give large space to the
work of the Christian world.

‘7. He would do all in his power to
fight the saloon as an enemy of the hu-
man race and an unnecessary part of
our present civilization. He would do
thia regardless of public sentiment in
the matter, and, of course, always re-
lg;;lt.qle“ of it€ effect.on his subwcription

Again Edward Normam looked up. ‘I
state my honest conviction on this point.
Of course I do not pass judgment on
the Christian men who are editing other
kinds of papers to-day. But as I inter-
pret Jesus, I believe he would use the
influence of his paper to remove the
saloon entirely from the political and so-
cial life of the natiom

‘8. Jesus: would not issue a Sunday
edition.

‘9. He would print the news of the
werld that people ought to know. Among
the thingsa that they do not need to
know and which would not be publish-
ed would be brutal prize fights, long ac-
counts of crimes, scandals in private
families, or any other human events
which in amy way would conflict with
the first point mentioned in this outline.

“10. If Jesus had the amount of money
to use on & paper which we have, he
would  probably secure the best and
strongest Christian men and women to
co-operate with him in the meatter of
oomtributors. Thet will be my purpose

“as T shell be able to show you in a

few days.

‘11. Whatever the details of the paper
might demand. as the paper develeped
along its definite plan, the main principle
that guided #% would always be the ee-
tablishment of the Kingdom of God in
the world. This large general principle
‘would necessarily shape all the details.”

Edward Norman finished reading his
plan. He was very thoughtful.

‘1 bave merely eketched a very faint
outline. 1 have a hundred ideas for
making the paper powerful that I bave
not yet thought out fully. This is sim-
ply a suggestive plan. I have talked it
over with other newspaper men.
The question with me is largely one
of support from the Christian people
of Raymond. There are oved twenty
thousand church members here in this
city, If half of them will stand by
the ‘ Newn,’ its life is assured. What
do you think, Maxwell, 18 the probabi-
lity of such support ¥

‘I don’t know enough about it to givs
an intelligent answer. I believe in the
paper with all my heart. If it lives a
year, a8 Miss Virginia said, there is no
telling what it can do. The great thing
will be to iesue such a paper as near as
we can judge as Jesus probably would,
and put into it all the elements of
Christian brains, etrength, intelligence,
and sense, and command respect by the
absence of bigotry, fanaticism, narrow-
ness and anything else that is contrary
to the spirit of Jesus. Such a paper
will call for the best that human thought
and action are capable of giving. The
greatest minde in the world would have
their powers taxed to the utmost to is-
sue a Christian daily.’

‘Yes,” Edward Norman spoke humbly.
‘I shall make great mistakes, no doubt.
I need a great deal of wisdom. But 1
wamt to do as Jesus would. “What
weuld he do ¥ I have asked it daily,
and shall continuo to do so and abide by
results.’

‘1 think we are beginning to under-
stand,’ said Virginia, ‘the meaning of
that command, “grow in ‘the grace and
knowledge of ocur Lord ' ard Saviour
Jesus Christ.” I am sure I do not know
all that he would do in detail until I
know him better.’

‘That is very true,” said Henry Max-
well. ‘I am beginning to understand
that I cannot Mterpret the probable ac-
tion of Jesus until I know better what
his epirit is. To my mind the greatest
question in all of human life is summed
up when we ask, “What would Jesus
do?” if as we ask it, we also try to an-
swer it from a growing knowledge of
Jesus himself. We must know Jesus
before we cam imitate him.’

When'the arrangements had been made
between Virginia and Edward Norman,
he found himself in poesession of the
sum of five hundred }housand dollars,
exclusively his to use for the establish-
ment of a- Christian daily paper. When
Virginia and Henry Maxwell had gone,
Norman closed his door and, alone with
the divine presence, asked like a child
for help from his ell-powerful Father.

All through his prayer, as he kneeled be-
fore his desk and the promised, ‘If any
man lack wisdom let kim ask of God,
who giveth to all men liberally and up-
braideth not, and it shall be given him.”
Surely his prayer would ke answered and
! the Kiggdom be advanced through this
| inatrument of God’s power, this mighty
| Press which had become so0 largely de-
graded to the base uses of man’s avarice
iand ambition.
i Some two months after this a Chicago
] L . Y
i minister who was spending a few daysin
i Raymond wrote to a friend cf his regard-
iing the result of the pledge to do as Jesus
would do. Said he,. ‘Take for example
the case of Mr. Norman, editor of the
‘Daily News.’ He risked his entire for-
tune in obedience to what he believed was
Jesus's probable action and revolution-
ized his entire conduct of the paper at
the risk of a failure. I send you a copy
of yesterday’s'paper. 1 want you to read
it carefully. To my mind it is one of the
most interesting and remarkable papers
ever printed in the United States. It is
open to criticism, but what could any
mer~ man attempt in this line that would
be free from criticism ? Take it all in
all, it i3 8o far above the erdinary con-
ception of a daily paper that I am amaz-
ed at the result. Ie tells me that the
paper is beginning to be read more and
more by the Christian people of the city.
He is very confident of its final success.
‘Read his editorial on the money ques-
tion, also the one on the coming election
in Raymond, when the question of lic-
enge will again be an issue. Both arti-
cles are of the best from his point of
view. He says he never begins an edi-
torial or, in fact, any part of his news-
paper work, without first asking, “What
would Jesus do ?” The result s cer-
tainly apparent. * hd .
Years had come and gone and Edward
Norman, editor of the ‘News,’ by means
of the money given by Virigina Chase
had become a force in journalism that
was recognized as one of the real factors
of the nation, to mold its principles and
actually shape its policy, a daily illus-
tration of the might of a Christian press,
and the ffirst of a series of such papers
begun and carried on by other disciples
who had aleo taken the pledge to do as
Jesus would do.

‘In His Steps,’ or * What Would Jesus
Do ?’ by Charles M. Sheldon, has had
such a sale as few books have had with.
in the past few months. It telly the
story of a number of people in different
walks of life who promised to do every-
thing for one year after asking the ques-
tion, “Wha't would Jesus do ?’ Among
the number wae, the editor of the Ray-
mond ‘ Daily News,’ a minister, a college
principal, a young clubman, who with his
sister had inherited millions, an autbor,
and a young woman with a remarkable
voice. “The book is strong of  purpowe,
and one to atimulate thoss who read #,
the while its story is so imteresting one
does not lay it down easily. Its teaching,
that religion is a practics mather thean a
sentiment or 'a theory, reminds one of
the old declaration that ‘Obedience is

)
i

the fat of rams.’ -
The book is of vital interest just now,
and of more than common interest as a
story at any time.
Indeed, it would be well if several

lation in every church, Christian En-
deavor Society, Epworth League, temper-
ance organization, and Young Men's
Christian Association throughout the
country.

To take up ome after another the
Christian characters sketched so clearly
by Mr. Sheldon in ‘ In His Steps’ would
make a delightful course of study for
voung people’s prayer meetings. It
would be a study of the teachings of
Christ worked out in the lives of to-day.

ary interest is evidenced by the number
of sermons that have been delivered up-
on it, as well as by the remarkably large
demand requiring one large edition after
another in quick sumccession,

‘In His Steps’ can be obtained of al-
most amy bookseller, the price being
about 25¢.—The Montreal ‘ Witness.’

The brief portion of the book that :
given in this leaflet will serve to give a
idea of ite character and purpose. The
gtory phase has been omitted so as not
to forestall the reader’s interest in the
book itself, which every one should read.

If you have found ‘ The Editor’s Story’
interesting you will probebly find still

whose walk in life mav more closely re-
semble yours than does that of an editor.

Any number of copies of ‘ The Editor’s
Story ’ for free distribution throughout a
chureh, school, society or among friends
will he gladly sent, post paid, on the ap-
plication of any of our subscribers. The
only condition being that they will be
promptly distributed.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Publishers, Montreal.

Sheldon Writes,

Under date of July 2and lasty

‘1 cannot aay that I know of any other daily paper
““in the United States that is conducted on such
“high Christian principles. 1 wish I did, for if
‘ever we needed such a paper in our country we
“need it now,

‘* Let me express to you my appreciation of ths
 Christian héroism aud consideration which make
““a paper like the WiTNrss a possibility. I have

“to suceeed. You have proved that it can. So
*“much of the ideal newspaper in ‘1o His Steps’ is
¢ therefore real.
“1 pray that you may continue to be blessed in
“your work. I do not knowa mare glorious op
‘‘ tunity for building up the kingdon on earth 'Sz:?t
“by means of Christian journalism. I take the
“ greatest plensure {u sending the copies of the
* Witness to newspaper frieuds of mine for their
‘¢ inspection.
** Very cordially yours, :
* Cuanizs M. SuxLpon,
*Topeks, Kansen®

: |

better than sacrifice, und to hearken thas

copies of ‘In His Steps’ were in cireu.’

-

That this book has excited extraordin-

more interesting the characters of those *

““I have read the Witness with much interest '

‘“ always believed it possible for a Christian daily -



. gs'msual, T let bim see I bad just as much_
- opifidence in him as ever, and ‘i’ nevei had -

- "greater faithfulness in one of my clerks. I
- pelieve he would have gone through fire and
water for me. Our beloved governor became
interested in him, and after a while made a
- position for-him  better than I could give,
and at last I persuaded Max to leave me. I
think there were no more devicus paths
‘after that. 'His road went straight on, and
I krow he has had 2 useful and a happy life.’
—“The Congregationalist. S :

‘A Suitor’s Recommendation.
‘While in North Topawanda, New York, re-
cently, we enjoyed a brief conversation with
the Rev. James Moss, whose carly ministry
and ours bezan in the same locality. He
knew very-many of the persons we once
mew. . He icld of a local preacher.ywho had
a beautiful daughter named Phoebe, whosze
hand was sought by a devoted young Metho-
dist named Darling. When Phocbe told her
father what was up, the old man weat to Lis
book-caze and took down the missionary re-
poris covering & period of twenty years. He
found Darling’s name down at first for an
annual contribution of one dollar, then for
two dollars, then five, then ten, and latterly
twelve. He replaed the books and turning
to his daughter said, “It’s all right, Phozbs,
go ahead ! When Mr. Darling came at
length to ask the lcecal preacher’s conscnt
for bis daughter’s hand, he found him ready
with a hearty, ‘Yes’ A happy marriage fol-
lowed and a new .Methcdist home was soon
joyously dedicated—Michigan Advoeate”

. Thy Hand.
A tcnder child of summers three,
" Sesking her litile bed at aight,
Paused on the dark stairs timidly.
- ‘O moiher, talke my hand,’ said she,
" ‘And ‘theid the darlcwill all be light.! -

“We older children grope our way,
Frem dark behind {o dark before;

And only when our hands we lay,

Diar Lord, in thine, the night is day,
And there is darkness nevermorea.

Reach downward to the sunless days,
Wherein cur guides are blind as we,
And faith is small and hope delays;
Take Thou the hands of prayer we raise,
And let us feel the light of Thee. -
© —John G. Whittier.

Correspondence

A bosk is offered as prize for the best let-
ter sent in bhefore. the end of January.  We
would again remind our correspondents to
write clearly on one side only of the paper.
Address all letters ‘Messenger Correspcud-
ence.’ Next.week we will give an ‘Honor-
able Mention’ list of all those whose letters

~we have not had room-to print.. We are
pleased to receive so many letters with their

kind wishes and interest. Look up oun the map

thie towns from which the letters are writ-
ten; you will find it an interesting way of
learning geography.

. Vancouver, B.C.
Dear Editor,—We have had the ‘Messenger’
for nearly a year, and watch for its coming
every week. I have three brothers and two
" sisters. I go to Sunday-school. '
I LILLIAN (aged 10).

: Glencoe, N.B.
Dear Editcr,—Glencoe is a small but very
. pretty place. * It is situated about four miles
from-the Restigouche River, and is altoge-
ther surrounded by mountains. The land
between these is very level, and has many

very pretty shade trees all over, the valley.
- There is a brook running through the
town which is- very picturesque. ° Some
places the sides of it are low, with large
beeches; other places, the sides of the banks
rise, into steep blnffs through which the
water flows yery rapidly. We are having a
new rajlway run through ‘here, which is, I

e

think, partly spoiling the beauty of the place,
but will open up a country that will be worth
a trip through.. We always look forward to
the mail day on which we get the “Wilness'
and the ‘Messenger.” We have been taking

the former for about thirty years and the

latter about twenty-seven, and think there
are no papers like them. .
: MAMIE. -

. : o Woodstock, Ont.
Dear Tditor,—I live near the pretty town
of Woodstock, Ont. Tt is surrounded by rail-
ways. 'They manufacture furniture, pianos,
stoves, brooms, bicycles and many other
things. We have a creamery factory grist
mills and ' saw mills. We also. have a fine
court-house, a hospital, a house of refuge,
and several:fine chwrches. .
: . JIAROLD E.

. : St. Catharines.
Dear -Editor,—~We live in the country in
a frame house, and keep a small farm. i
am'ten years old, and am in the fourth book.
We had o gathering of all the Sunday-schools
of the city in our church on Thanksgiving
day. CARRIE C.

Winnipeg, Man,

Dear Editor,—I used to live in Vancouver,

and kpow ‘Blanche’ I'like my teacher very
much. We have lots of szow here, and good
skating. I have laken the ‘Messenger’ for

two years. We can’t do without it.
: : MELVIN G. J.

‘ : Nantyr.
Dear Editor,—We get the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ in our Sunday-school. I like read-
ing the correspondence very much. I have
four sisters end two brothers. We live in a
pretty part of Ontario, mear Lake Simcoe.
We have beating and Dathing during our.

gsummer holidays. : :
. JENNIE (agsd 10).

o - Lower Selma.

Dear.Tditor,—We have a dng named Rob-
inson Crusoe, and a cat named Timothy, and
a capary bird named Charlie. ~We bave
taught Criusoe some tricks. He will kiss
us, and will stand up cn his hind legs and
beg for food: and also he will shake hands.

" He i§ a brown dog; wilth how legs and long
[ ears. Papa sayshe is a water spaniel, | .
e ;. CLARA (aged 11). .-

o ‘ _Salmon Creel:

Dear Editor,—I belong to a Mission Band
called ‘Little Jewels.’
about the -mission work in Trinidad. My
oidest brother and I belong. to a lodge called
the ‘Loyal Crusader,’ and we lecarn about

the evils of intemperance. . .
EDNA - (aged 8).

. Union, Ont.
Dear-Editor.—My pets are a cat, a pair of
pouter pigeons and a little pony. My pony

‘{s so little some folks call it a Dig sheep,

but he is bigger than that. He is strong,
and sometimes when we want him to go
over a bridge he is a little stubborn. He
will come in the house if we let him. He
will Lkiss- me and shake hands, and will beg
for something to eat, and tow. )

' : o NINA (aged 12).

) Teeswater, Ont.
Dear- Editor,—I would like if Jane Kath-
erine M. would writ2 again, as my mother
camo from ‘Scotland and has seen the places
which she mentions..
J. A. (aged 12).

Hawlkesbury, C.B.
Dear Editor,—I am a Doy of eight. I
Iike to read the letters in the ‘Messzenger.’
I get it in the Sunday-school every Sunday.
I have one bhrother but no sister” I have a
dog and a marmoset that came from Brazil;
it looks something like a squirrel, bhut it
has -a tail mwch. longer. I have a horse
named Dewey. My papa goss {o sea. IHe

is going to join his shin in Boston.
WILLARD (aged 8).

' Bouchette.
Dear Editor.—I came from Scotland; there

.vere one hundred and twenty-nine boys

came with me from the Orphan Home. I
was glad when we starvted for cur journey,
although J was very, sick for a couple of
days, and was glad when we arrived again
at Brockville, where we rested for scveral
days.. I have two brothers; they came out
with me. I am-living in a small place

‘We are- studying -

now. There are three little girls and one
little baby Doy seven months old. named

Clifford. - I like the place very well.- T have

a pet dog; his name is ‘Guess.’ ..
. oo ALEX (aged 12).

: S . Lorne.

- 'Dear BEditor,—X live beside the lake, and
I think it is a very.pretty place to live in
the summer., We have a boat and we set
nets every fine night and get lots of fish.
There.is a little island about a quarter of'a
mile from the shore called Stoncy Island,
which we: often row out to.

oo ' B. E. R. (aged 12).

) ' - Campobello, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I have a brother, Johnny,
seven years old. I live on an island, and’

can watch tbe boats and vessels as they -

pass. BVA MAY (aged 9).

’ . Dunnville, Ont. .
Dear Bditor,—I think it sad for the peo-
ple of Dawson Cily, and I heartily join with

‘Mise Ftta, of St. Catharines, in sending

Christian papers up there. The town of

- Dunnville is a very pretty place on the

Grand River, and is five miles from Lake
Xrie. EMMA R.

Jackson.
Dear Tditor,—I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much. We live in a country village. ,There
are iwo churches and one school-house
about one wmile from here. . I have four
brothers and two-sisters. ‘
LILLIAN PEARL (aged 9).

Maplegrove,

Dear Editor,—I enjoy reading the corre-
spondence in the ‘Morthern Messenger, cf
which my -brother is a subseriber. I have
two pets cats and two, dogs. I go to scheol
regularly, and like my teacher well. I am-
also learning to play on the organ, and to

accompany my brother Herb, who plays on

the violin, ‘ .
' LLOYD (aged 8).

. E Glen Levit, N.B.
Dear Editor,—I live in a place whers thers .

are more than a dozen pretty high mount-

ains. They look very nies in autumn, when

. the.leaves are colored. They are very dark
- lookihg now, even ‘though the ground has

on its carpet of snow. :
' . JAMES (aged 10).

. " Gladwin.
- Dear Editor,—We all go to. school. We
like our teacher very much. The school-
house is one-half of a mile from our home.
My father is'an engineer. I have reldtives
in Canada. E '

LENA M. H. (aged 10).

St. Etienne, Que. -

Dear Editor,—I go to school all the sum-
mer, but do not go to school in the winter,
for it is too deep snow. I had a garden at
school, but all the flowers froze. My cou-
sins came from Colorado last August to see
us, and we had a pleasant time with them.

FLORENCE ISABBELLA (aged 10).

North Troy, Vt.
Dear Rditor.—My sister subscribed for the
‘Messenger’ for me.  She used {o take the
‘Messenger’ when she was little. I have
about two miles to walk to school. We
have one horse, seventieen hens and two cats.
: B MURIEL (aged 11).

) _ . Bouchette.
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger’ and
like it very much. I have not got any péts
but my TLooks, and I would not part with
them for a great deal. MAUD.
. i . . Qorrie,
Dear Rditor,—I have takea your paper fer
more than four years, and have found it
very geod. You had some very good illus-
trations for Prohibition, and I am very glad
it passed. I havea carling little sister. I'er
pets I have a dog named Toby, a caif and a
sheep. I am pleased to sce one of our ueigh-
Lors, Annie G., writing.
S. R. J. (aged 10).

* Glen Sutton.
Dear Tditor,—I like to read the ‘Mes-’
seénger’ very much. My/papa is a clergy-
man, and has taken fifly copies of the
‘Messenger’ for the Sunday-school for, the
last"year.  There is beautiful scenery around
here. i H. A. J. L. (aged 8).



- ;-yourself‘? It so;-little reader, youv'-

will know how delighted littleé Dor-
b0110'ht a beautiful. .plece’ of Whlte

Thenr F:rst Party. _
EaVe you ever had a letter all t

BRERT othy and Jack ‘Masters.were, when

- they came down to breakfast one:,
'and then how busy mother ‘was for

. ‘morning and found that the post-

. big letter all to themselves."
'+ couldn’t’ wait until mother came-
down to read- it to them, but clam--
bered upstairs in a big harry; and .
‘rushed pell-mell into her bed-room,
beggmo her to read it at once and-

man had ¢ ctually ‘brought them a

qulcl\ly

‘Al right, my dearles said kind.

motne1 ; ‘let us all sit down on this
1)10‘ chair, and see what this blo let-
ter is«all about.’ -

And what do you think it was ?

They"

‘proached the last few ﬁmshlno

: “@‘5” TPEPC’

ﬁrst' But then, father was always
such ‘a tease, as J ach sa1d

After the meal Was over, mother’

‘took _Dolly, irito the town, and

cashmere to make the party’ froch

.the next day or two, cutting out and

fitting on that pretty dress, and how -
Wlldly etc1ted Dolly grew as- it ap-

touches 18
When the day really came at last _

there was «reat sorrow because it
The rain poured

was a wet day.
down, and seemed determmed to go
on pourmfr all 'day long, so that
Dolly . was quite afraid she uould
not be: allowed to venture out. - But
mother sa1d she could have her old

=

e
o /)
WSS A IR
A 3
3 7
) ) g !
< ]
v s T i
£ »
[ 3
- SR
4
5 y KA\ R
A5
S
b X B )
53 - ‘
3
ot N
PaY
e
S

BRI

Why, an 1nv1tat10n f rom Robble and |

Phil Bowden to a. party at their

house on the ncnt Tuesday even-

1n0 !

- ‘Oh, how lovely" shouted Jach
‘Can we go, mothex £4

‘We'll see about 1t 5 sard mother
‘but now let’ us 2o down to break-
fast, or father w111 be Wa1t1nw and

, that will never do.’

So down they all went "l.Ild told

| the rrrcat news to father, and show-

ed him the letter, which he' said
should be framed; as it’ wasv‘therr

- faces.
. a.1d little’
Dolly. . . - s

cloak on, and run along with nurse/
as quickly as possible, S0.0ff went
the happy pair, looking a pretty
pair, too, ‘with their rosy smiling
Oh, how charming it all was!
Dolly" dreamt of that party for
months afterwards, and of all the
pretty things that there were and
the-beautiful t1me that they had

All over the house :there were

tpretty fairy lamps and J apanese
lanterns, hanging’ from the cerhnfr
and decoratmrr the,rooms and pas-
sages. In the nursery: there: was a
‘laroe tree, ornamented all over with

ceart I

|{.: - adorned:
Ul - throughout the merrj: medl;

httle colored candles, and W1th love—f, .

y toys of all descnptmns hanglnrr_‘f
~After tea. all[ o
the little guests Went into the nur- .
sery, and each one of them recelved R
‘a present from: this’ tree Dorothy T
had a doll dressed as Little Red
‘Riding Hood, and Jack found Lis -

from its branches

present.was what he had longed for

fora long time past—a horse and -
‘ Then after the ‘tree was '

stmpped of all but the candles and.

o lights, they had all sorts of games

—Blind- man’s buﬁ’
eral favorlte o

That evening seemed to 1ush
a.long,, and the- chlldren ‘were ,all :
surprised when' it was announced
that supper was réady. = And, oh,
what a supper that was! The table
seemed loaded with all sorts of
dainties and delights. Crad\ers

~ were there. in abundance and the

children started the feast by explod-

ing these and reveéaling their hid-

den treasures. Ins1de of them were
all sorts of quamt dnd curious’ ¢aps
and" masks, ‘with’* wlieh the) “all
themselves “opd ! wore
“and

very quee1 smhts sotiie of them Took- ..

~¢éd, I:can tell yous -Jackhada large |
 dunce’s cap on his head, with the

word ‘Dunce’ printed fround_ it in~

|| - large red letters; and little Dolly
~was gay in a gilt-erown,which made

her- look . qu1te a- small queen ofr

‘beauty.

- After supper more. rrames, and

. then, alas! nurse came and demand-

ed that her small charges should
be ‘delivered-up to- her care once
more ; . and reluctantly they said

© good- nlfrht to their little playmates,

and earnestly thanked thelr hostess

- for their lovely evemnb And then
: What do you thmh xthey found awa1t-

ing them at the door‘? VVhy moth-

- er had actually sent a cah.to, fetch
. them, home and they much appre-

* ciated not havmg to trudfre throu"h
the cold and wet, for the rain had
kept its resolution, and still-steadily,
poured down.
What a tired and happy couple of
bairnies they were that night, and
what chatter-boxes. ‘they " were all
the next day! TPoor mother declar-
ed they quite made ‘her head ache
with ‘their chatter. - .
For many days after they could’
talle of “nothing 'élse but- the party

and ity delights and it. Was a_very -
“long time before-either J. ack: or Dolr :

ly forgot the' pleasure of that ew en
1ng S AQTISer . e and Ty



- Roy

3{‘ Boys Conquest
(Byr Kate S Gates)

: It Was Roy’s blrthday, and the
,;g_ , table ‘Wwas' covered with h1s ,01fts,
L .though one would have. said that he

had everythmg that healt could
oL w1sh before

.~ ‘You have had a very happy ‘day,
B haven’t you"’ said’ mamma, as she
: -sat down by Roy’s. bed for the1r
" usual ‘good-night talk.
Roy smiled assent. .
~ ‘But .I ‘have been thinking all
day, contmued mamma, ‘of ‘the lit-’

o tle boys who do not have such happy

blrthdays Just think of all the
books and toys and games you have,

and then'try to imagine how it must.
. seem not to have any at all’

~ ‘Not a smgle one, mamma? cried
~ ‘Why, there isn’t any httle
boy but has.some, is there?

‘Yes, dear, answered mamma, ‘I
saw one yesterday, I went to see
his mother to get her to do some

' woﬂ\ The street where they live
is nzurow and dlrty, the houses old
and shabby ... Mrs, McGowan hves
in, a little room on the fourth floor.
They have,only, that.one little room,
Roy, and .there. is only one window

. in-it,.and it was:so hot and close!

- And, laddie, there is a little hoy just
 your age shut up in that dreary
little room,: where ' he cannot see
anything but the roof of another old
liouse, .- He_has some trouble with
his back, and- has"- never walked.
His mother is gone all day-long
most of the time, and this poor little
boy-hasn’t ‘any books, or toys, or
games. Aren’t you sorry for him,

-and:w ou'ldn’t'you like to give him
some of yours?:

“ Now you would suppose that Roy
W ould say yes "at*once, wouldn’t

'you" But, “do- you know; instead
he began to wonder wh1ch he could
spale, and somehow, he could not
deude upon the’ one ‘he wanted to
gwe up. ~He was sorry for the lit.
tle ‘boy, ever so sorry, but—

-Dosen’t my little boy, who has

‘ so many things, feel willing to give

this poor, sick little boy anything?
a'she'd mamma, sadly.
‘Why, yes, mamma, only I don’t

see what. I couldn’t give him any- '

. thing you or papa gave me, and
‘grandpa and grandma would feel
" bad if I gave their presents away,
~ and I like to keep everything Auntie

and Uncle Will. gaye:me, s0-what
- can I do"’

- Very, well,? sald mamma, grave
v ly “You must declde for yourself.

We should understand why you '

Uave our’ glfts away, ‘and De.very
glad to. see that you were t1y1ng to
make some-oné-else happy. What

was your Golden 'l‘ext last Sun :

day 2

T reely ye have recelved freely
give, repeated Roy, rather reluc-
tantly

‘Remember that dear
Wants us to share our good gifts of
all kinds with others.. I think it
~ grieves. him- when we refuse to do
S0,
» little son?

Somehow, Roy felt very uncom-
fortable, and could not get to sleep

for a long time, and the next day it.
He did not en-

was just the same.
joy even his new playthings, for he
Xkept thinking of that poor little
boy alone in that dark, dreary room.
What if he had to change places
with him?  Ob, dear, that was too
dreadful even to thmh of for a mo-
menfl RSERDRE S T -

‘I fruess I should Just hate .mv

GOLI,;

And now good- -night, my dear,
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“The Mlsszonary Pig.”
‘If you’ll “feed him and keep the

sty very clean, chandmo- the. straw

every day, you shall’ sell that pig.
for ‘your mlssmnary ‘money,’ sa1d
papa. v~

- So tlie boys called it the mission-*

: 'arv pig, or ‘Missy,” for short. Every

day the sty was made clean, and
every day the pig grew bigger. He

‘knew the boys very well, and ate
his meals quite like a gentleman,— .~

for a pig. ‘Oneday in the fall, papa

said: ‘Boys, I can sell that pig- now, _

if you want to.’

Very sober faces met this, for the
boys found they had grown fond of
the pig. But they knew papa “was
wiser than they were about it, so
the pig was sold, and the money all
given for books for those lonesome
Western Sunday-schools. ‘

The boys had said, ‘Pity they can’t
have Sunday-school books to read !
They;haven’t got much else Sun-
days” And so they are able to

- help. —‘Mayﬂower ?

horvid, s*mtry little- boy who would - i

not give me anytlnng,’ he thou‘rht e
""'d_ﬁ by he went. and got out

=.-‘and chomest treas~
ures, and l l\ed them oyer. -
“qf T didn’t have anythmg,

sick. ‘and “all); was Roys next con-
clusmn
some. of the: thmgs he:liked best of
all, and carried’ them to mamma.  ’

<T want the’ httle boy to " have
tLese,’ he sa1d bravely,

and 1
knew a boy “ho had lots, T should*:
tth he~m1ght give ‘me some: of his,
very best- th_mas, ’spemally if: I was .

+-And so,- presently he chose O

‘and some .~

When I Am a Mau.

‘When I am -a many I’ll not Worry
¥ and scold, '

'Or frrowl at the Weather if too hot

‘or cold

: I’ll not fise tobacco, nor drmk wme

- .or beer, . .
And of everything-bad I’ll be sure
-to keep clear.
I’ll try for the good of others to
‘ plan,
And be a brave soldler, when I am
a man

time when he "ets tired of these I :

will. give him; some more’ .

‘Thanl\ you, “dear, said mamma,
W1th a:very happy smile; and do you
know Roy was' sure that he had

never been S0 - happy before in his B ‘
And give of my wealth to the a111ng

hfe ? Can you tell why ?—Chris-
tmn Work, .

The Model thtle Glr

- h risky as a lambkin,

Busy as a bee—
That’s the kind of little girl -
People like to sece.

. Modest as a violet,
As a rosebud sweet—
That’s the kind of little girl
People like to meet.

Bright as is a dlamond,
‘Pure as any pearl—
- Bveryone rejoices in
- Such a little girl.
Happy as a robm,

‘Gentle as a dove—
That’s the kind of little'girl
: - Everyone will love.

4 Sunday ‘Hour.:

‘When I am a man, I’ll let little boys

Have fun, if they do mal\e plenty of
noise, - :

T’ll feed the beggars who stop at

my. door,

~and poor ;

P11 strive to be honest, and do what
I can

To make the world better, when I’m
a man.’

Said grandmad: ‘Why wait till you’re
erown? Right away

Commence your reform. Begin with
to-day ; -

You may never be old, nor rxch nor
yet great,

- ‘And many a Dlessing you’ll lose

while you wait.
Strive to be and to do the best that
you can, . '

And life will be sW eeter when you -

area man. ’

.- ‘Temperanr.e Banner)

.’.f\



How Helen Helped.

(A. L. Ncble in ‘Youth’s Temperance
Banner.')

There wers Mr. and Mrs. Hopkins and six
Hopkius girls, including the baby. Mr
Hopkins did not count for much; he was
always ‘coking for work.” He never found
it; becausz what he really was looking for
was a drink, and every drink lhe got took
away his desire and ability for good work.
Motker HMonkins couated for a great deal;
she was Torewowan in a dressmaking estab-
lishment and her earnings kept the six child-
ren, who were bright, good gifls. The ncigh-
bors pitied the mother of ‘all those children.’
But they were really all the comfort she
had in life. The fathcr was never unkind;
he was just of ‘no account’ anyway.

Iicwever, the Hopkinscs managed to live
very comfortable until one November day,
in coming from the shop, Mrs. Hopkins slip-
ped on a wet leat and Lroke her leg. When
she found herself obliged to lie helpless in
her bed the outlook was very dark. She
had a little sum laid up for the winter coal,
but now that must be spent, and when f{t
was gune there was nothing else to fall back
on. Now Helen, oldest daughter, although
only sixteen, was a very capable little house-
keepar. lHer eyes were not strong enough
for study, so the had learned how to cook
and loved to manage the house. When this
trouble came Ilelen saw her poer mother’s
werry about daily bread added to her bLodily
pain.  The young girl made up her mind to
a plan she had thought of often, and hoped
to try when she was older, She did not
speak of it until she had taken a few min-
utes to run around to her Sunday-school
teacher and ask her advice. Miss Howard
warnly avproved of Helen's plan and urged
her to begin at once, but to tell her mother,
lest Mrs. Hlepking’s worry keep her from
glecp ard needed rest. Helen ran home with
cheeks as red as voscs, and hastening into
“hier mother's room, satd:

‘Now, mother, I am going into buginess!
I have taken my first order. Just listen and
don't zay a word until I am through talking.’

*Never fear, I won't get a chance,’ said
her mother, trying to gmile.

‘Well, T have five dollars all my own—
that is my capital. I amn going to spend it
all in groceries, and the Howards are going
to bay brown brend of me twice a week,
doughnunts on Saturdays, and baked beans
often, cake occasionally, if they are all very
nice. Miss Howard knows about my cook-
ing. for 1 have taken pains to let her see
gpocimeans in the past—and, mother, she says
she will go all about among her friends to-
morrew Lo see if she can get me regular or-
ders. She rays she knows people whose
conks have unot success with special things
that the families are fond of. O, yes; and
she wants three lemon pies herself next
weel for a lunch party!’

Mrs. ffopkins was not so enthusiastic as
Heien; lecause she feared the plan would
not really bring in much; but every little
was welcome; so she pralsed her ycung
daughter. Such a busy little weman as
Heleu was after that! She took good care
of Lher mother, and Jennie, the next sister,
helped with the baby. Tveryone helped,
oven the mother. After a little, she could be
propped up, and was able to pare apples,
seed raicins or beat eggs. For a week or
two Helen told her mother just how much
she was making; it was not a very large

amount, and, after a while, she ceased to
malko any reports. Mrs. Hopkins thought
that she was probably finding out that her
plan was not to be very successful, so she
did not ask any more questions.

However, one day she said : ¢ Helen, dear,
i€ you don’t make your fortune out of baked
beans your new work is doing a great deal.
The children love to tee and- taste the var-
ious dishes and what you have over and
above your orders is very nice for us all;
then, have you not noticed how different
your father i{s ? Really it seems like old
times.’

Helen understood, for Mr. Hopkins had
said that very day that the ‘doings In the
kitchen’ smelt like things in his ‘mother’s
kitchen the week before Thanksgiving.’ He
had stayed home and been excellent help
lifting coal, watching the oven and doing
odd jobs. He was m kind nurse, too, and,
now that his wife had plenty of time to play
checkers with him, or to listen to his long
stories, he took good care of her. She did
not dare say too much at first, but he let her
reason with him about drinking as he had
never done before,

Well the day before Christmas Mrs. Hop-

kins was able to be dressed, to sit up and
make one of the gay little group in the

kitchen. In a merry voice she asked Helen
it she had made her fortune, and what was
her surpirse to find out that, instead of be-
ing in debt, Helen's earnings had paid for
food and rent during her illness., The rainy
day money was untouched. While they were
talking Miss Howard appeared. She came
with a scheme to propose. This was that
the Hopkins start a regular bakery. Wa
have no time to tell in detail how Helen
hired a strong woman to help; how Mr.
Hopkins promised to stay home to do a
man's work; how it all succeeded. Before
the year came around the brave young girl

saw the famlily prosperous and hes father a
teetotaler.

Not Afraid Of the Storm.
(Ern#st Gilmour in ‘Temperance Banner.’)

It was six o’tlock in the afternoon of a
stormy March day. Mr. Percy sat in front
of a dancing grate fire, trotting his small
scn, Harry, upon his foot.

‘Ride a cock horse
To Banbury Cross,

To see an old woman
Ride on a white horse,’

sang Mr. Percy, and then, as he paused,
laughing, Harry went on:

‘Wings on huh fingers,
An’ bells cn huh toes

See will hab musie
‘Whe-ever see dooes.’

Mrs. Percy came in from the dining-room.

‘There’s an awful storm,” she said, ‘but
one would hardly know it in here, it i3 so
warm and cozy.’ '

Just then the dvor burst open, and in
tumbled something looking like a huge snow-
ball,

‘Why, it is Willie,’ said Harry, delighted-
ly, ‘he's come to see me; haven't you, Wil-
lie ?’

Mr. Percy brushed the snow from the
visitor. Mrs. Percy rubbed his cold hands,
wondering meanwhile what it meant to let
a little child out of dcors in such a wild
storm. :

‘Where 18 your ccat, Willle? Where is
your hat? she asked. ‘And what made you
come out in such a storm? Were you not
afraid ot being blown away?

‘Me isn't 'fraid of de storm,’ he said, ‘me
runned away; me is 'fraid of papa. Me
didn’'t wait to dit mine coat an’ hat.’

Mr. Percy lifted the visitor to his knee
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and rat down near the fire to ‘thaw him
out,’ he said. Mrs. Percy brought a cup of
hot broth to help the thawing process. Pre-
sently Dinah announced ‘Dinner is served.’

While they were in the midst of it there
came a loud ring at the side door bell. Be-
fore Dinah could answer it, the door open-
ed and a white-scared face peered in.

‘Is Willie Clark here?” was asked anxi-
ously.

‘Yes, me is here,’ called Willie from his
seat in the dining-room, ‘Tum in, Sallie.’

It was Willie’s nurse. She went in.

‘Oh, he did give us such a scare,’ she sald
to Mr. and Mrs. Percy. ‘He never ran away
before, and then to go in this awful storm!
Come, Willie, you must go right home this
minute,’

‘Me isn’t doin’, declared Willie, stoutly.
‘Me is 'frald of papa.’

And nothing that Sallie said or did could
induce him to go.

After dinder Willie and Harry had a jolly
play in the pleasant sitting room, althcugh
every little while the former sighed and a
look of fear crept over his sweet face. At
half-past seven his mother came,

‘Come, dear,’ she said coaxingly, and he
clung to her, kissing her over and over, but
he still insisted that he ‘couldn’t go.’

‘Me is 'fraid of mine papa,’ he said. Mrs.
Clark’s face flushed. Mrs. Percy said gently:

‘Let him sleep here to-night, dear Mrs.
Clark, Harry would love to have him for a
bedfellow.’

It was about ten o’clock the next fore-
noon when Mr. Clark awoke. He felt dazed,
His head ached. At first he could not be-
lleve that he had actually been drunk. He
had been ‘indulging’ for some time, but he
had no thought of going heyond a certain
amount, His face grew hot with shame
when he met his wife, but she greeted him
in her usual gentle, sweet way. There was
no reproach dn her face, but she was very
pale. He looked about the house as if he
missed something or somebody. Presently
he asked :

‘Where is Willie ?’

‘Over to the Percy’'s,” she answered; ‘he
has been there all night.’

‘All night to ‘the Peicys!’ he exclaimed ;
‘what for? Why did you let him go?

She looked him in the eyes.

‘I did not let him go,’ she sald, ‘he went.
He ran away. I.sent Sallie for him, but he
wouldn’t come. Then I want wyself with
no better success.’

‘Why did not you make him come? he
asked.

‘I did not have the heart to make him come
when I found cut the rcason of his running
away.’

‘What was 1t?

‘He was “afrald of his rapa,”’ he sald.

He feit as if he had been wounded sorely.
His little boy, his cnly child, afraid of his
father ! He could not bear the thought,

‘What did I do? he asked hoarsely. ‘What

did I say when—I—came—home—drunk?’

‘You did as other drunken men do, you
staggered. You sald what other drunken
men say—cruel things, You called little
Willie a “brat” when he ran to meet you,
and you struck him. He would have been
injured it I had not caught him.’

‘Was I such a brute? Oh, Lord, have
mercy on me !’ said he, falling upon his
knees, When he arose he put on his over-
coat and hat and went over to the Percys,
‘] want my little son,’ ha gald, brokenly;
‘T'Il never make him afraid again, God help-
ing me.’

And he never did.

P -

At ‘the Interpatignal temperance congress
at Brussels, Dr. Maharin Viege declared that
alecohol was a factor of mortality almost as
important as tuberculosis. A few vears ago
the president of the British Medical Asso-
clation, Dr, Long-Fox, declared that alcohol
carried off more than cancer and tuberculo-
sis combined,
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LESSON XIIL.—DEC. 25.

Review, or Christmas Les-
son.

Hebrews i., 1-9. Memory verses, 1, 2. Read
Luke {i., 1-20.

Home Readings.

M. Heb. {., 1-9.—Gcd halh spoken to us by
his Som. -

T. Isa. ix.,, 1-7.—The promise of Christ’s
coming.

W. Ps. {i, 1-12,—‘Thou art my Son,’

T. John xvii., 1-26.—'Thou Last sent me into
the world.’

F. John i, 1-18.—The Word was made
flesh.’

S. Col. i, 1-20.—'The image of the iuvisible

s God.’

Luke ii,, 1-20.—Unto you is born . .« .
a Saviour.’

Golden Text.

‘For unto you is born this day in the city
of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the
Lord.’—Luke {i,, 11,

Review Text.

* Return unto me, and I will return unto
¥you, saith the Lord of hosts.’—Mal. iii., 7.

Lesson Story.
JESUS IS GOD.

Jesus is God ! the solid earth,
The ocean broad and bright,

The countless stars, like golden dust,
That strew the skies at night ;

The wheeling storm, the dreadful fire,
The pleasant, wholescme air,

The summer’s sun, the winter's frost,
His own creations were.

Jesusg is God ! the glorious bands
Cf golden angels sing

Songs of adoring praise to Him,
Their Master and their King.

He was true God in Bethlehem'’s crib,
On Calvary’'s cross true God ;

He who in heaven eternal reigned,
In time on earth abode. |

Jesus is Ged ! there never was
A time when He was not ;
Boundless, eternal, merciful,
The Word the Sire begot.
Backward cur thoughts
stretch,
Onward through endiess bliss;
For there are two eternities,
And both alike are His!

through ages

Jesus is God ! let sorrow come,
And pain, and every i1l ;

All are worth while, for all arz means
His glory to fulfil;

Woerth while a thousand veara of life
To speak one little word,

If hy our credo we might own
The Godhead of our Lord.

Jesus is God ! oh, could T now
But compass land and sea.,
To teach and tell this single trutk,
How bappy should T be!
Oh.had I but an angel’s voice
I would proclaim so loud,
Jesns, the good, the beautiful,
Is everlasting God !

Jesus is God ! {f on the earth
This blessed faith decays,

Mcre tender must cur love become
More plentiful our praise.

We are not angels but we may
Down in earth’s corners kneel,

And multiply sweet acts of love,
And murmur what we feel.

~—F, W. Taber in ‘Sacred Gems.’

Review Commentary.

T.cszon I. tells of the good king Asa who
did much to reform Judah and strengthen
the kingdom. His victorious encounter with
Zerah the Ethiopian is a valuable example
of trust in God and one we would do well to
emulate. Iesson II. illustrates the power-
ful and far-reaching influence cf example.
Because Jehoshaphat walked in the first
waye of his father and David, he walked in
God’'s commandnenis, and not after the do-

© ance Lesson,

ings of Israel. This was the secret of his
strength. The Word of God in the heart
makes a man of God in the life. * Lesson
1II. contains some thorcugliy practical truths
concerning the care of God's house and the
giving to his cause. Applied to the wheels
of church machinery they would setile many
difficult questions and put new imspiration
and joy into Christian service, Lesson 1V.
describes Isaiah’s vision of God’s holiness
and his own uncleanness, afier which a
Seraph comes with a live ccal of promise,
places it on the diseased spot, and his be-
setting sin is Iminediately taken away and
he is ready te go wherever the Lord sends.
Teeson V. prophesies the restcration of 1svael
under the Messiah, the peaccableness of his
kingdom and the gathering in of the Geu-
tiles. Leeson VI, gives a graphic descrip-
tion of the fourth historic Oid Testament
Passover celebration. Hezekiah's letier is a
living testimony to his thorcough pisty and
deep-3cated interest in the weifare of God’s
people. Leason VII. tells cf God’s wonder-
ful deliverance of Jerusalem, in hnswer to
the prayer of Hezekiah.. Leescn VIIL is the
fifteenth chapter of Luke in the Old Testa-
ment. Utter ur worthiness and selfishness on
the part of the prodigai: grace abounding
and mercy megnified on the part of an in-

11

gity of utter consecration to the Saviour
whose coming we celebrate. A review of the
lessons of the past six months should bring
out with startling distinctness the awful re-
sult of the sin of forgetting God. The re-
sults of evil companionship are shown in the
lives of most of the bad kings, whose weak-
ness and selfishness, if given to God, might
have Leen converted into strength, purity
and righteousness.

The good kings were only good and strong
because they sought the Lord with their
whole heart and set themselves to keep his
law.

No one is too young to serve Gad; lillle
king Josiah was ounly eight years old when
the burden of the kingdom was lzid on him.

Suggested rymns.

‘To us a Child of hope is born,” ‘Hark, the
herald angeis sing,’ ‘It came upon a mid-
night clear,' ‘Jesus caves,’ ‘Joy to the world,’
‘Once in royal David's city,” ‘As wilh glad-
ress,” ‘Praise him!’ ‘Come {o the Saviour.’

Lesson llustrated.

Review day agaln, and once more we lock
hack over the three months of lessons.
Though being both ‘Christmas I’ay and the
clozing Sunday of the year, we may insiead

¢

~ ’ /

R ! %
- Seod
l:mu.; Lore IJ _.\; B

—

|
A '."-\.
L Ch)

‘\Hl'
3

4
P

.ﬁﬁ

N
v~J UDAH

Joquoaren
o

2]

suited God. We can hear Manasseh gay with
Paul: ‘For this cause I obtained merey, that
in me . Jesus Christ might show
forth all long-suficring. for a pattern to
them which shoul? hercafter hLeljeve.’ (1.
Tim. ., 16.) T.esson IX. was the Temper-
Too much of the Review honr
cannot be spent in emphasizing this vital
gubject; and in impressing jts imporiant
bearing on home, social, religious and ' a-
tional purity. Lesson X. telling of the find-
ing of the hook of the law. The resuits of
its diacovery are a warning to the owner
of dust-covered, hidden or unused Bibles to
search them and see whether they are de-
serving of the wrath or favor of (lod. Les-
son XI. relates king Jeholakinm’s wicked at-
tempt to destroy Jeremiah's roll. But. as
the Lord had hidden its words in Jerecmiah's
beart and hid Jeremiah himself, another
copy was soon written., Lesson XTT. is the
account of the invasion of Jerusalem by
Nehuebhadnerzzar, the carrying capiive of
king Zedekiah and the slaughter of his gons
and princes. Such are the sad resulis of a
eicful career.—‘Arnold’s Comnmentlary.’

Lesson Hinis.

This Christmaa Sunday shonld bhe snecl-
ally utilized as a time of decision. 17 pove
sible, the teacher should rurak te each
scholar separately, urging on hiwm the noen-

think of the Christmas joys or sum up the
year's loss and gainp.

First: -—"s viclory over cuemies who
were twice as strong. Second: the feunda-
tion vpon which ———'s erown rested strong
and secure. Third: gifts flowing in for re-

pairing the —. Fourth : the coal that
touched ——'s lips and wil! tonch ours when
we are willing. TFifih: the dawn of —'8

kingdem that the prophet eaw. Sixth: tlie
decrposts and lintel blcod sprinkled in mem-
ory of the —- feast that was kept by king
in Jeruealem. Sevenih: the answer to
praver that brought deliscrance to the king
and death to the army of ——. Xighth: the
repentance of king —— wherefore God blot-
ted out the record of his sin, Ninth: our

tetaperance lessnn, the plice we will not
enter. Tenth: the book that was found in
the ——, and where the king put it when
fonud. Eleventh: foclish Lirg ——- and the

foolish way he tock to get 1id of God's mes-
sage, Twelfth : the place to wihich sin
Lronght king ——, In the ecnrire the king-
dem of Judeh rever mora to have crownad
king save him whose erown of thorns was
fit embizm of the ginfu! land for whose sake
he bure fit.

Christiarn Endeavor Topics.
Teeo B0 rpths tanght by Chrisimas,—

Lvhe 4, 8-70,
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How to Root Slips.

Take a shallow dish and fill with sharp
saud; wet this very wet; but not so that it
will be muddy, or so that the water will
stand on the surface. Inser! the slips in
this sand, and never let it get dried out; this
is the secret of success—keep the sand wet
all the time, and remember that it dries out
rapidly.

If you want to rcot a geranium slip
chcose one that ie strong, large, healthy and
not woody.

Almost anything will rcot in this wet sand.
1f you want to root a good many slips, a box
cr soma2thing that could be covered with
glass would be best. Fill this pariially with
sand, and have no drainage; insert the slips
and cover with glass, put the Lbox in a sunny
window and raise the back end so that the
box will be thrown with its entire surface
to the sunshine. Slips will root raridly,
and when well rooted they may be trans-
planted. '

If you begin csuffictently early you
will have plants for summer blooming,
and thoce that have bloomed dur-
ing the winter may take a rest and have
their buds pinched off to fit them for service
another winter. It is a fact that a plant
will produce more flowers as it grows older
it it is cared for. Of course plants may get
too old, but I think this is the exception
rather than the rule.

Now a word about potting rooted slips;
these must be handled with care, and here
is where the novico makes a mistake. Do
not put a tiny rooied slip or a good-sizcd
rooted siip into a big pot; use a very small
one; it will nct put the plant back to trans-
plant it from time to time; it will do it gooq;
it will make it strong and stocky, insteal of
growing up spindiing and weak.

Use drainage always in the bottom of the
pot, and for the first potting use rather puor
soil, and put sand a»out the roots at first,
When the pl'ant is woll established, and
growing well, then transplant it to a pot one
gize larger, and use as good soil a3 it may
require; if you use the regular flower-pots
the potting is an easy matter, as the plant
may be taken out with all the dirt about its
roots, and rcset without much trouble.—‘The
Household.’

Left-Over Dishes —Vegetables
(By Emma Louise Hauck Rowe.)

Very tempting dishes may le fashioned
out of left-over vegetables, and be served
under the more diznifled name of escalloped
vegetabies. These may be cooked and served
fn individual dishes, but where there is a
large family it is much more svansible and
equally a3 well to cook in one dish.

Prepare your left-over cooked vegetable—
beets, potatoes, caulifiower, carrots, eabbage,
rice, or any other that you may have on
hand—by mincing, cubing or slicing, as pre-
forred.

Make a plain white rauce by melting one

table-spoonful of bulter in a saucepan; stir
in smoothly two level tablespoonfuls of
flour, and add gradunally about one cup of
previously heated milk, stirring it perfectly
smooth and free from lumps. Add salt and
pepper to taste, and according to the previ-
ous seasoning of the oooked vegetables.
Grease your baking-dish to about one-fourth
from the top.
. Mix the white sauce with the prepared
vegetable, and put some into your baking-
dish. Over the top sprinkle some buttered
cracker or bread crumbs. Do not have your
baking dish more than three-quarters full,
Bake in the oven until fully heated through
and browned very nice on top.

‘With rice and cabbage, cheese can be grat-
ed over the top instead of buttered crumbs,
This is a very simple way of making an a:-
tractive new dish out of what might other-
wise have been very plain left-over..—'Chris-
tlan Work.’

How to Clean Egg Spoons.

Place on the discalored spoon a good pinch
of salt. Rub it well into the spoon and in a
few seconds it will be quite free from discol-
oration. Rinse the spoon in a little water,
It the weather is cold the salt may want to
be moistened with a drop of warm water,

THE MESSENGER.
' ADVERTISEMENTS,

TO

COUNTRY BUYERS
OF

CITY GOoODs
at City
Tasy Priz:s,

little repairing done that he could do in a

season would otherwise drag slowly by.

time and of money.

and materfal shown fu cut as follows:

1 Iron Last for Men's 1 pkg ClinchNails, 4-8in.
work, (reversible.) | 1 pkg Clinch Nu'ls, 5% in.

1 Iron Last for Boys’ 1 pkg (I'nch Nuiw, €8in.
work, {reversi:1+) |1 pkg Iloe! Nails, .

I Iron Last for Woumea's | 4 prs Heel Plates, ﬂ':ii:"‘

1 Tron Tant foy (i bon's | 8 Hamers Neodles
ron b on'l err Nec .
or Chilvyen's S e ant fiaw Clamp

work, (reversible.)
1 Iron 8tand for Lasts. 1 Dox Blotted Rivets.

1 Bhoohammer. assorted sizes.
1 Bhoeknife. 1 Rirct Set for same,
1 Pug Awl lIandle. 1 Harness and Belt

-1 Peg Awl. Punch
1 Wrench for Per Awl 1 8oller'ng Iron, roadly

Hwndle. for use.

1 Rowing Awl ITandle. 1 Haundle for same.
1 Bewing A 1 Bar Helder,

f wi
1 8 abbing Awl Handle.
1 H:abbing Awl
1 Buttle I, ather Cement.
1 Jottle Rubier Cemor t.
1 Lunch Eristl s,

a1 8e Thres:l.
1 Beti Shoe Wax.

1 Lox Resin, .
1 Wottle Boldering Fluid,

1 Cepy Directions for
Hulf.mling. ete.,

E Divections for
1 Cory H-ldering.

Each Sct Packed Securely in a Neat
Wood Box  Weight, 20 1bs.

We do not claim that these tools are as
gocd #s twenty collar kit, but we do consi-
der them remarkably good at the price,

Only $2.50.
All These Tools are Full-Sized and
Practical in Every Respect ;
Not Mere Toys.

OUR CATALOGUE, WEEK BY WEEK
L]

“YOUR WAN'TS SUPPLIED.”

(A Serial Story by the Advertiser.)

« JACK OF ALL TRADES.”

Time was when a man had to make his own shoes, harpess and tinware, That
time has passed into bistory. But still it is handy to have a kit of tools for repair-
ing purposes. One does not want to have to go to the village or to town to get a

is interesting, too, and wiles away many a pleasant bour which during the winter

We have selected the best and most cemplete Kit of Tools we could fiud for the
money, and we are told that they will prove a great addition to a farmer's ‘shop’ or
anybody clse that likes doing th:ir own repairing. Indeed, every house should p:ssees
this kit. To lcarn to be handy is to leara & greal deal—and to save a great deal of

Complete i:structions accompany c¢ach ‘REPAIR KIT’ Box which cortains 44 tcols

Sent by Express cr freight on recelpt uf above amount.
Receiver to pay trausportation charges.

THE MAIL ORDER CONCERN,
¢ Witness * Building, Montreal.

—OR—

Chapter vi.

few minutes had he the tools. Such wo:k

HOME
REPAIRING OUTFIT N21
Boor. Skoe, Harniess, aeoTinwage Repaiging

A ¢ Witness’' Namesake,

TiLe ‘Witness' has a number of namesakes,
publications for the most part slarted by
‘Witness’ admirers and in realms purely
religious. The ‘Prairie Witness’ is one of
these, and, from small beginnings, like its
great ancestor, bids fair to keep pace with
the growth of its constituency. It is to be
hoped that its interests will widen with its
infiuence till it discuss from the Christlan
standpoint the great temporal questions of
the day, both political and economic, local
and national, for they all tend to bring
about or delay the time when the Kingdom
of our Lord shall be established. ,

In its issue of Dec. 1, the ‘Prairie Witness
says;—'Now is the time to declde upon what
papers you are going to read during the
year, and we hope to giye you some assist-
ance in this matter.

“First we say—what we believe no one will
dispute—that the Montreal * Witnees ' is by
far the best educator in Canada. Other
papers give reliable news and discuss poll:
tics well, but besides this, the ‘ Witness
glves what is of vastly more importance—
wholesome reading for the home. Every
boy and girl reader of this ideal paper will
be the better all the years of life for having
read its columns, and mature readers will
find plenty of nourishing food in every issue.

‘It has done more to make Canada what
it is, than any other paper in the Dominion.
We say this with great assurance, because
we belleve it true. It has the growth and
character of over fifty years well-doing, and
is evervwhere held in respect for its work’s

Y In His Steps.”

Everyone should read this book. It is
Sheldon’s masterpiece. We send it post-paid
for 16c. JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

Publishers, Montreal,

2 BABY'S OWN:

o YOUR NAME neatly printed on £0 Rich

B % A Gold Fdzo, Fancy Shap~. 8ilk Pringed,

p2 Eavelope Verse, lora.s, & &, Canls. This

rld Pisted Ring und o % prosent all for

: 0:.  Samnlaw, outfit and private terms to
Agents, 3¢, Address BTAR CARD CO., Know‘ton, rQ.

iemioermaei

Convince a sinner that you are concerned
about him, and he will soon be concerned
about himself.—'Ram’s Horn,’

NORTHERN MESSENGER

° (A Twelvs Page lilustrated Weekly),

One yearly subscription, 30c.

Three or more to differeat addresses, 35¢
each.

Ten or more to one address, 20c each.

When addressed to Moatreal City, Great Britaln and
Postal Union ocountries, 53¢ postage must bs added for each
copy; United Btates and Cnanada free of postage. Bpecial
armngements will be made for dolivering paciages of 10 o
more in Montreal. Bubscribers residing in the United States
can remit by Post Office Money Order on Rouses Point, X.X.
or Express Money Order payable in Montreal.

Sample package supplied free on applica-

tion,
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers. Montreal.

———

THE ' NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every week at the ‘Witacss’ Building, st the comer of
Oraig snd Bt. Peter streets in the city < Montreal, by
John Redpath Dougall, of Montreal.

husl should he addrowed ° Johw
Dougnll & 8on,’ and all lotters to the editor should be
ad<rensed Bditor of the * Northern Marannear,!




