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To rich and poor He came, So greet with loud acclaim
To simple and to sage; Your heavenly heritage.
And on this Christmas morn, glad Anthems sing
To Christ our Saviour and to God our King.

(‘The Sweet Story of 01d," Nelson & Sons.)




When Jesus Came,

Long years ago, by Bethlehem town,
The temple sheep were feeding,
The wintry stars shone kindly down
On flock and shepherds heeding,
When Jesus came.

The wise men from the Orient,
Ted by a starry finger,
The Shepherds, too, by angels sent
To worship, did not linger,
When Jesus came,

‘A mother’s love received its crown ™ ~
And childhood dearest blessing,
When Heaven’s King did nestle down
In:Mary’s arms, caressing,
When Jesus came.

O happy night, so full of song,

«And joy for every sorrow!

For stars shine bright, though nights
long, 5

And dawns a glad to-morrow,
Since Jesus came,

be

\

—Selected.

‘Judge Not.

It was Christmas Eve, but the weekly
prayer-meeting was to be held as usual, and
Mr, and Mrs. Heston allowed no trifling thing
to keep them away.

At the church door they were accosted by
one of the brethren, who inguired— .

‘How much are you going to give me to-
ward the steel engraving we have purchased
for our pastor’s wife?

‘I think perhaps 1 ought not to give you
anything this time.” It cost Mr. Heston some-
thing to say this, for, though he was not rich,
he was a generous man; his name was rarely
lacking from a subseription list. But he was
not prepared for the storm of unkind words
and unjust insinuations which his partially
declining to subscribe foward this gift called
forth.

1 will not tell you what this solicifor said,
for you would hardly believe the words would,
come from Christian lips. s N 4

Mr. Heston went into the prayer-meeting,
but there was little joy in the ' service for
him. He had not yet learned to rejoice in
tribulation, to take all such’ burdens as some-
thing given him to bear for Christ, and his
heart was sore. 2

It had been one of his hard days. At ten
in the morning there had been presented at
his office a note for £100, which his book-
keeper had neglected to enter among bills
payable. Fortunately the money was in the
bank, and he had only to draw a cheque for
it; but the circumstance annoyed him. Later
in the day he remembered that he had pro-
mised, on that date, to settle a claim against
him for £40, which a young man in a bank,
for 'whom he had stood as bondsman, had
stolen. Still later there came a heart-breaking
letter from an old college c¢hum in charge of
a poor, struggling Church in a country dis-
trict. It was an answer to a box of warm
winter clothing and Christmas goodies which
Mr. Heston had sent his friend, thinking he
might enjoy them, but never dreaming that
he was reduced to utter extremity.

As he folded the letter something very like
tears glistened in his eyes, strong man though
he was.
it up cavefully, and then drew a cheque for
£5. He could not take the time to write a
letter, and the sheet of paper accompanying
the cheque contained only these words to his
clerieal friend-— ; :

A MERRY CHRISTMAS!

God Prosper You.—Phil, iv,, 19.

There were other things which made this
an ever-to-be-rememberaed one to Mr. Heston:
He went home utterly weary.

‘James,” his wife said, as they sat round the
cheerful supper-table, ‘I happened to call in
at old Mrs. MeNeal’s this afternoom, and 1
saw clearly that they would have no Christ-
mas dinner unless I sent it to them, so 1 or-
dered a turkey and some grocef¥es’ i e

“That was right. ¢ You paid for them? -

“No, T hadn’t a sixpence left after paying

By L g

She checked herself just in time. It was a
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‘transitory, the unreal? We need always

He took out his bankbook, added
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gilk umbrella for her husband’s present which
had drained her purse.

‘They came to a sovereign. I Lmught them
at Kleing’s. He doesn’t seem to be doing much
this year, and I told him I would send Mary
around with the money this evening.

He took out his purse, and handed the
servant the required amount—his last sover-
eign,

A little later he went fo the prayer-meet-
ing, and was aecosted and . misjudged, as 1
have said. He returned home, and came up to
his mother’s room, and kneeling beside me, as
he used to do when he was a boy, quietly told
me the whole story.

Silently I prayed to our Father to take
away the sting, and reaching for my Bible I
pointed to a verse I had marked many years
ago; ‘Blessed is the man to whom the Lord
will not impute sin,” and ‘whetf he gave me his
good-night kiss I saw that he was comforted.
But I did wish I could whisper in the ear of
the wrong one who had so thoughtlessly
wronged him, ‘Thou art inexcusable, Oh, man,
whosoever thou art, that judgest!—Austra-
lian ‘Christian.

No Room in the Inn.

There comes to us something of shock when

‘we consider that the only welcome accorded

our Lord’s advent was that of Bethlehem’s
mean manger. But in this fact you have re-
vealed the perpetual attitude of the world to-
ward Jesus. T*he world never has had room,
neither will it ever have room for Him. ln re-
ferring to the world, I mean the worldly
spirit. There are two conflicting conditions
of life, one dominated by the world spirit, the
other controlled by the Christ spirit. The
world spirit we call worldliness, the Christ
spirit, spirituality. Both are determined by
the spirit of the life, not the objects with
which the life is concerned. Both may deal
with the same objects, but how vast the dif-
ference in results. ‘Worldliness is attachment
to the outward, attachment to the transitory,
attachment to the unmreal; in opposition to
the Christ spirit, which is love for thé¢ inward,
the eternal, the true: and the one of thase
aflections is necessarily expelled by the other.
Where worldliness dominates, the Christ ecan
never be born. ; v
Your own heart is the sacred place whe

Jesus should be born. As you examine that
heart do you find room for Him, or is it
crowded to overfulness with the outward, the
to
realize that the people who filled that Bethle-
hem inn are not the only individuals who are
crowding Jesus out. Think of your own life
for the moment. It is full of varying activi-
ties. It is full of plans for the new year. You
find room in it for science, and history, and
art, and politics, and business. Do you find
room for Jesus Christ? There was no room
for Him in the inn. Is it also true that you
have no room in your heart for the Prince of
Peace? The scene at Bethlehem is daily re-
peated. He comes unto His own and His own
receives Him not. The world is too full for
Christ. Is your heart too crowded for its
Saviour ?—‘Christian Intelligencer.

A Bargain for Sin.

strange tramsaction which tock place some
years ago in Warsaw, Russia:

Several Jews were gathered together, and
among, them a young umbeliever. This unbe-
liever affirmed that there was no such thing
as sin. An old Jew standing by and hearing
the bold words of the scoffer, offered him
twenty-five roubles, or about $15, if he would
agree to take his sins upon him. The youth
“accepted the bargain in the presence of wit-
nesses to attest the transaction. :

The old Jew seemed to think that he had
done an excellent stroke of business, and ex-
pressed his satisfaction at having got rid of
his sins for so small a sum as $15. The youth
rejoiced also that he had an opportunity of
displaying his unbelief, and, to show it was
not money he wanted, he gave it to the poor.

Soon after this the unbeliever became ill,
Tt seemed to proceed from his mind, and not'
from his body. The physicians, on making in-
quiry, heard of the bargain that had been

-

Dr. Horatius Bonar ‘gives an aecount of a

~ten in the

“mailed till too late.
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made between the two, and the young man
confessed that it was weighing on him. The
old man was asked to cancel the bargain and
thus relieve the other. The old man refused.
A thousand roubles, or $600, were offered the
old man, but still he declined.

The young man was in agonies of conscience
because of the sin which he had taken upon
him, but the old man was resolute in his de-
termination not to relieve the young man of
his contract. Soon after the young man sank
under his mental suffering, and died with the
full burden upon him.

This contract had awakened the conscience
of the scoffer, and the idea of sin had become
a terrible reality. There is no such things as
the transferring of sin from one man to an-
other, yet the Seriptures reveal the exceed-
ing sinfulness of sin and provide a way for
its transfer—not from man to man, but to-
the Son of God—and by that transfer sin is
cancelled for all .those who accept Christ as
Substitute and as Lord. “The Lord hath laid
on him the iniquity of us all’—‘Gospel Mes-
sage. S

— e

God is constantly putting into our lives
little or greater occasions of testing. He
presents us with his will in a choeice, which
may be a stepping-stone or a stumbling-
block.—The Rev. F. B. Meyer. :

Our Offering.
(By Christian Burke.)

Lo! we have travelled from a country fm-’.‘\'v
Through years of failure, deserts sad and
wild, X et
And, even as of old ¢came Eastern kings,
With costly treasures, led here by thy Star
We, too, would bring thee our poor offerin
O Word Incarnate! Bethlehem’s Holy C :
Accept our gifts and us of thy great grace—
Myrrh for our Sorrows, Frankincense for our

Faith,
And Gold for Love that is more strong tham
eath! b

—_—

The Work in —l:;brador.;i;_,

This is a home charity so near the hearts
of all Canada that we continue to receive
contributions in its aid. Since our last :
knowledgement in these pages, the followin
sums have heen received and personally ac-
knowledged, where possible: May Fefguson
Caintown, Ont., $1.00; Anonymous, $5.00
Mrs. Margaret Dumncan, Campbelltown, N.B.,
$5.00, A Friend, Murray Harbor South, PR,
$2.00; Mrs. C. M. Ingram, Brochton, Mgn;i
$5.00; Pupils of Carmel Sunday School, Ont.";y. :
$1.65; Loyal Temperance Legion, Napinka,
$1.40; Mrs. Wm. Chesterfield, 25 cents; Mrs, .
Thomas Sanderson, Sault Ste, Marie, $4.00;
Friends, Fairbury, Nebraska, $1.00; Little
Helpers Mission Band, Belleville, $3.00; G. M.
Melfort, Sask, $10.00; Total, $39.30, =Y

———e S
A New Year’s Suggestion,

Canadians residing abroad will one and
all heartily appreciaté the ‘Canadian Pic.
torial,’ with its monthly budget of *pictures
from home.” Friends at home could not find a
more acceptable gift to send them—only
dollar bill for twelve months of pleasure. Fo

the present this rate covers postave t
parts of the world. : 8 g, ‘F' &
To friends thronghout Canada {excepting
‘Montreal a suburbs) also throughoy
Great Britain and Ireland, the United States
‘and t.;;ﬁe mgnytot,haryountries mentioned on
page 15 as not requiring extra posts he
‘Cdmﬂip’n Pictorial’ may be sentp fgal's‘F,iS%
Aifty cents, provided three or more such b-
scriptions are remitted at one time. So ofe
in holiday preparation for' those
at home, gifts for the distant friends are n
_ 0 1 Now is the time ;
‘1ange for what is really a seﬂm'oﬁtvm
In one of the most delightful forms, a
that meakes it poysible to share th
m’i uqtherq. iSemlhin your ho
scriptions mow.  They will ha:
careful attention. i t.b-g
On request a gift card
with each subseription.

will be sent as abo



- #2=BOYS AND GIRLS <

First Shepherd.
Bhepherd-hoy, shepherd-boy, whence do you
come
Binging like linnets that winter strikes dumb?
Thin is your ragged coat, naked your feet,
And you are garlanded with meadowsweet.
What witch has brought = for you flowers
through the snow?
Even the grass is dead in fields I know;
Brown is your forehead beneath your dark
locks;
What sun has burned you so, keeping your
flocks?

Second Shepherd.

Bunshine in Palestine darkened my face;

Far over seas.and lands sought I your place.

This is the news I bring: in Nazareth

This day is born a Lord save you from death.

Lord of all stars, He is, quick worlds and
dead, y

Carol of Two Shepherds.
(Nora Chesson, in the ‘Girls’ Own.’)

Yet He hath chosen a manger for bed:

Scarcely His swaddling-clothes keep His limbs
warm,

Coral nor pearl He wears set in a charm.

First Shepherd.
%‘V}lo is ‘His mother? What dame of degree?
Second Shepherd.
Born of a peasant, a peasant is :sfle.
First Shepherd.
What is His father?
Second Shepherd.

The Ancient of Days.
Seraphs and cherubs unite in His praise.

He was, ere sun and stars, midnight and morn;
Neither begotten, created, nor born,

He shall be, when this world falls to decay,
Even as a garment the moth eats away.

First Shepherd.
What give men to His Son?
Second Shepherd.

Garments of silk,
King’s sons are given, and pearls white as
milk,
Bars of white silver, and flocks of white ewes,
Baskets of ringdoves, and hawks for the mews,

Iirst Shepherd.

Doves nor ewes will 1 bring, coral nor caul, !
But such an offering as outweighs all;
Little Christ, see my heart laid at Thy feet,
Make it fit gift for Thee, O Baby sweet.

D R i e e S K S D X L N MY

Real Christmas Presents.

(Elizabeth McCracken, in the ‘Christian Endeavor World.)

Lillian hurried through her luncheon, hur-
wied into her wraps, hurried to the gashier of
the restaurant, and hurriedly paid her bill.
Bhe rushed from the restaurant, rushed into
& shop, and bought ten yards of narrow red
ribbon, and rushed out of the shop. She all
but flew up the street to the office building;
she hurried up the steps, and ran down the
hall and into the elevator, Lillian was fond
of exercise; but such very violent exercise as
she had been taking that morning was not her
usual custom, and is explained by the fact
that the day was less than a week before
Christmas, when time seems at once particu-
larly valuable and more than particularly lim-
ited.

She leancd against one- side of the elevator,
flushed and breathless, her eyes shining. The
elevator boy could not help smiling in sym-
pathy, Lillian’s happy excitement was so con-
tagious.

“Lillian found so much joy in life, especially
during the days just before Christmas. Lillian
gave fully as much joy to life as she found
in it; the more she found, the more she gave,
and the more she gave, the more she found.
It kept her very busy and very happy. The
elevator boy thought her the happiest person
in the world.

Her office, or, more accurately, the office in
which she was assistant book-keeper, was on
the fifth floor of the building; and during her
many journeys up and down in the elevator
she had become very well acquainted with the

- elevator boy, who was really a boy of a@bout
fifteen years. Lillian had been in the office
only since Septembet, but she had gained the
boy’s friendship.” She simply had been cour-
“teous and friendly to him, just as she was to
her brother’s associates; but, though she did
not know it, the boy often thought of her at
night as he lay awake under a tenement roof,
and hoped that his sister might grow up info
@ woman like Miss Lillian Gordon, a woman
Who had time always to smile and say, ‘Good
morning,” when she went up in the elevator
in the morning, and to smile and say, ‘Good
night, when she came down in the evening.

“You are back from lunch soon to-day, Miss
Gordon,’ he observed shyly, as Lillian leaned
against the elevator, resting after her hurried
Progress from the restaurant to the elevator.

Yes,” said Lillian. ‘It is. only four days be-
fore Christmas; and I am very busy, writing

i e and getting my Christmas
presents tied and wr:

< s e

. pped and ready to go’
ied and yﬁp mfi said the boy vaguely.

hy, : ribbons, you know, and

B O boy | mvggue},n
- Lillian rghaeed quickly
~ half-puzzled, half-wistful

expression had crept

. fnto it. She was about to ask him to ex-
Sy {%“ his vague. exclamation; but the elevator

ched the fifth floor, and the boy ope

¥

-elevator boy’s name was Arthur.

at his face. A queer,

ed the door. Lillian mérely had time to smile
at him once more before she turned and sped
down the hall. .

‘He dosen’t seem really to know much about
Christmas presents,’ she mused, ‘and yet he
certainly should; most persons at least know
about them.

The boy went slowly down ‘with the eleva-
tor, the queer expression still on his face. He
had a very pleasing face; his eyes were brown
and steady, and his lips had a resolute curve;
but it was not quite so happy a face as a boy
of fifteen may usually have. Even with ifs re-
solute lips it always had a little suggestion of
unsatisfied longing hovering over it, Lillian
remembered, and often wondered about it;
and had, because of it, an especially kindly
feeling for the boy. Though Lillian found
such joy in life, she had her unsatisfied long-
ings, her deferred hopes, and her privations.
She merely differed from many persons in
that she had learned to be as happy in spite
of circumstances as she might be because of
circumstances.

The boy, of course, did
regarding Lillian. As he went down with the
elevator, he said to himself: —

‘It must be nice to have real Christmas pre-
sents, tied up with holly. It must be fun to
give ’em. Miss Gordon has lots of fun; 1 never
saw anybody as has more, She jes’  goes
round smilin’ all the time. I'q like to, have
fun that way! T'd like to have a real pre-
sent I'd like to give ’em away.’

As he said the last
vator reached the first floor, A new and de-
!ightfu_l thought rushed at the same instant
nto his mind. He pushed open the door, his
face so bright with the new thought that a
very solemn old man who was waiting to be
taken up to his office on the sixth floor relax-
ed his usual gravity, and actually smiled in
return, and even went beyond that, and. said,
‘Getting ready for Christmas, Arthur?”—the
‘The boy
was very much astonished, but he was pleas-
ed too. He began to think he, too, was hav-
ing fun, like Miss Lillian Gordon. o atisiid

Yes,' he said. ‘I'm thinkin’ of givin' away
a real Christmas present) %

The .solemn old man smiled
left the elevator. © I wonder wl Lt
would call an unreal Christmas presenTl’ -he
meditated. PR S e o

Lilliim»it‘ the same moment was meditat-

not know this fact

ing upon that same subject. She stdl  had .

half of her luncheon hour left; and she sat
at her desk, writing notes, \and tying little
white parcels with the narrow red ribbon that
she had bought. As she wrote and tied, she
thought about the boy. . . S5
‘I wonder whether he really doesn’t know
about Christmas presents’ she thought. *
i Y ~ Why, some at lmti of

words, he and the ele-

~son’s

_again as be , > m
wh:f‘%;at boy the same as a real Christmas present.’

an hour later,

sents!’ she
softly.
year!’

She was still trying to decide exactly what
to give himn, when the head bf)ol\'k(-v]wr, Miss
Williams,” returned from lunch. Miss Wil-
liams was much older than Lillian; = and
usually she was very calm and deliberate, but
the fact that Christmas was only four days
in the future was plainly apparent. even in
her that morning, She had little bundles in
her hands, and pink flushes in her cheeks and
she came breezily into the office.

‘O, Miss Williams!’ exelaimed Lillian, ‘you
are exactly the person I want to seel’

Miss Williams laughed, removed her hat,
and smoothed her hair. ‘Am I? she said.
‘About what, my dear? Are you needing any
help with the books?

‘Books? exclaimed Lilliam. It’s not about
the books! I wanted to ask you what the
people in the building usually give Arthur for
Christmas presents.’

‘Arthur? Oh; the elevator boy. Arthur camo
here about a week \before Christmas.  The
other boy, the one who was leaving, got the
present. He deserved it, of course, for he
had been here the whole year, and longer. Ar-
thur will get it, of course, this Fear.

It? Does every one in the building give
him one present, together? said Lillian won-
deringly. !

‘Oh, I forgot you didn’t understand, said
Miss Williams. ‘We don’t buy anything for
the elevator boy. We don’t know what he
will_want. We all contribute a little money,
and give him whatever it amounts to. It.us-
ually is a very nice little sum.’

‘Oh!” said Liilian thoughtfully.

‘It wouldn’t be practical to buy one large
present, that he might not want, or a num-
ber of small ones, each of so little value. 1t
is much more sensible to give him the money,
and let him get what he likes,’ Miss Williams

paused suddenly; then she langhed
‘I shall give him one myself this

-explained further, as she observed the increas-

ing seriousness that showed itself in Lillian’s
face. ‘Don’t you see that it is?

‘Ye-es,” said Lillian slowly. ‘I suppose that
otherwise there would be danger of each per-
giving him neckties, handkerchiefs, or
Jjack-knives; but the money doesn’t seem quite

Miss Williams smiled, “Perhaps it doesn’t,

‘she said, ‘but it is the usual custom in office

‘buildings, with the elevator boy, 1 believe,
The world is a practical place, my dear.
_‘Yes,’ said Lillian, as the ciock struck one.
*Yen; T know it i, bat—— .- -

- She did not finish the sentence aloud; but
when the stenographer in the
next office, who, as Miss Williams. had ex-
plained, usually collected the ‘mouney for the
elevator boy’s Christmas present, came into
the office, Lillian said, ‘I've planned to give
him a personal present’ Miss Williams smil-

4




. then put it carefully
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ed; but the stenographer, who was too much
in"a hurry to give any thought to possible
motives for personal presents, took Miss Wil-
liams’s contribution, and, having completed
her canvass of the fifth floor, went up in the
elevator to the sixth.

Arthur was still beaming. He had decided
to give a real Christmas present, to give it.
to his sister, the sister who he hoped would
grow up into a woman exactly like Miss Gor-
don. (Miss/ Gordon was not quite so grown
up in years as the elevator boy thought). He
was in the delightful tortures of trying to
decide exactly what to give her for a real
Christmas present. No one except the people
in office buildings had ever given him a pre-
sent, and they.had always given him a pre-
sent of money; and he had never given a pre-
sent to any one but his sister, and it had al-
ways been a present of money.

He wondered what people gave girls for
real Christmas presents. Then he decided to
wait and ask Miss Gordon; she certainly
knew, he was sure.

He did not suspect that the stenographer
was collecting money for his present.  She
hurried from the elevator to the various of-
fices ‘on. the sixth floor. The several occu-
pants of the offices gave her their contribu-
tions, with one exception. The exception was
no other than the solemn old man who had
wondered what Arthur meant by an unreal
Christmas present.

“Blevator boy’s Christmas present? he
ejaculated. Then he smiled slowly, and so
kindly that he did not for the moment look
in the least degree solemn. ‘I am sorry, Miss
West,'—the stenographer’s name  was Miss
Julia West,—‘or I should say, I am glad—or
—that is to say, 1 have other plans for the
elevator boy’.

Under ordinary circumstances this state-
ment from the solemn old man would have
aroused Miss West’s curiosity, but just before
Christmas her mind was too occupied with
other things to give it more than a hurriedly
passing thought. When she had collected all
the contributions from all the offices in the
building, for the elevator boy’s present, she
hurried to her own office, and counted it; and
] away in the safe, to
be kept until Christmas Kve. 1t was, as Miss
Williams had said it usually was, a nice little
sum. -

Mr. Cameron Maclaren, the solemn old man,
meanwhile, had left his office. He was not a
man who proersstinated; -and having, as he
had told Miss Julia West, otimr plans con-
nected with a Christmas present for the ele-
vator boy, he immediately proceeded to put
them into execution.. He went down in the
elevator, smiling to himself, and went without
delay to the nearest toy-store. Mr. Maclaren
was a bachelor, and unfortunately he had no
nephews, and was consequently rather ignor-
ant regarding the proper things to give as
real Christmas presents to boys of fifteen. -

However, he went into the toy-store, and
said to a young woman who came forward,
and inquired as to what she could ‘show him,
‘L want something for a boy’

“What kind of a boy? asked the young wo-
man, meaning, doubtless, how old a boy.”

‘Elevator boy, said Mr. Caméfon absent-
mindedly. : s
- The young woman, fortunately, understood
the value of old-fashioned ideas of propriety.
She did not smile, except in thought; and,
discovering the elevator boy’s age, she gave
Mr. Maclaren several suggestions as to a
Christmas present. Finally, Mr. Maclaren se-
lected a pair of skates; and, thanking the
young woman, returned with them to his of-
fice, and carefully put them into the safe. He
laughed as he closed the door of the safe.

‘He is going to give a real Christmas pre-
gent. He will get one!’ he said, wondering
why he had never before thought to give real
Christmas presents to the elevator boys he
had known.

The elevator boy in question waited impa-
tiently until it was time for ‘Miss Lillian Gor-
don to go home, ‘
was the only person from the offices in the
elevator as ‘it~went down for the ‘last time

that day. . Lillian was very much pleased as
- ghe saw the boy’s face 80 ‘much brighter than

L

“IIED AND WRAPPED? SAID THE BOY

help you tie it.
bon than I need; and 1 shall have more hol-
ly, too.: Don’t forget! .Good-night. .-

(desired, and decorated

She was a trifle late, and

Christmas present, and I don’t know what to
get‘, “ ¥ P

‘A real present? said Lillian inquiringly.”

‘Yes’ said Arthur. ‘I always give her a
little money at Christmas; courSe that’s nice
to have, and she liked it he added hastily;
‘but T want to give her a réal Christmas pre-
sént, tied up with a red ribbon’

‘I sée, said Lillian very kindly indeed.
“What can you give her? Girls always like
pretty things,. Some little silver cuff-pins

would be nice, or a little silver button-hook.
You can get them right across the street,
or you may see something there you will ‘like
better. You get it, and bring it up, and V1l

U=
- \\ew

N
Picknell

VAGUELY. : ;
(Drawn by G. W. ‘Picknelk) : . ...

I have yards more red rib-

She told her family all about it as soon as

she reached: home. 'They were greatly inter-
-ested, from her mother, who advised her, in
consideration of the elevator boy’s name, %o
give him that delightful book, ‘The Boy’s King
Arthur’; to her brother, who urged her to get
him a pair of skates.
laren and Arthur, too; she took her mother’s
advice. ' )

Happily for Mr. Mac-

The day before Christmas, she bought the

book; she wrapped it, and tied it with red
ribbon, and slipped a sprig of holly under the
ribbon. Just as she put it into her desk, Ar-
thur came into the office; bringing a small
box containing his real Christmas present for
his sister.

‘It’s little pins, like you said, he explained,

exhibiting them proudly to Lillian’s apprecia-
" tive eyes, : Ll

She admired them even as warmly as he
the box containing
them with red ribbons and a sprig of holly.

Arthur was delighted; he began to be certain

that he was having not only fun, but as much
fun as Miss Gordon. :

‘Before he went home that Christmas Kve,
he had very much more fun than he had ever

- imagined possible. Miss Julia West gave him

the nice little sum of money she had collected
for him, and which would be very useful in-

_Fhe very best of pleasures :
_Are the pleasures we divide!

Wherever heafts are happy; © "o wania

deed to him; and Miss Lillian Gordon pre- -

sented him with ‘The Boy's King Arthur, so

gayly decorated; and Mr. Cameron Maclaren
—a gprig of holly in his buttonhole, if not
under the hemp twine tied around his present
—pgave him the skates. Most amazing of all,

Miss Williams, first glancing around to see

that no one was looking, hastily handed him

a parcel ‘with a rubber band around it, and -
said, “The world is a practical place, Arthur,
but—there’s a knife for you; and 1 wish you

it had been. ’ ik & happy Christmas.’ 8o saying, the calm and
7 1 "want to -give ‘my sister _a present, Miss  deliberate ‘Miss Williams turned and fled. -
Gordon; - heBegans: Sl never “gaverher-d real

‘In fact, all the givers of the pwseut‘slmd-"{ #
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‘hastened away before Arthur could thank
them. It was just as well that they had, for
he was too greatly overcome with amazement
and joy for words. The next day, which was
Christmas Day itself, he wrote notes t6 them,
the longest to Miss Lillian Gordon, to whom
he said in conclusion: ‘It was sueh fun to have
real Christmas presents,—nice as money is to
have.. I never had any real ones before! 1t
was "fun to give my- sister a real one, too;and
she'is that gay over the pins! They was all
nice to give me the presents; but: I sorter '
feel it sorter come ’cause of you.” You' seem-
ed to get such fun outer giving real Christ-
mas presents, it made me want to have them,
and it made me want to give them, more than
to have them. And I sorter think it must
have had something to do, too, with the other
people’s thinking of giving them to me. Pm
sorter shook up in by mind now as to which
is more fun,—having them or giving theml}’

———

Outside.

The toy-shop is a merry place

A% any time of year,
But, oh! it’s~quite like fairy-land 5
~ When Christmas day is near. :
The music-boxes tinkle,

And the trumpets add their noise,
And up and down and everywhere

Avre toys and toys and toys!

The busy crowds that look and laugh
And hurry to and fro,

The dolls that walk, the dolls that talk,
The cars that truly go, -

The tops that sing, the steeds that prance
For children to bestride—

How sad '\t seems that any child
Should need to stand outside!

S

In prickly green of Clinstmas wreaths
The holly berries glow,

The Christmas trees will sparkle soon,
With, Clivistmas fruit bent Iow,

And here’s a thought will help us all
At happy Christmas-tide, ‘

™

"pis a simple thing to do, P
To seek some other, sadder heart;: 3
And make it happy, too. T e
The joy we share with othérs « i 4
Is a joy that’s multiplied, * e e
And ’twill make a perfect Christmas %
1f there’s no one left outsides ‘= iiwi
—Hannah G. Fernald, in the ‘Youth’s Oom-
‘pnnion.’ ; : N M
R SR e AR ——

BOY’'S WATCH FREE,
We give this fine Watch free to el
any boy who sells 24 copies of the
new monthly, the “CANADIAN 9
¢ PICTORIAL'—ten centsa copy jwe
. (with a ten cent coupon in each,) ‘
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A Christmas Pudding.

(Evelyn. Day Phillyss, in the New York
ok’ ) .

‘Helen,’” called her mother, ‘here is that pack-
age you were speaking about, and there are
no directions in it. Besides that, it is not a
half-prepared food.

‘I thought the clerk was mistaken,’ answer-
ed- the daughter. ‘Oh, dear, I suppose 1 will
have to take it back! I told him I should if
there were no recipes enclosed—and I do so
hate to exchange.things!’

‘Well, as you always trade there, and are
on your way to order more groceries, they
won’t care,” consolingly remarked Mrs. War-
ren, who sympathized with this sensitiveness
in Helen.

So young Mrs. Clifton departed for the
store with the little package under her arm
and a half-rebellious look on her pretty face.

* - - *

‘Now, children, let us all sit down and
have a grand powwow. You know we cannot
do much, if anything, for Christmas this year.
Baby has been ill, and what little money 1
had saved had to go to pay the doctor. 1
lost several places where I could have worked
because I had to stay at home. So, darlings,
we must be satisfied with very little. At
least we can thank God that we are in good
health!’ and poor Mrs. Gilbert surreptitiously
wiped a tear from her eye, and tried to smile
cheerfully at her little group. Baby snuggled
on her lap.

Mr. Gilbert had died very suddenly with
pneumonia two years before, and the poor
widow had not found it easy to provide for
four hungry little mouths—to say nothing of
Baby Jim, who could not understand her
long absences. He had fretted himself into a
fever, and nothing but her constant presence
had saved the precious life.

It was two days before Christmas, and ''om,
the oldest of the children, had secured a posi-
tion during the holidays as errand boy for a
laundry in the neighborhood, and proudly
pushed one of those covered atrocities on
wheels. When delivering bundles he left it on
the corner of the street nearest the house

Then there was Edith, eight years old, who
helped mother like the dear little woman she
was. Philip was six, a jolly  round-faced
youngster fond of goodies—which, alas, he
seldom had the opportunity of tasting. And
last, but not least, was Baby Jim—the pet
and darling of thém all, only two and a half.

At the close of the mother's words there
was a short silence, then Phil, the irrepres-
sible, broke in: :

‘Oh, mamma, I don’t care if we don’t have
enything else, if we can only have a puddin’!’
and he smacked hjs lips noisily.

‘Pudding!” echoed his mother, while Tom
and Edith sat with open mouths, scarcely be-
lieving they heard aright. -~

‘Well; explained Phil, ‘all the other fellers

“in my class.are goin’ to have ’em—they said

: to his chubby face with a loving glance. Per-

so—and I want some, too, and he sat back
in his chair and looked resentfully at the
others. . ; : [y
‘Oh, my dear, my dear, don’t feel bad’ cried
his mother, and she reached over and brought
him within the shelter of her arm, looking in-

' haps—though goodness knows how!-—we might
| manage one. .. e 3

‘What kind? eagerly as‘ke';I all ;clif’ée,.v‘vhile

“eyes grew big and mouths fairly watered at

. the thought. = - ?

‘Hum,” slowly pondered Mrs. Gilbert, now
entering fully into the spirit of it. “\WWhat kind

o you want? and she looked from one to an-

other. : : i .
The little faces grew serious. Would they
at last have a-real pudding like the other

' folks? Seems as if they never had had enc

it_was so long ‘since the last.. “Why, they
could not even remember how one tasted
see,

at Kinds Avere therel. -

| The mother saw how. absorbed they were,
- and while she had not really believed it would

be possible before, now she set her lips firm-
Iy and said inwardly: ‘They shall have owe!

- Somehow it must eome.” - -

e

~The next morning Tom carefully steered the
Hittle Tanadry wagaon over rough cobbles and

around corners. whistling cheerily the while
and thinking of the pudding that was to
erace their Christmas table. -Doubt? XNot a

¥ E
R

,‘)

Al

! Let’s .

hear Edith : | the door
‘after what seemed an  alarmingly long

bit of it. Hadn’t mother said
have it? That was enough.

His last call on the way home to lunch was
half way through One Hundred and Eleventh
Street, so he left the cart on the corner of
Lighth Avenue and ran across the gtreet into
the Dbasement.

they would

The laundry was not quite ready, so he sat
down near the dumbwaiter, humming to him-
self and thinking of the many beautiful things
displayed in the store windows. They were
not for him, so he was not envious.

‘Here you are, sonny, called down a voice
through the shaft, and the boy quickly drew
the waiter down, although his little arms ach-
ed from their unaccustomed work. It seem-
ed to him as if all the people who had laun-
dry done lived on top floors.

As he reached the street level he gianced to-
ward the cart. There was a white bundie ug
on its top, dene up in paper and tied with a
string.

‘Looks like a brick,” he thought, ‘only it
isn’t heavy enough.’

Turning it over he read: ‘This is good; on-
ly it isn’t the kind 1 like. Give it to your
mother. ¢

Without delay he wheeled the cart and
fairly flew towards home. Rushing into the
house he almost fell over little Jim; who was
playigg in the kitchen. N

‘Mother, mother, here’s something for you,
he eried, placing-the package in her hands. ‘Do
open it!” The others gathered round wonde:-
ingly. e

Mrs. Gilbert carefully untied the amateur-
ishly done up bundle. Its contents proved to
be a pasteboard box full of a whitish sub-
stance.

‘One Pound Flake Tapioca, simultaneously
read mother and son.

‘Hurrah!” shouted Phil. -~ ‘My puddin’ ie
come!” and he and Edith took hold of hands
and spun around in the middle of the room
until they were dizzy. "

‘I wonder if it really is good,” said Mvs. Gil-
bert. ‘I'm almost afraid to use anything left
around like this’

‘You didn’t read the writing on the paper,’
said Tomi; and he showed it to her.  Her face
cleared. ‘ ; :

‘Anyway, it is a godsend, and Ull trust in
human nature enough to think it is not poi-
soned, and will use it she decided.

‘Will we have the pudding, mamma? and
all three gazed at her imploringly.

‘We'll see, children, and she smiled cheer-
ily. : ® :

After dinner Mrs. Gilbert sent Edith to the
store fo inquire the price of eggs. She did not
think to tell her to price cooking eggs, so
when the little girl returned and said forty
cents a dozen, she was somewhat discouraged.

‘Go down to that little store and ask them

how much cooking eggs are; she said.
. Edith tripped happily along. . Suddenly she
heard a voice calling, ‘Little girl, little girll’
She looked around inquiringly, and then lo-
cated its owner. A woman was leaning from
the window of a large apartment house across
the street. : S

‘Will you do an errand for me at the
baker’s?” queried she,

‘Yes, ma’am. } o
. Both errands accomplished, the child called
at the woman’s door, and was ushered nto
the kitchen, where she delivered the loaf of
bread.

Her eyes instihctively turned- toward _the

" window, outside of which stood four bottles

of milk. Oh, for just one precious bottle!
What a lovely pudding it would make!
The woman was watching her curiously..
© “What is it? she asked. ; : SR
‘Nothing,” answered Edith, with a sigh, as

'she withdrew her covetous gaze from the

milk. ;< = Sl
But the stranger drew her into conversa-

_tion, and at last managed to extract the
story of the expected pudding,

Great was M;‘s.’ Gilbert’s amazement to
unding excitedly on the door

absence. :
‘I've got ’em, T've got ’em)’ she shouted vo-
ciferously. “Just see!’ and she Keld out a bot-

tle of milk and a nice brown egg to her mo-

ther.
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And eo it really eame to pass that they
did have the pudding.
* * * -

‘By the way, mother,’ remarked Mrs. Clif-
ton on Christmas Day, ‘1 forgot to tell you I
didn’t speak of the tapioca to the clerk yes-
terday.. I felt as if it were worth ‘the ten
cents to have them cash my cheques, What
do you s’pose I did with it? There was a
laundry cart standing on the corner, so 1
wrote on the package that the contents were
good, and laid it on top. 1 wonder what be-

came of it?

Sample Copis=s.

Any subsecriber who would like to have spe-
cimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’' sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
and we will be pleased to sujply them, free
of cost. Sample copies of the *\Vitness’ and
‘World Wide” will also be sent free on appli-
cation.

s

A GREAT NEW STORY.

Fre<h from the Author’s Pen.

A thrilling new serial, not a dull chapter in
it, but bright and enjoyable throughout, will
shortly commence in the Montreal ‘Witness®
(‘Daily’ and ‘Weekly.’) Those who seldom
read a serial story will read this one with
pleasure, and those  who have grown tired of
the ordinary story will enjoy the freshness
and cheerfulness of this one. lixclusive rights
for this serial were secured by cable for the
‘Witness’ before the book was in the handseof
the retail dealers.

‘Messenger” subseribers  who do not mnow
take the ‘Witness’” may have The ‘Daily Wit-
ness’ clubbed with the ‘Northern Messenger’
one year each for only $3.10, or the ‘Weekly
Witness” and “Northern Messenger,” one
years for only $1.20. Those whose sub-
scriptions  to ‘Northern Messenger' are mnot
‘expiring- at this season, and who wish to
make a trial of the ‘Witness’ while the new
story is running, may have the ‘Daily WVit-
ness’ for ten weeks (and until the story is
finished, if longer) for only fifty cents; or, if
they are not near enough for the ‘Daily,’ they
may have the ‘Weekly Witness’ for five
months (until the story is finished, if longer)
for only forty cents.

The attached coupon must be used in re-
mitting these trial subscriptions, or if the
subsecriber does not wish to cut, or wishes a
second coupon, an exact written copy of the
coupon would be accepted.

Where four new subscribers join in remit-
ting thése coupons, these will be received at
just half rates; no discount on less than four
coupon subscriptions.

FOUNTAIN PEN OR WATCH FREE.

" Any subscriber sending in these trial sub-
scriptions at the full rate as per above offers,
to the amount of two dollars, will receive as a
special premium, a fountain pen or watch, as

= he may choose.

The pen is a full sized pen, with gold nib,
iridium. pointed, for extra durability, com-
pares well with any two dollar pen in the
market; can be had in three grades—fine, me-
dium or stub points. " :

The watch is a good, reliable, nickel watch,

. stem wind and set, guaranteed by the maker.

With proper use it will last for years. Who
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Fond of Mincepies.

Well, and if I do like mincepies, where’s the
harm? There’s nothing against them in the
Commandments that 1 know of. It’s just that
Miss Simpkins, our governess; she’s always
at me, worrying and saying I'm greedy.
Greedy, indeed! just because I can eat faster
than her or Grandfather or Maisie, and so,
of course, I pushed my plate up for another

mincepie before they’d done. Yes, 1 like
mincepies. Why shouldn’t 17
‘It’s in the family, Miss Simpkins’ said

Grandfather. ‘Has mno one told Geoff the
story of nur ancestor, Geofirey Randolph—his
namesake, by the way-—who lived in Charles
the Second’s time?

No, no one had told me. You see, Father
has an appointment in China, and Maisie and
1 are sent to live with Miss Simpkinrz at the
seaside in England until Father and Mother
come home. I'm sick of the seaside; 1 want
to go to school. I don’t want to be called
greedy by a pack of women.

I like Grandfather, there’s some sense in
him. He comes over pretty often to see us,
and he gets me off my lessons to go for a walk
with him, and then he stays to dinner. We
had mincepies to-day, because it was mnear
Christmas. :

‘Did one of our ancestors like mincepies,
Grandfather? I wanted to know about that.

‘Yes, boy, very much’

‘More than me? 1 asked.

‘More than you do, 1 hope.

‘Tell us ’bout him, Daddy, said Maisie,

‘All right, but you must listen very quet-
ly, said Grandfather.

This was the story. Il tell it as he did it
I can, and you must think it is Grandfather
speaking.

It was in Charles the Second’s dayz, as 1
said before, and the whole country! was dis-
turbed. Some were on the King's side, some
on the side of the Parliament. All the Ran-
dolphs were for the King.

‘Of course!’ said Maisie. She i3 such a par-
rot, but Grandfather kissed ber quiet.’

-~ ‘Well, Randal Randolph, the Squire of that
day, was too outspoken. The Parliament was
in the ascendant, and he couldn’t hoid nis
tongue, buv must give his atter-dinner toast,
‘The King, and down with his enemiys!’ He
was warned, but it was of no use, he covldi’s
be cautious. Every morning his pretty yovng
wife rose in terror, she was so sure her hus-

band would be caught and imprisoned before

sundown by the Parliamentary forces, whe
were always in the neighborhood. But Randai
‘caly laughed; he had good friends in  high
places who would give him timely notice, and
let him slip off to Krance if there was danger.
And then he would hum much too loudly,
“God save the King!”’

‘But, Daddy, darling,
story,’ said Maisie,

‘So it is, my pet. 1’ll get on. Well, Randal
Randolph had a young son, Geoffrey Ran-

this is a niincepie

dolph, eight years old, %ke you; Geoff, my

boy—like you in many things, but- especially
in being over-fond of mincepies, which he
bought from a travelling pieman, Hamer by
name. Iamer was a bit suspected, too, of
being on the King’s side, or at any rate of
carrying news to the Royalists, so Mrs. Ran-
dolph begged him not to come to the Hail
while times were so unsefitled. This bothered
Geofl, whose money burned in his pocket till
he had turned it into pies. One day, how-
ever, wandering in the Hall grounds, he came
teross Hamer with his ple-tray. Geoff felt in
his pocket, but there wis nothing there, and
he fcll to lamenting, and blamed the pieman.
“Cheer up, little Master,” said Hamer. “TH
give you a pie—there! And then you must
carry this other pie safe to your lady mother,
and whisper in her ear that it is from old
Hamer, and that he says she must eat it now,
at once.” “Eat it at once!” said Geoff, his
teeth well set in his own pie. It was luck to
find the pieman in so generous a mood. “Lhere,
now, off with you,” as Geoff, having finished
his pie, was attentively considering the one
meant for his mother. Without further parley
he started for the house, meaning fully to
carry the dainty safety; but alas! alas! Geof-
frey and Maisie, he loved mincepies too well,

A SPLENDID TEMPERAN

CE SERI
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and something tempted him  just to take a
little nibble at the second pie, and the nibble
made such an ugly gap in it that he was
frightened. = “I can’t take it to mother like
that,” he said. “She would know I had bit-
ten it” “Bat it, put it out of sight alto-
gether,” said something inside him. And
Geoff listened and ate it.

Maisie gave a great gasp.

‘Yes, he ate it, and it was hard to swallow,
though he took great gulps, looking all round
to see that no one was watching him. He
was very unhappy, and kept away from his
father and mother lest they should see in his
face that he had eaten the second mincepie.
But at dusk a terrible thing happened, which
prevented anyome thinking mueh about little
Geoff. The soldiers came, and made his fa-
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‘Did the soldiers kill his father? asked_ Mai-
sie, very anxiously . v

‘No, little one, happily not, or Geoftrey
would never have forgiven himself. But Re
wag put in prison for a time, and then came
the Restoration—King Charles returned, and
Randal Randolph was released. Now you
see why I said that your ancestor loved
mincepies better than Geoff here’ :

‘Geoff wouldn’t eat a mincepie meant” for
Mother? said Maisie, ‘and 1 don’t think X
should. At least, T hope mnot, for it wag

mean as well as greedy. It’s a dréadful story
about a mincepie; said Maisie.

‘AlP’s well that ends well; said Grandfather,
‘and T'll engage that young Geofirey never
played such a prank again’

‘We will hope that our Geoffrey will learn

-
.

OUP ANCESTORS’ MINCEPIES.

ther a prisoner, carrying him off without a
moment’s delay. “Be a good boy, and serve
your King when you get the chance” was
Ranaal Randolph’s good-bye to his boy. Atter
all, Randal’s great friends had forgotten to
warn him! But no, it''was not so. Listen,
children. Geoffrey had eaten the mincepie
which contained the warning note!’ :

‘Oh, Granddad!’ said Maisie. .

‘It all came out afterwards. Hamer was
engaged in great haste to send a message to
the Hall in a mincepie. The warning  was
written quite small and slipped under the
crust, and greedy Geoflrey ate it!’

AL WILL START IN THE NEW YEAR NUMBER,

a lesson from his ancestor’s failing, and make
a strong resolution against greediness for the
future, said Miss Simpkins. .
She is such a prig; but Grandfather is ‘on
my side, and he says I shall go to school af.
ter Easter.—‘Sunday Reading for the Young.”

. A Bagster Bible Free."

Send three new subseriptions to the ‘North.
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bible, bounq
in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-
able for Sabbath or Day School. e
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fare as far back as three hundred years ago,
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They Say—

Some Common Superstitions About
Christmas.

e

There are'a good many old customs still
practised in Great Britain, anll those that are
continued for their quaintness and beauty, or
for the sake of the merriment they bring, or
for any cther innocent reason, we would not
wish to see abolished, but those that are con-
tinued because of belief in superstitions con-
nected with them ought either to be abandon-
ed or else ve known for what they are.

Take that belief regarding the ‘first foot in,
at Yuletide. In many places, partieularly in
Scotland, it is confined to New Year’s Day,
but in Sheffield it is Christmas Day as well.
Someone of the male sex must both come in
and go out of the door before any woman
crosses it. Naturally this leads to a good
deal of bartering and bribing, for every boy
may set a price on his head, or, rather, his
foot, if he likes, for that occasion. Happily
for the people who have to pay, one boy is
considered sufficient to proteet the house for
the year! .

In some parts of Scotland he who first opens
the door on Yule Day  expects to prosper
more than all the rest during the next year,
because, as they say, ‘He lets in Yule’ It is
common to have a table covered in the house
from morning to evening, with bread and cakes
and drink upon it, so that anyone who calls
may take a portion, and it is considered par-
ticularly unlucky for that house where any
fail to do so.

So much has this superstidton advanced
that it is thought necessary to not only show
hospimlity, but to demand thal fhe irst foot’
shall bring good faring with him. This last
custom, however, in Edinburgh, was somewhat
checked in the early part of last century by
rioting and robbery; those who were abroad
farrying their gifts were attacked and rob-
bed, and even brutally treated. 'The practice
has. now dwindled down to the carrying in of
l“; apple, or of something of eatable value on-

. In the Isle of Man a cruel custom of Hunt-
ing the Wren has been ‘kept
immemorial.

the 26th, but at present there is mo particu-
hx(-)dday, any day in the week being equally
good. : e ey

This curious custom arose < from a belief

that a fairy of ‘unusual beauty ecast such a

spell over the male population that she, at
certain times, induced by her sweet voice
numbers of them to follow her footsteps, till
by degrees she led them into the sea to their
own destruction.
up who laid a plot for the fairy’s
tion, which she only eseaped by taking refuge
in the body of the little brown wren. Every
New Year's Day she is compelled to assume

the wren’s body, and this is the opportunity
~ for man and boy to hunt the poor little de-

own destruc-

fenceless birds with guns and stones, and bad

luck it is for any of them who dare show
themselves! :
Ii they succeed in capturing and killing a
wren, its tormentors then sling it to a pole
and carry it round from house to house, bar-
tering its feathers oné by one—of course for
coins! Indeed, you will find that nowadays
most”of these ancient customs have degenerat-
ed into the modern demand of Pay, pay, pay,

. for such virtues as there may be left in ‘them.
We make our plum-puddings and eat our
mince-pies at Christmas now without muech re-
gard to their being a test of good churchman-
‘ship, or anything else, but in days of long ago
to eat a mince pie was really and truly a test

~ of orthodoxy. These pies were sometinies

baked in the form of a coffin-shaped crust, to
; ger where tlie infant Jesus
~was laid. But whatever other connection they-

represent the manger where

~ had, we have record that they were almost as
popular three hundred years ago as they are

to-day.: - SR S SR e L
; We_ymy take it that the plum-pudding had

- mot at all inferior to the pye’ of which we

~ read in some ancient records, for porridge-

this was ‘plum porridge’—was used in the

kespeare talks of

 iflhr Thaake msnul

Turkey, too, belor

30 it

R

2148 been.. live: from, times..-
It used’ formerly {o be observed.

“here and
on December 24th, then on St. Stephen’s Day,

But a brave knight sprang :

THE MESSENGER.

a3 the following couplet shows (it is written
of a spread in the year 1587):—

‘Beefe, mutton, and porke, shred pies of the
best;

Pig, veale, goose, and capon, and turkie well
drest.’

But of all the Christmas customs, that of
the Christmas-tree, perhaps our most popular
observance of them all to-day, it is strange
to find, is not ancient at all, at least not in
England. It has, therefore, for wus, no super-
stitious connection whatever,

The Germans claim to have made use of the
Christmas-tree before any other nation, and
they have many legends connected with it,
but as far as we are concerned, it was no le-
gemd at all. We began to have Christmas-
trees after Quen Victoria ~was married to
Prince Albert, for the Royal nurseries were
made happy with them first, and then thew
were introduced into the families of the peo-
ple wherever there were little childien to be
made glad with the pretty sight.

—_

The Discontented Fir-tree.
(Zitella Cocke, in the ‘Youth’s Companion.’)

Once upon a time, for things always hap-
pen upon a time, there grew in the forest a
little fir-tree. Round her stood majestic onks,
tall' poplars, stately pines and spreading
beeches, so that the light of the sun, which
is the joy of every tree on earth, reached her
only by piercing through treetops and run-
ning round boughs covered with leaves,| or
darting between the-stout trunks of giant
trees.

Rarely did she get a view of the sky. Kven
the rain, which brought such delicious  re-
freshment when she was thirsty, fell first on
the great trees, and then dripped from' their
branches into her arms.

The little fir began to think herself ill-
treated, to complain and look. sullen,. which
never improves anybody’s looks, and thus sne
bewailed her unhappy lot all the summer.
When the tall trees put on their gorgeous au-
tumn costumes, she grew morose, and at last
was quite inconsolable.. Boad
Soon the snow gescende&; a,ng}'» while it fell
‘there upon the scraggy limbs of the
tall trees, it -wrapped the little fir in a cloak
of ermine, so that she looked like a princess.

‘After all, she said, ‘I am going to have my
time, and those trees cannot hide me from the
sun any longer* SEE R A

R s DL SRS SRR )

Yes, it is, indeed! Enthusiasm is catch-
- ing—as catching as the measles—but a gcod

< deal nicer to" catch. 5
At your chum  showed you a splendid
going watch he had just secured, or a
o first class fountain pen (like the one you
sea. on the headmaster’s desk, wheén you
" are called up for an interview, you know),
or ome of those fine, big iack-knives that
you always hoped to get some day or
other—if your chum showed Yot any one
of these, and told you he had woa his by
selling the ‘Canadian Pictorial’~~that you
had only to sell twelve for the kaife,
eighteen for the pen, or twenty-four for
the watch—wouldn’'t you hurry round and
look for a post ecard rush in your or-

der? We tbink se. -

Anyway, that’s what lots of other boys
are doing. If you could just be at this
end of the ‘Pictorial’ Boys’ Mail, you
would see how it goes. We have only space
to give you cne or two peeps this time into
our letter-bag. It keeps us rushing to fill

the crders — especia ., everyone
the Christmas
'

Here are some lotters:
i t "tli’:mm which k.c;h‘:r:r‘
splendid fcuntain pen, v
much pleased with. Please send me tne
~ eighteen, and I sell them for & foun-
tain pen. His wu said the pen was a
~good one’—Brnest Peden, C.P..........,..

five minutes,

I sold the twelve coples in
uma have sold the other {welvo that

twelve :

—Bob Hayes, §......, Q and
Al e e

. William Js

lly as
Number ‘by Teturn |

in five minutes more. Rush the
o toriel 3o (hat T gen e4va the

No time for you to Ioée itf.v'ou want the
Christmas Number. Send in your order ’
right away. Cash in advance, at rate of

T

One dmy, while she was taking delight, in
her good fortune, she heard footsteps, and
soon three strong men, bearing tools, stood be-
fore her. ;

‘Oh!’ exclaimed one of the men, ‘thig is a
beauty! No need to look farther. We will
take it up by the roots.

Without delay the little fir was carefuuy
lifted out of the earth, her delicate roots
wrapped in a soft cloth and placed in a wag-
gon.

After riding a long distance, she was lifted
out of the waggon at the back entrance of a
great palace and carried into a room, and
tenderly set in a large pot, so beautiful that
she alraost lost her breath at the sight of it.

After this she was borne into a hall. finer
and handsomer than anything she had ever
seen. The ceiling resembled the blue sky at
night, when the stars are out. Oh, how the
tall trees would envy her if they could sce her
now! And befter fortune eame the next day.
A man entered the hall and took from a box
in his hand wax tapers of every color, and sct
them among her green branches, so that she
bloomed with the hues of the rainbow. She
had mever dreamed of so much beauty. _\il
day long persons entered the room, and each
one hung something beautiful upon  her
Eranches—diamonds, rubies, gold, silver, and
dolls dressed like fairy queens. She wore more
jewels than the queen. At her feet were set
magnificent vases of flowirs,

‘Oh, how everybody honors me!’ thought the
little fir.

Then came the joyous Christmas eve. The
wax tapers were lighted, and such a blaze of
glory shone over the little fir that crowds
stood round, exclaiming, ‘How beautiful!’

How the people laughed and talked! How
the children made merry! And how the, lit-
tle fir's heart overflowed with happiness!

‘And to think, said she to herself, ‘that all
the time I was lamenting my fate [ was being
fitted for the king’s palace! Oh, I did not
know what was for my own good!’

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 ' renewals were
sent in so as to avoid losing a single copy.
As remewals always date from the expiry of
the old subscriptions, subseribers lose pothing
by. remitting a little in advance.
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IT’S CATCHING, BOYS!

- If You are Afraid,

Just Skip This.

son, wishes to earn a watch, wo will you
please send him twenty-four “copies " of
next month’s (Christmas) issue.’—Joha Y.
Spencer, Port C...... , Ont. 4

‘Please send me one dozen copies ol the ’
Christmas Number ‘Canadian Pletorial® I &
thank you for the jacksknife. 1t is a ‘
V4

‘dandy.’—George Bevan, Craik, Sask., who
;

s’

-
-

earned his knife by selling twelve.

‘L sold twelve papers as quickly as I
could hand them ocut. I received your
knife, and think it is a ‘dandy.” [ won’t
part with it. Will eell next month's
(Christmas) papers, twenty-four, for a
watch, and eighteen for a pen as well.'—
Lloyd McKerracher, F......, Oni. S e

‘I received my watch on Saturday even-
ing, and am delighted with it. It 1s a
beauty, and I feel more than repaid for,
selling- the ‘Pictorial.” 1 had no boiher in
selling them. You may send me cuples
of the CLristmas Number to sell. I know
they will be v nice, and I may send
for more.~—Russell Gamble, L.B......... g
g_nz.. P.S.—~'My watch is RKeepiog good

me.

ten cents per copy, secures the full num-
ber of papers and premium by return mail:
otherwise we send in lots of not over
twelve at a time, but forward second lot at
once, just as scon. as yeu remit for the
first.  Every one wants a Christmas Num-
ter. Many will take balf a dozen straight
to&;gd- to frierds in the Old Country,

= Add“re:a%m%g% & Son, 'Witness’

.. SaleS Agents for the

Block, Mou
“Canadian Piclorial.’ ¥
very =

&%—flﬂok, out next week for our 'ﬁoqor
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Outon the.endless purple hills, deep
in the clasp of sombre night,
The shepherds guarded their weary
ones—guarded their flocks of
cloudy white,
That like a snowdrift in silence
lay,
Save one little lamb with ‘its
fleece of grey.

'Out on the hillside all alone, gazing
afar with sleepless eyes,

Aty

-

- WA ]

‘The Little Grey Lamb.’
(By A. B. D. Sullivan,)

The little grey lamb prayed soft

and low, its weary face to the
starry skies: }

¢ 0 moon of the heavens so fair,
so bright,

Give me—oh, give me—a fleece
of white!’

In many cathedrals grand and dim,
whose windows glimmer with
pane and lens,

'Mid the odor of incense raised in

_prayer, hallowed about with
o last amena’ - . R4
The Infant Saviour is pictured fair,
with kneeling Magi wise and
old, :

‘But his baby hand rests—not on

the gifts, the anyrrh, the frank=
cense, the gold,

But on the head with a heavenly
light of the little grey lamb
that was changed to white,

— St. Nicholas.’

WM@MWWW!@#W&"WNM‘M

The

(By Mary Alden Hopkins, in the
“Congregationalist and Chris-
tian World’).

Starchbox Villa, Cupboard Lane,
Pantryville, had been the address

Fruitee Family.

of the Fruitees ever since they
could remember—which was less
than a week. The cook made Mr.
Fruitee one evening out of evapor-

ated peachesand apricots and raisins
and almonds, with wire for bones

and muscles, and then she hurried |

" to finish Mrs. Fruitee and the rest.

Prunie, the dog, belonged
to the cherry-prune breed, which
is superior to the ordinary

prune dog. Mammy was an
excellent nurse; when Peachie
cried she stuffed the corner of her
candied orange peel apron into his
mouth to soothe him,

Master Nutty Fruitee was a
source of anxiety to his family.
Not only did he drink whole

bottles of wvanilla extract, but
worst of all he stayed out late a
night. )

One night Mrs, Fruitee heard
the wolf-mice squeaking in the
distance when she knew that her
son was two shelves from home,

‘Don’t get yourself into a stew,

}
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my sweet creature,” her husband
begged. ‘You know a stew has
been fatal to many a Fruitee.’
Mrs. Fruitee was fast shrinking
into a small hard lump from terror
when in the distance she espied
her son closely pursued by a raven-
ous wolf-mouse. Poor Nutty would
have perished miserably had it not

* A baseball and bat;
A gold watch, acat;
A tea-set, tin soldiers, and game;
A nice dollie’s bed,
A new jointed head ;

An air-gun, some pictures with

frames;

¢ A peppermint cane.
A long choo-choo train;

been for Prunie. That brave dog A top, a policeman’s patrol;

fought off the furious beast until
his master reached the house, and

A big toy express,
A silk party dress,

then dashed in, leaving behind him A magnet, with fish-and bowl;

one current from the tip of his

., tail!

The next morning the cook,

- who had made them, carried them

all into the dining-room. ,

‘It is Christmas Eve, she ex-
plained, ‘and you  are Priscilla’s
Christmas gift.” But they had no
idea what she meant,

Children and Mother.

Oh ! the lamplight was yellow, the
firelight red,

And they shone both together on
each little head :
Bent over the letter I struggled to

write, -

.:'f.\ With the gay little heads getting

all of the light.

¢ Dear Santa Claus, darling,” they

told me to say,

* «Here’s the list you've to bring us

a week {rom to-day :—

>

/
7
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¢ An automobile,
A pig that can squeal;

An engine, with gong, hook and
ladder;
A glittery ring,
A bird that can sing,

Oh! npthing could make a child
gladder.

¢ A saucer and cup,
A piano, a pup;
Hand organ, with monkey and cap;
A pony and cart,
A gingerbread heart,
And a baby to hold on my lap.

But do you suppose that, when
Christmas Day broke,

The children got half of the things
they bespoke;

Nor did the Saint fail them, he got
all they said,

With the queerest old jumble he

piled up his sled;

But on reaching their chimney, he
found that the flue

Was too small for his pack, and it
wouldn’t go through,

~
=

e

o~

So he left what he could, and then
scattered the rest :

Over city and country, ju-t where
he thought best;

And the air fairly crinkled with
smiles of delight

That made our dear youngsters
own Santa Claus quite, ’

For thousands of children were

happy as kings

With hundreds of turtlesand trum-
pets and things.

—Harper’s Bazar.’
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Correspondence

; B. C., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have a pet calf named Lily.
I have two brothers, and no sisters. I go to
school every day, and am in the Fourth
Reader. Our teacher is going to leave, and
we are going to get a man teacher. I think
I know thie answer to Willie J. Carruther’s
riddle—A minister.
Lias WILLIE BROOKS.

L. 1, Que.
Dear Editor,—My brothers and I went on a
visit to Leeds, and while we were there we
went to see Uncle John’s mill. His mill has

five months old. We miss him very much.
I have two grandmas living with me, but
no grandpa; 'he died in January. We have
a pet bird, his name is Dick. We have ten
hens;

I will be fourteen years old in May. There
are eight in my class, four boys and fou{r
girls, My three sisters go to school. Their
names are Maggie, Eva and Irene.

_-Here is a riddle: A little thing smaller
than a house, has more windows than all
the King's house.

I hope some one will answer my riddle.

ELSIE GREEN (aged 14).

A., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messenger’
for over a year and a half. My grandmamma

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘A Vase) Gladys Berry, (aged 1k P,
LaPa., Man.

2. 'Night Owl’ Herbert Goudie (aged 7),
1., Ont,

3. ‘Roses” Margaret M. Cameron, E., N.S.

4. ‘Eagle”’ lIsaac R. Bejanson, Gy, N.S:

5. ‘A Squirrel” Gladys D. Dodge (aged 12),
6., N.S. A "

6. ‘Foxie” Ethel Smith (aged 13), C. B,
Rue. !

7. ‘A Goose’ Doris G. Dodge (aged 10),
B, NS

8. ‘Squirrel.’ Elsie Lashley (aged 9), W.,
Dut.

. 9. ‘Reindeer,” Willie Murdock (aged 9), Ti,
Ont. .. :

10. ‘Going to War. Frederick R. Burford,
(aged 8), C. P., Ont. :

1. ‘A Pig’ Julia Cameron (aged 12), E.,
N. S

.12..‘Christma.s Bells. K. E. (sge(i 8B
Ont.*

13. ‘A Chureh.” Hazel Latimer (aged 9), A., °

Ont. g
14. ‘Out for a Spin.’ Johnnie Nelson, P. C.,
Ont. ‘

15. ‘Our Saddle Horse.' Mary Close, S, L.,
Man.

# saw will, a hasher, shingle mill, and planer.
We climbed what is called the Golden Stair-
way. This stairway consists of large rocks;
fhere are trees growing on it. It is very
Bteep. There is a dam, and the water falls
B0 feet between large rocks. There is a hole
mear where the water falls that is nearly 30
feet deep. g
JENNIE WARCUP,

W., Oat.

Dear Editor,—We have a little pet colt.
‘We call her Fannie. It's mother died. We
have three other horses besides it.

- I have one sister and one brother. My
sister’'s mame is Jessie, She goes to school
every day. My brother's name is Tommy.
He is going to school next summer,

I got first prize for drawing at the fall
fair this year. p » 3
seigunel el e TN IR 1 T

(Your riddle has been already asked_;,‘ Lﬂ\y.
—Ed.) : :
el R e
- Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to
the 'qusé[nge;.'. 1 go to school every day,

and am in the fifth book. I am learning
~out of five books. I have three sisters, but
no brother. My only little brother I had

died six weeks ago. He was two years and

&

»

has taken it for over thirty years. My grand-
pa is not living, but my grandma is. 1 never
saw my grandpa, for he has been dead about
18 years, and I am only nine. I have read
quite a few books, and I am reading a book
named ‘Pathfinding on Plain and Prairie.
NELLIE McGREGOR.

v P, Ont.

Dear Editor,—P. has quite a few attrac-
tions, and is a very nice place. 1 always lived
here, and like it very much. It is growing
fast, and a great many residences and manu-
facturing buildings are going up. .The hy-
draulic lift lock is the chief attraction, I am
very fond of reading, and have read a great
many books. I spent my vacation in Mani-

- toba, and like the country very much.

-RUBY CUNNINGHAM,

~ Dear Editor,—~We live two miles from the
schoolhouse. ~We have had a snowstorm the

irst, of the season, but it has thawed all off.

I.lmke two Kittens, their names are Ralph and
Tiger. ‘1 have a ‘dog named Scamp. He will
80 and get the cows. We have three cows,
two horses, and one colt. 1 expect at Christ-

mas to go bo the United States for a visit, to.

':ee ﬁny relations, and my home where 1 used
o live, s ““‘,-‘ _, “.,.:V “ ;
© ' MARION A, GOODWIN (aged 8).

Dec. 21, 1908.

- B 1 D 2,

Dear Editor,~I have lived on a farm all
my life, and I don’t think 1 would like living
in town very well. But still, I like to go to
town to visit. I am thirteen years old. I go
to school and am in the Fifth Book. 1 have
two brothers (Austin and Morley), and  one
sister (Fannie). 1 am going to send a rid-
dle:

Which is the fastest - traveller, heat or
cold?

I think the answer to. Christine Jimin’s
fourth riddle is ‘Cat-nip, and ‘A waggon’ is
the answer to the third.

VERA JANE SMITH.

P. L., Ont.
Dear Fditor,—1 have only one brother; he
is fourteen, and 1 am eleven years old. We
both go to school. Our teacher is a lady, and
the scholars all like her very much. We live
on a farm in the Township of Artemeria,
where local option is in force, and we have not
seen any drunken people since the by-law vas
passed. Our teacher intends to have an en-
tertainment in school about Ohristmas time,
and the scholars are all practicing to take

part in the programme,
LILLIAN McKENZIE.

M. 8., Ont.

Dear Editor,—1 saw a letter in the paper
lately from a little girl by the name of Bessie
Conroy. Bessie is a friend of mine, although
we live miles and miles apart. A friend
of Bessie’s wrote to the Maple Leaf Ciub, and
asked if the boys and girls would give Bessie
a letter party on her birthday, and 1 wrote
to her, and 1 am sure a good many other giris
wrote to her also.

I see a great many boys and girls ask ride
dles; T will send some also:

1. Why is a hen on the fence like a penny?

2. How long did Cain hate his brother?

3. When may a man be saidito Dreakfast
‘before he gets up? ( >

4. When is a fowl's neck like®a bell?

5. If you saw a house on fire, what three
celebrated authors would you feel disposed to
name? - DE

6. If you pull a rabbit’s tail what will it
say?

7. Why is swearing like an old cosqt?

8. What makes every one sick but the one
that swallows it?

The answer to A. P. Smith’s second riddle
is a glovye,

‘ The answer to Kthel E. Nicholle is a pair
of. boots, .

Myrtle Whitmell's. second riddle is a very

well known one, the answer is g pear.

A READER.

OTHER LETTERS,

A. E. Carter, C., Ont., seems to be quite a
devourer of books from the list given in the
letter. ' The riddle enclosed has been ‘asked
before,

Dorothea Kirkpatrick, D., N.B,, sends in five
riddles, but does not give their answers,

Blanche Matatall, 0.B., NS, answers three
riddles correctly, of which the answers have
by now been given, and these as well: From
a word of five letters take away two and
leave one. Ans.—Stone. Why must your nose
be in the middle of your face? Ans.—Because
it is the scenter (centre).

Frederick A. Matatall, Blanche’s brother, al-’

so writes. He is looking forward to Christ.
mas, and he says he is glad it will be here
soon. He must be a queer fellow, don’t you
think? ‘

Why, here is someone else looking forward
to Christmas! Gladys Berry, in Manitoba.
There are going to be concerts in both her
Sunday and week-day schools. Dear me! Is
Christmas as near as all this? ;

Elsie Lashley, W., Ont., is not a trained ath-
lete or acrobat and yet she says ‘I can pild
up the table and chairs and take off my boots
and jump over them. How does she do it?

Effie Burns, 0., sends in two more riddles,
1. Why is a coward like a leaky barrel? 2.
Why is a person with his eyes shut like a-bad
schoolmaster? ‘ e

Mury H. Booth, ., Que, sends in two that

have been already asked. s 35
~ Julia H. Cameron, E., N8, -says she likes

~ drawing the most of all her studies, and both

she and K. £, of B, Ont, send in drawings.

with their letters, 2ETe8




S AT SRR, N R e SRR EvEie ety S TR T

lights in a marvel. The wonder is not that
Jesus was born, but what He became and said
and did in His manhood. The isolated in-
stance of His boyhood, standing between in-
fancy and maturity, shows us that the ideal
youth was already discerning and adjusting
himself to the Divine will. Then follows in
course His inauguration by public baptism,
His testing by private temptation, and his
choice of official associates.

Two familiar terms suffice to epitomize the
public life of Jesus. They -are Words and
Works.

In the quaint Racovian catechism the ques-

LESSON XIII.—DECEMBER 30, 1906.
Review.

Golden Text.

His name shall be called Wonderful, Coun-
sellor, the Mighty God, the Kverlasting Fa-
ther, the Prince of Peace.—Is. ix., 6.

dom? The answer affirms that Jesus made
frequent ascensions to heaven, and received
directly from Deity the truths which He af-
terwards communicated to men. The concep-
tion is too artificial t6 be satisfactory, and
besides Jesus spoke with a self-derived author-
ity. His formula was, ‘Verily I say. unto
you’ Then, too, it was not necessary to go
into heaven or deep to bring the Divine—God
was with Him and in Him. Out of this con-
sciousness of oneness with God he preached as
with a,Divine commission. His message has
an authority that never inhered in ecclesias-
tical establishment or succession. He is the
true Teacher of the universal heart. His con-
gregations dissolved, but in each generation
they have been reassembling and have been re-
ceiving as if directly from Jesus’ lips those
words which are spirit and life. There is mys-
tery about it—only the mystery of goodness,
love, and serviee.

The works of Jesus have also engaged our

Home Readings.

Monday, Dec. 24.—Mark xii., 28-34, 38-44.
Tuesday, Deec. 25.—Matt. xxv., 14-30.
‘Wednesday, Dee. 26.—Matt. xxvi) 17-30,
~ Thursday, Dec. 27.—Luke xxiii,, 13-25.

. Triday, Dec, 28—Luke xxiii.,, 33-46.
% Saturday, Dec. 29.—Matt. xxviii., 1-15.
Sunday, Dec. 30.—Luke xxiv., 36-53.

(By Davis W. Clark.)

A man called on me once to cultivate my
. interest in an invention he had made. Not
being much in i
'invelsxtion bei:;q:a?:)trzwg:hc;fn&g::tf;’ ntll: attention for the year just closing. His works
_ chine, and the deseription beinp techmeal, 87¢ His words in action. He did what He

~comparatively little progress wa.‘;g ST 1;‘ said. 'He is the Divine example of unselfish
the next visit the inventor brought a. ooy service. His ruling principle was, ‘Not to be
with specifications, elevations etesgA bet?ter ministered unto, but to minister and give and
“but not entirely saﬁsfactory’ ATty e keep giving” Well might His disciples fear
was  reached.  On the third Bl o okl € that His zeal would consume, while He neg-
. model was set down upo 3 Hedle 2t wasnag lected f and rest to counsel, heal, and con-
beautiful bit of mechanists of burn.ished Shcal sole.  Again, He' was not doing these kindly
and brass, set in motion by a storage-battery offices alone for the immediate objects of His
~ and decorated with tiny electric lights. it compassion. As He has gathered successive

was a demonstration. Nothing further. was congregations of hearers of His words, so He
‘.q;%ﬁ B (Fion A (jbi_ : i %althers successive groups of sufferers to be
 That is the story of the ' proc P . helped and healed. He lives again and forever
vélation. God Bpol_'ti: Hix puegh P’ﬁ%’:"?m‘;fh:; i!’lv His id.eal's of love and‘servgi?:e\ Human sal-
and holy men of old. The full meaning of vation will ultimately come from the same ap-
: ﬂ}e&ir message was not undegstood by all. By f.lfwutxo'n of these Divine principles to huma
‘and by the distinct advance not difficult to lgrlémvemuy ! -
: Mﬂt for Wwas made, but even yet revelation ha "l“rf drew a curtain ,Qf. darkness around
was still incomplete. Then in the fulness of ..¢ ¢losing scene of Jesus’ life. It is sugges-
time came into the world a Man full of G o, tive of the reserve which is becoming the
‘fﬁ‘_’i‘?g the.ideally perfect life of love and ser. tgeatl__nent of. the_mst events. To analyze and
e oo ey BB Bl s o,

. y . He'is is own person S sy 4

" completion of  revelntion.  He i Gog back to the Middle Ages, when a horrid pup-

‘;‘?’ﬁ;ﬂg@“‘ﬁi Sy o ey SISO} gwe'.a. (ohltii: folk, « This: moriiand. tecsily.
only mk S ) -!etngeltliht  Divine Work- 138 picturing of Calvary is an outgrowth of a
SO ey :ch‘:to;”i.'y :*_‘i':ﬂm m"'ﬂ‘i‘:"_ paid on the cross an exact penalty for the
#erRage sl f',i'",“.’d"m‘ B total redemption. This led to a s ive
s o i K e i, emphasis_upon ‘the woe of Golgotha Greater
on 61 -ﬂw“‘?“"!. % ml!-'.-'to‘~ 1&%6(’“&! " and finally Divine suffering meant greater human sin.
the manifestation of God in man. OralWeorg, | A VIeW IOW &xowing in acceptance is that

vitten Word, Liyi ﬂ!‘ Word. A Raing Jesus suffered no more moral anguish upon

is is what makes

My

: Vg ~ the %rln;as :hin He di;l at ti%e: during His life,
% i i it notably, for example, in Get ane. This
Imes *”"_“"m“’“ - suffering arose from His identification of Him-
~self with the whole human race, bearing in
sympat,h(ry upon His holy heart its grief and
sins, and burning with the holy purpose to re-
‘deem His fellows. %)
~ Jesus on the cross is not the goal of the sacred
narrative. The last chapter is the true cki-
.~ max. It relates the resurrection, the forty
- days, and the ascension. It is demonstration

is contained in that bliss word, heaven.
e

Sumhy])te 30.—Topie—Carey and missions
Cin India. Isa. liv, 2,3 |

: .4 SR E 2 #

mber God's gitt.

%
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tion is asked, ‘Whence had this Man this wis- °

pet show of it was made upon the streets to

theology now effete, which affirmed that Jesus
uperlative

 Again, we are ~;amipd§d ihat the death of

of the continuity of life, the survival of spirit,
~ the recognition of friends, and whatever else

(the text of Carey’s

- $1.20 instead of $1.40. The ‘Canadian Pie-
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Wednesday, Dec. 26.—Remember Saul’s mig«
take. I. Sara. xv., 24, 25,

Thursday, Dee. 27.—Remember
choice. 1. Kings iii, 9.

Friday, Deec. 28.—Remember your Bible. II,
Kings xxiii., 2, 3.

Saturday; Dec. 29.—Remember < now thy
Creator. Eeel. xii., 1.

Sunday, Dec. 30.~Topic— How have this
year’s meetings helped you? 1. Sam. vii, 12,

Solomon’s

‘The Cradle Roll.

(For Sunday School Christmas Enter.
tainment.) ¢

Dear infants, precious little things,

Your. keeper is the King of Kings;

While Christmas music sweetly rings,
We join to welcome you.

Into this circle of your friends,
Where gladness with contentment blends,
And to that joy which never ends,

We gladly welcome you.

And while that Gracious One is near,

Who loves zach iafant voice to hear,

This Sunday School in love sincere
Delights to welcome you.

And may that One, who loves you each, !
So place His- gifts within your reach, \,
That you may learn what those would teach,

Who this day welcome you. g

To Him who is the children’s I'riend,

Our wishes and our prayers ascend,

That you this school may long attend
With those who welcome you.

May love divine so pure and sweet
Make you in length of days complete,
And then in glory may you meet,
All those who welcome you.
1, WATSON,
Dalesville, Que., 1904, 4

The Most Effective Teaching.'

The Christian teacher must understand that
he teaches more by his life than by his
thoughts, his words or his deeds. The ques+

tion of the true teacher in God’s school is -

not ‘What do 1 know? nor yet ‘What can I
do?” but always and emphatieally, ‘What am
1 To know is good. To do is better. To
be is best. ‘Be ye, therefore perfect, even as
your Father which is in heavenis perfect’ is
‘the standard set for all teachers by the ideal
teacher.—Hamill. L

et v ....4_-—-.—-———- s

o A Spirit @f Reverence.

I plead to-night for a united effort to ses

cure for our Sunday schools an atmosphere
vervaded with ‘the spirit of reverence. I plead
for a common-sense use, under the direction
of the Ioly Spirit, of the funilamental prin-
ciples connecting physieal posture and men-
tal attitude, and in order that these common-

_sense means may have a fair opportunity to

effect their purpose, I plead with our adult
leaders to co-operate by their example in de-
veloping this quality of reverence in our Sun-
day schools.—Prof. Reyford.

__\._.._-"——-‘-—

Do You Take a Weekly Paper?

~ Your local weekly, of course, but’ you need
something besides that, and the Montreal
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’
_exaetly fits your needs. ‘An independent, fear-
less and forceful newspaper.’ Latest news of
the World, Market and Stock Reports, Finan-
cial Review, Literary Review, Good Stories,

- Home Department, Boys’ Page. Questions and

Answers, valuable departments devoted to
farm, garden and allied interests. Something

for every member of the family. Advertise- -
- ments under -editorial supervision. A clean,
- commercial, agricultural and home newspaper.

Dne dollar a year. May be clubled with the
ger,’ the two to one agddress for only

toﬁnl’ may b‘e.-:;dMlLto_ﬁsﬁeh a club for only
50 cents, making only 8170 for the three

_papers, well worth the re\g}xh.r price of $2.40,

B o -

%
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Remind Us.

O Saviour! Whom this holy morn
Gave to. our world below;

To mortal want and labor born,
And more than mortal woe!

If gaily clothed and proudly fed,
In dangerous wealth we dwell,

Remind us of Thy manger bed
Aud lowly cottage cell.

I pressed by poverty severe,
© In envious want we pine,
Oh may Thy Spirit whisper near,
ilow poor a lot was Thine,
~—Reginald Heber.

— e
A Temperance Christmas,

(Kate Grey, in the ‘Union Signal’)

Teddy Rhodes's father was greatly perplex-
e«d and all because of his mability te decide
upon o suitable and satisfactory Christmas
gift for the mother of his little son, Fach
idea which presented itselt was discarded as
quickly as it came. No, nothing would do.
He would simply present her with a cheque
and wish her a loving, Merry Christmas,

Suddenly, as he sat at s desk, pen in hand,
a little red-coated figure out in the snow ar-
rested his attention. Teddy, for it was he
who had caught his fathers gaze, made as
pretty a picture as one could wish to see,

Mr, Bhodes smilingly watched him for a

few seconds, then he tapped on the pane of
glass. Teddy, glanced up quickly, and then, in
(obedience to gh..f%th.!r}- beckoning finger, en-
_‘Cl"dlk' house.
.. “Teddy,’ said his' father, ‘I want to make a
bargain with you. If you will think of some-
thing to give mother for Christmas, Ull take
you for a long ride next Satmiay in our new
cutter.”

Teddy’s face shone with pleasure, and he
olap; his hands enthusiastically. Then &
shadow crossed his face.

‘Oh, but Papa,’ he said, ‘that's too hard.
Aunt Katherine had to tell me what to get
for Mamma myself’

His father laughed. ‘I am sure you will be

able to think of something,’ he replied. Run

back to your play now, but don’t forget our
bargain, Tddy.’. - e

‘Christmas was rapidly approaching. But
two days remained before the twenty-fifth,
m«{d’ had about coneluded That it was

. to try to fulfil his share in the Yar-
gnin between his father and himself,

~ He sat on the stairs, pensively looking at
the hall carpet. mf; he wondered it
that wouldn't do. His mother he knew, liked
things for the house, and why shouldn’t she
like some new carpet? Ile remembered, too,
that only the other day she had coid that his
heavy . winter brots were ruining her carpets,
although to be sure she had fin'shed her re-
mark with a kiss which made h'm wonde. it
she were joking with him. No, of course ghe
was not joking, and carpet would be the very
thing to ‘give her. He would go and tell lz-
father as soon as he came home, Perhaps
was at home now. He would go and see.

He started off briskly and was just crossing
to the other side of the hall where his father's
‘den’ was ll)catod, when the sound of voices
~eaused him to panse for a b:u:;e'::.. :
< His-mother was talking with | lear grand-

:,llt, father's mother, and although he knew
it waso’t just an honorable thing to do.
Teddy. stayed to listen. She might tell what
.she .wanted for Christmas, he reasoned, Yes,
, even now, the word Christmas fell upon his
- LT e ¥

“_4Oh, mother dear, his mother was saying,
Yif only Frederick would sign the pledge, it
would be the best Christmas gift I ever Fad,
for Fred always keeps his word, you know,
once it is given'

THE MESSENGER.

‘What a queer present that
grandma replied. ‘I thought—?

But Teddy heard no more. He flew as fast
as his legs would carry him to his father's
room, and scarcely waiting for permission to
enter, he burst in upon him.

‘I have it, Papa,’ he cried exultantly. ‘She
wants « pleage.)

‘A what, Teddy?" his father exclaimed. ‘What
do you mean, child?

‘A pledge,’ Teddy repeated. ‘She said, if you
would sign it it would be the very best.’ ‘Oh,
but Yow glad I am I found out.

Mr. Rhodes sank back in his ghair, his face
white and haggard. Teddy began to grow
frightened. He sat very quiet, however,
waiting for his father to speak. When he did,
his voice was very grave.

‘Thank you, my little son,’ he said. Then
as Teddy turned away, he added with a
smile, ‘And we'll take our ride on Saturday.
I haven’t forgotten my part of the bargain,
cither.

would be,

- » - -

When Christmas morning dawned bright
and beaupifol a very happy little family ga-
thered about the breakfast table at Yeddy's
home,

Mamma smiles all the time, thought Teddy,
‘and Papa looks happy, too, 1 blieve it's that
pledge.

But Teddy didn't really know just then how
much his father's Christmas gift to his doar
mother, a signed tempersnce pledge, had to
do with the happiness of their day, for he
was only a little boy, too young to wunder
stand,

B

Don’ts for Christmas Time,

!
Don’t add brandy to your Christmas pud-
ding. ; :
Don’t put wine in Christmas trifle,
Don’t spoil the mincemeat with the flavor
of aleohol, d N
Don't leave the children's stockings empty
while you help to fill the publican’s till,
Don't offer intoxicants as a Christmas box;
there are better tokens of good-will. ‘
In fact, don’t ‘do anything to countenance
that system which makes Ohristmastide a
time of tippling, a senson of pledge-breaking,
and an orgie of drunkenness and erime,
—Leicester "Daybreak.’

Christmas Temptations;
or, ‘A Friend in Need..

Edward Jones was going his round with
letters, for the third time that day. The af-
ternoon was settling down cold, and chill, for
it was Ohristmas Eve. The work had been
very heavy, letters and parcels for almost
every house, and Edward had scarcely had
time for his meals; he was feeling very tired,
and beginning to think to himself. ‘I can’t
work like this without having. something to
drink; if they ask me at the _next public-
house, 1 shall say “Yes.” I'm tired and dry;
it's no use me trying to be a teetotaler’; for
Edward had cm?o pledge six months be-
fore at a tem meeting. :

He had not been a great drinker, but had
used drink {:etty freely, He missed it a
deal when first became an abstaToer, but
was now beginning to feel the benefit of
teetotalism, alike in health, ket, and home
comfort. But to-day the "“EW y

Christmas time he had been offered
drink several times. Up to the present he
had managed to resist temptation, but at

- length, as we have seen, he made up his mind

to accept the next offer,

Just then he turned into another street,
and could see Carpenters’ Arms’ in the
distance. They wonld most likely ask him to
drink; :ln;‘y. l:&! often done so before, At this
moment Mrs. Green,'who lived g
and went to the window qullow’;rN&e%ﬁm
She stood a moment watehing ‘the passers by,

then turned to her daughter, saying, ‘Amy,here

is the postman coming down ‘the street
“Thas got a load; we must ':n'.' | '”.,g"'ﬁ
ren:!, for him. ‘Yes’ her daughter,
g L3 llnponront“lcnp,forh will have no time
to wait.” : & v .
By this time ‘Rat tat' was heard at No, 62.

So Amy went to the door, and opened it just

as t‘he postman was running up the steps. ‘1

Wwas heavy, and

Dec. 21, 1908,

thought, perhaps, you would Jike a cup of tea
this afternoon. she said. ‘Oh! thank you,
miss; I shall be very glad of it he answered.
The tea was soon swallowed and Edward con-
tinued his round, saying to himself, “I'hank
God for that; I can do without the Jrink
now.’

When Edward Jones reached home that
evening, tired, but with brain and conscience
clear, and told his wife of his temptation, apd
the kindly deed that had saved him at the
critical moment, her heart was full of grati-
tude to God, and she resolved that she wouid
be a help to others in a similar way, so far
as lay in her power.

Mrs. Green never knew that her cup of tea
was more than a passing cheer to Edward
Jones; but in the great Hereafter she will
have her reward. The little tale is told. that
others may be encouraged to ‘go and do like-
wise;! and at this festive, but testing, time to
many, think of the postmen, telegraph boys,
policemen, and, indeed, all others #ho may
be exposed to special temptation.—The Chris-
tian.

-

Anti-Beer Circular of New
York Home Life Insurance
Company.

“The fashion of the present day, in the
United States, sets strongly toward the sub-
stituting of beer for other stimulating liquors.
An idea appears to be gaining ground that jt
is not only nutritious but conducive to health,
and, further, that there does not attach te
it that danger of creating intemperate habits
which attends the use of other drinks, The
subject is one of great magnitude, and de-
serves the attention of medical men as well
as that of the moralist,

‘Many years ago, and long before the moral
sense of society was awakened to the enor-
mous evils of intempprance, Sir Astley Cooper,
an undisputed authority in his day, denounced
habitual beer drinking as noxious to health,
Referring to his experience in Guy's Hospi-
tal, he declared that the beer drinkers from
the London breweries, though presenting the
appearance of most rugged health, were the
most incapable of all classes to disease
~that trifling injuries among them were
liable to lead to the most serious conse-
quences, and that so prone were they to sue-
cumb to disease that they would sometimes die
from gangrene in wounds as irifling as the
scrateh of a pin,

‘We apprehend that no great change, either
in beer or men, has taken place since the days
of the great surgeon.

‘Of all intoxicating drinks, it is the most
animalizing. It dulls the intellectual and
moral, and feeds the sensual and beastly na-
ture. Beyond all other drinks, it qualifies for
deliberate and unprovoked crime. In this re-
spect it is much worse than distilled liquors,

‘A whiskey drinker will commit murder on-
ly under the direct excitement of liquor, a
beer drinker is capable of doing it in cold
blood. Long observation has assurred us that
a large proportion of murders deliberately
planned and executed without n or
malice, with no other motive than the :ﬂ:i-
sition of property or money, often of t g
value, are perpetrated by beer drinkers. R

‘We Dbelieve, further, that the heredita
evils of beer drinking exceed those pm.l
“ing from ardent spirits. First, because the

habit is constant and without paroxysmal in-

, which admit of some recuperation;
mond}ypao,nbmm beer drinking“l:upncﬁnd
by both sexes more generally than &o
drinking; and, thirdly, because ‘the animaliz-
ing tendency of the habit is more uniformly
developed, thus authorizing presumption that
the vicious: results are more generally t?pu‘
mitted, . & e b e )

‘Tt will be inferred from these remarks that
we take no .comfort from the substitution of

‘malt drinks for spirituous liquors. On the  °
Contrary, 1t s e of agproion omh
alaem that, just as public professional =
and_unprofessional, is ‘Ster, ‘the -7
e e
death are opening wide in another direction’
—Circular by the officers of the Hom: Life In-
£P
s i
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HOUSEHOLD,

Changes.,

@ (Valentme March, in the Presbyterian
- Banner )

~ Years ago we hung the stockings
'~ By the open fireplace old,
. And the treasures found within ther.
Were as precious, then, s gold .

_ There were seven little stockings—
Seven hanging in a row;
Then the longest one was Martha's,
And a tiny one for Joe.

- I can sce them as they hung there;
o (I had knit them, every one, ‘
~ When the winter shadows darkened,

And the day’s toll all was done.)

I can see them by the fireplace,
With their shadows on the jwall,
As the Christmases long vanisheq,
Come to-night, at mem’ry’s call. *

Ah! how swift the years have travelle:l,
Led by that old trickster—Time,

And I see the Christmas stockings,

% / Like a sweet old pantomime,

Yet, I do not grieve me sadly,
Grieve not for the years long flown,
For to-night, the dear God willing,
‘We will welcome back our own.

Yes, to-uight they will be with us,
~And their wee ones, not a few,

~ But instead of seven stockings,
-We will hang up twenty-two.

Lot

* Mamma’s Christmas Gift.
~ Mamma,’ said ‘Billy, ‘what do you want for
Mﬂmﬂ'
me,’ eaid Bily’s mamma,
Ww of a single thing that I want.’
-~ ‘But you must say you want things, said
~ Billy. “You must—it's a sort of game. It
doesn’t matter whether you really want t.he
Emr or mot?
z:t‘u ti;’tlandemts%d.h said ‘mamma, en-
‘the gamé, Wmm
i ﬁoﬂd like ‘a’ diamond aﬁn. v
“what elle‘l' un& &ﬂy‘ ‘Yoa mut
nian.’ RN :
‘I want a long mhhn uktu' :
~something else—say lots of thingl
ant a new carriage and a lace eolhr ‘and
‘curtains for baby’s room. . .
“Mamma,” said Billy, eommg ;lm tp l\er
and speaking earnestly, ‘dont’ you want
@ card like that. one 1 painted this mnrningr'
~ ‘Oh, dear yes, said mamma, quickly,
ghould love to have a beautitnl ursl like t thone

‘1 don’t

AR

paint.’
i mvwent to tln wmdov and ukakod out at
the snow, and _the sparrows thping on the
1k that ran down to the street.
After a minute or twq, he caute to mmm’:
ide again. ‘Mwhns _he_said ‘solemuly,
T won't say which, cause I don’t want to
_your anrprin' but one of those thin
me you want you’ra svm.-ly to g

tmas.”
*!gmu leaned over nndf Kissed his ‘bright
a and said, softly: ‘I d’o 'omler

Gnn be —St. mmm.(
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for her to make the presents than to buy
them outright. - ‘But, papa,’ said the child, 'l
don’t know what to make myself, and mamma
won’t help me, she says she can’t stop.

There are memories in many of our own
hearts of Christmas saddened and almost lost,
because parents failed to see the necessity of
troubling to make the blessed day a season
of joy. Listen to the words of the Great
Teacher: ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these, ye have done it un-
to me."—‘School Journal’

A Wise Plan,

Already preparations are beginning for
baby’s Christmas. A flood of toys will be
thought out and provided for the child that
is likely to inundate the nursery and make
all semblances of order impossihle- These gifts
become s0 nurerous that satiated little own-
ers turn from one to another without gaining
any thorough enjoyment, or their funcy lands
on one to the exclusion of the others. Cer-
tain it is that the toys are no longer attrac-
tive after the first novelty wears off, and
many of them become more or less broken or
marred, and the little ones become discon-
tented and long for new pleasures to conquer.
Now the wise mother has a little scheme
which she does not reveal to the child, and
which averts this undesirable Yule-tide reac-
tion. She selects from among the mass of
toys a number which are to be laid aside for
some future time. The upper shelf of some
closet or a large box in the attic serves as a
store-house for some of these treasures, There
they keep fresh and are a hidden treasure that
is sure a little later to provide a delightful re-
velation. When the playthings in the nursery
have become an old story, they, in turn, are
relegated to the attic and are replaced in the
playroom by the fresh toys, which have been
sent down, and which are hailed with delight
by the little ones, who havé forgotten them.

It is a good plan. 1t keeps the nursery
from being overcrowded with toys, and, best
of all, it varies the monotony.—Seleoted.

P -

Christmas Truths.

"Tis not the glfte g0 much as ’tis the giving
’!Pt?i:?yi‘pr (Ghristmas mirth, .
no “dying, rather’tis the hving
wm b W tuc‘o! worth

Not by bhe ded s0 mueh as by the doing,
By O T,
No t sl »
Exists tﬁo ‘kzlen;l prl?le. -‘_ TR

Tis not ti:e word itself, but how it's spoken,
That soothes or wounds the heart—

For censure still may seem but friendly token,
_While praise may leave a smart.

 —Edwin L. Mﬂ
_.._.__.——-—-
What h the thou'lt of Chrhtmuj lehg.
What is the hent of Chﬁmz jnn.

Before nnd After Chrlstmns.
‘Aren’t you sorry Christmas is over, Elsie?

50! “asked a little girl of quick fancy
and quaint speech, her arms full of toys as
ctnmblod sleepily upstairs on her way to
,.bed. re boeun alert for an

ihe e eyes flashed widely open,

- and ‘she answered joyously:

~ micest things

-—“nnnruw.uw. Tousk ‘oue of the
"" 'Z hmmg

NAME. .’ ) e e, ; .
- ﬂ s sessesss BEses wEe WEe sev seseel
PO T o st Nanavivisesy e
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inner flaps are irredeemably inky and it sinks
from dignity of an ornament to the service-
able familiarity of an implement—that he
realizes how exactly Marion has made him
what he wanted. And how, until Jack has
worn -his new tie and Amy her new furs, and
both Jave discovered that others besides
themselves eonsider thé effect to be all that it
ought to be, can they appreciate to the full
the elegance of those new adornments?

Day by day, too, the new picture in the
parlor grows into the affection of the family.
Mother and the girls, who come to dust, re-
main, duster in hand, to gaze; its glimpse of
wide woodland gradually becomes familiar and
dear as their own garden. To lose it would
be as if one of the windows was closed in
with a blank brick wall

Every one knows that Christmas comes long
before December 25th, every one, that is, who
has planned and toiled and looked forward in
the true Christmas spirit. Moreovey, if this
loveliest of all seasons is slow in eoming it is
still slower in going. It vanishes so relue-
tantly, so imperceptibly that we scarcely know
when it is gone. In the happiest houscholds
Christmas is never ended; for there is always
enough of its bright and generous charm, its

peace, good-will and unselfishness left over
from one year to last until the next.—Se-
lected.

The readers of the NORTHERN MES-
SENGER will confer a great favor on the
publishers by always mentioning the
NORTHERN MESSENGER when replying
to any advertiser who uses its columns—
and the advertiser will also appreciate it

OUR NEW MESSENGER STORY.

“THE RED, RED WINE'—A TEMPERANCE
STORY BY THE REV. J. JALKbON
WRAY.

It is a source of much satisfaction to us te
give our readers this powerfully written tem-
perance story The author was for years a
v.hamplon in the eause of total abstinence, de-
nouncing with voice and pen the traffic \yhuch
is carrying woe into happ hotnes in’ fh"
Nand, and in these days as wéll as in the Eng-
land of the days in which the |tory tells.
“T'here i not one incident,” says ‘Mt. Wray's
son, ‘which has not had 'its ounterpart in
the lives of those who at one time dwelt in
the main street of the East Yorkohirg 'vmag-
where the author spent his ear 3T

If in parts the story is t , the’ fault is
with the dﬂnk, not the narrator, un& there 19
‘brightness enough in the lives of the grand
des and the sweet little moing 1o _comfort
‘s for, their trials. ’

~ This serial will will begin h ‘the New Year's

nun r, and will run ‘:l:n:. little o:er :v:
m d which some of you

mn:m : not now taking the
v will like to try it. Four half-year
to start vm.h mropemg chap-
ter, v rpodved for sixty cents, if sent in
on a form -imlhr to the coupon ¢lven below.

R ET R sy Ce T U ARV I S nn dGy u X AN A e

llcn]?. John Domu nnd Son, ‘Witness’ Block,

Dear Biu,—-—l have not been h.klng the
‘Northern Messenger, nor has it been coming
to my home for over a year. I would like to
‘take it on trial for six months, beginning with
the first issue of the new serial, entitled, ‘Red,
Red Wine.! | enclose fifteen cents.

o E P gk
A TRt SO 4 1 i

sesseem
W \ el sTh g e
' o

onu wmm
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A Cure for the Blues.

A doctor who has made a speciality of ner-
vous diseases has found a new remedy for ‘the
Blues.’ As no drugs are administered, he has
felt safe in experimenting with at least half
a hundred melancholy patients, and now de-
clares himself thoroughly satisfied with the
good results of his treatment. Mis preserip-
tion reads something like this: ‘If you keep
the corners of your mouth turned up you
can’t feel blue;’ and the directions for talking
are: ‘Smile, keep on smiling, don't stop smil-
ing.

It founds ridiculous, doesn’t it? Well, just
try turning up the corners of your mouth re-
gardless of your mood, and see how it makes
you feel; then draw the corners of your mouth
down, and note the effect, and you will be
willing to declare ‘there’s something if it.’

The doctor treats his nervous patients to
medicine when necessary, but when the case
is one of pure melancholy without bodily ill,
he simply recommends the smile cure. He has
the patient remain in his office, and smile—
if it isn’t the genuine article it must at least
be an upward curvation of the corners of the
mouth—and the better feelings follow inevit-
ably. The trefitment is followed up regular-
ly, and the patients all testify to their good
effect. It takes considerable persuasion to
induce some of them to apply the cure, and of
course, the greater number of patients are
women; for when a man is blue, he is bound
to be blue, in spite of everything, but a wo-
man is more easily persuaded to try to find a
cure.

His discovery grew out of an experience in
his own home. His wife was of a nervous and
rather morbid temperamenf, and when in a
despondent mood he would ask her to ‘Smile
a little, until the saying came to be a house-
hold joke. But it brought about good results,
and then came the inspiration to try the same
cure upon others.—Chicago ‘Times.

For the Busy Mother,

“Where more than one pattern is wanted,
additional coupons may be readily made after
the above model’ on a separate slip of paper,
and attached to the proper illustration.

‘..' ~o%*(“4 - s

q

o ‘Q!.)/ oen v
¥ = /
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INFANTS' OUTFIT.~~NO. 1038. |

This set contains the essential garments for

baby’s outfit of dress, petticoat, pinnimg-blan-
ket, nightslip and sacque. The dress can be
of fine quality nainsook with & yoke' of lace,
embroidery or tucking, and flnished with fine
edging, the skirt gathered at the yoke and
finished at the bottom with insertion and edg-
ing. The petticoat would develop nicely in
long cloth, or lawn with tucks and a ruffle
of cdging, thers adjusting it to a band
closed ﬁth mtton and button holes. ‘The
flannel” pinning blanket or barracoat has a
muslin band held in place by safety pins, and
featherstitched at the edges. The nightgown
is gathered at the neeck and a narrow frill

finishes the neck amd the sleeve at the hands.

A dainty little sacque completes the outfit of

French flannel or cashmere. The sacque is
plain back and front, with a round lay-over
collar and sleeve finished with a ruffe; the
edges can be scalloped or hemmed with a fea-
therstiteh finish, or bound with ribbon and
tied at the neck and hands with baby ribbon.
For dresses it requires 2 5-8 yards of material,
36 inches wide, with 2 yards of edging, and
2% yards of insertion. Nor slip, 21, yards, 36
inches wide; pinning blanket, 1 7.8 yards of
flannel, 27 inches wide, with 3-8 yard of cam-
bric, for band. For skirt, 21, yards, with 114
of edging. For saeque, 7-8 yard of material,
27 inches .wide, with 114 yards of ribbon,

MISESS’ SHORT WAIST.—NO. 1020.

This simple tucked shirt waist is a good
model for the girl’s plain school suit. It has
two clusters of tucks at each side of the box-
plait, which gives a prefty Lfouse effect. The
sleeve can be made in long or elbow length,
and the collar and cuffs are of embroidery.
The pattern is cut in 5 sizes, 13 to 17 years,
For 15 years it requires 3 3-8 yards of ma-
terial, 27 inches wide.

BOYS' PLAIN BLOUSE WAIST.—NO. 1054,
This blouse is very simple and plain, the

pattern provides for turn-over collar to fin- -
_ish the neck, and a wide plait ix made at the

front stitched on both with button-
holes and buttons for the closing. A pocket is
made at the left side if desired, and the lower
edge is finished with a draw-string or elastic

‘@ casing by which the blouse effect is mage,
The sleeves, which are in sailor style are plait.
ed at the hands and stitched a short distance
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to form a cuff. Percale, cambrie, madras, and
all washable materials as well as French flan-
nel, and serge, or mohair, are serviceable, This
pattern is cut in five sizes, 4, 5, 6, 8, 10 and
12 years. For eight Years it requires 2 3-8
yards of material 27 inches wide, or 1 5-8
yards 36 inches wide.

CHILD'S YOKE DRESS.—NO. 1029,

This pretty little dress can be made with
high, Dutch, round or square neck, and bishop
sleeve having cuffs or frills. The mother who
makes her small child’s dresses at home and
wishes them to be simple will find an easily
made little frock in this design. The pattern
is cut in six sizes, from 1 to six years. It ye
quires 4 7-8 yards of material 27 inches wide,
with 58 yard of all-over insertion 18 inches
wide for collar and cuffs, for the five year
size.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER.
PATTERN COUPON.

Please send the above-mentioned pat-
tern as per directions given below.
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T God Watcheth,

My child woke crying from her sleep;
I bended o’er her bed,

~ And soothed her, till in slumber deep

She from the darkness fled.

And, as beside my child 1 stood,
« A still voice said to me:
‘Even thus, thy Father, strong and good,
1s bending over thee.
—George Macdonald.

For the Turkey.

- A mushroom forcemeat gives a very rich
flavor to braised turkey, and, by the way,
braising is a method of cooking greatly to
~ be recommended for birds of doubtful age.
" ' They can always be made tender by this
method of stewing before roasting, and the
~ flesh of a lean bird will never be dry and
flavorless. But whether braised or roast-
od, an old bird is greatly improved by lard-
ing the breast, especially if that portion of
the fowl is intended for eatihg cold. Place
‘the strips of fat (prefarably bacon or fresh-
ened salt pork cut very thin) in the lard-
ing needle, lift the skin with the thumb
*  and forefinger of the left hand and draw
the needle through the skin only, not the
flesh. If one has not a patent roasting pan
it is better to cook a fowl breast down,
mming it over cnly for the final browning.
f a fowl is to be roasted for the noon
al, it will practically cook itself if put
e  a crock having a tight fitting 1id, and the
_ dish set in the oven or on the furnace shelf
B fately after breakfast. To hold the
up from the gravy, insert small dishes
under it. Potatoes can be laid on top of the
fowl and raised biscuit dough can be cooked
_at the same time, provided there is room
in the dish around the fowl.
I turkey is to be carved om the table it
be appropriately garnished.
_apples may top the drumsticks, and the
I rest on «bedotoreesorpamleyin
h sprig barberry or tiny cubes of
: t red jelly are placed. If. the carving
be done before t:l;ndg,h is Mt£ the table
nishes may be used, and
rOom or oyster croquettes, baked on i
| with bread-crumbs and walnuts, or
4 peppers are suggested as attractive
d appeilzing. Halves of sweet pickled
: ,Wft‘:lhanilﬂmomd kernel are very
me," though not so b ' \
- g ] N@M as the

-

Selected Recipes.

- RAISIN BISCUIT.—Into ome quart or flour
tir one-half of a teaspoonful’ of salt and
¥0 teaspoonfuls of baking powder then rub
two tablespoonfuls of butter. Add one
ful of seeded or sultana raisins, and lﬁht-
Toirn'

to a soft dough with sweet milk.
~out ‘on a floured board, knead for a moment
and roll out two-thirds of an inch thick. Cut
10 round or square biscuit, place slightly

~on greased pans, brush the tops with
and bake in a hot oven.

OYSTERS AND CELERY ON TOAST..
- into half-inch pieces sufficient celery to
~one pint; the coarser pieces, which

| for i
| temple,

will hardly do for service in the stalk or as
a salad, may be used. Pick over one solid pint
of small oysters, rinse in cold water and drain
well. Put the celery in a emall saucepan, add
just sufficient boiling water to cover and one-
third of a teaspoonful of salt, and boil rapid-
ly until tender—about twelve minutes. 1n a
second saucepan melt together one table-
spoonful each of butter and flour, drain off,
measure and add the water in which the cel-
ery was cooked; if there is not one cupful
make up the deficiency with milk. Stir until
smooth and thick, add seasoning to taste, the
celery and the drained oysters, Simmer until
the oysters are plumped and gills rufiled, add
three tablespoonfuls of hot cream, take at
once from the fire. Pour over thin slices of
buttered toast which have been spread on a
hot platter and garnish with blanched celery
tips.

Good and Bad Relations.

Do not say to those who have served you:
‘I have paid you; we are quits” Such speeches
are all marks of bad relations betyveen peo-
ple. Just as.a polite man says ‘thank you,
even when he receives a doubly merited salary,
a sensible, just man thanks the laborer, and
is grateful to him as he pays him.—From
Pastor Charles Wagner’s *On Life’s Threshold.’

Religious Notes.

The Rev. John Christiansen, of Maracaibo,
Venezuela, formerly a missionary of the Chi-
cago Tract Society, recently joined the Scan-
dinavian Alliance Mission Station at Venezu-
ela. He reports as follows: ‘We have found
the people in utter darkmess. Poverty, sin
and shame are evident on eévery hand. There
are church edifices, but no churches built of
living stones; there are doctrines, but the
Word of God is never heard or seen; and thére
are prayers, but not to God or to the Lord
Jesus.  There is great need of missionary
work here. This is the only mission station
within a radius of Kundreds of miles. There
are only four mission stations in all Venezu-
ela besides this one, and the whéle western

~F e, gt o
— -

Orthodox Judaism in the borough of Man-
hattan can now boast an actual following
equal to that of Protestantism, according to

fact seems to_ have been taken into account

| by few persons. Within ten minutes of the

city hall, beyond the Bowery ‘and below Hous-
ton street, lies a.district of more than a mile
square, where this curious hybrid tongue,
known as
of two out of every three persons one meets.
On all sides the chance pedestrian will be mys-

of the shops, the posters of the theatres and
‘the newspapers sold on the sidewalks by
bmht-ewhifl’:m. urchins. In this dis-
trict now dwell upward of 500,000 Jews, most
of whom have ted to this country
since 18§1. Almost invariably these people
di?h faithfully to the traditions and religion
of

eir race, ‘district has no less than
200 organized xmﬂm which worship
in their own synagogues and are entirely sefi-
¢ .- In- addition to these there are
of floa d‘.ﬁmi(mbmmmu;g
Hadarim), without ite status, recrus
from the )o‘ggt classes, and rénting a small

hall from week to week, and the People's
- | Synagogue, maintained by the Educational XI- |
| liance in Seward Park. What.a field for the

missionary 2

hmm Jwissionafy was travelling in
the hill country, when he came to a Buddhist

e, in which dwelt an old priest noted
,yﬂt}(ﬂu missionary went to the
and found him in a small room, where
‘had shut himseld up for sixteen years;

ﬁ“ipu_t‘hem part of the country is lef® to

the Philadelphia *Ledger. 'This _ astonishing

'WOMAN’S

Yiddish, forms the common speech”

tified by unfamiliar characters on the signs

for three weeks on
i

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured
lhen'l‘.l:llo Pﬂl:.'»
They also relieve Dis.

e

REFUSE SUBSTITUTE
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and yet Christians will withhold themselves
from serving the Christ in the foreign- field,
because they shrink from danger.

Mr. John Makins, superintendent of the
Christian Endeavor Seamen’s Home, Nagasaki,
Japan, is hated almost as much by the saloon
keepers of that port-as Elijah was by Jeze-
bel, and John by Herodias. He boards the
transports and men-of-war, and persuades the
men to come to the Home and drink soda-
water, instead of wasting their money in the
saloons and houses of ill fame. He tells the
drurikard of the power of Jesus to save them
from the appetite for drink, and in many
ways cuts down the profits of the grog-shops,

The Mission for Lepers is working in 78 sta-
tions in India, China and Japan, and Sumatra,
in connection with which tere are 7,000 lepers
and children. In these stations are 72 asylums
and homes maintained by the mission, waich
contain about 3900 lepers and childven who
are entirely dependent upon fhe mission for
food and sheker. Of that number about 500
are untainted children of lepers. Oné may ga-
ther the ready response which these people
give to the gospel when it is understood that
there are 3,000 Christian lepers in connection
with the work.

_ Cancerol, a Mild Treatment for Cancer.

The originator of Canc olaims more cures
from its use “than from all other troatments
combined. “Costs but a trifle to satisfy yourself,
Write for handfome free book. Address Dr., L.
T. Leach, Drawer 83, Indianapolis, Ind.

.UH‘I:‘C.“ to $12.80- Send for

Fasghions and Free Samples,
BOUTHCOTT !IJI"SQ-.DOP‘- 1, Lenden, Ont.
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SPECIAL OFFER TO SUNDAY SCHOOLS,
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The Proof of the Pudding

is in the eating

i The Popularity of a Publication

¢
~ is proven by a rapidly
growing circulation

LS

When a copy of the ‘Canadian Pictroial first enters even a small village we
almost immediately receive other subscriptions from those who have seen it.

The same thing is noticed in cities and towns—one person subscribes and
presently friends of that person see it and send their subscriptions in too.

You see,everybody that gets the ‘Pictorial’ shows it with pride and pleasur
to their friends when they call—Indeed that is the way to get the greatest pleasura
out of the ‘Pictorial.’

PARENTS SHOW IT TO CHILDREN

FRIENDS SHOW IT TO FRIENDS
TEACHERS SHOW IT TO SCHOLARS

Sunday School Teachers will take a special pleasure in showing

THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER

to their classes, because it contains two fine photographs of Bethlehem.
Moreover, those who have received copies of the ‘Pictorial’ have taken such ;
pleasure in it themselves that many of them have decided to use it as Christmas
presents and New Year’s gifts. One gentleman in Towa paid for such subseriptions
to several people in Eastern and Western Canada, the United States, Scotland and
India. Your distant friends would also like it. Ifthey should happen to be already
on our subscription list we will refund the money. :
Subscriptions are pouring in by the hundreds and thousands.
Agents to take subscriptions are being appointed in every district as soon as :
we can find them. v
It is estimated that fully 150,000 people are already enjoying the :
; ‘CANADIAN PICTORIAL’ PICTURES
The Christmas Number in THREE COLORS will be secured by all subscrib-
ers who remit promptly.

Ten Oents The Pictorial Pﬁyb"lisAhing‘ Co., ous Dolinr

a Copy. 142 St, Peter Street, Montreal, a Year.

For those whose subscriptions to the ’Messenger’ do

SPE[:”"‘ Iﬂ not expire at this time, or for other ‘Messenger’ sub-
" scribers who wish to subscribe for the ‘Canadian Pie-

torial’ separately for a year, a very special Annual Rate

OMESSENEER’ S”BSERIBERS of fifty cents has been arranged. This special rate has
: been made for purposes of introduction and involves

great sacrifice, and to take advantage of it the attached
With regard to the aboye announcement the pub- coupon must be used.
ishers have made arrangements by which our readers g
ean obtain the ‘Canadian Pictorial’, at great sacri= (e ad Subscrib.era who do not care to take advantage of the coupon for them-
fioe for introduction purposes, as follows : selves may hand it to a friend, bul in that case the coupon must bear the sub-
scriber’s name written acrossthe back as the rate is only available in the name
of a subscriber to the ‘Northern Messenger.’

Regular Rate
Per annum FIFTY CENT FIRST YEAR OFFER

The ‘Canadian Pictorial’......$1.00
The ‘Northern Messenger’.... .40 e ST e ‘::rt: :2:&?;:: St luindiot oo

31 40 The Pictorial Publishing Co., 143 8t, Peter Street, Montreal.
4 Dear Birs.—lncloged please find Fifiy Cents, for which please send me

Both for one year for only 75 cents the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ for one year.

Name...... A R N R

; By 0........................................................u.......
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, , Provassicionsios by Jri o

(Witness' BlOCK, Montl'etl D‘“nto-cuc 0000000000000 00000t 0ss0b0se J

Agents for the ‘Canadian Piotorial. A e caile, ™Y Vi el ot df (0 S PR Rechle

N.B.—These speoial offers ARE NOT AVAILABLE f, 4
English speaking world. 8ee postal regulations .':o:‘l::n::.. £ 0N b, Wt whe et g i i
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