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ADORATION OF THE SHEPHERDS.

Once More to the Manger. There are sheep on the hillside, To the Babe in the manger;
(Margaret E. Sangster, in the ‘Christian And, safe from the cold, For here our hearts are.
. Intelligencer.) ‘ . There’s a wee little Jamb Lo! Jesus is born,
¥ Once more to the manger, That a mother's arms hold. = And we joyfully sing,
+ At dawning of dﬁy, o : -~ ‘All honor and gl?ry
;j With shepkerd and stranger, 0, star of the morning, - To Jesus our King!’
i We're taking our way. . Still shine on our way, = =
b The angels above us : : it Lead us to the Christ
% Are singing of Him, . 2 . By thy crystalline ray; The Christian ought diligently to study the
o The lizht of Whose face 0 angels of glory, Lt Word of God, and square his way by it; not
| Makes the sunshine look dim. -Still sing of the love, to walk at random, but to apply that rule to
\ - That for saving the lost every step at home and abroad, and to be as
There’s a star in the East, Hath stooped down from above. careful to keep the beauty of his way unspot-
I.t is' goldeg and bright. e it ted as those women are of their faces and ate
It is 'nfting the darkness, With shepherd and stranger . tirs who are most studious of comeliness.—
And chasing the nioh* We follow the star, Leighton
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- Christmastide,
(Lillian F. Lewis, in the ‘Church Evangelist.’)

Before the stars the might’s gloom flies,

The hosts hold carol in the skies,

Deliverance comes and bondage dies—
"Tis Christmastide!

What happy day the morn o’ersteals,

What gracious joy the spirit feels,

What holy hope Faith sings and seals—
At Christmastide!

How shall the heart but leap in praise,

The lip but voice its grateful lays,

In welcome of this day of days—
The Christmastide?
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An Acceptable Offe:ing.

A SKETCH FOR CHRISTMAS TIME.

(Mrs. Harriet A. Cheever, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

Mr. Grafton was bustling about with an air
of being very much in earnest conceraing cer-
tain things of which ke was in quest. In and
out of stores went the business man, making
various purchases, nonme of which seemed in
keeping with what would naturally be consid-
ered his personal wants.

At last he entered more deliberately his tail-
or's establishment, and after careful comsulta-
tion emerged, having left an order for an ex-
pensive, luxurious overcoat, which was to be
delivered at the house of Dr. Darling, the min-
ister, two days before Christmas.

Christmas! Ah, that explains it. Mr. Grai-
ton had of course been going about securing
holiday gifts, and in each case they were to
bé delivered two days in advance of the day
of good cheer.

Now it was not usual for Mr. Grafton thus
to exert himself for the benefit and happiness
of others, Not that he was either an unkind
or a selfish inan, but everything with him had
been business, business! There had been no
time for anything else; no respite, no vaca-
tions, no trips, no pleasant social ties, and a0
Christmas jellity.

And he had reaped his reward. There was
money in the coffers, there were houses and
lands, bonds and deeds, testifying to the fruit-
ful outcome of years of unremitting devotion
to one object. Yet, it was not a spirit of greed
that had actuated him. No, let us do him jus-
tice. It simply seemed ‘born in him’ to love a
business career. The effort, the excitement,
the competition of a business life stimulated
and attracted him, just as it does thousands
of active, wideawake men.

But something had happened. Mr. Grafton
had been obliged to pause in his headlong car-
eer, in his ardent chase after more and more
of this world’s goods. There had come an in-
voluntary suspension of activity, a complete
stand-still. A force not to be overleaped had
sounded a grim ‘thus far) and then left him
stranded.,

Mr. Grafton had been ill, very ill. For the
frst time in his life he had faced the fact that
it was not because of his own strength, that
he had gone on unchecked from year to year,
working out his will and wishes. He had
vaguely known this. Now he realized it.

Some time before he was stricken down,
Mr. Grafton had heard a sermon that just for
the time being impressed him. He remember-
ed that the text had been to the effect that
men did not live to themselves, mor did they
die to themselves, and the preacher pointed

out that it was every man’s duty who could
80 so, to help and benefit his fellow men.

During those days of helplessness and suffer-
ing, Mr. Grafton recalled that sermon, and,
feeling oppressed with a sense of unworthi-
ness and remissness, he made an attempt at
prayer, the first time he had stopped to pray
for years. And he promised that if God would
drive away pain, and restore him to health he
would try to act up to his duty, and consider
the interests and needs of others.

Somewhere about the middle of autumn,
Mr. Grafton was gradually getting backto his
place in the business world. He did not for-
get this promise made at a time of stress and
weakness.,

Coal was sent to the janitor of the building
in which he had his office. The man’s wife
had been sick and it was hard for him to meet
necessary expenses. Jemmy was ‘loud and
long’ in expressions of gratitude and encomi-
ums of praise.

The city missionary who solicited aid in
sending out Thanksgiving dinners to the poor,
received a cheque which called down renewed
blessings on Mr. Grafton’s head. The news-
boy who craved promotion to becoming a boot-
black, was given help toward procuring the
nceded ‘kit’ which made him fairly writhe
with joy.

Moreover, Mr. Grafton had taken to constant

church going, not having forgotten a stinging’

sense of regret that had dogged him while ly-
ing ill, at not having been truer to his early
training and continuing to go regularly to his
church, 3

But—the strange part of these proceedings
was that Mr. Grafton did not expetience the
relief and satisfaction from a bestowal of all
these benefactions that he had expected. in-
stead, there was a kind of inward craving that
he did not at all understand. And, thinking
it all over one night, he concluded it might be
that he had not yet doneenoughto atome for
the years of indifference and neglect that could
surely be laid to his account.

This was why, as Christmas approached, Mr.
Grafton was sending gifts broadcast, and in
his zeal was actually trying to think up cases
where he could send needed aid and make peo-
ple happy.

Yet, after all, the man was sorely puzzled.
For sitting in his comfortable library on the
Christmas eve, he faced again the old heart-
craving, an inward demand for—what? He
was_jperfectly honest in saying to himself, ‘I
surely fail to understand what more is requir-
ed of me.

But the soul that begins seeking after light
and its own best progress, is never long left
in doubt as to its greatest needs. Mr. Graftom
was pondering the perplexing problem of un-
satisfying results in the face of sincere and
conscientious efforts when the door-bell rang,
and Dr. Daring, the minister, was ushered in.
As he faced his generous friend, there was an
expression in the pastor’s eyes that made Mr.
Grafton say dep‘tecatmgly:

‘Now, don’t! don’t say one word! I've only
tried to serve myself, and do myself a favor
in begging you would accept what I know you
have in mind.’ :

‘Oh, you can’t get out of it on any such spe-
cious pleas as that, laughed the minister, and
giving his head a knowing turn. ‘Why, my
dear sir, I've sometimes wondered how it really
would seem to have a great coat with a fur
collar to turn up around one's ears of a pierc-
ing night; it has occurred to me a few times
as a pleasing fancy too distant to materalize
for the dominie; but lo! I find myself the pos-
sessor of so noble a fellow in the way of an
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overcoat, that I really fear it will take us
some time to get thoroughly acquainted.’

Mr. Grafton listened to the minister’s pleas-
antries with rather a sober face, and while
the genial man in well-chosen words was ex-
pressing his gratitude and very sincere satis-
faction at having been so generously remem-
bered, Mr. Grafton suddenly resolved to lay
his perplexities before the pastor, asking if
he could suggest some further course of actiom.

Dr. Daring was immediately all attention,
the instincts of the ‘minister’ leaping toward
earnest desire to render any possible aid. But
Mr. Grafton was a man of known business ac-
umen, he surely could not need advice along
commercial lines.

No, the next moment the good man was list-
ening to a very outspoken state of affairs con-
cerning another man’s inner life; the struggle
of a well-meaning but short-sighted man, who
failed to recognize his own most vital obliga-
tions. :

‘My dear Mr. Grafton,” began Dr. Daring af-
ter hearing the whole story, ‘you have made
no mistake in kindly considering the claims
of those about you, but the Lord Christ wants
something more!”

‘Oh, I intend to keep on giving’ said Mr.
Grafton ingenuously. ‘I derive decided pleas-
ure from it; I only wonder if eventually it
will not prove more satisfying.

‘Not until you give something different, a
something far more precious in the Lord’s sight
than anything yet offered, was the minister's
uncompromising reply.

Mr. Grafton looked homestly puzzled. ‘I fail
to see what you mean,’ he said. 9 think I'd
be willing to give all there is of me to feel
really at rest.’ ‘

‘That is exactly what is wanted, said Dr.
Daring with a reassuring nod.

‘What? All my property?’

‘Oh, no, you did’t say that! You said “all
there is of me;” that is just what God wants.
yourself! Give yourself to him, and see the
joy and satisfaction that will encompass you
as with a beautiful garment.

At last Mr. Grafton understood. He grasped
the pastor’s hand at parting, saying he would
think the matter out to the finich.

3e did. And it had all become so simple!
Sitting alone until midnight he resolved to do
a man’s whole duty to himself and to his God.

_Then it occurred to him that Christmas Day

would be the best time in the world to make
the offering to the dear Lord who had bought
him. He felt his unworthiness, yet rejoiced to
feel that he was precious to the dear Redeem
er of men. :

The next time he saw his pastor he said but
a few words, but they made the good man’s
heart rejoice.

‘I have made that other offering,’ he said,
‘and thanks be to our bounteous Father
in Heaven, I found that it was an acceptable
one.’

Yule-Log Chips,

Yule-log chips, like yule-tide gifts, never
fulfil their mission unless they give a bright
and cheery glow. ¢

Do as you ‘would be,’ not as you ‘are, dome
by. :

Christmas is meaningless unless it takes us
out of ourselves, and makes us think and work
for others.” .

Individual character never shows itself more
plainly than in the making of gifts.

Casting bread upon the Christmag waters,
with the expectation that it will retura af-
ter few, or many, days, is contemptible; and
making Christmas gifts that are a bargain
with one’s conscience is scarcelv tess so.
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The Montreal “Witness,”” at Great Expense, has arranged for the Exclusiva
: RIGHTS OF

THE GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY,

ENTITLED :

C“IDEBOR AL

Full of the Color and Action of Great and Mean Souls.

A Thrilling Romance of a Thrilling Time, by the Author of # Captain of the Janizaries”
and in the same class as *“Ben Hur.”—A vivid glimpse of the times between the 0Old
and the New Testaments.

‘Deborah is a genuine Jewess, noble, brilli- portant period in ancient history, and endowed
ant, loving and lovely.—Boston ‘Congregatien- it with astonishing vitality. A stirring ro-
alist? mance, and one that sheds a new light, over
the dark period which elapses between the
‘Nothing in the class of fiction to which close of the Old Testament records and the
“Deborah” belongs, the class of which “Ben- opening of the New.'—Brooklyn ‘Eagle.
Hur” and Dr. Ludlow’s “Captain of the Jani-
zaries” are familiar examples, exceeds this THE ALMOST INSPIRED DEBORAH,
story in vividness and rapidity of action.’—‘The ‘He has compressed into his tale the self-
Outlook.’ sacrifice, the firm purpose and the strong reli-
= 5 gious aspiration of the Jewish nation. In
‘In the prevailing desert of hot-house senti- doing this he has not forgotten to make the
ment and overdrawn reaI‘-ms"m, a story_ like “De—’ picture complete by portraying in some char-
borah” is a veritable oasis.’—‘Evening Star, acters certain of the baser traits from which
Washington. : no race is free. In Menelaos, the renegade
: high priest, and in the weak and avaricious
‘The author has the wealth and vigor of the Benjaglrin, "W‘ho changes himself to the Greek
Oriental imagination. Characters are in this Glauccn, we find strong contrasts to the almost

book with fibre like some of Shakespeare’s best. inspired Deborah, the pui _ ‘
= . : puissant Judas and the

The ambition of Deborah is as daring as that frank Dion.’ i Fvens i

oF Macbsil s News” 1on.)—Newark .Evenmg News.

AN AGE OF WAR. ABSOLUTELY REFRESHING.

At was an age of war, and gold, splendor, ‘The heroire, who gives her name to the
luxury; an age of adventure, plottings and in- book, will take her place high among the wo-
trigues, and through the palace and the shock men of fiction in the several elements that
of battle alike there moves this beautiful gizl, combine to make her a queen in Israel and

Deborah, wearing purity and genius as beau- “the daughter of Jerusalem.”
tiful garments. Antigone herself does not re- ‘It is absolutely refreshing in these times of
present a higher type of nobility, devotion and many so-called historical novels, to find a story
self-sacrifice,’—Dr. Newell Dwight Hillis. X that really embodies in a living and fascinating
robe of pure imagination the types of charac-
A STIRRING ROMANCE. ter, the scenic fields, and the great events of
‘Dr. Ludlow has selected an cbscure but im- actual history.’—Bishop J. F. Hurst.

EXCILUSIVE SERIATL RIGHTS. £

The exclusive serial rights for Canada of this truly great story have heen secured by the
Montreal “ Witness” at greater expense than any previous story. But we knew it was one that
0;;.1’ readers would take a most lively interest in; and that warranted {he high price paid tor
the story.

“Deborah” begins In next weelk’s issue, :

A large number of extra copies of the Witness containing the first chapters will be reserved
for new subscribers.

Many of your friends would like to read it—and it is just one of the 1905 features that will
make the ‘Witness’ more interesting and valuable than ever, '

Take the ¢ Witness® while this Story runs. '

> Everyone has to take some newspaper—many people take several newspapers, and nearly
200,000 of the best people in Canada think the ¢ Montreal Witness’ is the best daily and weekly
newspaper—considering every member and interest in a household.

This story of DEBORAH will add great inferest to the *Witness! It would cost you in
book form $1.50. You can have the * Witness’ on trial while this story is running by sending
us a six months’ subscription to the ‘ Weekly Witness’

At 530 cents.

Any five of your friends who have not been subseribing to the ‘ Witness’ in the past can
elub together and each secure the ¢ Witness' while this story is running, for $1.50. To under-
stand what a bargain this is, follow this little sum : :

The ‘ Weekly Witness’ 6 mos. to 5 addresses, at 50c $2.50
: Five copies of ‘Deborah’ { ¥ theyhad to bsbousht ) - ot $1.60 7.60

* Weekly Wiiness’ Club price to five subcribers for 6 months only $1.50, instead of $10.00

‘ Messenger’ boys and girls could make one dollar easily by taking six months ¢ Story Sub--
scriptions’ to the < Weekly Witness’ at filty cents each, as they would only have to remit $1.50
for every five subscriptions providing they were all new subscriptions. = :

Or a Watch would be sent to any one sending us a Clubof five story subscriptions and $2.50,

Or a Jack Knife, for a Club of three and $1.50. 3 : :

Or an Ilustrated Testament, for a Club of four and $2.00.

| e - JOHN DOUGALL & SON. Publishers, Montreal.



«BOYS AND GIRLS®e

Holly and Mistletoe.

I

The Holly as a soldier roamed
The woodlands long ago,

And met beneath a spreading oak
‘The maiden Mistletoe.

He bore a sword and slender spear,
And wore a scarlet coat,

And she was in a mantle green
With pearls around her throat.

II.

The frozen flakes began to fall,
They hid the narrow track,
The happy lovers lost the way,
And nevermore came back. X
And still through winter woods they stray
Together in the snow,
The soldier Holly and his bride,
The pearl-decked Mistletoe,
~Tllustrated Bits.” ;
-

A Notable Scene From a
Notable Book

BOB CRATCHIT'S CHRISTMAS PARTY.

(One great Christmas story stands out in
our English literature, and holds its own
_against newcomers, and that is Charles Dick-
eps’ ‘A Christmas Carol’ There are some el-
denly gentlemmen who tell us that in the midst
of the Christmas gaieties of to-day they never
fail to retire to some quiet corner on the twen-
ty-fifth of December, and read the inimitable
‘carol’ over again. There are few pictures more
towched by the Christmas spirit than this
bomely party sceme, or more suitable for read-
ing aloud by the Christmas fireside.)

Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife,
dressed out but poorly in a twice-turned gown,
but brave in ribbons, which are cheap and
make a goodly show for sixpence; and she
1aid the cloth, assisted by Belinda Cratchit,
second of her daﬁghters, also brave in ribbons;
while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a folk in-
to the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the
corners of his monstrous shirtcollar (Bob’s pri-
vate property, conferred upon his son and heir
in honor of the day) into his mouth, rejoiced
to find himself so gallantly attired, and he
yearned to show his linen in the fashionable
parks. And now two smaller Cratchits, boy and
girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside
the baker’s they had smelt the goose, and
known it for their own ; and basking in lux-
urious thoughts of sage and onion, these young
Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted

Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he
(not proud, although his collar nearly choked
him) blew the fire, until the slow potatoes
bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan
lid to be let out and peeled.

‘What has ever got your precious father
then?’ said Mrs. Cratchit. ‘And your brother,
Tiny Tim! And Martha warn’t as late last
Christmas Day by half-an-hour!’

‘Here’s Martha, mother!’ said a girl, appear-
ing as she spoke.

‘Here’s Martha, mother!’ cried the two young
Cratchits.  ‘Hurrah!  There’s such a goose,
Martha!’

‘Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how
late you are!’ said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her
a dozen times, and taking off her shawl and
bonnet for her with officious zeal.

‘We'd a deal of work to finish up last night,
replied the girl, ‘and had to clear away this
morning, mother!’

‘Well! Never mind so long as you are come,’
said Mrs. Cratchit. ¢Sit ye down before the
fire, my dear, and have a warm, bless ye!’

‘No, no!. There’s father coming,’ cried the
two young Cratchits, who were everywhere at
once. ‘Hide, Martha, hide!’

So Martha hid herself, and in came btile
Bob, the father, with at least three fist of
comforter exclusive of the fringe hanging rigat
down before him; and his threadbare clothes
darned up and brushed, to look seasonable ;
and Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for
Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his
limbs supported by an iron frame!

“Why, where’s our Martha?’ cried Bob Crat-
chit, looking round.

‘Not coming,’ said Mrs. Cratchit.

‘Not coming!’ said Bob, with a sudden de-
clension in his high spirits; for he had been
Tom’s blood horse all the way from church,
and had come home rampant. ‘Not coming
upon Christmas Day!’

Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed,
if it were only in joke; so she came out pre-
maturely from behind the closet door, and ran
into his arms, while the two young Cratchits
hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the
washhouse, that he might hear the pudding
singing in the copper.

‘And how did little Tim behave?’ asked Mrs.
Cratchit, when she had rallied Bob on his cre-
dulity, and Bob had hugged his daughter to
his heart’s content. '

‘As good as gold, said Bob, ‘and better.
Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting by him-
self 80 much, and thinks the strangest things
you ever heard. He told me, coming home,
that he hoped the people saw him in the

church, because he was a cripple, and it might
be pleasant to them to remember upon Christ-
mas Day, who made lame beggars walk and
blind men see.

Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told
them this, and trembled more when he said
that Tiny Tim was growing strong and so
hearty.

His active little crutch was heard upon the
floor, and back came Tiny Tim before an-
other word was spoken, escorted by his bro-
ther and sister to his stool beside the fire;
and ' while Bob, turning up his cuffs—ag if,
poor fellow, they were capable of being made
fnore shabby—compounded some hot mixture
in a jug with lemons, and stirred it round
and round and put it on the hob to simmer;
Master Peter and the two ubiquitous young
Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which
they soon returned in high procession.

Such a bustle ensued that you migcht have
thought a goose the rarest of all birds; a fea-
thered phenomenon, to which a black swan
Was a matter of course—and in truth it was
something very like it inm that house,  Mrs.
Fratohit made the gravy (ready beforehand
in a little Saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter
m'flshed the potatoes with incredible vigor;
Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce;
Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny
Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the ta-
ble; the two young Cratchits set chairs for
everybody, not forgetting themselves, and,
mounting guard upon their posts, crammed
spoons into their mouths, lest thej should
shriek for goose before their turn came to be
helped. At last the dishes were set on, and
grace was said. It was succeeded by a breath-
less pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly all
fllong_ the carving-knife, prepared to plun‘ge it
in the breast; but when she did, and when
the long expected gush of stuffing issued forth;
one murmur of delight arose all round the
beard, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two
Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle of
hisA knife, and feebly cried Hurrah!

There never was such a goose. Bb~b said he
didnt believe there ever was such a goose
cooked. Its tenderness and flavor, size and
ch'eapness, were the themes of universal ad-
miration. Eked out by apple-sauce and mash-
ed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the
whole family; indeed, as Mrs, Cratchit said
with great delight (surveying one small atom
of a bone upon the dish), they hadn’t ate it
all at last!' Yet every one had had enough,
and the youngest Cratchits in particular, were
steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows!
But now, the plates being changed by Miss
Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone—
too mervous to bear witness—to take the
pudding up and bring it in. 2

Suppose it should not be done enough! Sup-
pose it should break in turning out! Suppose
somebody should have got over the wall of
the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were
merry with the goose—a supposition at which
the two young Cratchits became livigl An
sonts of horrors were supposed.

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pud-
ding was out of the copper. A smen like a
washing-day! That was the cloth, A smell
like an eating-house and a pastry-cook’s next
door to each other, with a laundress’s next
door to that! That was the pudding! 1In
half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed,
but smiling proudly—with the pudding, like
a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and Srme
and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into
the top. :

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said,




Dec. 23, 1904.

and calmly too, that he- regarded it as the
greatest success achieved by Mrs., Cratchit
since their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that
now the weight was off her mind, she would
confess she had had her doubts about the
quantity of flour. Everybody had something
to say about it, but nobody said or thought
it was at all a small pudding for a large fam~
ily. It would have been flat heresy to do so.
Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at
such a thing. ...

After dinner Bob proposed:

¢ Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God
bless us!’

Which all the family re-echoed,

‘God bless us every one!’ said Tiny Tim,
last of all.

He sat very close to his father’s side, upon
his little stool. Bob held his withered little
hand in his, as if he loved the child, and he
wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded
that it might be taken from him.

They were not a handsome family; they
were not well dressed; their shoes were far
from being waterproof; their clothes were scan-
ty; and.Peter might have known, and very
likely did, the inside of a pawnbroker’s. But,
they were happy, grateful, pleased with one
another, and contented with their lot in life.

The Christmas Tree.

NOTES ABOUT ITS ORIGIN,

A pretty story by Henry Vandyke, published
a few years ago, places the origin of the
Christmas tree in the year 722. Winfried, or
Boniface, otherwise ‘known as the apostle of
Germany, was great as scholar, preacher and
traveller, but forsook the haunts of men to
penetrate the remotest wilds, proclaiming the
Gospel to the heathen. On one of these jour-

neys he came on a vast multitude gathered

round the thunder oak, before which fire had
been kindled in honor of .the god Thor. They
were about to sacrifice a young child, an old
Ppriest, Hunrad, explaining that by doing so
they hoped to propitiate the god of thunder.

Boniface struck aside the weapon descend-
ing on the innocent victim, sprung on the sa-
cred aztar, called on his few followers for aid,
and led them in chopping down the oak, cry-
ing—*‘Tree god, art thou angry?  Thus we
smite thee!” When the oak was down he drew
the attentin of the awe-struck multitude to
@ young fir; bidding them carry it to the chief-
tain’s hall, and proclaiming that no more
should they seek the shadows of the forest,
but at home with rites of love should make
merry, and that the time was coming when all
children in Germany should gather round the
fir, rejoicing over the birth of Christ.

Notwithgtanding the legend, mady will be
surprised to be told that the Christmas tree
is so recent a thing that it was unknown out-
side of Germany, and by mo means common
there, at a time within the memory of men
oW living. Yet such is the fact.

WHEN IT CAME TO BRITAIN.

Princess Helén of Orleans introduced it into
France in 1840, and it came to England with
_ the Prince Consort at about the same time. In

i

Hungary it appeared ten years earlier, but its

use is still confined to the German-speaking

_ bourgeoisie and the Magyar nobility.,

‘To all these countries, and to Holland, Swe-
den, Russia and Italy, the Christmas tree came
from Germany. In Russia it is not common
even yet, being seen only in the houses of the
aristocracy in Moscow and St. Petershurg, In
Germany and among Germans the world over

. the Christmas tree is now almost universal,
- There is no doubt of the Christmas tree’s

German origin, but the precise place and time
of its appearance were until recently involved
in much obscurity, which is not yet entirely
dispelled.

Christmas trees were apparently sold for the
first time in 1807. But at this time they were
quite common in North Germany. They were
known in Holland in 1796.

At present in Sweden theé Christmas tree is
regarded as an importation from Germany.
Christmas trees, properly so called, were not
known in Sweden as late as the beginning of
this century, although it -was customary to
erect pines and firs before the houses, and
Christmas trees were common on some of the
Swedish islands.

The net result of the records at hand seems
to be that the Christmas tree was in use in
Strasburg and its vicinity in 1600, or earlier,
and that the custom did not spread much un-
til about 1730.—‘Christian  World.

‘It Came Upon the Midnight
Clear.’

(We shall never tire of reading nor yet of
singing this-magnificent hymn. It will go
down through the ages until the coming of
the millennium.)

It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth,
To touch their harps of gold:
‘Peace on the earth, good-will to men,
From heaven’s all-gracious King.
The world in solemn stillness lay
To hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come,
With peaceful wings unfurled;
And still their heavenly music floats
O’er all the weary world;
Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend on hovering wing,
And ever o’er its Babel sounds
The blessed angels sing.

With all the woes of j;/and strife
The world has suffe long;
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled
Two thousand years of wrong;
And man, at war with man, hears not
The love song which they bring:
Oh, hush the noise, ye men of strife,
And*hear the angels sing!

And ye, beneath life’s crushing load
Whose forms are bending low,

Who toil along the climbing way,
With painful steps and slow,—

Look now; for glad and golden hours \
Come swiftly on the wing;

Oh, rest beside the weary road
And hear the angels sing!

—Edmund Hamilton Sears.

The Crimson Footsteb.

A CHRISTMAS LEGEND.

(F. Burrill Graves, in ‘Golden Rule.’)

Once upon a time, in the heart of a great
forest, on the border of a beautiful lake, lived
an old man with his orphaned gramdsom. It
matters not when or where.

Little Jamie was an invalid; he was hunch-
backed, and his limbs were withered. But his
grandfather loved him very much. ' It grieved
him greatly that the lad could not go with
him into_the forest to cut wood or on the lake
to fish, 4

Their life for the most part was lonely; but
every Christmas, at least, they enjoyed a spe-
cial feast of such good things as the meagre
means of the grandfather could purchase in
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the town, which was miles away through the
wilderness.

The winter of that year was very severe,
But the old man, the day before Christmas,
taking an empty sack and his walking-stick,
set out for the town long before light, leav-
ing Jamie to watch the cabin and keep the
fire blazing in the big fireplace. It was in-
tensely cold, and the wind roared huskily
thoough the throat of the=chimney that there
would be a storm before sunset. The lad
hitched about the floor as best he could, do-
ing what he thought grandfather had neglect-
ed to do. He brought the wood, stick by stick,
and- piled it up near the fireplace. Then he
dragged up an old settle, and spread on the
fioor in front of it a mat made of otter skins.
The door was shut and the windows closed,
but the cold air still ‘sifted in through the
crevices in' the cabin.

When the old man reached the town, he
rested a while at the inm, and then started
out again. Notwithstanding the extreme cold,
the streets were filled with people. Groups
of children, too, could be seen looking into the
store windows, each pointing out what he or
she wished for Christmas. The old man would
sometimes pause and look, wishing that he
might get this or that for Jamie, for whose
sake he felt it his duty to envy the merty,
healthy children in warm furs and mittens.

It was afternoon before he started home-
ward, his sack well filled and thrown over
his shoulders. He was cheery, and hummed
some familiar melodies as he walked along.
The desolation was very depressing after he
had got well out of the town, for it had now
grown dusky, and tiny flakes of snow began
to fall. But he knew the way, and had no
fear. Presently the storm increased, and the
flakes fell so fast and thick that it seemed
as if white sheets were let down out. wf the
sky. The old man ceased his humming, and
began to whistle as he trudged along. Then
thoughts of Jamie alone in the cabin made
him quicken his steps. >

As he skirted the edge of the lake, he sud-
denly came upon-a young man standing for
shelter beside a fir-tree whose graceful limbs
were already drooping under the burden of
snow. He said to the old man as he came
along and dropped his sack for a moment,
‘Friend, I have lost my way in this blinding
storm, but am anxious to reach the town be-
fore nightfall’ His face was fair and beau-
tiful, and his voice fascinating and sweet;
and, though he was somewhat scantily clad
for such bitter weather, he did not seem to
suffer from the cold.

The snow blew in their faces, and was fast
covering the sack of the old man. Lifting it
again om his shoulder, he said to the young
man: ‘It is far to the town, and surely in
such a storm as this you could not find it.
Will you not come with me to my cabin,
which stands just at the end of this path?
We must hasten, or the night will overtake
us.’ ‘ .
Noiselessly in the d2ep wilderness they both
hurried along, brushing the bushes as they
passed. Soon a streak of yellow light stream-
ed directly across the path.

‘That is my home,’ joyfully exclaimed “the
old man; ‘and, though very humble, dear it
is to me and the little lad in it.” As he push-
ed open the door, he added, ‘You are cordially
welcome, stranger, to such as I can give ywou.’

Jamie was sitting on the mat™of otter skins,
his withered limbs spread out and his back
resting wearily against the settle.

‘Oh, I'm so glad you've come, grandpa!’ he
cried, as the door swung open.

‘T've brought vou lots of good things, Jamie.
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He shook the snow from the sack, and threw
it at the boy’s feet. ‘Here is a stranger, also,
who seeks our hospitality.

He said this as if asking for Jamie’s con-
sent, and as if the stranger were one of the
good things that had been brought. The boy’s
thin face and sunken eyes gave him a look of
almost inexpressible interest, which the stran-
ger returned as he took a seat on the end of
the settle.

When the supper was laid on the rude ta-
dle, and the three sat down, the stranger said,
Shall we not thank our Father?” He put a
strange emphas’s on the last two words, very
noticeable to the old man and Jamie. He bow-
ed his head, and they felt conmstrained to do
the same. Then he uttered a few simple words
of thanksgiving.

~They listened to the roaring of the storm,
which }}ad increased in violence. The trees
cracked and moaned, ard those near the ca-
bin swept it with their branches. Presently
the young man, turning to Jamie, said: ‘And
are you contented, my lad, to live here alome
with your grandfather, and never go out into
the great forest?’

‘Oh, yes, sir; grandpa is so good to me; and
then sometime I shall go out of the cabin and
be buried in the forest, where I can hear the
birds sing in summer, and be warmly covered
with the snow in winter.

Tears came into the old man’s gyes, and
trickled down his cheeks,

‘But would it not be delightful, said the
stranger, f you could now walk among all
the trees in the happy summer days, and also
trudge through the snow in ‘winter?’

‘Indeed it would sir; but I cannot with my

poor, withered limbs.” His lip quivered with
the emotion he tried hard to conceal. ‘It is
best to be thankful for what I have,” he add-
ed, ‘as you told us when you blessed the sup-
per” The wld man was agtonished to hear
Jamie. "

‘Yes, thankkfulness is right, my child. But
you shall go into the forest. Your songs and
laughter shall echo in its dept ‘The birds
shall sing, and the trees whisper to you, I
will make your withered limbs whole.)

He spoke so confidently that the old man
thought he must be some physician of greater
skill than he had ever known. How could the
boy’s back be made straight? How could his
withered limbs be made whole? Were ever
such things done except in Palestine by the
Master? But Jamie was more incredulous
still. He looked at his withered hand as it
lay on the table, and felt his back against the
back of the chair. He recalled the long years
of suffering he had endured. And yet when the
smoothed his long, flowing locks, he felt a ra-
ther strange sensation of hope.

‘Grandpa is good and learned,’ he thought to
himgelf; ‘and he has taught ms much of all
that he knows, but this man is strange,’

‘Oh, sir, when will it be?’ he quavered
aloud, ‘I shall be so glad if I can walk as
grandpa does, even with a walking-stock’

‘Neither stick nor staff shall you need, my
lad. You said that sometime you shounld sleep
in the forest. Think you that?’

Jamie looked at his grandfather, who sat
silent, gazing wistfully into the stranger’s
face. Noes 2

‘Why, sir,) said Jamie, ‘grandpa says that
sometime we shall be buried side by side in
the forest, and that we shall live again, and
that I shall then have no poor, hunched back
and withered limbs. Just in what way we
shall come to live again, he cannot tell me; but
1 believe grandpa.’ ;

He said this slowly between sobs; and the
stranger waited patiently until he had finished.

~ white tree-tops.

Finally he said: ‘I will tell you in what way.
The Master said, “Because I live, ye shall live
also.”  And he knew, for he was buried, al-
though not in a forest like this, my lad; and
he rose again. 8o shall you and grandpa.

1 wish I knew more of the Master} ex-
claimed Jamie; ‘for he could tell me so many
things. And if I walk, sir, through the forest
or to the town, can T not find him?’

‘To find him,’ replied the stranger, ‘you need
not walk. He will come to you; and now
that you have invited him, you may expect
him.” He smiled sweetly as he spoke.

The wind oulside continued to wail among
the tops of the pines, and beat in fitful gusts
against the cabin. The ice on the lake crack-
ed with a loud noise in the keen cold. The
old man barred the heavy door, threw a fresh
log on the fire, which for a moment burst into
a bright flame. Then he took a light, and in-
vited the stranger into the only other rcom in
the cabin. Within the room was absolutely
nothing but a bed of savory pin)e—needles.

As the stranger arose, he said pleasantly,
‘Shall we not ask for our Father’s care while
we sleep?’ He knelt down by the side of Ja-
mie’s chair, and in plain and unpretending
phrase he besought God’s care.

Ae he lay upon his bed, Jamie could not get

out of his mind the promise the stranger made,

that, without any deformity whatever, he
should walk some day. ‘He meant after I die,’
he thought, and fell asleep.

. The morning soon came. It was still cold,
though the wind had subsided. Just before
dawn the old man arose. The cabin was still
save for the slow breathing of Jamie. = The
old man busied himself a while in the half-
darkness, He unbarred the door, and, looking
out, saw the stars still glowing through the
Passing by the room where
he had put the stranger, he saw that it was
empty; indeed, the bed had not been disturb-
ed. He was astounded and disappointed. Stir-
ring the fire, he sat down before it, going over
in his mind afresh all that the stranger had
said. Suddenly he was startled from his re-
verie by hearing Jamie cry.out, ‘Oh, grandpa,
grandpal’

As he hurried across the cabin to discover
the cause of Jamie's exclamation, the lad leap-
ed out of bed and rushed into his arms. Be-
fore the old man could express his ‘amaze-
ment, Jamie dropped to the floor and ran joy-
ously about. The old man rubbed the mois-
ture out of his eyes, through whose mist he
thought he was surely deceived.

When Jamie had grown somewhat calm, he.

cried out, ‘Grandpa, where is he?’
¢’Sh!’ the old man said; ‘he is gone.
room is empty.

Jamie went to look for himself, and then he
came and sat on his grandfather's knee, lay-
ing his head on the old man’s shoulder. Then
he asked again, as if he expected the old man
to answer, ‘Where has he gone?’

‘I cannot tell you, lad, he replied. ‘It was
a terrible night for him to go out in. We will
go to town to-day and see whether we can-
not find him.” How strange and sweet those
words sounded to both of them, they only
knew. ‘Would you like to go, Jamie?’ the old
man asked. ° g

‘Oh, yes, grandpa; but I want to find him.)
He raised his head from the old man’s shoul-
der, and looked into his face. ‘T know he came
to me last night, he added, ‘when I wag fast
asleep, and laid his hand on my forehead. I
know it was he; for I saw the lovely face, and
flowing, bright hair, and kindly eyes. As he
touched me, he whispered, “Jamie, dear, you
shall walk to-morrow.”’ Jamie laid his head

The

Dec. 23, 1904.

again on the 0ld man’s shoulder, and broke
into sobs.

The yellow sun rising over the tree-tops'
pierced the cabin with its rays, and they knew
it was fully morning. Together they walked,
hand in hand, to the door. They saw in the
cold, white, glittering snow, footsteps depart-
ing from the cabin door, on each one of which
was a large crimson spot., They understood
then who the stranger was. :

—_——

Christmas on Crusoe’s Island

One Christmas morning not many years ago
I found myself up a tree in Crusoe’s island. I
was hunting meat for my Christmas dinner
shortly after daybreak that morning, and as
the most abundant supply was promised by
the peccaries, or wild hogs, that ranged the-
island, I had left camp and started out after
them., It was great fun for a while, for ¥
fell in with a herd of about a dozen and had
secured two of the ‘varmints’ when the sur-
vivors, seeming to think that ‘turn about is
fair play,’ began hunting me. . Fortunate=
ly for me, a great gum tree stood conveniently,
near, and by means of the lianas that swung
from its branches I was soon safe from harm
and looking calmly down upon. the little
black beasts as they raged around the trunk,

I had only a few rounds of ammunition
suited to their needs, but I killed three more
before it was exhausted, and peppered the
hides of several others. The limbs I sat astride
of were mot so soft as they might have been
if they had been made to order, and I was
getting uncomfortable when I noticed a com=
motion in the herd. The leader of the band,
a grisly old tusker with recurved fangs like
Turkish scimiters, suddenly stood up and snif-
fed the air; then he uttered a ‘whoof’ of rage
and despair, struck a 2.10 gait and disappear=
ed in the jungle, followed by all the survie
vors. I was saved by a black man and a dog.

The man who appeared at this juncture was
the only other in that forest save myself, my
sable servitor, Pappy Ned. He had been out
all night hunting crapauds, or forest frogs, and
was on his way back to our camp with a back=
load of batrachians, the legs of which were to
be served up in a style which only Pappy Ned
knew to perfection. >

‘It’s yo’, massa!’ he exclaimed in aston=
ishment. ‘Was dat yo’ gun goin’ off pam! pam!
lak yo” shootin’ a reg’munt ob sogers? Ki, but
its lucky ole Pappy Ned come ’long, hey?
Dem hawgs done know Pappy Ned an’ jes’ cl’ar
out when dey hear um a’comin’ along wiv dis
yer dawg.! . .. 3

“You came along just in the nick of time,
old friend, and I owe you another reward for
saving my life a second time.’ He had nursed
me through a fever a few months before. ..

‘Oh, me, massa, dat ain’ nuffin’’

Pappy Ned set to work dressing (or, to be
exact, undressing) the peccaries, being careful
not to taint the flesh with the contents of the
peculiar musk gland which the species car-
ries on its back, and while he is thus engagéd
seems a good opportunity for me to make my
explanation as to the exact location of Cru-
soe’s island.

It is not, as ninety-nine persons in a hun-
dred think, the island of Juan Fernandez, on
the sounth-west coast of South America, but it
is a good many miles nearer the coast of the
United States, in the south-eastern part of the
Caribbean sea. I will not waste any time,
either the reader’'s or my own, in argument,
but respectfully refer the earmest inquirer to
old Csusoe himself. Reobinson Crusce, Esq.,
mariner, of Bristol, England, whose adventures
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were first written out and published by Daniel
De Foe in 1719, was somewhere in latitude 1z
degrees north of the equator when he was ship-
wrecked—that is, of course, assuming there
ever was an entity called ‘Crusce’ in the flesh.
But, whether he ever existed or not, that is
where De Foe placed his hero when he had
him wrecked on the coast of his island. To
quote the words of Crusoe himself, just before
it happened, ‘The master made an observation
as well as he could and found that he was in
about 1r degrees of north latitude, so that we
were gotten beyond the coast of Guiana and
beyond , the river Amazones, toward the Orino-
co, commonly called the Great river.

Now, that would be evidence sufficient for
any sailor, but let Crusce further explain, as
he does well along in his narrative, when he
first circumnavigates his island kingdom: ‘The
land which I perceived to the west and south-
west was the great island of Trinidad, on the
porth point of the mouth of the river Orinoco.

Trinidad, as everybody knows, is off the
north ceast of South America and is one of
the finest British possessions in the West In-
dies. The only other island which fully ans-
wers the description given by Crusoe in rela-
tion of location to Trinidad is that of Tobago,
from which Sir Walter Raleigh probably de-
rived the name of the ‘weed’ we call tobacco.
¥
Pappy Ned soon finished skinning those pec-
caries, ard was ready to go with me to our
hut. . ., There never was a more beautiful
situation for a hut than the site of mine on a
hilltop above the forest line, with views of
tropical woods and shining shore, and, as the
Wweather that Christmas day was simply per-
fect, I ordered my man to make our ‘spread’
in the open, beneath the cocoa palms, shelter-
ed from the blazing sun by the golden roof-
trees only. So he set the table out of doots
and lost no time in getting at the cooking,
which was done over an open fire. Pappy Ned
Wwas as adept at preparing exquisite dishes
from next to nothing as any Parisian chef that
ever lived. We had a garden filled with such
plants as the manioc, tania, sweet potato, ar-
rowrcot, yam, etc., not to mention corn and
mountain rice. From a wild grove of coifee
trees I obtained the fragrant berry for my own
+morning beverage; also cacao, or chocolate,
from anther copse on the horder of the forest,

while the cocoa palms above and around my.

hut held a delicious cool drink in their unripe
nuts. Pappy Ned dried and grated the sassa-
va tubers, making ‘farine,” from which he cook-
ed great cakes more thanm a foot across. The
juice of the saccava is poisonous in its crude
state, but it is converted into a palatable sub-
stance by heat and forms the basis of the not-
ed ‘cassareep,’ or pepper pot. We always had
a pepper on hand as a standby, into which we
threw the odd pieces of meat left over after
ordinary repasts, and a goodly amount of the
peccary flesh was thus disposed of, the cassa-
reep acting as a preservative as well as condi-
ment. . . . After working three or four hours
over the open fire Pappy Ned came to an-
nounce, ‘Dinrah done ready, sah. ...

The grand repast of the day opemed with
gumbo soup, followed by fish, frogs’ legs and
turtles’ eggs, while in the centre of the table
Was peccary roast, flanked by a nicely brown-
ed guinea bird and a mative wild turkey, with
-a vast assortment of vegetables from my gar-
den. There were no drinks artificially cooled,
ice being an unobtainable luzury in Crusoe’s
island, but there were tropical fruits in abun-
dance—pines, guavas, mangoes, oranges and
custard apples—all of which had been plucked
within a stone’s throw of my hut—Jamaica
‘Times.!
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‘Tu whit!

Tu whoo-o,

Merry Christmas to you.’

: 24
ristmastides

Eventful Ch

OF HER LATE MAJESTY QUEEN
VICTORIA.

Qur ‘late Queen, the beloved Victoria, enjoy-
ed many happy Christmases in the course of
her long and eventful life. She also spent
some exceedingly sad ones.

It was on Christmas Day, seventy-three
years ago, that the ycung Queen was first in-
formed of the greatress that would one day be
hers. ‘Queen of England!’ she repeated, medi-
tatively. ‘Queen of England! Well, T do not
know that I am altogether glad to hear it.
There is much splendor, but there is also much
responsibility.’

On Christmas morning, 1838, the Queen first
became engaged to Prince Albert; and twenty-
three Christmases later she was left a lonely
and almost heart=broken widow, the Prince
Consort having been laid to rest on December
23rd, 1861,

The Christmas of 1891 was another sad sea-
son for Her Majesty. Her grandson, George,
now Prince of Wales, was lying dangerously
ill of typhoid fever, and just three weeks la-
ter his brother, the Duke of Clarence, died at
Sandringham.

IN CONNECTION WITH INVENTORS.

Whether it be on account of the all-pervad-
ing good cheer, and the consequent brain sti-
mulus that follows, or is supposed to follow,
in its frain, it is difficult to say; but, as a

matter of fact, Christmastide has been a red-

letter day in the life of more than one inven-
tor. To cite only a few instances:—On Dec.
27, 1835, Samuel Morse put the finishing

touckes to his model of the ‘te:brding electric
telegraph;’ and on the same day, more than
half a century later, Thomas Alva Edison fin-
ally solved the problem of how to convey the
human veice over a length of insulated wire,
and the telephone came into being.

Similarly Stephenson, the clder, prepared the
plan for his first locomotive in 1830, while on
a Christmas visit to his friend and patron, Ni-
cholas Weod, of Hetton. James Watt com=
pleted the original working model of his first
steam engine, under similar circumstances, in
1761; and Sir Humphrey Davy has left it on
record that, in all human probability, the safe-
ty lamp would not have been invented—at all
events by him—had he not, out of pure curi-
osity, descended a ceal mine near Wrexham,
during Christmas week, in the year 1798.—
‘Alliance News.

D

A Charming New Year’s Gift,

When family reunions are the happy order
of the day during the Christmas holiday sea-
son, there will be time for hatching all sorts
of plots for giving pleasure to the dear ones
in the old homestead from which the younger
ones have long since scattered.

The following item, clipped from an ex-
change, will suggest one excellent plot, to be
executed now or on the coming birthday, for a
home made calendar can extend over any
twelve months, if the makers chosse to have
it so:—

The four married children of a dear old lady
contributed to a charming calendar for ane of
her Christmas presents, each family supply-
ing three leaves, Photographs of the home,
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§nterior views, portraits, pictures of the pet
animals, all amateur photographs, but well
taken and tastefully arranged, filled the pages.
The winter months had winter pictures, and
" 80 on through the year. The leaves were heavy
cardboard, about 6x12 inches in size, and were
fastened together at the top with brass rings
and holly red ribbon.

Trimming the Christmas
Tree.

Less than $2, properly expended, will decor-
ate the Christmas tree beautifully in a novel
fashion, and give no end of pleasure.

The chief thing to consider is the color and
effect. The materials employed are really se-
condary. There will, of course, be a cobwebby
mass of loose silver tinsel coiled in and out
and over the tree in a bewildering labyrinth,
and strings of popcorn, holly berries and cran-
berries. Tradition demands their use in con-
nection with the novel ornaments.

Small and inexpensive souvenirs of Japan-
ese lanterns and opemed parasols will give a
unique touch of Oriental color to the Christ-
mas tree. From every available tip tiny bells,
hearts, stars, guitars, banjos and paper mache
/ animals, such as rabbits, donkeys and rein-
deers, should be suspended.

. If desired, the animals may be of cake, as
moulds are made especially for this purpose.
The stars and hearts may be cut from bristol
board and given a coat of glue, then dipped
in mica or metallic flock.

Small red and green apples may be used to
good advantage for decorative purposes by just
sticking them with tiny crepe paper flags.
They should be suspended from the boughs by
braids of red, white and blue paper.

Walnuts, hickorynuts, peanuts, pine cones,
etc, will help the decorative scheme also, if
they are gilded. The best thing to accomplish
this result is smalt, which is kept by paint
dealers and comes in gold and silver and all
the metalic shades,

First, dissolve a cake of glue in boiling wa=
ter, place a tack in the end of the nut or ob-
ject to be immersed, dip in the, liquid glue,
roll in the smalt and dry. Later, when ready
to suspend from the tree, attach bright red
ribbon to the gilded tack and hang in some of
the places that look bare.

Another novelty which will please the chil-
dren is to take the shells of the walnut, split
so they will be intact, remove the meats, gild
or silver the empty, shells, then place a tiny
doll, candy or motto inside, and tie with a
bright colored baby ribbon.

It is almost impossible to have too ‘many
objects for trimmings, as the tree is like a
yawning chasm—hard to fill.

Little Chinamen, dangling by their queues,
and Japanese lads and lassies, peering fur-
tively out frem among green boughs, will cre-
ate a great deal of amusement for the Occi-
dental boys and girls whose eyes are 'eagerly
fixed on the tree. Milkmaids, Jack Horners,
brownies, gnomes and fairies will also be an
attraction, and they may serve as bonbon re-
ceptacles as Wwell—‘Indiana News.
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‘Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is Dec., it is time that the renewals
were sent in so as to avoid losing a single
copy. As renewals always date from the ex-
piry of the old subscriptions, subscribers lose
nothing by remitting a little in advance,
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Prizes Easily Earned.

The result of the eighth week’s compe-
tition in the gold competition is announced in
thisissue, It would appear that the boys
and girls do not realize what an opportunity
is open to them to secure $200.00 in gold, or
at least one of the weekly prizes of either
$10.00 or $5.00, which are offered up to
Dec. 24. :

Any one reading the following statement
carefully will see how easily people are
earning these cash prizes.

The first one to start in any town or
village has of course the best chance. The
best lists so far are coming from villages,

The first week of the competition
the two prize winners sent us alto-
gether only $22.85

And they received as commission $18.03

And 9 “  Prizes.... $15.00

: $33.03

Another week in this competition
the two prize winners sent us al-
togetheronly $8.85.

And they received as commission $1,86
el & - “ Prizes.... $15.00

$16.86

The lists sent in are wofully small as yet.

This is bad for us, but it makes it all the

more easy for you to win the prizes.

Why don’t you try 2 Even if you live in
a small village ‘you could easily beat the
largest list yet. Remember, that these
prizes have been secured by lists amounting
to only $6.00 and $2.35 respectively. All
the prizes so far, except one, have been se-
cured by those living in villages.

We are giving these cash prizes, one of

$10 and one of $5, every week until Christ-
mas, in agdition to our_very liberal commis-
sions, which alone are enough to make can-
vassing for the ‘Witness, ‘World Wide’ and
‘Northern Messenger’ a very profitable occu-
pation for your spare time,

Besides, there is that prize of $200 coming
next spring to the one sending the largest
amount of subscription money (except Sunday
School clubs for ‘Northern Messenger’) before
that date. - Everything you send in now
counts towards that prize, besides giving you
the chance of one of the weekly prizes.

Try your neighbors. They will appreciate
our publications as much as you do.

The following are the successful competi-
tors in the gold competition for the weck
ending December 10,

Last Week's Prize Winners,

First Prize—$10.00 to Malcoln Beaton, Ontario, who,
besides the prize, earns $11.29 as commission, making $21.29
profit on his week’s work. : :

Second Prize— $5,00 to Thomas D. Frood, Ontario,
aged only eleven years, who, besides the prizes, earns $8.45
as commission, making $13.45 profit on his week’s work,

The lists must be marked * Gold Com-

petition.”

These Prizes are despatched each Monday.
Full particulars ot the competition will
be sent on application.




A Christmas Journey.

It was a sad day in the Layton
house, though it was Christmas Eve,
for had not Papa and Mamma gone
off that very morning to Grandpa
Layton’s to see the dear Grandma
who was very, very ill?

Nurse Brown did all she could
to cheer up the doleful four, Tom

and Alice, Harold and little Bess,
but the tears would come.

They were rich, these children,
for they had two grandpas and two
grandmas, and Grandpa and Grand-

ma Norris had planned a surprise

for their four little pets. ~Already

they were whirling along in the

train with the seat opposite them
piled high with packages, and boxes
and bundles on the floor at their
{eet.

Just at dark the conductor shout-
ed ‘Denbigh’ and before long the
Layton door bell gave a joyful peal.
Four solemn little faces burst into
happy smiles, and four merry
tongues gaily chwttered away, while
busy fingers untied those lovely
bundles.

When Papa and Mamma came

home in a day or two with the glad
news that Grandma Layton was
better, they found a very happy
group round the fire, and were as
much surprised and as pleased as
the children had been at the unex-
pected guests—For the ‘Messen ger’

Such a Mistake.

Donny reached up every minute
or two to feel for it and squeeze the
toe gently.  He was waiting for it
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to get light enough to take it down
—and then!—a subdued whistle
issued from the little bundle of
pink and white nightgown and boy.
Slowly the room grew a little
less darlkk—a little light, then light
enough. Donny, on his bare little
tiptoes, took down his stocking.
0—0—0—0/ It was pretty full,
but not go bulgy, quite, as he ex-
pected. It looked a little queer.

There was a whole row of stock-
ings—papa’s and mamma’s, and
Ben’s, and even Grandma’'s white
knitted one, Papa had borrowed
one of Donny’s bzcause his was too
short to get his share into, he said.

Donny put his hand in and pulled
out—why, kind of funny things.
They were very nice, but they
were kind of different. He tried
to whistle again, and not be disap-
pointed, What made him expect
he was going to have, certain sure,
an air gun and a four blader jack-
knife and colered crayons and a
tiny silver cornet 2 He missed the
cornet the most, He'd already
asked Spence Copeland to -teach
him how to play on it.

He went on pulling the queer
things out of the stocking—the
paper weight,the silk handkerchief,
the gold cuff-buttons, the dainty
little white and gold book with
¢ L-o-n-g, long, f-e-1l-0-w, fellow, on
the cover, and last of all the gloves.
They were kid, lined with soft
fleece, and had fur round the wrist,
lots of it. Donny tried them on-
Oh! Oh! Donny knew all about
it then. The gloves told him.

He hurried over to Papa’s stock.
ing and inspected it closely. It
was all knobby and beautiful, and
peeping out of the top was some-
thing silver and shiny, like a little
cornet. The knob im the toe felt

like a jack knite, and the long, stiff

thing in the leg might—just might,
you know—be part of the air-gun!
But that was Papa’s stocking, if
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Donny did wear it “ week-days’ and
Donny didn’t consider Christmas a
week-day. It was the stocking
papa hung up himself, and so it
belonged to papa. Santa Claus had
made a terrible mistake, but there
was no help for it now.

Donny went back to his stocking,
and packed the queer presents
neatly back into it. He thought
he would go to bed. He felt cold
a kind of.  Butjust then papa came
in. “Wish you Merry Christmas,
Donny I’ Lie cried, gaily.

“W-wish you M-merry Christ-
mas " Donny piped bravely.

Now we'll see what old Santa’s
been stuffing into my why !
Then pupa whistled and looked
across at Donny.

‘Here's a cornet, and a gun, and
a top, and a jack-kuife! What did
you get, Douny ?

For {fully two minutes Papa
played with his presents; then he
made a wry face and said :

¢Say, now will you swap, Don ?

Donny’s face beamed and even
the little pink-and-white night-
gown trembled with joy.

‘Oh, truly ? he stammered eager-
ly, ‘I—T'll swap even!

It's a trade! cried papa, and so,
after all, Santa Claus's™ mistake
came out right, ‘

Donny played a triumphant tune
on the toy cornet, and he and Papa
danced to it together.—Constaunce
Hamilton, in ¢ Youth’s Companion.’

Santa Claus.

Now clear in the still air

The merry bells chime,
They hail with their clangor

The bright Christmas time,
They tinkle in laughter

With sweet merry notes,
And clang in their joy

With their deep brazen throats.

The world is asleep,
While the bells chime in tune,
The little stars wink
At the pallid-faced moon,
All nature is sleeping,
When hark ! what is that ?
- Feet pattering, bells jingling,
It can’t be the cat!

Now softly, pray listen,
I hear on the roof
A trembling of bells,
And the stamp of a hoof,

Hurrah for old Santy!
I hear him, don’t you ?
He’s fast in the chimney,
I hiope he’ll get through.,

Down, down on the hearthstone
He comes with a bound,

‘Quite a squeeze’ chuckles Santy,
And looks all around.

Then fills every stocking
Wit gilts from his pack,

And laughing with glee,
Up the chimney goes back.

Now, sharp in the air,

Comes the snap of the whip,
O’er the shingles above me,

I hear his steeds skip;
Far out on the brisk air,

His merry laugh swells
And ripples in musie

With tinkling of bells.

And so he goes on,
And far, far does he roam,
To gladden each heart,
And to cheer every home;
The children all love him,
The merry old wight,
His heart is a boy’s,
Though his beard is so white.

Hurrah for old Santy !
The jolly old chap,
I bope he’ll ne’er meet
With another mishap :
Hurrah for the bells,
“And their glad, merry chime !
Hurrah for roast turkey,
And bright Christmas-time!

—Western Teacher.

A Bit of Christmas Folly,
(By Ada Carleton, in ¢ Youth’ s
; Companion.’)

‘I want to,” said Molly,
tears in her brown eyes.

‘ Nonsense ?” said mamma,

‘Nonsense !’ repeated Aunt Julia,
emphatically. ‘I don’t see what
puts such ideas in the child’shiead.’

Molly went to the window and
looked out again. There were one,
two, three—yes, four eats—a black
and white, a maltese, a gray and
white,and one wee,jet-black kitten,
all Tooking so forlorn and dejected,

with

- Molly glanced around at her own

pet kitten cuddled in the rocking-
chair before the fire, and sighed.
‘I want to,’ she said again. *T'q
rather than anything else. T’q 2o
without a single present if I
only could, mamma. They’re such
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pitiful objects, without any homes
or anybody to love and pet them !’

‘That isn’t your lookout,” said
Aunt Julia. ‘TLet other people
take care of their own cats.’

‘But these haven’t got any
people,’ persisted Molly, her red
lip grieved and drooping. ¢They’re
stray ones. And 1’m their people
as much as anyone, Auntie Ju,
because I belong to the Band of
Merey. And I can’t bear to think
they won’t have any Christmas at
all, poor things. Ol dear! I don’t
see why God makes so many ecats.”

‘But we can’t feed them, dear,’
said mamma, pitying the little girl's
real distress. ‘ We should have the
back yard full all the time.

“So it is, any way,” urged Molly,
eagerly, beginning to catch a ray of
comfort. ‘And it would only be
for once. O mamma, can’t I?

¢ Wait till to-morrow—’ said
mamma, and what more she might
have said will never be known, for
at that moment Uncle Van pushed
the portiere aside, IHe had been in
the sitting-room trying to get a
nap.

‘Might get more sleep in a saw-
mill,” he grumbled, laughingly.
‘Come and help me put on my
overcoat, Patty Periwinkle.’

When Molly danced back from

the hall a few minutes later her

face was shining with pleasure.
She sat down demurely to her
work of finishing a Christmas ‘clean
shave’ for papa, but more than once
she burst into a soft little fit of
laughter at nothing at all.

There was a great deal of whis-
pering going on between Uncle Van
and Molly that afternoon, and a
good part of the time was spent in
the basement storeroom.

“Van humors that child to death,
said Aunt Julia. ‘I wonder what
they're up to now!’

Sheknew next morning. Prompte
ly at eight o’clock, when everybody

was saying ¢ Merry Christmas! to

everybody else, a breezy call rang
through the house :

¢ O mamma, papa, Auntie Ju—
evervbod_y' Come quick—see what’ s
in the back yard !

There was a grand rush to the
windows. ‘I declare ! cried Aunt
Julia, who was the first to find her
voice ; ‘I should say—eats!’

(To be continued.)
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God Speed the Cause.
* (L. J. Penny, in the ‘National Advocate.’)

God speed the cause we advocate!

Oh, may He hear our prayer!
May it increase a thousand fold!

May the old, the, young, the fair,
The high, the low, the rich, the poor,

Wher'er the wine-cup flows,

Join heart and hand
To free our land
From drink’s ten thousand woes.

Our cause is Heaven’s; the war is God’s,
And angels watch the fight.
It may be long, it may be strong,
But on our side is Right.
Then onward! hopeful, earnest hearts;
We cannct fail to win;
On, on to save
From early grave
QOur drink-enfettered kin.

What though the march to victory seem
A slow, a weary one,
Still let our war-cry ever be
‘On, Temperance workers, on!’
Oh, falter not; the work is worth
That Heaven we all would gain;
What’s well begun
Is half way doxne,
Now join my last refrain.

Christmas Cookery Without
: Brandy.

There was a mother who had not learned
the danger of using wine and brandy in het
cooking, A gentleman was taking dinner with
the family, so the pudding sauce had what she
felt the necessary quantity of wine in it. A
dear little boy, who still lisped, sat at the ta-
ble, and at last he asked, ‘Mamma, what ith
thith thauth made of? Is taathteth very, very
good” The mother replied, ‘Butter and sugar,’

" thinking that enough information for the child.

He tasted it again and asked, ‘What elth ith
I can tathe thsomething elth.
The gentleman gave a laughing look across the
table, as much as to say to the mother, ‘You
are cornered now; I wonder how you will get
out.! She then mentioned the different spices,
leaving out the wine. The child said again,
‘It ith very good, and after a few moments’
silence he added, ‘Mamma, are you not glad
we are not the kind of folkth thai eat whith-

- ky?’' All at the table except the mother just

laughed, but the question of the little man
went home to her heart, She resolved that her
boy should never learn to like the taste of wine
at the home table. From that time no drop
of anything intoxicating was used i her cook-

. ing. The boy grew up to be a strong, intellec-

tual abstainer.—Exchange.

e

A Bar.

Charles Raymond, a writer in the Toronto
‘Daily Star, gives the following on the bar:

I stood before a door and read upon it in
gilded letters the one word ‘Bar’ As I read
a man pushed open the door, and, staggering
out, fell upon his face on the pavement. When
he rose a thin red stream trickled down his
cheek, He fumbled for his handkerchief, and
the blood stained it, and dyed his hands. It
was the blood of a sacrifice offered up at the
shrine of the bar.

A Bar! Yes, well named, a bar to ha’pPi-
ness, for what happiness is there in a mind
that is distorted, and a face that is bloody ?

A Bar! Yes, to goed society, who wants
a drunken man? He is not welcome at the
theatre, club or concert. He is a nuisance as
he reels the streets; he is a trouble at his own
home. 3 :

A Bar! Yes, drunken men there is a bar
agairst you in the very hotel where you bought

the liquor and became drunk. You are not
wanted there, for you are a bad advertise-
ment, for who is the hotel man who will point
to you and say: ‘That is my make.” ‘That
is my customer” ‘That is a product of my
brand?’

A Bar! Well named, well, put, short, pithy
and to the point, b-a-r. Bar to a position of
trust, to an increase of power, to a fuller con-

‘fidence of the employer, a better using of time.

A bar to good, to the white life, to the strong
life arnd to the well rounded character,

A Bar! Yes, see it, the bottles behind, the
rail in front, and the row of worshippers of-
fering themselves soul and body at the shrine.

A Bar! Yes, a bar to decency, to right
judgment.

A Bar! The rent is behind, the grocer is un-
paid, and the money is blown, but what odds,
‘Have another.

A Bar! Yes, to all that makes for man’s
best interest and the development of his high-
er nature, to that character that is the only
thing that will stand tke wrench of time. .

A Bar! How short, terse and expressive.
Yes, but not a bar to a woe on earth and woe
hereafter—‘Canadian Royal Templar’

‘Respectable Rum Seller.’

Might as well say respectable murderert
For the rum seller deals out to the drunk-
ards the ‘distilled perdition’ that causes mur-
ders, ruins families, fills almshouses, jails and
penitentiaries, and makes merchandise of the
souls of the victims. Respectable rum seller!
There is no such thing as respectability about
a traffic that ruins both soul and body, and
causes more than half the crimes which are
committed. Tco much cannot be said or done
against it. It is high time that the promin-
ent business men awake from their careless-
ness in this matter, and see to it, that they
never go into the devil’s recruiting offices (sa-
loons), for when they do, they seem to say by
their example, that the rum geller is respect-
able; and their example is mighty for good or
for evil. How can they stand aloof while their
neighbors, and even their sons are being ruin-
ed by strong drink? How can they stand idly
by, without even making an effort to save
them, excusing themselves as does the rum
seller, by saying, ‘Am I my brothe:’s keeper?’
God says, not that the rum seller is respect-
able, but ‘Woe unto him that putteth the cup
to his neighbor’s lips, to make him drunken

‘with strong drink.’ Let us say by our exam-

ple as well as by our precept, total abstin-
ence, now and forever; and may God hasten
the day when no one shall say, ‘respectable
rum’ seller”—Zion’s Watchman,’
—_—

Which Shall it Be?

A tidy home for Betsy and me,
With just enough room for one, two, three?
Or a tumble-down hut with a broken gate,
And a sad-eyed woman toiling early and late:
Which shall it be
For mine and me?

A five-cent glass of beer for me,
Or a five-cent loaf for all of us three?
Beer or baby—wine or wife—
Which do I hold more precious than life?

Which shall it be

For mire ané me?
—‘Forward.’

b i S8,

There are people who keep their horses in
the stall, their cattle in the yard, and their
hogs in the pem, but their young folks run
wild. Take as good care of your children as
you do of your live stock, especially of nights.
—Lauren Dillon.

Our Richest Heritage,

Our PEOPLE are our richest heritage. Yet
we are losing, and have been, for a century,
many of our brightest and best as the result
of the liquor traffic. Mr. Bok, of the ‘Ladies’
Home Journal,) lately told of a well-known
writer, who had often received $roo for a sin-
gle article for a review, who came into his
office begging for any kind of work. He was
ruined by drink, and is now addressing wrap-
pers in a cellar at 81 per 1,000. And this, alas!
only one case in a thousand.—Exchange.
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The Wedding Ring’s Story.

(John Rhodes, C.M., in the ‘Temperance
Leader and League Journal)

(Concluded.)

He asked if he might read to them from &
very favorite book of his he always carried
with him. They consented, thinking it would
be some hook of poetry perhaps. Tt was a
little pocket Bible, and there was poetry in
it; for he read to them Psalm =xci, and my
master and mistress felt they had never heard
such soul-stirring words. Then he read a few
verses from St. John’s Gospel, chapter iii.—of
God so loving the world as to give his. only
begotten Son, that whosoever believed on him
might be saved from sin and death, and have
everlasting life. Then they knelt down, and
Robson prayed. Oh! the joy and peace that
fell on the three of them on that memorab's
evening.

The next day Fred and Alice talked together
earnestly and prayerfully of their previous
evening’s experiences, and both resolved that,
by God’s help, they would lead a new life.

‘What about the drink?’ asked Alice.

‘Well, replied Fred, ‘I have been thinking
of that. You notice Robson wears a bit of
blue ribbon; that is to show that he is a to-
tal abstainer. Now I used to think and say
that that bit of ribbon meant that a man had
given up his liberty, his free will, his manli-
ness. I used to thirk I never would sign a
pledge, or do anything else like that, but now
I see it is the drinker who is the slave, who
has no free will, no manliness; so I have made
up my mind that I’'ll sign the pledge, and,
by God’s help, never touch strong drink ever
again.

‘Oh, thank God for that, my mistress ex-
claimed, ‘and I’ll do the same. What shall we
do with the wine, ale, and spirits we have in
the house?’

‘There is nothing else for us to do with it,
said Fred, ‘but pour it down the sink; for if
we feel it is a danger to us we must not give
it to others, even if it does seem like waste.

‘Never mind what it cost,” said Alice; ‘it
shall go down this moment.

‘What about the racing and betting, Fred,
dear?’ asked Alice.

‘My dear wife,” said he, ‘they are done with
also. What a blessing it has been that my
eyes have been opened. Do you know what
started me thinking of these things?’

‘No!’ replied my mistress.

‘It was you reading that short story to me
when I was so ill after ome of my drinking
turns. Yet I tried to stifle the thoughts, and
Girling was always ready to chaffi me and
take me off for a drink.

‘What about him now?’ asked Alice.

‘As far as racing, betting and drinking go,
I’'ve completely done with him, and am going
to make Robson my companion.

My master left his sick room a changed
man. I heard him tell his dear wife that the
first thing he did on reaching the office was
to thank Robson for his blessed help; then,
in a few words he summed up his new posi-
tion to Girling. That worthy sneered at him,
asked if he intended becoming another milk-
sop like Robson, and that Fred had replied:
‘Ah! Girling, I shall be glad if I can only ap-
proach to something of Robson’s goodmess, and
do for you what he has done for me.’ = -

Days and weeks have changed into years.

I notice that my master and mistress and
their bonnie daughter seem to grow nearer and
dearer to each other. There was no more
theatre going, no more drink was brought in-
to their house, nor did they touch any any-
where else.

They both joined that noble body of work-
ers in the temperamce cause—the Band of
Hope, and are sharing in its glorious work of
reformation and uplifting.

Many times does my mistress say to her
husband, ‘What a dear husband you are!’ And
need I say that he has ready a similar com-
pliment to pay his wife. e

I can look forward to the rest of their lives
passing on so happily; and shall never regret
being their wedding ring.—‘The Band of Hope
Chronicle.
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LESSON I—JANUARY 1.

Christ the Life and Light
of Man.
John i., 1-18.
Golden Text.

In him was life: and the life was the light
of men, John i, 4.

Home Readings,

Monday, Dec. 26.—John i, 1-18.
Tuesday, Dec. 27.—John viii, 12-20.
Wednesday, Dec. 28.—John xxii., 23-32
Thursday, Dec. 29.—John xiv,, 1-1.
Friday, Dec. 30.—Ps, xxxiv., 8-10.
Saturday, Dec. 31—Rev. xix., 6-16.
Sunday, Jam. 1.—Rev. xxi., 22-xxii., 5.

(By R. M. Kurtz.)
INTRODUCTION.

After another six months in the study of
Jewish history we return to the New Testa-
ment and take up the great Gospel of Johm,
This Gospel is cne of the most important of
all the books of the Bible. Indeed, Dr. Torrey
has said that, were he to be given the choice
of but ome book in the Bible, being prevented
from ever having any other, he would take
Jon’s Gospel.

The Apostle John was a Galilean fisherman,
who was called from his work to follow Christ
(Matthew iv., 21). - According to tradition he
‘was a cousin of Christ. He has been described
as the ‘most intimate earthly friend’ of Jesus.
In addition to the Gospel bearing his name he
is credited with three epistles and Revelation.
According to eariy church history, John lived
to extreme old age, being ninety or over when
he died. His later ministry seems to have been
at Ephesus, and there he was buried. In his
character he combined gentleness and strength.

The Gospel of John was written probably at
Ephesus, and in the latter part of the writ-
er’s life. Matthew wrote more especially with
reference to the Jews; Mark, with reference to
the Romans; Luke, with reference to the
Greeks; but John wrote for Christians geuer-
ally. By the time his Gospel was written,
doubts and misunderstandings had had oppor-
tunity to enter the church, so that John’s Gos-
pel came as a clear presentation of Christ as
the Son of God and Saviour of men.

In this connection we are glad to avail our-
selves of a symopsis of John’s Gospel, pre-
sented last summer at Ocean Grove by Dr. W.
J. Erdman, who says: ¥

‘The prologue consists of 18 verses: the epi-
logue of chapter xxi. Between thém lies the
body of the Gospel. This is divided into four
parts, and over them in turn may be written
as titles the four clauses of xvi., 28.

‘Over part first, 1., 19-ii,, 11, write the clause:
“I-came forth from the Father;” he is not yet
“in the world” in the technical use of that
word in John, but in private with his disciples.

‘Over part second, ii., 12-xii., 50, write “And
am come into the world,” for this contains his
public ministry.

‘Over part third, 13-17, write, “Again, I
leave the world,” for it is with this thought
this third part opens. “Jesus knowing his hour
had come that he should depart out of this
world unto the Father.... Jesus knowing
that he came forth from God and was going
to. God,” washes the disciples’ feet.

‘Over the fourth part write, ‘And go to the
Father,” for the first word spoken by him at
the conclusion of his fulfilment of ancient type
and prediction at the emd of that hrief arc of
his progress which passed through death and
under the world unto resurrection was that to
Mary, “Touch me not, for I am not yet ascend-
« ed unto the Father, but go unto my hbrethren
and say to them, I ascend unto my Fatheér and
your father, and to my God amd your God.”

‘The movement through that vast mysterious

circle from God to God was finished. Even over
the prologue, which is a miriature of the Gos-
pel, can be written the words: “From God to
God,” and over the epilogue the words, “If I
will,” xxi, 23, for therein we learn how out
of the unseen Holy Place Jesus is evermo:e
guiding and allotting in service, suffering, and
waiting until he come.
THE WORD.

1. ‘In the beginning was the Word, and the
Word was with Ged, and the Word was God.

2. ‘The same was in the beginning with God.

3. ‘All things were made by him; and with-
out him was net any thing made that was
made.’

We might :discever that John was going to
x.l-qal with the divinity of Christ by the open-
ing ‘verse. When we take up the origin of
things we turn to Ged. As in the opening
verse of the Old Testament, giving the ac-
count of creation, so here, we commence with
the words, ‘In ths heginning.’ We are not deal-
1:n4g with a man, but with God come to earth
in man’s form, and John vefers at the outset
to his relation to the created universe.

The term ‘Word) as here used with refer-
ence to Christ, means ‘not only the spoken
word, but the thought expressed by the spoken
word.” It conveys the thought of the will and
purpose of God as- represented in Christ.

We see by verses 2 and 3 that Christ is co-
eternal with God. All creation was the work
9f Ged, Father and Son. In these three open-
Ing verses see what a picture of Christ John
has presented. He is not an exalted creature,
but himself Creator; he has not had a begin~
ning of existence, as men have, but is eter-
nal. In short, he that hath seen Christ hath
seen the Father.”

LIFE AND LIGHT IN HIM.

4. ‘In him was life; and the life was the
light of mem.

5. ‘And the light shineth in ‘darkness; and
the darkness compreherded it not.’

Again we are reminded of the account of
qmea.tiovn by the referemce to light. What is
life without light? This infinite being whom
John is imtroducing to us is the author of both.
John is preparing to present Christ -as the
Saviour of men, but who else can save men
than the author of their existemce?

But the darkness did not comprehend the
light, and was not immediately banished by it.
The struggle betwetn the forces of light and
darkness still continues.

THE WITNESS OF THE LIGHT.

6. ‘There was a man sent from God, whose
name was John. o

7. ‘The same came for a witness, to bear
witness of the Light, that all men through him
might believe. v

8. ‘He was not that Light, but was sent to
bear Wwitness of that Light.’

This is a Gospel of witnesses, the word wit-
ness occurring forty-seven times. ‘The first
witness to Christ, the Light of the world,
mentioned by John the Apostle, is John the
Baptist, Christ’s forerunner. John came to
prepare the people for Christ’s appearance,
and was by some mistaken for the Messiah
himself. Luke says, comcerning the effect of
John the Baptist’s preaching, that ‘all men
mused in their hearts of John, whether he were
the Christ or not. i

Not only did John the Baptist seek to cor-
rect this idea, but now the Apostle Johm calls
our attention to the distinction between John
the Baptist, the witness of the Light, and
Christ himself, the Light,

THE WORLD’S RECEPTION OF CHRIST.

9. ‘That was the true Light, which lighteth
every man - that cometh into the world.

10. ‘He was in the world, and the world was
made by him, and the world knew him not.

11. ‘He came unto his own, and his own re-
ceived him not.’ 3

Here the writer goes back to the thought ex-
pressed above, of the light shining in dark-
ness, but not being comprehended by the dark-
ness. Christ the true Light and Creator of the
world, came into the world, but it did not know
nor receive him.  He not omly came to his
world, but to his chosen race, but it received
him not.

WHAT OF THOSE WHO DID RECEIVE

HIM?

12. ‘But as many as received him, to fhem
gave he power to become the soms of God, even
to them that believe on his name:

1§
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13. ‘Which weze born, net of blood, nor of
the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man,
but of Ged.

14. ‘And the Word was made flesh, and dwelt
among us, (and we beheld his glory, the glory
as of the only begotten of the Father,) full of
grace and truth. ;

The eighteen verses of this lesson contain
in outline the principles of the Gospel of the
Christ. First, we have the setting forth of the
divinity of Christ; second, his relation o crea-
tion as the source of life and light; third, his
advent into the word and its rejection of him;
fourth, the relation of Christ to those who do
believe on him,

The world as such, and the Jewish race as
such, rejected and slew Christ; yet there were

-and are multitudes of individuals who have

believed and obeyed him. Notice the wording
of verse 12. Men do not become sons of God
by simply deciding to be such, by any virtue
or accomplishment of their own. It is be-
cause Christ in whom they believe gives them
this power: ‘By grace are ye saved” Men
are born of God into his kingdom.

Jehn beautifully speaks of Christ’s life on
earth when he says, ‘And the Word was made
flesh, and dwelt among us’ The word here
translated dwelt is in the original ‘tented.
The thought is that Christ came down and
camped with men in their wearisome journey
through life, just as the Presence of God was
in the tabernacle when the Israelites were
journeying toward Canaam.

And this glory of Christ John says ‘we be-
held” Doubtless ke is recalling the Transfig-
uration when he, with Peter and James, saw
the glorified Jesus, and heard the voice from
the cloud saying, ‘This is my beloved Son.

THE TESTIMONY OF JOHN AND OF
BELIEVERS.

15. John bare witness of him, and cried, say-
ing, This was he of whom I spake. He that
cometh after me is preferred before me, for he
was before me.

16. ‘And of his fulness have all we receiv-
ed, and grace for grace. ‘ ¥ e

17.“For the Law was given by Moses, but
grace and truth came by Jesus Christ.

John the Baptist bore his testimony, which
John now quctes, after having already referred
to it. Then, in verse 16, he reminds his read-
ers that they also have themselves the evi-
dence of Christ’s divinity, having received of
his fulress and grace. ‘Grace for grace’ may
mean grace upon grace, or grace to increase
grace. :

In verse 17 the Apostle draws a clearer dis-'
tinction between the Law and grace. The
Law was given through Moses, but only ’Elho
Son of God could bring men into communion
with God and confer his grace wpon them.

CHRIST THE REVEALER OF THE FATHER.

18. ‘No man hath seen God at any time; the
only tegotten Son, which is in the bosom of

‘the Father, he hath declared him.’

Moses, a man, might be the bearer of the
Law of God to men, but no man could reveal
God himeelf, for no man has seen him; hence '
none but the omly begotten Son of God cam
declare him to us. This Christ dees. Com-
ing to earth and becoming a man among men,
while still divine, he links the divine and hu-
man in himself, and reveals the Fathé'r to the

" race.

The lesson for January 8, is, “IThe Witness
of John the Baptist to Jesus.” John i, 19-34.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Jan. 1, 1905.—Topic—Our goals for
1905. Phil, iii., 12-16." (Consecration meeting.)

Junior C. E. Topic.
THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.

Mo-nday, Dec. 26.—The desert of Sinai. Ex.
X% 29

Tuesday, Dec. 27.—God’s word to Moses. Ex.
Xix., 3-6.

Wednesday, Dec. 28.—What the people said.
Ex. xix., 7, 8.

Thursday, Dec. 29.—The Lord on Mt. Sinai.
Ex. xix,, 9-13. :

Friday, Dec. 3o.—‘Lest thou forget.
iv,, 9-13. ,

Saturday, Dec. 31.—God’s desire for us. Deut.
v., 29.

Sunday, Jan. 1.—Topic—How and why God
gave the commandments. Ex. xix., 16-25;
Deul Vi 5520 4 / {
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Correspondence

OUR BIRTHDAY BOOK.
' DECEMBER.

1.
They shall see the glory ot the Lord and
the excellency of cur God. Isa. XXXV, 2.

2.
Ms the shadow of a great rock in a weary
land. Isa. xxxii., 2.

3. :
Be strong, fear not. ... He will come and

save you. Isa. XXXV, 4.
Mabel L, H.

L3 S i
We have waited for him and he will save
us. Isa. xxv, 0.

5.
Though your sins be as scarlet they shall
be as white as snow. Isa. i, 18.

6.
In his love and his pity he redeemed them.
Isa. Ixiii., 9.

7. :
He bare the sin of many and 'rp.ade interces-
aiouf for the transgressors. Isa. lddl., 12. -

8. :
He hath borne our griefs and carried our

sorrows. Isa. lidi., 4.
Dochie Pearce.

a.
He was their Saviour. Isa. Ixiii, 8.

10. :
The Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting
light and thy God thy glory. Isa. lx, 19.
Elizabeth W. Read.

11,

O Lord thou wilt ordain peace for us; for
thou also hast wrought all our works in us.
Isa. xxvi., 12.

" 12 :
The meek also shall increase their joy in
the Lord, Isa. xxix, I9.

; 13. &
Tet him take hold of my strength. Isa.
xxvii., 5.

14,
Ho every ome that thirsteth, come ye to the
waters. Isa. v, 1.

15. -
I will pour water on him that is thirsty,
and floods upon the dry ground. Isa. xliv., 3.

- 16. :

The earth chall be full of the knowledge of
the Lord as the waters cover the sea. Isa.
xi,, 10.

17.
Behold, God is my salvation. I will trust
and not be afraid. Isa. xii, 2.
Bertie P. MoG., Jennie McNayer.

S 18.
1 also will give thee (Christ) for a light to
the Gentiles, that thou mayest be my salva-
tion unto the end of the earth. Isa. xlix,, 6.

10.
He shall feed his flock like a shepherd. Isa.
xhix, 15 s )
Simon A. Campbell, Bessie P. Wiley, .
Iva L. Thomas.

20.
He shall gather the lambs with his arm and
carry them in his bosom. Isa. xl, I1.
21. i
As one whom his mother comforteth, so will

I comfort you. Ixvi, 13.~ .
Sarah E. Zwicker, Gertic Dand.

~22,
Seek ye the Lord while he may be found,

call ye upon him while he is near. Isa. lv., 6.

23. 2
I am he that blotteth out thy transgressioms.
Isa. xliii., 25. :
Harris Zwicker, Hattie Zwicker, Nessie
Rea Patterson, Bessie Ogilvy.

24.

His (Christ’s) name shall be called Wonder-
ful, Counsellor, the mighty God, the Ew.rerlas‘t-
ting Father, the Prince of Peace. Isa. ix,, 6.

Annie May Rutter, Lena Porter.

25.
Say unto the cities of Judah, Behold your

God. Isa. iv, 9.
J. McCaskill, Florence Long. .

26.
Call the Sabbath a delight. Isa. lviii, 13.
D. J. Bradiey.

27.
Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of Hosts, the
whole world is full of his glory. Isa.. vi., 3.
Berta C. Forbes, Morton Hall, William E.
Simpson.

28,

Trust ye in the Lord for ever, for in the
Lord Jehovah is everlasting strength.  Jsa.
xxvi., 4. . ’

Eleanor F. Millar,

29. :
He will swallow up death in victory. Isa.

XXV., 8.
: Alice Porter.

30,
The Lord shall guide thee continually. Isa.
Fviid.,, 11,
Ella Pardy.

31
The grass withereth, the flower fadeth: but
the word of our God shall stand forever. Isa.
xl., 8.
' Lula T. M, William A. Duncan.

~ Lion’s Head, Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger” I have been going to the Pres-
byterian Sunday-school for about seven years,
and have taken the ‘Messenger’ right al9ng.
This place is very nice in the summer time.

There is a great deal of sg::t, although most:

of the people down im the ‘country think that
it is a wild and backward place. The scen-
ery is so beautiful along the bay. We had
a school concert here on Thanksgiving day and
had a very pleasant time. There are two
rooms in the schoolhouse, junior room and
senior room. I am in the semior fourth class,
and will be trying the entrance next mid-sum-
mer. There are two blacksmith shops here.
My father is a blacksmith, and has a shop.
1 have two brothers and two sisters. ?‘hey
have been taking the ‘Messe'n-g‘er’ for quite a
long time, too. X
IVAN B. (aged 12 years).

Snow Road, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I saw a note in ome of the
papers asking us to tell what we had been
~doing in our holidays. In my holidays I went
to a place called Braside. I stayed there about
a week. While I was there I saw the Ottawa
_river and three or four steamboats and omne
ferry boat. While I was there my Unclel

~George got a boat, and after he got fixed he

took Aunt Sarah and all my cousins, but oue,
out for a sail on the Ottawa river. There @s
a big mill at Braside, and I was through it
when it was going, and when it was not go-
ing. There was a social while I was there,
and I went to it and had a fine time. The
people were expecting the brass bands, but
“something happened, and they were not there.
The next day I had to go home. My aunt and
one of my cousins came home with me. When
we got to my home we went to a picnic and
had a good time. There were games of base-
ball and football, but we did not stay to see
the football. After we had seen the baseball
we got our supper and went home.. Then in a
few days we all went to my Uncle Dunck’s.
_We stayed there till about four o’clock, and
then we went home. Aunt Sarah and my cdu-
sin stayed down there. I hope soon to see a
letter from my cousin in Braside. 1 think
)
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that Minnie E. M.s letter was very interest-
ing, and I hope that she will write another
one. I think it was very kind to put in the
‘Messenger’ how to make things, and I think
that they are very mice things, too. I have al-
ready made some of them, and think they lock
very mice. If any other little girl has not seen
them and would like to, I will tell where they
are in the paper, Nov. 18, page six.
STELLA MAY W. (aged 10).
South Bay.
Dear Editor,—J thought I would write an-
other letter to the ‘Messenger.” I like the pa-
per vety much. I do mot get time to read
them all, so I have got a lot over to read. I
think maybe I can answer the question that
Minnie E. M. asked, and shz referred to the
Book of Esther. HERBERT EARL C.
P.S.—Will C. H. D., Los Flores, South Am-
erica, please write—H. E. C.

Montreal, Que.
Dear Editor,—We have been taking the
‘Messenger’ quite a wihle. I go to Lorne
Schogl. I am in the fourth book. I af ten
years ¢ld. My birthday is on May 25. I have
three brothers. Their names are Fred, Richard
and Herbert. I have read quite a few books,
of which the names are, the ‘Bessie’ books,
‘Marjorie,) ‘Grandma’s Miracles, amd ‘What

Katy Did. EVELYN H.

)

Stokes Bay, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am thirteen years old. I
have seven brothers and two sisters, I am in
the third reader. In the summer I do not go
to school, because we live on an island in the
summer-time. There are lots of rattle snakes
on the island. I can row, and I go out in the
boat when it is fine weather. I live two miles
from Stokes Bay, which is our post-office. It

is only a very small place. KATIE McK.

Moose Jaw.
Dear Editor,—My father takes the ‘Messen-
ger,’ and I like it very much. Our school stop-
ped on Nov. 8. I am in part two. We have
five horses and a cow and a moolley calf. I
have a cat for a pet; it caught lots of mice in
the summer-time, but in the autumn it sleeps
a lot; it is asleep now. I was in the city on
Monday. I saw an automobile, and it was red
There is a coulee near the city. When I go t¢
the city we cross it at a narrow place. They

are building a bridge. ETHEL B.

Montreal, Can.

Dear Editor,—I used to live in West Cen-
tral Africa,—in fact, I was born there. My
two sisters are writing to the ‘Messenger,” and
I thought I would write, too. It is my first
letter to the ‘Messenger”’ We had a mule and
an ox in Africa; father used to ride the mule
and mother used to ride the ox sometimes,
and we children rode the ox, too. One day
father took my sister Emma and my little
brother Arthur and me out to the villages, and
Emma and I rode the ox and Arthur and fa-
ther rode the mule. The saddle was slipping
off the ox, and father got off the mule to put
it up, and the reins of the mule slipped out of
father’s hand, and the mule started to gallop
away. Father called out to Arthur to pull the
reins and to hold on. The mule did not stop
till it got to the gate of the missionaries’
houses, and one of the boys caught it there.
(Arthur got quite a little fright, but did not
fall; he was only five years old then. Now, I
think I must stop. Perhaps I will write some
other day. Please put my name in your birth-
day book for April 25. I was ten on my last
birthday. ESTHER R.

: Dobbinton, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As I have mever written to
the ‘Messenger,” I thought I would write now.
I live on a farm. We have four horses, six
cows. For pets I have a little black kitten,
two dolls and a doll’s carriage, and a little
trunk to put my dolls’ clothes in. I make ail
its clothes myself. I Have three sisters and
seven brothers, and one sister marrier,and two
brothers. Two brothers live in Manitoba, one in
Chesley and two at home. I am ten years old.
1 go to school every day, and I am in the thind
reader. I like my teacher very well. His name
is Mr. H. I also go to Sunday-school, and like
my teacher there. My Sunday-school takes
the ‘Messenger,’ and I get it. I like the Little
Folks’ Page and the Correspondence best.
ELLA C.



14 THR

Christmas.

The inn was full at Bethelehem;
A busy crowd were there;
And some were rich and some were wise,
And some were young and fair;
But who or what they were, to-day,
There is net one to care;
But in the cattle’s manger
There lay a baby stranger
Soft nestled, like a ‘snow-white dove, among
the scented hay;
And, lo! through Him was given
Our song to earth and heaven,
The song two worlds together sing upon a
Christmas day;
‘Glory to God! Good will to men!
O listen! Wake it once again!
Peace on earth! Good will to men!’

They sing it, those who sang it first;
The angels strong and high;
They sing, in shining white, the saints
who died long years gone by,
And all the fluttering cherub throng,
The children of the sky;
They sing, the patient, waiting souls
Who still faith’s conflicts know,
They sing, life’s happy innocents,
Their faces all aglow,
One melody fills heaven ahove
And floats o’er earth below,
The song of that sweet stranger,
Who, in the cattle’s manger,
Lay, nineteen hundred years ago, among the
scented hay!
All sin and wrong forgiven,
Earth seems close kin to heaven, .
And sweet two worlds together sing upon a
Christmas Day!
—Marian Douglas,, in ‘Harper’s Bazaar.’

Inasmuch.

Isn’t it a terrible day!” exclaimed a friend,
as she paused outside the door of the Deaconess
Home to shake the clinging snow from her um-
brella and clothing,

‘Oh, I like a snowstorm, replied the dea-
coness as she hurried down the steps. ‘Be-
sides, I am always sure to find the people at
home, and I know the “shut-ing” need me most
on dark days)

The air was ‘hoary with the swarm and the
whirl-dance of the blinding storm’; while
drifts everywhere, and a strange stillness,
broken only by the intermittent, muffled sound
of sleigh-bells. Past white mounds of snow,
through which a pathway had been tunnelled,
the deaconess made her way to a narrow street
only a few steps away from one of the busiest
thoroughfares of the city. The rising wind
began to shrick and moan as she turned a cor-
ner, and from the windows of dreary little
houses along the way, hungry-looking faces
peered out at her in wistful questioning. Rows
and rows of these unhomelike dwellings, where
poverty and unthrift yawned from broken win-
dow-panes and tumble-down doorways, were
left behind, when, suddenly, she stopped in
front of ome much larger than the others, op-
ened the door and quickly ascended a long,
dark stairway,

‘Come in,” answered a tremulous voice to her
repeated knocking. In the gathering gloom, an
old lady was painfully groping her way to the
door, ‘Good afternoom, Mrs, B——; I thought
you might be feeling lonely this stormy day!’

‘Oh, and so it’s you, dear. Do you know,
my eyes are getting that bad I can hardly see
my hand before my face, but I ought surely to
know your voice. I'm right glad to see you,
for I'm getting in a bad way again, and can
pard}y make my bit of porridge in the morn-
ings.

From under her cape the deaconess drew a
small tin pail. ‘“Tve brought you a stewed
chicken, and you can warm it over for your
supper.’ :

‘Ay, miss; it will do for two or three meals.
You are always bringing me something good,
and I'm sure it is very kind of you to think
of an old body like me. I've not had any meat
since the last you brought me.”

‘Let me straighten things about for you,’

and suiting the action to the word, she brought
oil, filled the old heroseme lamp, with some
telling strokes put the room in order, replen-
ished the fire in the poor little stove, and made
all necessary preparations for the evening meal.
She deposited in the wooden box which served
as a cupboard a fresh supply of tea, #igar,

and oatmeal, then drew up her chair beside her
aged friend and opened the well-worn Bible.
There was something very touching in the
eager, reverent attitude of her listener, who
loved the Word of God, but had been deprived
of the privilege of reading it for many long
months, Slowly and distinctly a chapter full
of comfort and hope was read, and in the pray-
er that followed, a tender touch from the un-
seen fell upon them both with a holy calm
and peace.

‘I was 'most tempted to-day to think that
God was forgetting me,’ said the old lady very
humbly, when her visitor rose to 20.  No chid-
ing needed here, only patient, loving words of
sympathy and cheer. The deaconess thought
of the sad life history of this lonely woman.
The dear home faces long buried out of sight,
without companionship, and often face to face
with want, what wonder that it seemed hard
at times to live on cheerfully with so much of
love and life all gone!

‘Look up and keep a brave heart,” she called
back cheerily from the foot of the stairs, a
few minutes later. ‘Ay, T'll try, dear, and I
thank him for——' but her friend was gone
into the storm again, for other hungry hearts
Wwere waiting—‘Christian Guardian,

 HOUSEHOLD,

Table Garnishings.

Now just a word or two about Christmas ta-
ble decorations ;for no matter how simply we
live during three hundred and sixty-four days
in the year, on this three hundred and sixty-
fifth, this feast day of all Christian countries,
we desire to mark the feast with some bit of
garnishings. 3

One might enlarge upon the subject of ta-
ble decorations in general, and show how much
of refinement is not merely indicated but in-
culcated in the family by the presence of the
dainty table trifles, but just now we wish to
indicate the simple garnishings appropriate for
the Christmas dinner.

My country housekeeper of a humble iiome,
who had neither conservatory mor gay gatia
ribbens, placed at each plate a little spray of
cedar, plucked fresh and fragrant from the
bush ‘down the road, a few yards of baby rib-
bon, scarlet, blue, white and pink, costing but
a few cents. had been purchased a few days
before and was tied into knots at the base of
each little spray.

Father’s was red, mother’s blue, Arthur’s
pink and whitie baby’s white only, these were
fastened each on the dress bodice and coat af-
ter the dinner and worn for the remainder of
the day. A vase of pressed ferns and pre-
served haw berties stood on the table centre,
with a bit of the ribbon knotted about it.

iThe plum pudding came in with a cedar
spray in its steaming centre. -
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And that was all, yet with freshest of table
linen, and a dining-room heavy with sweet-
smelling boughs, ‘it was real Christmassy,’ as
Arthur said.

From this simple and costless garnishing,
We may go upward to the primrose and chry-
santhemum centre-pieces; the roses at each
plate; the costly little German Christmas tree
that the flerist exports; even the rare orchids.
We may spend' as many dollars as we will,
vet for this our mid-winter feast, I am not
sure but that my country friend with her very
humble means had also the truest art instinct.

Ouly do not consider the rich food all that
is needed; have rather a simple fare with suit-
able garnishings.—Jean Joy, in the ‘Canadian
Home Journal!

Holiday Recipes.

Chestnut Stuffing.—Chestnut stuffing for a
turkey is prepared as follows: Drop 25 (or

- thereabout) large chestnuts in boiling water,

and leave them for a few minutes; then take
them up and rub off the thin dark skin. After
this cover them with boiling water and sim-
mer one hour; then take them up and mash
them fine. Mince a pound of veal and half a
pound of salt pork very fine. To this add the
chestnuts, half a teaspoonful pepper and two
tablespoonfuls of salt and a cupful of soup
stock or water; then stuff the turkey with this.
—RBoston ‘Herald.

A Novel Plum Pudding.—An English doctor
recommends that to make Christmas puddings
more digestible and nutritious, suet should be
entirely left out. He advises the following
recipe, in which nuts finely ground up in a
nut mill take its place:—Ingredients: One
pound grated bread crumbs, one pound stoned
raising, one pound currants, one pound sultanas,
half a pound sweet almonds blanched, and a
few bitter almonds, half a pound pine kernels,
half a pound of brown sugar, quarter of a
pound of butter, quarter of a pound of shelled
Brazil nuts, grated rind of three lemons and
six eggs, half a pound candied peel. Finely
cut up peel, and pass all the nuts, except the
pine kernels, through the nut mill; the latter
are to be simply chopped. Rub the butter into
the bread crumbs, add the fruit, sugar, grated
lemons, and lemon peel, then the eggs well.
beaten, and mix together.. Put into a basin
and boil in the usual way for six hours.—
Exchange.

Sugared Popcorn.—Make a plain sugar sy-
rup, and boil until it will candy in cold wa-
ter. A cup full of sugar is enough for three
quarts of popped corn. Mix the corn quickly
with the syrup seeing that every kernel gets
its share. Sprinkle a part with colored sugar
before it cools.

Popcorn Balls.—For this purpose the corn
must be carefully popped and sorted, and all
the bad kernels removed. It may be chopped
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AXMAs;:;ESENTH = Y KEEP YOUR MONEV
EVERY CIRL | | THIS BIG BEAUTY

OM PARIS,”
NEARLY TWO FEET TALL,

S FR

WE TRUST YOU WITH
OUR LACE COLLARS.

Just send us your name and address, and we will mail you
postpaid, 10 Beautiful Turnovec Collars, the latest fashion in
Neckwear, handsomely made, of fine quality Lace and Lawn.
They are fully worth 25¢. You sell them for only 15¢, return
13 the money, and we will promwptly send you the largest and
most elegantly dressed doll that was ever given away by any
concern as a premium

“PHE GIRL FROM PARIS’ is a beauty, and will be highly
appreciated by every girl who receives her. §

Dolly’s pretty head is: made of bisque, with long, natural
curls, Her handsome costume is made of silk and lace, fancy
trimmed picture hat, lace trimmed underwear, open~work
stockings, pretty satin sash. with silver finished buckle, dainty
patent leather shoes, watch and chain, etc., complete, neatly and
beantifully dressed in the latest French doll fashion. The pic-
ture of dolly does mot do, her justice, as it is not possible to
show up her beauty and elegance in this illustration. However,
to see her is to love her, as she is a big beauty.

We desire to call your attention to tbe fact that ‘The Girl
from Paris’ is not a cheap, stuffed rag affair, so extensively
advertised, but a FULL-JOINTED BISQUE DOLL, elegantly
'(}‘Tlsﬁ_.ed from top to toe. EXACTLY TWENTY-ONE INCHES

o .

AN EXTRA PRESENT FREE.

1t you write us to-Cay for the collars and will be prompt in
selling them, and returning the money, we will give you, free, in
addition to this Big Beauty Doll, a beautiful Gold Laid Ring.
sot with a very large magnificent Fire Opal that gleams and
glistens with all the lcvely colors of the rainbow. Girls, don’t
wait, but sit right down and write us at once, so that you will
be sure to have your Lioll and Ring for Christmas.

THE ROYAL RGADEMY

PUBLISHING COMPANY,
Dept. 464, Toronto, Gan.

MAGNIFI-
CENTLY

EXACTLY
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TALL.

i fine or the fluffy kernels ma"y be left as they | light and foamy. Add gradually to the but- No Breakfast Table
The same S may be used as for su- | ter and sugar and beat hard, = Sift in the flour complete without
are. yTup : -
gared cornm, but less corn must be used as it | already once or twice sifted, and add the flav- ‘
will require a greater proportion of syrup to oring. Line the cake pans with huttered paper !
hold the balls together than when each kernel | and pour in the well-beaten mixture. Bake By X
is separate. If the corn is warm the syruli in a moderate, steady oven. 3 ;
does not cool so guickly and the balls wil This recipe imay be varied, by the addition : ;
retain their shape better. When the corn is il it y e
chopped fine andpx:lixed with the syrups it may oft g s;eede% un;ll mh i: h‘aaves, u?;:gd?ﬁ iAf,n admble uaf?iot?éswgthtaafil;l
: forming either _citron or almonds, blanched and po 8 natu q ntact,
be packed in buttered pans , log | Tose water. Some old-fashioned housekeepers fitted to build up and maintain
cakes or bars. Syrup of any flaver or Color | 15,00 243 a quarter of a teaspoon of mace. robust health, and to resist

may be used, and chopped muts or grated co- winter's extreme cold. It is

coanut mized with the corn.

This same mixture may be baked in patty a valuable diet for children.
there is none better—calls for one pound each | pe left plain or frosted. If kept in stone ars,
of butter, sugar and flour, and ten eggs. Beat | they will grow richer with the keeping. 01d

3 tins, putting currants in some, almonds or :
0ld-Fashioned Pound Cake—The old rule| raisins into the rest. Pound cake is apt to
for.the pound cake of our grandmothers—and | pe lighter baked in this way. The cakes may

the butter to a cream and add the sugar | time housekeepers used to keep an apple in the - ” d

little ‘by little, stirring all the while. Beat | jar with their pound cake, thinking it temded ‘The Most Nutritious
the eggs without separating until they become | to keep the cake moist.—Presbyterian’ and Bconomical.
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Cne yearly subscription, 40¢.
Thres or more copies, ssparately addressed,
26c each. '

This lovely of twin

sister dulls, Cinders
ellaand Alice in Wons
deriand, are the new
arrivals from far away dolls
land, and are real beauties,
pearly ome and oncs
half fees tall.
- Cinderellaisthenew
wonder blonde doll,
with bisque head, curly hair,
lace-trimmed dress, hat, rib-
bon sash, ete.

Alice in Wonder.
land isahandsome brun-
etie beauty doll; with
dark curly ringlets, bisque
head, lace-trimmed dress,
hat, shoes, stockiugs, etc.
complete,

dxirls, would you like to
own Cinderella and Alice in
‘Wonderland, the 1prer,t.ytwin
sister dolls, for a little pleas.
ant work after school hours?
If so, write us;at once and
we will mail toyour address,
postage paid, sixteomn
turnovercollarshand.
somely made of fine qulity
Jawn and lace, tosellat 15¢
eaech, They are the latest
faghion in neckwear and sell
) - at sizht. When sold return
{ us the money and we will
remptly forward you this
iandsome pair of twin sister
® dolls, also a béautiful O]

# Ring as an extra present if
yon write to us at once. §

Rrmember, yon will
receive the two dollsy
Cinderella and Alice in Won-
derland, for disposing of

Ten or more to an individaal address, 2)c
each,
Ten or more separately addressed, 23c each

The above rates include postage for Canada
(excepting Montreal City), Nfid.,, U.S. and its
Colonies (excepting Cuba), Great Britain, New
Zealand, Transvaal, British Honduras, Bermuda
Barbadoes, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Babama
Islands, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cyprus, Fijl, Ja-
maica, Maita, Trinidad, British Guiana, Gibral-
tar.

For Montreal and foreign countries not men-
tioned above, add ©50c a copy postage.

Sample package supplied free on appliza-

tion,
JOHN DOUGALL & 80N,
Publishers, Montreal,

HIGH SPEED ENGINE

» FOR SALE.
A 45 h. p. Laurie High Speed Engine

in very good condition, will be sold at a )
bargaio, as she is being displaced by a R A R
 Eincer, 5 flandsome Fur Scarts FREE
Cylinder, 9 inches diameter. n ;
Revolitions, 260 {0 Ladies and Giris
Revolutions, 250 per minute.
B3 3 denl, & %, 0 W Hianisier. Boir T A gl ,
ivi V i i ro 4 ] hie latest style for 1905 by shilled ‘ :
Driving Wheel, 3 ft. diameter, 13 in. : i Ve tedt sdyle for 30 by piilcd Z
fﬂCO. 5 3 skins of fine Black Coney Fur, rich,
flufly, very warm and o&oxafg]; u:x.‘
Apply to : :xth six [:Lngh t‘u'.l'll l\nx’r{ m‘ .l lri“'
vered neck chain, for selling on!
JOHN DOUGALL & SONO MOﬂtl‘eal. of our handson:i l;xmm{ocv%:{;
. is given free with each onc.)
4 These collars represent the latest
fashion in neckwear. They ars
muxmuu‘mly m;da of "l.he ‘fml::
- gun ..wn and lace, {1
"grl:)tth, nYou mm‘lnth:xrx\. uuu'; " s
inutes at 16¢, each, 5
ADVERTISING FourSead 13 Yot tame ~ :
addressand we will mail the coflaxs § 3 ¥
postpaid.  When sold, return the y A g b
BRA'NS money, and we will send youa { b

handsome Ladies” or Girls’ Fur Scarf

Just as deseribed, When you seo it

‘we kuow you will say it is one of

the handsomest furs you have cver

seen,  The only reason we can give 4

such an expensive fur is that we

bad a large number made up specially for us at & reduced prica in the

summer, when the furriers were not busy.  This is a grand chanes to
et a beaut‘ful warm fur for the winter without spending one ceut.
Tite at once and we will give you an opportunity to get an cleﬁnt %

Muff FREE, as_an_extra prekent.  Address, TH HOME §

- ART COiy DEPT, 409 TORON’I‘O. ONTARIO.

Js R R R

VALUABLE RING
AND
GOLD WATCH

Earn up to $16,000 a Year

There is a great demand for young

men and women trained foradvertising

work. Advertisement writers receive

good sgalaries. You can begin at $25

weekly. The I, C, 8. course in Ad-

y vertising is the best and will fit you
for a first-class position.

Send for Advertising Booklet
International Correspon.
Schools, Box1341
Scranton, Pa,

R
A1l we nek you 10 doisto
sell 7 of our Turnover
Collars made of beautiful
Lace and fine Lawn,
worth 253,, at 150 each,
They ars the latest fash-
jon in neck wear and seil
like hot cakés. When
sold return the money
and we will promptly
send you this utiful
Ring “finished in 14k,
Gold and set witn large §
magnificent Pearls sud
npt:llin& lmihun: Ddlla- '» g
monds that can hardly e
be told from the real él\;\@?
stones, If yon write at ',‘\%%
onzs for the Collars weo Fe )
will give you sn oppor -2
tanity to get, an elegant Gold-finished douvle Hunting Case 1
Wateh, Lady's or Gentleman's size free in additior tn (he Ring.
Address st ouce The Home Art Co,, Dept, 491 7orouio
b

BOY'SWATCH FREE

We will give this handsome watch fres toany
boy for selling only 1} dozen of our new one«
ece King Coilar Buttonsat 10c. cach. A cers S

ificate worth 50c. given free with each one.
The wateh has a beautiful solid silver n'ckel

case, haudsomely polis: ed, a hard enamelled

dial, heavy bevelled crystal, hour, minute

and sscond “hands, and reliable American

At

LADIES? WATCH
msopaLemg o P

AL

O
)
T

¥ )

Send no Hone

Just your name and address, and we will mail you postpaid
ten of our beautiful Gold Sunburst Brooches latest designs, set
with large magnificent Opals, Rubies, 8apphires, Emeralds, ete.
they are fully worth 50c, You sell thtem for only 15¢ each.
Return the money, and for your trouble we will give you this
beautiful little Lady’s Wnich with fancy gold hands, on
which a rose with buds and leaves is elegantly enamelled
inseven colors, and if iou gend us your name and address at
. once and sell the Brooches and return the money within a week
after you receive them, we will give eﬁm free inaddition to
the watch a handsome gol 1 finished ring set with a Inrge
magnificent ¥ ire Opal that glistens with all the beautiful
of the rainbow. Ladies and girls, write us to-day. Ad- enclosing & me:

HE NATIONAL JEWELLERY = CO; mfggirgdugvr-
Deopt. 434 Toronto. Taett-tror nditions

of roses, the most

and dur-

WE TR“ST You ohl%Mmeintha
With sixteen beautiful Turnover =&

Collars to sell for us at only 15¢ Z€5

it

movement. Wiih care it willlast ten years.

Jf ‘the Collar Buttons are the be:t e,

§ heavily gold plated and burnished so that

they wear 1 ke solid gold. They sell sn fast

that the factory are now making one millisn
every day. Wrize for the Collar Buttons to-

day. The Canadian Premium Syndicate Dept. 455, Turonto.

A R S S g
- THE *NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every Week at the ¢ Witnees' Building. st the corner of Craig
and Bt Peter streets, in the city of Montreal, by John
Redpath Dougalland Frederick Eu,eas Dougall, both of

a Post Card today and we will

o , : = Montreal. &

A : B 10 : g Al busi ;munications 'should be sddressed *Johm
a he colls tpaid. X : } 5 1l letters to the editor should be 5
s R e ome - B | R e -

THE HOT
ART COMPANY, Dopt, 479, Torouto, Onte

wor] Writous a
Post Card to-
&m‘uwm-md
For your trouble we will
give yon a besutiful dittle watch
with gold hands on which a lai
rose with buds and leaves is oleuauﬁ
enamelled in seven colors. The ¢
lars are handsomely made of fine
lace anl lawn and goll regularly In
stores for 265c. At 15¢ you can seil
them all in a few minutes. Write us §

: Cokxy ey ‘

kot T
HOME SPECIALTY €O, Bept. ¢62 , Toronto,

{
)




