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The Daily Sacrifice Offered in Olden Times.

‘A bullock, ram, or goat, or dove,
As each one could afford,

Unblemished, might express the love
Which gave it to the Lord:

Or “a meat_offering” they might bring
Corn, cakes, or flour, the offering.’

e

" The Jews offered a great many animals as
sacrifices to God. Every morning and even-
Ing a lamb was slain and burned on the braz-
en altar that stood before the Tabernacle,
and, afterwards, before the Temple. This

was called the ‘Daily Sacrifice’ You may read

the Temple at the hour of prayer, being the
ninth hour! The morning lamb was offered at
the third hour, or nine o’clock.

The Jews could not offer any lambs for the
daily sacrifice.” They were to choose - those
orly that were quite perfect, without & single
spot of any kind on any part of their
bedy. .

Does not the offering up of these pure inno.
cent lambs remind you of Jesus the Lamb of
God? You know that St. John the Baptist
said to his disciples, when he pointed to
Jesus, ‘Behold the lamb of God, which taketh

T
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about it in Numb. xxviii,, 3, 4, where it says:
—“This is the offering made by fire which ye
shall offer unto the Lord; two lambs of the
first year without spot day by day, for a con-
tinual burnt offering. The one lamb shal. thou
offer in the morning, and the other lamb shait
thou offer at even’ Now, if you will get a
reference Bible, you will find that it says in
the margin, ‘Between the two evenings, that
e, between twelve o’clock at noon, when the
first evening of the Jews “began, and siwn
o'clock, when the evening watch commenced.
8o that, just ‘between the two evenings'—
that is, between twelve and six, would be
three o’clock, or the ninth hour of the Jews.
‘And we know that this was the hour for ithe

evening sacrifice; for we read, in Acts iii, 1:°

~—Now Peter and John went up together into

away the sins of the world’ And St. Peter,
in the first chapter of his firs* Ipistle, says
that we were redeemed ‘with the previous
blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish
and without spot.” Jesus Christ, you know,
never did wrong in all His life, There was
no sin in Him, and that is why He is called
the Lamb ‘without blemish and without spot.’

He was offered up'jnst- at the time of the
morning sacrifice—at the third hour, or nine
o'clock, St. Mark says, ‘And it was the third
heur, and they crucified Him.' He died at the
jninth hour, the time of the offering of the
evening lamb. We are told that at the ninth

‘hour Jesus ‘cried with a lond voice, and gave

up the ghost.’
The morning and evening lambs are not of-
fered up now. God has not wanted them since

Jesus. died. Jesus offered
‘once for all.

Himself for sim
Still, there is a morning and
evening sacrifice that God looks for from us
all. Do you know what it is, little folks?

The Bible says; also: ‘Offer unto God thanks-
That mears .that the sacri.
fice that pleases God, and the one he wants
from us now, is a heart that is sorry for hav-'
ing done wrong things. Yomu know we all sin
against God—Ilittle children us well as grown-
up people; and he wants ua all to be sorry’
for it, and try to show that we are 8o by our
lives.

The Bible says also: ‘Offer unto God thanks:
giving, and call upon me.’ 8o, you see, chil-
dren, that when, morning and evening, you
kneel down and tell God how sorry you are

broken gpirit.

for all that you have done wrong, and ask
kim to forgive you for Jesus’ sake; when you
thank him out of a loving heart, for all his
goodness, and ask him for a'l you need, then
you offer the morning and evening sacrifice
that our Father loves best.--‘Little Folks.

Was it Chance ?

It was a Sunday afternoon in Hyde Park, in
the great space allotted to the purpose, a
dozen open-air speakers set forth their views
to larger or smaller groups of listeners. 'I'here
was the fiery Socialist, pleading for govern-
ment ownership .of railways; the Christian
Evidente Society’s lecturer, arguing the sub-
stantial harmony of acience and the Bible; a
licutenant  of the Salvation Army, with his

" band of blue-bonneted lagsies; and the dis-

ccntented pessimist, attacking society,
church, the capitalist,
equal bitterness.

the
and the workman with

One of the smaller groups pressed very
close about the speaker, a* small, erect, quick-
moving woman. Her hair was white, but her
cheeks had a youthful red. Her eyes were
her distinctive feature—black, fashing, deep,
liquid, penetrating, sympathetic by turns,
they caught and held even an irreverent lis-
tener, and made him feel that through them
lcoked a gincere and steadfast soul.

The woman’s talk was chietly a colloquy
with those who stood mnearest ner. ‘rrayer?
she said, in answer to ‘a question, ‘Oh, yes,
prayer is answered, if it is a good prayer. xou
can’t get into a bud scrape and call for God
to get you out, and expect that prayer to be
answered, That is only the prayer of fright.
You can’t meet a loss, and beg to have it made
up to you, and expect God to do that. 'I'nat
i3 the prayer of greed. But a good prayer
ia always answered. ;

‘How do you know what is good? called
out a young fellow, whose bloodshot eyes and
tiembling hand told their own story of the
road he was {ravelling. She turned upon him
with her quick, bird-like motion, but waited
a moment before she replied, ‘My boy, that’s a
deep question; but you and ! and everybody
else in this park to-day can answer 1t if we
will. What is good? Now be honest with
me. Were you ever in doubt——real d}ubk—
whether what you were doing was good or
bad? What about the drink you took last
night? Was it good or bad? What about the




. keadache this morning?

2 THRE MBSSENGBR,

cath you swore when you woke up with a
Was it good- or bad?

What about the game of cards where you won
or lost—maybe that money was not clean be-
fere? Was it good or bad? Why, dear boy,’
—and she laid her hand on his arm,—‘you
alen't old enough yet to have twisted your
conscience until it ecan’t tell you the truth.

So the talk went om, unti presently twi-
Lght began to fall, and the group dnited
away from the woman—so eager not to go to
Heaven alone. When the last one had gone,
#he began slowly making the rounds of the
geats in the park. She scanned every face—
and at last, after anyone else would have givs
en up the search, she found the young fellow
who had asked the question, ‘How do you
know what is goed? She fouched him on the
sl oulder, and said, quietly, ‘I think you'd bet-
ter come home with me, laddie’

He rose, as if he had been half expecting
tle summons, and went away with her. No-
bedy but these two knows tne story or  the
réxt days. Somehow, out of the struggle
ttere eéame a man saved for righteousness.
What a mother’s love, self respect and the
teaching, ambition of the church had failed
to do, the word of this woman preacher had
sccomplished. Out of the chaos of temptations
and desires she had brought the clear con-
trast, what was good and what was bad,—
dietinguished before the judgment seat of con-
scaience. Life was mo longer a tangle of con-
flicting motives, but two straight, open paths,
the one leading to honor and peace, the other
to ghame.

“he vision once seen did not depart from
the eyes of the youth. Who shall say whe:
tler the impulse—a random impulse it seem-
ed—which led him within sound of the preach-
er’s voice was a mere chance, or was in deed
ond in truth a divine compulsion—the eternal
evidence of that Mercy which seeks and saves
that which is lot?—The ‘Christian Age.
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The Victoria India Orphan
Society.
[For the ‘Northern Messenger.’]

As the Christmas season approaches the
pleasant associations which surround it stead-
ily assume larger proportions in our thoughts,
the older ones planning to make it a happy
season for all, and the children, from past
happy experiences, eagerly anticipating ‘vhe

~joys of Sant Claus’s delightful eurprises, and

the many other pleasures which Christmas,
with its enowy mantle and warm, bright cozy
hemes, always bring them. The poor, too,
are remembered, and many an otherwise sad
heme is cheered and brightened by the sub-
stantial evidence of loving sympathy. In
heathen lands also, in those parts where the
glad gospel of Jesus Christ is spreading its
light, Christmas is a time of hallowed rejoic-
ing and kindliest exchanges of goodwill. To
the children in our Orphanage it is the great

‘event of the year, and the little presents which

are provided for them, give untold pleasure.
This year many of the older ones are hoping
they may get books, ‘nice story books, for
they enjoy reading a good story just as well
a3 our little folke at home do. The great
value they set upon the simple presents they
receive gives added weight to an action many
¢’ them took last epring. The Rev. Frank
Ruvsgell and his family, to whom the children
are deeply attached, were leaving on furlough,
and the children wished to give them a pre.
sent before they left. Having no money they
held an auction of their own Christmas gifts,
gladly selling their cheri:q:ed cakes of fancy

" eoap and beads to enable them to make a

suitable present, a sacrifice which very tonch-
ingly indicated their love and devotion to the

dear missionaries. In addition to the presents,

the children, and all who can be réached, who
Lave been in ‘the Orphanage, ‘brothers and
sicters,’ as they are termed. have an extra

_gcod dinner, and other simple pleasures are

provided. All attend service in the morning,
and the remainder of the day is a holiday, the
dinner and- the presents being two very im.

portant factors in the day’s delights. Many.

of our friends have kindly contributed to the
&mall apecial Fund we raise to give the chil-
dren their Christmas Treat, but we shall be

“however, they were better

glad to receive a trifle from others to make
up the necessary amount.

QOur special Industrial Fund, for which we
hope to raise $3,000, now stands at $918.31.
This is to provide suitable workshops, in which
the boys can be taught useful trades, ear-
pentry, blacksmithing, and possibly tile-mak.
ing, for which there is a great opening. State
orders can be obtained for the work which
wil! be done in these shops, so in addition to
giving the boys good trades, the workshops
will be moré than self-supporting, and will
thus become a source of income to the Or-
phanage, as the carpenters’ shop, now on a
very small scale, has already proved. 1t has
been for months past, and will be for months
to come; busy turning out State orders, The
work turned out is so satisfactory that many
orders have to be refused, because of the pre-
sent very limited accommodation. By means
of this Special Fund we shall be able to have
the greatly needed enlargement made, and we
hope to add other branches of industry as be-
fore mentioned. This is truly a wonderful op-
portunity, for the great difficulty of finding
suitable work for the Christian converts is
almost, if not quite; the most serious problem
facing the Christian communities in India to-
aay. The natives work: seven days in the
week, &0 Christians can get no employment
ficm them, and as yet there are no Christian
employers of labor, so it is an unexampled op-
portunity that is given in Dhar, and we earn-
estly hope that many will be led to give us
generous help in the special effort we are
making to seize the opportunity, and give our
ycung Christian converts the means of leading
decent. self-respecting lives, one of the great-
cst things we can do for them, and which ul.
{imately will prove most advantageous to the
whole Christian community. Very special
blessing has attended this work during the
ten years of its existence, one development
after another following in quick succession.
This latest one of industrial work, which is
g0 very important, we trust will soon be an
accomplished fact, adding very greatly to the
stability and usefulness of our work among
the famine orphans.
a child in the Orphanage ie $18 a year, which
includes the Society’s membership fee of $1.00.
1AHl subseriptions should be sent to Mrs. A.
§. Crichton, Sec.- Treasurer, 142 (Langside St.,
Winnipeg. :

Religious Notes.

Twenty-five years ago two young German
missionaries went up the jungly hills into Bus-
tar, to explore the land and start mission
work. Before long they wrote down (then 'iv-
ing in Vizianagram) in broken English, ‘We
are desperately ill; please take us in for
Christ's sake.’ They came, apparently dyiug

-from dysentery and fever, deserted by their

gervants, 'threatened by the native chiefs,
unable to speak much English or the verna-
cular—hopelessly beaten back, as it seemed,
Ly the forces against them. In a few months,
and back again
at their work, and became the pioneers of the
Schleswig-Holstein Lutheran Mission to these
hill tribes. Following them, the missionarios
passed, in ones and twos, up into the feverizh
tracts, to settle here and there, build their
houses, schools, ete., and preach among the
people the Gospel of Christ. Many of them,
men and women, died; pathetic indeed are the
stories told of their sorrows and sufferings.
But to-day, how stands the account? Some

15,000 of these hill people have come under

Christian influence; 10,000 have been baptized;
they have 32 misionariés, men and women, at
work, with some 100 native helpers; they are
now a well-organized mission. Only the other
day a government official testified that, since
their advent, the crime among the thief caste
thiere had decreaged more than 30 percent.
Of the two pioneers referred too, one, the

‘Rev. E. PoHfl, hag just been called to a posi-

tion of honor as the ' Society’s preacher in
Germany, and the other, the Rev. H. Both-

~man, still works in one of the important mis-

sion centers.—London ‘Chronicle.’ -

Mr. David Baron writes from Jaffa (Pales-
{ine), on May 3, 1907:

“‘We spent five days in Alexandria, six days
in Cairo, and one day in Port Said. At the

The cost of maintaining.
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first of these places we were much encouraged,
for apart from many conversations and dis-
cussions in their houses and shops and in the
streets, we held a public meeting in tlg
Scotch Church, kindly lent to us, at which
three hundred Jews were present and listen-
ed earnestly to the faithful proclamation of
Christ. In Cairo, too, we were able to reaca
a large number, though the public meeting we
held there was not so large as in Alexandria.
In Jaffa we have been nearly a week now, and
visited from it five .of the dewish colonies in
the plain of Sharon.

‘Great changes have taken place since I was
here last, only nine years ago. The Jewish
population has increased enormously; there
is an air of bustle and enterprise which was
abtsent before, and large tracts which I have
known before to be waste and desolaie, and
other fruit-bearing trees. Alas  the fanati-
csm and bitterness against Christ and his fol-
lowers are very great among the Jews in this
land, and even now some are ready to perse-
cute unto death those of their brethren who
take the despised but blessed Name of Chiist
vpon themselves.— Missionary Review of the
World. :

A fanatical outbreak occurred in th: Boye’
Nchool at Teheran, in April, which ended in
restoration of order after two daye, during
wiich time four Persian teachers withdrew,
and the hundred Moslem students were 1e-
duced to thirty. Regrettable as this is, it
should surprise no one who observes the pre-
scnt touchy political situation in IP’ersia. The
ovtbreak began with abusive language by one
Mcelem youth among his playmates at recoss,
Eeing reproved by the school officer (farrosn),
the boy dealt the ‘little; Jame, inoffersive man’
a stunning blow on the mouth. When for this
Le was publicly expelled from the schoolroom,
an ignorant Sayid, tweny-five years old but
in one of the lower classes, loudly took the of-
tender’s part. 'This apparently accidental be-
ginning was a planned affair, the farrosh be-
ing a special object of enmity because he is a
convert from Islam. All is quiet and the school
is going on well—Woman's Work.’

There are various modes of increasing the

alms of the church, and one most popular all
over South India is for Christian women to
put a handful of rice into a small basket kept
ir. the house for the church every time a meal
is prepared, the amount thus collected being
offered in the church once a month. This
serves the double purpose of reminding the
people that it is God who provides them with
sustenance, and that it is their duty to give
back to Him some portion of what they have
received. The annual offerings of the Chris-
tians in Tinnevelly vary from 6 to 12 annas
per head of each baptized man, woman, and
child. The average may be taken as mot less
than 9 annas (ie., 9d.), per head. The month-
1y income of these people is 7 1-2 rupees (or
1%s. 6d), and upon this sum a whole family
will live for a month. The sum of 9 annas
represents the price of a little more than two
days’ food for the year for each member of
the family, and this is the lowest rate.

How many Christians in Europe contribute
to the church two daye’ income in the year
for every man, woman, and child in each
household?— ‘Missiopary ~Review of the
World.
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indicating with the gift whether it is ¢
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‘®ho is all the time working to
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~ne ill to his neighbor.’

Nov. 15,1907,

LESSON,—SUNDAY, NOVEMER 24, 1907.
World’s Temperance Sunday

Romans xiv., 12-23. Memory verses 19.21.

Golden Text,

Judge this rather, that no man put a stum.
Bling block or an occasion to fall in his bro.
tker’s way. Rom. xiv., 23.

Home Readings,

Monday, November 18.—Rom. xiy., 1-11.
Tuesday, November 19.—Rom. xiv., 12-23.
Wednesday, November 20.—Rom. xv., 1-21.
_ Thursday, November 21.—I. Cor. vi,, 1-20.
. Friday,*November 22.—I. Cor. Ry
Saturday, November 23.—I. Cor. x., 23-33.
Sunday, November 24.—Gal, v., 1.26.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

{

Who is your favorite hero? What man of
all you have ever heard about do you admire
the most? (Talk for a while on why such
heroes as Wellington, Nelson, or any names
the children may mention, are admired). Did
you ever read much about King Arthur and
the Knights of the Round Table? You know
that these knights all vowed to be loyal and
true, and one part of their vow was ‘to go
sbout redressing human wrongs’ You know
how the Bible says that Jesus ‘went about do-
ing good.’ So these knights followed his ex-
ample on that point, and we admire them ..
eause of that. Suppose we hear of a miser
get money and
saving it all up for himself. Does any one
Icve and admire him? No; we must try to
kelp those about us if we want to be loved
and honored. Do you know what our Jesson
to.day is called? The World’s Temperance
Leeson. How very big the world is, and yet
al! over the world boys and girls will be stu-
dying this Sunday the same lesson, a lesson
about how we should try to help others, and
not only please ourselves. What is our Golden
Mext? Let ue say it over together. What is
the longest word in it? A stumbling block.
We have read sometimes about wicked people
who have piled up lumber and other material
o1 the railway track to wreck a train so
that they might be able to rob it. And our
government punishes such men very severely.
They don’t care about how many people are
killed and injured, these train wreckers, so
Icng as they make a little money out of it.
Are there any other people you can think of,
iike them? Yes, the saloon-keepers. many
more men are killed every year by drink than
by train wreckers, and it is our duty to do
what we can to stop this, and also to see that
Qu.l‘mv‘e'np.pnt‘i.n(_,ﬁ_ie,‘,‘egifl; s
{ - S B " . “

! FOR THE SENIORS.
}

It will be profitable to conmsider for a time
the particular diificulties of the early church.
The great gcncral principles on which these
were met, by St. Paul are the best rules that

Buve bees advanced, and make 1is It
on not for ‘a time,’ but for ‘all
he one or two cases in which he ap-

Cor. xiv,, 34, 35), even serve to cause a litle
difficulty to-day, since circumstances have al-
icred.; No one can mistake his duty -vhere
the broad. principle is laid down, ‘Thou shalt
lcve thy neighbor as thyself’ for ‘love worketh
the Jess, and any question where our neigh-

bor’s good conflicts with our pleasure is an-
swered by the Divine co "to act as love

< # et S T e
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proaches a definite ruling (as, for instance, I
~gelf, who ie so convinced that his course is

‘micid the manifestations of God’s power.

THE MESSENGBR.

would direct. There is no hesitation about
Paul. The Christian’s highest liberty is to
use hie liberty for the good of others, rather
tuan for his own personal pleasure.

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.)

Verse 16. Let not your good be evil spoken
of. If you exercise your good, your Christian
liberty, your right to eat anything, and there-
by offend another whose conscience wiil not
allow him to eat it, then others will speak
evil of your liberty. It is too great a price to
pey for a matter of so little importance.

Verse 23. Damned. R. V., condemned. What.
soever is not of faith is sin. Whatever is not
done because we believe it to be right, springs
from self, and is, therefore, sin.—Beet.

|

Nothing grows upon me &0 muech with
lengthening life as the sense of the difficulties,
or rather the impossibilities, with which we
are beset whenever we are tempted to take to
ovrselves the functions of the Iternal Judge
(except in reference to ourselves, where judg-
went is committed to us) ‘I'he shades of
the rainbow are not so nice, and the sands of
the seashore are not such a multitude, as are
the subtle, shifting, blending forms of thought
and of circumstance that go to determine the
ckaracter of us and of our acts. But there
ia One that seeth plainly and judgeth right.
ecusly.—William E. Gladstone.

Conscience. The moral sense, or conscience,
is as much a part of a man as his leg or arm.
It is given to all human beings in a stronger
or less degree. It may be strengthened by ex.
ercise as may any particular limb of the body.
This sense is submitted, indeed, in some de-
gree to the guidance of reason, but it is a
sieall stock which is required for this. State
a moral case to a ploughman and a professor.
The former will decide it as well, and often
better than the latter, because he has not
been led astray by artificial rules. Conseience
is the only clue that will eternally guide a
man clear of all doubts and inconsistencies.—
Thomas Jefferson,

‘All decisions should be based on moral
principle, A man should not ask what an-
other person thinks he ought to do, but ra.
tker should stand fast by what, from looking
within, he has discerned for himself to be
right. Each man should be loyal to his own
convictions. For him they are the will of
God. They can be neglected, or violated, on-
ly at the risk of moral atropy and spiritual
rvin—~Amory H. Bradford.

The greatest fault, I should say, is to be
conscious of none but other people’s.—Cariyle.
)

My liberty ends when it begins to invo.ve -
the possibility of ruin to my neighbor.—John
Stewart Mill. :

(‘FROM PELOUBET’S ‘NOTES.)

Verses 12, 22, 28.—The fullest freedom must
be balanced: by the fullest sense of responsi-
bility to God’—Expositor’s Greek Testament.’
‘For we shall all stand before the judgment
seat of Christ’ (v. 10). You must use your
Iiberty in such a way that you are willing to

- present it before God’s pure and penetrating A

Verse 22.—Hast thou faith? Do you really
believe that what you are- doing is right and
approved by God? Have it to thyself before
God. Rejoice in this liberty of yours in the
presence of the Father. ‘We still keep this
jos and strength of even when for

cve’s sake we forego the particular acts from

which, if we considered only ourselves and

"Gcd, we hould not be debarred”~Lyman Ab--

bott. Happy s he that condemneth not him-

right that his conscience never eondemns him,
even when he ‘sits alone with his conscience’
© Verse 23. Whatsoever is not of faith is sin.
‘All that a man cannot do nbe that

he is Christ’s—all that he cannot do with the

judgment seat (v. 10) and the cross (v. 1§)
and all their restraint and inspirations present -
to his mind—is sin’

‘The French have a proverb, “When you are
right you are more right than you think you
arc’ The converse of this is equally true, when
you are wrong you are more wrong than you
imagine.

BIBLE REFERENCES.

I. Cor. wviii.; x., 23-33; xiv., 26;" Matt. vii.,
1, 2

Junior C. E. Topic,

Sunday, November 24.—Topic—Home mis-
siona: The progress of work among the Immi-
grants.  Num. xv., 13-16, 29-31.

C. E. Topic.

FOREIGN MISSIONS. .

¥

Monday, November 18.—The isles far off.
lea. Ixvi., 19.

Tuesday, November 19.—Messeéngers of glad
tidings. Rom. x., 13-15.

Wednesday, November 20.—Paul’s work in
the islands. Acts xiii., 2-5.

Thursday, November 21.—Whosoever believe
eth, John. iii., 16,

Friday, November
b SR o7y g MR i
Saturday, November 23.—Blessings
work. - Dan. xii, 3.
Sunday, November 24.—Topic—Mission work
in the Pacific islands. Ps. Ixxii, 811
e e

One Reason.

It is an unquestioned fact that very few of
the scholars in our Sunday schools do any
studying of their lessons at home. They ought
to study the lesson; their parents sho\-xld.seé‘
that they study the lesson if they are juniors
in age; their teachers oftem ~urge them to
study; and yet comparatively few of our pupils
ever look at their lessons before they come to
the school. !

We are convinced that one potent reason
why the pupils do not study is that home-
study is not really expected of them, even
though it may be often talked about.. The
method of teaching in most Sunday schools 13
not that of the teacher, but of the talker. The
teacher prepares and preaches a little sermoms
ette on the lesson, instead of calling out the
assumption from the knowledge amd thought.
of the pupil; and the assumption « from the
beginning to the end of the lesson is that the:
pupil has made no preparation. ‘The teacher
tells the story to the class, even though it
may be a familiar story, and could be told by
the pupil almost as well. : %

Indeed, there are teachers—we hope that
they are few—who do not desire their scholars.
to know much about the lesson. We know a
pastor who, as an experiment took tha fol-.
lowing Sunday’s lesson as the subject of an ex-,
pository talk in the prayer-meefing. Ona of
the best teachers in his school—a man con-
ducting a large Bible class of men—-—sexfio_xisE!Z"
remonstrated with him after the prayer-meet-
ing, saying: ‘If you teach the lesson, my
relgrwlns will know as much as I do about it!”

22.—Helping by prayer,

on the

This instance is not rare; it is" typical of a

tacit feeling in the minds of many Sunday
school teachers. We never heard of a public’

school teacher who objected to her pupils’
knowing all that they could learn about their
lessons, but there are Sunday school teachers:
who would almost find their oceupation gone:
if their pupils came to the class with their
; Skt Ay TR

‘Our pupils do not study, often becmue sﬁuﬂy* G

is not expected, because study is not recogniz-
because the unprepared and the prepared:
on the same level in the class. Let us ex-:
gome study from our scholars; let us
treat them as though they have studied, and.
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Clear the Way.

Men of thought! be up and stirring,
Night and day;

Bow the seed—withdraw the curtain--
Clear the way!

Men of action, aid and cheer them,
As ye may.

There’s a fount about to stream,

There’s ‘a light about to beam,

There’s a warmth about to glow,

There’s a flower about to blow;

'here’s a midnight blackness changing

© Into grey;

Men of thought and men of actiom,

Clear the way!

Once the welcome light has broken,
Who shall say

What the unimagined glories
Of the day?

What the evil that shall perish
In its ray?

Aid the dawning, tongue, and pen;

Ai( it, hopes of honest men; \

Aid it, paper—aid it, type—

Aid it, for the hour is ripe,

And our earnest must not slacken
Into play.

Men of thought and men of action,
Clear the way!

Lo! a cloud’s about to vanish
From the day;
And a brazen wrong to crumble
Into clay.
Lo! the Right’s about to conquer,
" Clear the way! 25
With the Right, shall many more
" Knter, smiling, at the door;
With the giant Wrong shall fall
Many others, great and small,
'That for ages long have held us
For their prey.
Men of thought and men of action,
Clear the way!
il e —Selected.

Naomi Manney's Testimony.

.. Naomi Manney paused just inside the swing-
ing doors of the lecture-room, to draw on her
gloves. She heard low voices outeide,

‘Dave,” said the familiar voice of the presi-
dent of the Young People’s Society, ‘I wish
you boys would speak out in meeting. Just
give the simplest testimony, you know; it
will help you.

‘Not much,” replied the gruff voice of big
David Hurlbut. ' ‘I can’t spin out five sen-
ences, and I’m not going to make a fool ot
myself, not on your tintype!’

‘But, Dave—’

Naomi hastened away from the door, her
cheeks burning.- She would delay a little and
give them an opportunity to leave the church
ahead of her. She was the last to leave the
sfternoon mission Sunday School, where she
taught a class of a dozen or fifteen lively
youngsters. She did well with' the class—

‘everybody said 0.

~ 'She sat down in one of the empty chairs and
picked up a tattered lesson-leaf absently. Dave

and the president had unconsciously revived

a troublesome whispering of her conscience.
feveral times it had said to her: “The younger
young folke are afraid to testify in meeting,
{for they can’t think of anything to say on the
tcpie, and they are backward. Just get up
and €imply say, “I love Jesus,” so @s to an-
ccurage them. o

But every one #aid she.spoke 80 beautifully!
‘How could she say anything so commonplace?
They would wonder if ehe couldn’t think of
anything more to say. Many had compliment-
ed her on the beautiful wording of her testi-
monies, and had said, wistfully, that they
wished they could epeak so well. She flush-
ed with pride at the recollection. - :

Her conscience was reasoning now: ‘You
needn’t necessarily limit yourselves always, but
try it just for to-night, and eee if they don’
follow your lead’

Oh, but to-night of all nig_h’m! It was the
pight appointed for the visiting committee,

made up of delegates from the different socie-
ties, to visit that church. There would be
young people, the brightest of them, from all
ihe churches in the city. Surely she must do
her best to-night. Many of the young people
she knew and met in the union meetings. Be-
sices, she was the secretary of the union, and
was always o particular to have her reports
just right. Oh, dear! no, not to-night.

But her conscience said: “I'hen you weren’t
really testifying for Christ? You were show-
ing off!’

She got up then, walked acrces the empty
room, pushed open- the swinging doors, and
left the church.

That night she was a trifle late, ana the
seat she hurriedly chose was in the midst of
a lot of the younger element—big, overgrown,
awkward and bashful, full of promise, if they
cculd only be coaxed to help, but, oh, so
backward!

The leader spoke feelingly on the subject
for the evening—the development of the
spiritual life. A few epigrammatic sentences
in a paper Naomi had once written for a State
convention came to her mind; they were won-
derfully appropriate just now. How fitting it
would be to repeat them! How pleased the
visitors would be?

Should she, or should she not?

Besides, the leader had not asked them to
give general testimonies. She ought to speak
cn the topic, surely. A few had taken part
in a precise, proper way, and there was a lull

Should she?

‘[ wish all might take part’ said the
leader. g

Suddenly Naomi rose to her feet. ‘I lpve
Jesus,” she said, ‘and I want to do more for
Him.

Little Daisy Westover followed her quickly,
lest her courage fail. ‘I want to 'be a better
Chrigtian,’ she said, timidly.

Meta Wenzel spoke, too.

‘Splendid!’ said the leader. ‘Just sentence
testimonies.” i

Then even big Dave spoke. ‘I want to be a
Christian,. too, he said,

Naomi’s heart welled  up in thankfulness.
Her throat ached so it almost choked her. And
to think how near she came to giving those
convention-paper sentences!

After the meeting was over, they were alk .

shaking hands with the visiting delegates,
who had joined heartily in the service.
‘Such warm meetings you have!’ exclaimed

one, to Naomi, enthusiastically. ‘And how

your boys and girls take part! lsn’t it fine ?’

Naomi’s face glowed. This time it was not
in pride for herself. No one said, ‘I envy you
your command of language, and she did not
even migs it. For somehow or other—and In
Ler heart she knew why—that had been the
best meeting she had ever known.—‘Zion’s
Herald/

The King’s Daughter and the
King’s Doctor,
A Big Pudding.

Tangithi, the king’s daughter, was sick.
Now this king did not live in a town where
bundreds of doctors were ready to rush in
their automobiles to the sick girl. Besides,
the king did not believe that she needed medi-
cine, for he thought the gods were angry, and
his daughter could not get weil until he pleas-
ed them. o he had all the temples on the is-
land repaired and ordered the people to pre-
pare offerings of food. The people obeyed, and

‘one town offered a pudding twenty-one feet in

circumference! - ; i

All' this time Tangithi was getting worse,
Three was one man on the island who knew
that the eick 'girl needed medicine. This wase
Mr. Calvert, a missionary to the Fiji Islands,
who was sent for by the king when he saw
that his gods could not or would not help her.
The king was much excited, and said, ‘The ill-
ness of my daughter is very great!’ “Yes,’ said
Mr. Calvert, ‘I know it; but I ‘cannot help
ter unless you will stop your heathen perform-
ances.’ i

To this the king agreed, and Mr. Calvert
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gave some medicine, This made Tangithi toss
about so that the king cried out, ‘You have
killed my daughter!” Many of the king’s peo-
ple would have been glad of an excuse to kill
the missionary, but Mr. Calvert did not show
fear. He said to the king: ‘I have been good
enough to grant your request and give to
your daughter some medicine sent from Eng-
land for my own family. Now you accuse me
of killing your daughter, I will leave you and
give her no more help’ He snatched up his
bottles and hurried home, glad to escape. He
waited anxiously for news, for if the princese
had died he would probably have been killed.
In the morning word came that Tangithi was
better.

Later the king sent to Mr. Calvert and asks
ed for medicine for another child. Mr., Calvert
sent word: ‘Give my respects to the king, and
tell him that I do not wish to send any more
medicine for his children, having killed his
daughter last night. And it is not lawful for
a missionary to kill two children in 8o short
a time’ This reply brought an apology from
the king, and the medicine was sent.

Tangithi was put under the priest’s care
and they tried all their charms and sacrifices,
but the poer girl grew worse. Finally the king
said she might give up her heathen gods, and
he asked, the missionary to take her o his
home. She recovered rapidly there, and in a
few days was able to sit up in bed. She stay-
ed eix weeks and then left, strong and well.
The king said, ‘Tangithi would have died it
she had not served the true God’ The prin-
cess became an earnest Christian and a great
help to the church. Some years later her fa-
ther, the king, publicly gave up heathenism
and professed Christianity.—E. D., in ‘Mission
Dayspring.’

One Busy Girl’s Way.

In the room of a girl friend the other day
we noticed something whicki especially inter-
ested us. To the pin-cushion, which occupied
the central position on her dresser, was pinned
a ‘short poem, evidently clipped from some
newspaper. And the poem happened to be
the “Recessional,’ which everybody knowe
about, but comparatively few people know.

Now the pin cushion is not the place where
one expects to find a poem, however grand or
Leautiful, and. we looked to our friend for am
explanation. >

‘1 always have something I especially wang
to know pinned to my cushion,’ she said, smil-
ing, “and when I'm brushing my hair or ad-
justing @ collar-button, 1 just glance over the
lines. Before I know it I have the whole com-
mitted to memory, and then 1 remove it and
place something else in its stead.

Now this girl, as we happen to know is a
very busy girl, a stenographer in a law office,
an earnest church worker, a favorite with
other young people, and we had been surpris-
ed to hear her spoken of as ‘so well informed.
We wondered how she found time to acquire
her information, but the pin-cushion revealed
tthe mystery. She had learned the art of util
izing the minutes.—Intelligencer.’

An }lmpotént Idol.

Mr. Roper, the African missionary, when
when he was at lbbadan, had a woman

_amonget his hearers who half believed, but she
wae frighb’ened‘that if she became a follower

of the true God, her god would be angry with
her. 'This image was made of matting and

wood, and dressed up with rags ‘of calico

wound round it. One day, when she had heard

‘Mr. Roper” preach, she went home, and took

this image into a back room, and said, ‘Now,
I am going awoy for three months, and I
will lock the door, and you will be safe. But

this prayer man says you are not a true god, 7
~and cannot take care of me, and that this
God can; so I will make this bargain with you

—if you are worth anything, you can ‘take

~eare. of yourself. Now, if you are all right
when I come back, I and my family will al-

waye worship you, as of old; but if a rat gets
to you and eats you, I will pray to you no
more; for I shall know that what the praye-
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nun says is true’ Bo she locked the door, and
went away with the key in her pocket. Three
months passed, and she returned to Ibbadan.
He: friends and children were waiting to wel-
ecme her, but she pushed through them, and
went straight to the room where she had left
her god. She looked at it, and ran away with
it to Mr. Roper. She threw the gnawed thing
down before him, and exelaimed, “This “idol
could not take care of himself. Your God seut

‘m rat to eat it. Teach me and my children

tv be prayer people!’—Christian Herald.’

An Indian Child’s Prayer.

Miss Mary P. Lord, a teacher on the Sioux
Reservation, North Dakota, relates this touch-
ing little scene of wigwam life:

The infant daughter of One Bull lay in her
father’s arms, sick unto death. The face of
the stoical Indian gave no sign, but the ten-

- der grief of a parent was as keen in his breast
~ &8 in the heart of a white man. g

A little daughter a few years older stood by
looking pitifully at the sick baby. Presently
sbe said:

‘Papa, little sister is going to heaven to-
might. Let me pray’

She knelt at her father’s knee, and prayed
it her Indian tongue: ‘Father God, little sis
te: is coming to see you to-night. Please vpen
the door softly and let her in. Amen.

Miss Lord's little pupil is one example of
the education that begins with the children to
Christianize a pagan race. This tiny girl is
a granddaughter of the famous Sitting Buil
He was a capable warrior and chief, but a
rothless man and a savage. Her father, One
Bull, is one of the so-called ‘good Indians,
who have felt the influence of civilization, and
the child herself, only three removes from har-
barism, has declared herseli a young disciple
oi the Great Teacher, who seeks the highest
welfare of men, whether civilized or unciviliz-
edl, ‘bond or free—'Youth’s Companion.

Honesty Sweetened With
Politenegs.

- There is not the slightest doubt that Lon-
esty is the best policy so far as it goes: ®ut
Lonesty alone will seldom bring success. It is
& very important part, but it is not all.

I heard once of a merchant who was a
thorough master in his line of trade, and who
always treated his customers with abs luie
fairness. He was ecrupulously honest. . hese
were the two main secrets of success. you
would think. His business did not prosper,
hewever, but grew smaller and smaller, unuil
be was forced .to close his shop. The reason
was that he was surly, unobliging and cross-
tempered, and when people found that he could
uot deal politely with them, even if he d21lt
very honestly, they passed him by.

Politeness is one of the cssentials both of
business success and of personal friendship. It
is the sugar that sweetens all our intercourse
with others. It need be in mo way incoasis-
tent. with honesty, but may be made its great-
est aid. Without honesty politeness becomes
flattery, and without politeness honesty is un-
sttractive—Farmer's World.’

Only a Broken K;lite Point,

A ship was once wrecked on the Irish coast.
The captain was a careful one. Nor lad the
weather been of 80 severe a kind as to ex-
plain the wide distance to which the vessel
had swerved from her proper course. The
ship went down, but so much interest attach-

ced o the disaster that a diver was sent

‘down. Among other portions of the vessel

tlat were examined was the compass, that

was swungq on deck, and inside the compass
‘box was detected a bit of steel which appear-
ed to be the small point of a pocket-Kni‘e

“blade.

It appeared that the day before the wreck
& sailor had been sent to clean the compass,
snd used his pocket-knife in the process, and
tad unconsciously broken off the point and
left it remaining in the box. The bit of knife-
‘blade exerted its influence on the compass ‘and
to a degree that deflected the needle from ite

- proper bent and spoilt it as an index of ‘the

7§

ship’s direction. That piece of knife-blade
wrecked the vessel.

Every one trifling sin, as small as a brok-
en knife point, as it were, is able to rob tne
conscience of peace and happiness.—The Rev.
John MeNeil,

Building.

‘We are building every day,

In a good or evil way,

And the structure as it grows,
Must our inmost self disclose,
Till in every arch and line

All our hidden faults outshine.

‘Do you ask what building this
That can show both pains and bliss,
That can be both dark and fair?
Lo! its name is Character,
Build it well, whate’er you do.
Build it straight and strong and true,
- Build it clean and high and broad,
Build it for the eye of God.’

¥ ~—James Buckham.

Excuses,

(The Rev J. G, Stevenson, in the ‘Christian
World.’)

On summer evenings in the country you can
often see strange shapes flitting through the
air, and many a boy who never knows his
lessons is able to tell you that they are bats.
If you caught one and held it so that it did
not hurt, you would notice first of all two
wide but long wings, with ribs not unlike
those of an umbrella. Right in the middle of
the wings you would see a huddled, fluffy
little body, with a head rather like a rat and
two ears that stand out. Its legs would re-
mind you of those of a bird, and it would
have claws it can use as a kind of hand. You
must remember what it looks like, or else you
will not understand this tale, which is too
good to be true.

* * * *

Once upon a time there was a young bat
who liked eating a great deal more than he
liked work. Do not blush if you know some-
one who ‘resembles him in this, but read on.
The bat was so lazy that instead of flying
about to catch insects for his own meals, he
would just hang upside’down on a branch
with his mouth open. When a fly or gnat
strayed inside, he smacked his lips together,
unless he was feeling so very idle that even
that was too much trouble. All this made
his mother sad, and so that he might not get
too thin, she and his father used to drive
swarms of gnats to where he was, and thus
they managed to keep him much fatter than
he deserved to be. But at last he disgusted
‘them so much thaf they made up their minds
to speak to him sternly. ‘Come,” said his fa-
ther, ‘why don’t you fly about and catch in-
seets for yourself? ‘I cannot,” he squeaked in
reply; ‘T am a rat’ ‘Then, asked his mother,
‘why don’t you run about and pick up little
beetles and ants? ‘Oh,’ he answered, with a
yawn, ‘I could not run; I am a bird’ The
tale ends there, and T am sorry, for I think
it ought ‘to go on and say that his parents
left him to starve until he learnt better.

» Wy *
. What did he need to learn? ‘Not to be
lazy.” Quite right. ‘To feed himself’ Most
children can do that, and the greedy ones
never know when to stop—mor where! But
what else did he need to learn? Was it not,
‘never to make excuses that are only make-
believe? Of course we all laugh at the young
bat, but some boys and girls always have six
excuses for not attempting anything they do
- not wish to do, and others . generally have
- seven excuses for what .ihey ‘hdve done wrong
~ through naughtiness or carelessness.  Of
~course, the children who read this never ke
“more than one excuse at a time, bzt what
~igort: of an excuse is:tit generally?  Jesus

Christ loves .children so much that many of
~ their excuses grieye:Him, and once He spoke
‘very strongly indeed about . foolish . people

‘who' try to excuse:themselves, instead of. do- °
‘the woman, as she took Sally by the hand and

'ing at once what is right.. Never offer to
“mother, or father, or teacher, an-excuse you
“eould not make to God; who knows.all about

mae el i
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you; and instead of trying to prove we are
always right, and in place of making some
flimsy excuse when we have done wrong, or
are lazy, or have left something undone, let
us keep quiet and try and do better next
time.—‘Christian World.’

—_——

An Odd Farm,

One of the oddest farms in the world is to
bs seen in Japan—a farm from which a crop
of tens of thousands of enapping turtles is
sbipped every year. It is the property of Mr.
Battori, says Professor Mitsukuri in the ‘Na-
tional Geographical Magazine, and has solved
the problem of preserving the supply of what
is to the Japanese a great delicacy.

The farm consists chiefly of a number of
ponds. Some of them are set apart as nreed-
ing ponds. Once a day a man goes over the
shores and with little wire baskets covers up
all new egg deposits. Sometimes thousands
of these wire baskets are in sight at a time,
marking the place where the eggs lie and pre-
venting the turtles from scratching the earth
fiom them.

Hatching requires from forty to sixty: days,
according to the weather. The young, a8 ..»on
a5 they appear, are put in separate emall
ponds, and are fed with finely chopped fish.
They eat this during' September and October,
and late in Cetobar burrow in the mud for the
winter, coming out in April or May.

Most of them are sold in the market when
they are from three to five years old, - at
which time they are most delicate.

The Secret,

I once kitew a young collegian who, they
told me, was making a deeper impression on
kis fellow_students and professors than any
cther student who had been in the institution
for years. I heard of him everywhere. In all
the clubs and meetings ond delegations that
were talked of before me, this man’s name
Wwas appearing, and I marvelled much at his
enormous capacity for work. At last one of
the professors, speaking of him in the most
glowing terms, threw in, in the middle of his
eulogy, a sentence upon which I put my fin-
ger at once as the clue to the secret by which
he accomplished the many ‘things—too many,
very probably—which he undertook. ‘Tom
knows,” eaid the professor, ‘the value of five
minutes about as well as anybody I ever saw.’
~ There is a sermon in a very few words. Do
you know the value of five minutes?  If you
do.not, seek it out among the other tables of
weights and measures, and study hard until
yoaeﬁnd how much it equals, and you will
have laid the foundation for much learning.~
The ‘Girl's Companion.’

Wihen Sally Paid Her Way.

(Mrs. 8. A. Stewart, in the ‘Sunday School
Messenger.’)

‘What's the matter, little one? asked a
kind voice from the farmer’s waggon of the
little figure in overalls, curled up in the fence
corner crying as if her heart would break.

‘Oh, jest ever’thing,’ sobbed the little suf-
ferer. ‘Tim’s blind, and we’re orphans, and
they don’t give us ’nough to eat, and—and—
I bin lookin’ fer a job and 1 can’t find one.

~Erma Toll got a job, but I'm too little’

‘Well, now, look here, little man, how
would you like a job of workin’ for you and
your blind brother'’s board? You'd like it,
eh? Well, now, vou and him jest be out here
ebout an hour from now and I'll take you
up the saw mill and give you a job as roust
a-bout man,’ said the farmer.

That evening little Sally and blind Tim sat
dewn to such supper as they had seldom seen.
To be sure they sat on boards and ate off an

‘oil cloth covered table, but there were meat,

gravy, new potatoes, peas, pie and milk-—all
they could dispose”of, and more, S0
“Take good care of my boys;’ the farmer had

“called back to the big Trish woman, who stood

in the cookhousé door as he drove away.
‘Sure an’ that’s what I’ll be doin,, replied

led her into the house. " . ‘
‘Will you please tell me what I'm to do?
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asked Sally. Then as she saw astomishment
written all over the cook's face, she added,
You know I'm to work for my and Tim’s
board. That was the ’rangement me an’ the
man made)’

The cook threw back her head and laughed
heartily. ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘Ill tell ye what ye
might be doin’. Jest ye slay out o’ this yer
cook house, an’ don’t be lettin’ me see the
loikes of ye exceptin’ at feedin’ time, an’ jest
fore dark when ye must be crawlin’ into that
bunk over there. The farmer sent ye out here
fer fattenin’, not for the work that could be
gotten out of sech as ye be,’ and with a good
natured grin the cook went about her work.

That night Sally lay awake long after Tim's
steady breathing told her that his weary lit.
tle body was wrapped in' slumber, Tim was
eleven years old—four years older than Sally
—but he was blind and so timid that Sally had
long felt toward him as an older gister mighs,

‘It’s awful grand up here,’ she commented
to herself. ‘The air is 8o good, an’ the water,
an’ the victuals; but I’m cheatin’ the man, 1
krow I be, ‘cause he ’tended me to be roust.
a.bout man. He thought I was a hoy, ’count
of my overalls, an’ I never told him differea’,
fear he’d think I couldn’t do ’nough. But
I'm cheatin’, if I don't work some way.’

All the next day Sally did her beat te make
Tim happy; but her heart was heavy. As even-
ing drew near and the men gathered about
the door of the cook house, she heard one
wran say to another, “I'here’s lots of chittim
in these parts.’

“Yes,” replied the other,” a uttle ~oull be
made off of it, if it were gatherad; but I guess
the boss ain’t no time to fool with it.’

Sally’s face brightened. As they started in.
to the cook house, she timidly accod>i the
last speaker, ‘Do you think taz boss would
like to have me gather the chiviim ey him?
ehe gaid.

The man smiled. ‘T guess wuat yowd do
wiuldn’t make mueh difference to him one
way or ’nother, said he.

That night Sally went to sleep with a
heppy face, and next morning immediately af-
ter breakfast she took Tim with her and began
her work. Armed with-%im's pocket knifs
#1i¢" pealed the bark from the slender trees,
climbing first one and then another, and drog-
ping the bark at the foot of the tree, whers
Tim would sit and respond to her cheerful
chatter. :

‘You can help Timmy, she told him. ‘You
can break the pieces all up in little bits, so
the man can sell it to the folks that use 1t
for medicine tea. You know it couldn’t get
into the *ea pots in big strips like this. And
Tim gladly consented—he always consented to
Bally’s plan —and together they worked day
after day. Nobody knew how tired the little
arms got with reaching, or how often the lit-
tle shins were skinned by the rough knots oun
the trees, except Sally; but she felt that she
“was keeping her word, and she was happy.

Sally and Tim had been at the mill for
nearly three months, and all through the
wo9ds there atood chittim trees, shorn of their
bark, which lay in little heaps on the ground
below. Tbey had never seen the farmer who
owned the mill since the first day that thes
were there; but mow the machinery had
broken down and he was to come and look af-
ter it.

‘Well, here are my boys,’ said he, as he
came to the cook house at noon, ‘and tney
have grown so fat and rosy, I wouldn’t have
krown them.

Sally looked at Tim. He had grown fat.

and rosy.. She remembered how pale he used
to be, and her heart welled up with gratitude
tcward the man who had brought them there.
Then she remembered that he didn’t know
what she bad been doing, and perhaps it was
1ot what he would ‘be pleased with, either.
- After dinner she slyly approached him and tuld
Lim her story. Hand in hand they went
through the woods and ehe showed him pile
after pile of the carefully prepared chittim.
Finally he tock her on his knee and said,
‘Little man, what one thing would you- lik
to have more than anv other? 3 |

“T'm not a man,’ said Sally, Um just a ht-
tle girl, an’ T wear overalls 'cause they're all
1 got. I mever meant to ‘be lyin’i' and the
tears began to gather in her eyes.

‘Landy, child! I kmew that. I just called
you “little man” for fun. But you didn’t an-
ewer my question,’ replied the man.

‘Oh, more than all the things in the world
Td like to have Tim get to go to school,
exclaimed Sally so he could learn how to do
things like other boys, an’ be able to ’sport
himself, when he gets to be a man. When I
get old ‘nough, ’'m going to earn money and
send him.

‘What would you think,’” said the man, Gf
I should tell you that 1 have given all of this
chittim back to you, and that I can sell it
for enough to send Tim to the blind school
and buy you a new dress or two, besides?

Sally’s eyes and mouth were wide open with
wonder, and, as the meaning of the man’s woxnd
began to  dawn upon her more fully &he
jumped up and down and clapped her hands
for joy. e

That was nearly eight years ago. . Tim
graduated last year from a large eastern uni-
versity and he has recently been elected as
instructor in the school for blind in his own
State. His first year at school was 8o success-
ful that he wae able to win a scholarship,
which carried him through the rest of the
course. The farmer and his wife adopted
Sally, gave her the best advantage that their
means could afford, and now she has gone to
keep house for her brother, whom she loving-
lv calls ‘“Professor Tim/

Yield a Little.

Yield a little to a brother!
Sometimes, yielding is a grace;

If it smooths life for another,
Yield a point with smiling face.

{

Yield a little of your pleasure!
Pleasures pall enjoyed aléne—

T'illing someone’s scanty measure,
Fills, and overflows your own.

)

Yield your way; if it be better,
Prove it by the yielding test;

It will leave someone your debter,
When he flnds your way is best.

Yield your comfort to some other,
Whom hut few have thought to pleage—

Find your comfort in the brother
Whose sad lot you help to ease.

Yield a little of your leisure!
Toil, that other hands may reet;

Share a portion of your treasure
With the most unwelcome guest.

Yield your righta? Yes, yield a little,
But of Honor, Truth, and Faith,
One jota, jot or tittle,-
Yield not, yicld not until death.
—Selected.

Indestructible Picture-Beooks.

There is mo toy 'which affords a little child
more amugement than scrap_books filled with
bright pictures. They are welcome gifts in
children’s hospitals, where their pages delight
the patients. The cost is trifling, and they
are easily made if one knows just how to go
to work.

Cut from silesia four pieces fourteen inches
long and twenty-three wide, one pink, one red,
one yellow, and one blue, then one of pink
end one of blue fourteen inches Iong, but only
eieven and a half inches wide. Told the wide
‘pieces down the centre, turn the raw edges of
the three gides in and baste together. They
_should now be a little less than fourteen
inches long, and about eleven inches wide.
Next, with blue single zephyr wool finish the
three sides with buttonholestitches, making
them one.quarter of an inch long and one-
quarter of an inch apart. Rty

Have ready a number of bright-colored pie-

tvres of various sizes—such as can easily be
clipped from advertisements, the ecovers of
magazines and papers and old fashioned
-plates—and &ome photographer’s paste, and

atrange them according to fancy upon both
eides of the double 'leaves, and one side of the
two single omes. Im the book before ne one -

¢
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.bas a goat, a group of hens with one or two

wee chickens, a boy holding a dog, and a clown
teaching a dog to leap from one chair to an-
other, a second has the bottom occupied by
a coach drawn by four horses, while a han-
som cab ornaments one of the upper corners,
and the remaining space is filled up with a
fish, a donkey, a girl carrying a waiter, and
two soldiers wrestling; a third displays a
whole circus—performing elephants, dogs, lions
drawing a chariot, girls jumping through
hoops, ete. A emall globe of goldfish, a goose
and goslings in a pond, birds, cupids, brownies,
wreaths, butterflies, etc., are put in to fill the
spaces between the larger pictures. The paler-
tinted ‘ones are put on the red pages, and the
brighter ones on the blue, pink, and yellow
leaves.

When the pasting is finished, put the pages
under some heavy weight —a large book will
do—and let them remain overnight.

Next cut two pieces of thin pasteboard,
each fourteen inches long and eleven inches
wide, and one piece of figured cretonne— a
dark, but not black ground, with gay colors—
fifteen inches long and eleven inches wide. Lay
the pasteboard pieces on the wrong side of
the cretonne, leaving a space one inch and a
half wide between the two, and baste the cre.
tonne down over the top, bottom, and outer
side of each, turning down and basting the
same width upon the space between the two
pieces. Lay the yellow and the pink single
pages upon the pasteboard covers, turn the
edges in, and hem them down on the eretonne
along the top, bottom, and outer sides, letting
the fourth raw edge lie smoothly upon the
cretonne between the two covers..

Put a row of machine-stitching through che-
tonne, pasteboard, and lining on the sides of
the covers next to the centre. Lastly, baste
all the leaves together on the sides which
Yave no buttonhole_sitching, lay the pile care-
fally exactly midway between the covers, fold
the two covers over them, so that their outer
edges meet, and with the sewing-machine
stitch onme row through the cretonne and the
leaves half an inch from the edge of the fold
ir. the centre of the cover, and a second one-
eighth of an inch inside, between it and the
middle of the cover. This method fastens the
pages securely, and yet leaves ample room for
them to turn freely and open to their full
width.—Harpers’ Bazar.

A Bad Foundation.

.. Passing along the street the other day, Y
saw a crowd collected around an unfinished
building. I stopped and soon learned that the
side wall of the house had fallen, killing two
men and wounding several others. The ques-
tions passed from lip to lip, ‘How was it?
‘Why did it fall? ‘Who is to blame?

‘The cause is plain enough,’ said a man, evi.
dently a builder, pointing to the base of the
building; ‘it had a bad foundation—too weak
by half for such a wall’ ¢

I passed round to the front; it was tall and
stately, of red brick, with white marble cap-
pings.rand ornaments—altogether a fair and
ncble house, and, but for the terrible gap,-
pleasant to;look upon.

With a sad heart I went on my way.  Two
souls gone to their last account, and wound.
ed sufferers left to drag out weary days and
nights, all because somebody laid a bad foun-
dation. What folly, nay, what guilt, thus to
endanger human life! Ah, yes, it is not only
a thoughtless, but a wicked thing to lay a
bad foundation, and yet how many are every
day guilty of it!

The schoolboy who is only studious and quiet
when the teacher’s eye is upon him, who will
get the answers to his problems by the ‘key;
or from another boy’s slate, instead of work.
ing them out himself; who’ will break rules
whenever he can do so without being punish-
cd: or who will spend the day in the streed
playing truant when his parents think he is
at school, is laying a bad foundation.

The girl who is careless and untidy as to her
dress, who is in too much haste to set her
room in order neatly and thoronghly, is laying
a bad foundatiom. ; 555

Worse still the boy or girl who is ill-tem-
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pered or sullen when asked to assist at home,
to fetch a pail of water or a stick of wood,
to amuse the younger children or rock the
cradle; the boy or girl who says, ‘I don’t want
to,” when such little services are needed, or
goes grumbling to do them, is laying a bad
foundation,

The boy who ia tempted by the open shop
on Sunday to spend his missionary money and
yields; who, tempted on a bnght day to
take a walk, a ride, or sail, instead of going
to Sunday-school, and yields, is laying a bad
foundation.

The boy who turns over for another little
nap after he is called in the morning; who
thinks ‘it will do just as well to-morrow’ when
there is anything unpleasant to be done, for-
getting that to-morrow never comes, is laying
a bad foundation.

All these boys and girls are builders, and
character is the structure they are rearing.
There are thousands who make sad mistakes;
_ ddleness, delay, want of resolution, dishonesty
in small things, Sabbath-breaking, drinking,
gambling, falsehood, theft—these are all laxd
in the foundation.

Fatal errors they often prove. Later in
life, what should be the strong and noble
character of a man, beautiful to contemnlate,
falls with a sudden crash that buries him for
ever from the respect of good men, and leaves
his soul a wreck for eternity.

Little builders, lay the foundation firm and
sure and strong. TLook well to the little weak
places: make them secure. Ask daily help
from God and He will aid you to build a

good and {rue character, such as even Hig pure

eyes may look .upon with pleasure.—‘Child’s
Companion.”

Weighted Down.

A Little Picture of a Great Empire.

A girl visitor from America was walking
in the streets of a Chinese city one day thh
& missionary friend, when she noticed some..
thing strange about the children. They seem.
ed to be playing avery happily; but why did
they fall about so muth? A chupby, orange.
tinted boy, who was the leader of - the game,

secemed to gnt“ mm tumbles f-hu any d ﬁh 7

others.

Presently thc boy came up to the visitor
and her missionary-guide. It was easy to see
that there was something that hampered his
movements, and presently he again tumbled
headlong. As he approached, his mother came
too, hurying forward on her tiny deformed
feet to see what the ‘foreign dev;ls were go-
ing to say to her child.

A few words from the missionary caused
her to give a laugh of amusement. Why did
the child fall so often? Oh, she would sooa
ebow them. Then she lifted the little fellow
from the ground, and, to their surprxse, began
to unfasten the baggy little pair of trousers
he wore. It was an outer trousers, tied at
the waist over a smaller pair. And then—
well, then she began to swing the child to and
fro by the heels.

Great was the amazement of the atnmger

to see a shower of sand, pebbles, and even
large stones fall to the ground from the loos-
“ened garments, while the mother told the rea-
A0 <0 this curim custom.

*Our little ~ones would run away from. thexr
mll—too%d }ﬂd .
them down wxéh stones,’ she said, pointing
with pride to the heap of stones that had
served to anchor her offspring. ‘When they try
to run away they are sure to lose their bal-
ance as the stones begm to awing back and
forth’ :

As the mother q:oko she qmuzly refilled the
 s#eat of Ah Sin’s trousers, and in a few min-
- utes he was again bobbing about the narrow,

ﬂ!«sme}lmg ntmt ns if mthing unumal lmd
oceurred.

“ The mkdlomry lookzd“tt bho httle girl’s
‘puzzled face. ‘Child, she said gently, ‘China
- je weighted down, just as little Ah Sin is,

with the stones of heathendom, with all e

wiekodnaas and superstition.  There is but

~ unless we ~weighted

~ one hope for the people of e e It is
 that ’ehey my one day becom’”m m of
) = Inét

lions who have never so much as heard of
cur blessed Saviour.

China calls urgently for the Gospel. In the
days to come that great Empire, with its four
hundred million souls, will be a ruling power
in the world. We should pray that she may
receive Jesus now, so that she may be a
CkLristian and not a heathen power, and march

te her great destiny under the banner of the
Crosa.

Take a Little Trouble.

A girl told me last week that she despised

girls who cared for popularity; that she
wouldn’t turn aside a hair's breadth-.to make
anybody like her; that she was bent on being

sincere and candid, and had a supreme con-
tempt for diplomacy, and tact, and every sort
of social cleverness. 1 think this girl is be-
ginning life in a mistaken fashion. To please
people, to be one’s self pleased with people, a
little trouble must be taken, and the person
who never - conciliates, never compliments,
never says the gracious word and smiles on
those around her in cheery and sunny fashion
is, I am afraid, selfish.

There i8 a beautiful sentence in the Bibley
‘For even Christ pleased not Himself,” and we
may well adopt it for our own precept, as
Whittier wrote:

‘Our Lord and Master of us all!
Whate’er our name or sign,
We own Thy sway, we hear Thy call,
We test our lives by Thine.’
—Australian ‘Globe.

Driving Home a Fact.

If only the folks who waste their money
strong drink could be made to think sohdly

for one five minutes, what mighty accessions

to the Temperance army we might record! An
admirable instance of the truth of this asser-
tion is related by a London city missionary,
who for some years has visited thousands of
men employed in the glass factories of South
London. Among other methods for bencﬁtm,;
tiese toilers, he has instituted classes for sim-
ple educational instruction. Some months ago
a man who was receiving tuition in arithme-
tic was set a signifieant problem as part of his
lesson, namely, the cost per annum of three
pints of beer a day, at sixpence, Having found
the sum total, he was to show how much
could be purchased if the same amount were

invested in clothes and househoid necessities

for self, wife, and children. The man work-
ei the problem so effectively that both he and
his wife were utterly astonished at the truth
revealed by the figures, and at once sincerely
resolved to give up their beer.  This ias al-
ready proved but the first step to higher social
anc religious advancement. Why don’t drink-
ers think?—The ‘Alliance News.’

Blind to Opportunities.

There is a story that the queen of Kngland,
in one of her Wandexmgs among the cottages
of the poor, was caught in a shower. knter-
ugg the dwelling of an. old woman, she za:d:

“Wiil you lend me an umbrella?’

“I hae twa umbrellu, said the old woman:

‘ane is a guid ane, tother verra old. ¥o;x

~may take this; I guess T'll never see it again,’

and she handed over the old umbrella, whica
showed its ribs through its coarse, torn cover.
The vigitor took the umbrella, which was
better than nothing, and went forth into the
rain, The next day one of Her Majesty’s ser-
vants returned the umbrella, and then b e cot-
tager knew what she had missed.

‘Ay, ay; had T but kenned who it was that
‘asked for the loan, she wad hae been welcome
to the best of a’ that I hae in the world,” ex-
claimed the mortified old woman. She had
missed her opportumty ; she dxd not know Ler
vigitor,: -

To the woman by Jncob’s wzﬂ the Savicur
said, ‘If thou knewest the gift of God, and
who it ie that saith to thee, Give me 1o
drink, thou wouldest have asked of ‘Him, and
He Vould have gnfen tkge h’vmx water.’—Se-

‘newing, whj
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Ready for Whatever Comes.

Self-control in trifles trains to self-control
in crises. There is such a thing as the habik
of mastery. When we accustom ourselves to
deny the body in lesser matters, we are sure-
ly storing up power for victory in some great
temptation. On the other hand it is impos-
sible to yield to all the impulses of self in
things that seem of small importance, and
when one day suddenly rise to conquest when
a great struggle is on. We are preparing to-
day for to-morrow’s defeat or victory.

——tili—

Don’t Do It.

If you want to miss the strife,

As you move along through life,
,Here are some things—just a few-—
I'd advise you not to do:

Don’t worry,

(Don’t do it!);
Don’t hurry,

(Don’t do it!);

Don’t borrow,
(Don’t do it!);

Don’t sorrow,
(Don't do itl);

Don’t meddle,
(Don't do it!l);

Don’t peddle,
(Don't do it!);

Don’t tattle,
(Don't do it!);

Don’t battle,
(Don't do it!);

Don’t squander,
{Don’t do it!);
Don’t wander,

(Don't do it!);

Don’t snicker,
(Don't do it!);

Don’t diquor,
(Pon’t do it!);

If yow'd be a happy man,
Build your life on such a plan;
I eontentment you would woo,
Things aforesaid do not do.
_.—The ‘Adviser.

Pollywog Philesophy.

The tadpoles all sat in the river and said:

‘Fow lueky we are to be all tail and head! .

Just think how we’d feel if we were as absurd.

As a goggle-eyed fish or a .feathery bird!’ «
‘Oly, wozse still!’ they eried, ! il
‘We would wish we had died; ;

Tf. instead of our being such nice pp]lywﬂgum

Mother Nature had made us all into gl:een

frogs!’ SN
The dignified frogs sat on green lxly_pads
And said: ‘How ahsurd to say we sprang from

tads!
From the little black tadpnlea, all tail and a}l
head! ; > fin
“But it ean not he so! EE I
‘For hew could we grow &

So beautiful if we had been pullywags? _
Nt! N‘o' We haVe alwa);"a been dlgmﬁod fraga k'

And the fen.tbery blrdl hlgh up in the tree, o
Sang: “The world s as funny a8 funmy can
: bel?
—-—‘Washmgton P::_b

EETTEIR

‘Does Your Subscription Ex-

plre This Month?

Would each subscriber kindly look :t fbb $
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on is November, it is time that renevule ‘!wrk
sent in so as to avoid losing a singl
‘As renewals always date from the ex
the old subscriptions, subscribers lose mzlzin‘
by "mi:mng a little in advance. )
not take advantage of thq ﬂnb

c),ubbing ers lnnounced qlsevheu m ﬂlh
igsuel :
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If I Kncw.

#f I knew the box where the smiles were kept,
No matter how large the key

Or strong the bolt, 1 would try so hard,
‘Twould open, I know, for mie.

Then over the land and the sea, broadcast,
I’d seatter the smiles to play,

That the children’s faces might hold them fast
For many and many a day.

If T knew a box that was large enough
To hold all the frowns I meet,
I would like to gather them every one,
From nursery, school and street,
Then, folding and holding, I'd pack themt in,
And, turning the monster key,
T'd hire a giant to drop the box
To the depth of the deepest sea.
—Maud Wyman, in ‘Worthington’s Magazine.

The Organ-man.

A poor Italian, weary and footsore, turned
cut of the public throughfare into a yard-way
one evening, and sat down there to rest him-
eelf, and to count the money he had received
during the day. His organ was at his back,

and his little monkey, perched upon the top of

it, was playing his merry antics, atogether
unconscious that his ‘master was so weary in
bedy and troubled in mind.

The poor ‘'man had travelled many miles
that day, hoping that by getting as far as
poesible from the streets where he was known
he might obtain the more money. But he was
grievously disappointed; he had not even re-
ceived enough to pay for the hire of his in-
strument. o 3

‘Ces,’ he thought, as he finished counting

his coppers, ‘that is all there is, and I want

threepence  more.
from?
the rest of the journey home, and I can tra-
vel no further out of my way to-night, Abh,
me! I wish I had stayed in sunny Italy. Lon-
don the place to get rich in?—how could I
have beenso foolish as to believe it? Better
Lave been following the plough in my own
dear land than leading such a life as this’

As the poor man mused thus with himself,
two or three boys gathered round, amused by
the tricks of the monkey, who, secing that his
master would take no notice of him, was in.
dulging in a variety of performances on his
own account, A

Amongst these boys was one, rougher-look.
ing than the rest, who, dressed in a suit of
corduroy, with a 'dirty apron twisted round
his waist, seemed to be returning home from
work, To tell the truth, he was more inter-
ested in the man than the monkey, and when
he saw him for the second or third time take
his money from his pocket and count it over
again, he said: o

‘What’s the matter? shalll I count it for
you? z
_ The man looked into his face with a keen,
penetrating glance, He seemed to be satisfied
with the boy’s look for his features relaxed
irto a faint emile, and he replied, in broken
English, “Oh, no, no, no; me can count very
well, very well. There is just one threepence
toy littlee. Me do want three more pennies
fo; to pay.

“To pay? said the boy.

‘Yes,’ replied the man, laying hié hand upon
the organ. ‘Me do want for this to pay, three
penniee.’ 2 o«

‘Oh, ah, yes,’ said the boy. ‘I see; you(hmve
it out, and pay so much a day for it} 1

“That is it, that is right,’ replied the man.

‘Well, why don’t you play up and get it?

But where is that to come

. eaid the boy.

‘It cannot come,’ replied the organ-man.
‘Me get one ha’penny for the last two hour.
~ At this moment an old gentleman, passing
the end of the yard, saw the boys gathered
round the Italian. Wondering whether any.
thing wae amiss, he joined the group.

“What is the matter? he asked, looking
from one to the other for an answer.

‘Ok, if you please, sir) said the boy with
the apron, ‘this ’ere orgin-man ain’t got enough
money to iake hiome for his orgin; he wants
threepence more’n he's got.

I know I shall get nothing more on-

%Ah!’ said the old gentleman, with a good-
Lumored twinkle of the eyes, ‘I never encour-
age organ-men. They will annoy me with
their grinding when I want to read or write
in quietness; and they will not go away when
they are requested to do-so.

‘Ah, but this one ain’t one o’ that sort, sir,’
said the boy: ‘He always comes to our house
on washin’ days, and plays to my little bro-
ther and eister at the window; and my mo-
ther always gives ’ém a ha’penny a-piece to
give to him because he amuses ’em for such a
Ieng while. If T had threepence,” he added, ‘I’d
give it him myself.’

‘Do you really mean to say,’ asked the old
gentleman, ‘that if you had the money yo
weuld give it to this man? :

‘Why, yes, sir; answered the boy; ‘if he
den’t pay for his orgin to-night he won’t be
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key seemed to become frantic with delight, and
began to run backwards and forwards on iue
top of the instrument, taking off his hat and
bcwing, and kissing ‘his hand in such a way,
that he set the boys screaming with laughter,
TLe old gentleman seemed to be as mueh
amused as any of them, and when at length
ihe monkey  ceased his antics, he turmed tal
the boy and said—‘Come, my lad, you began
this business, you ought to finish it. Ask
the man how he is going to get his supper to-
night.’

The boy did so; and after some little diffi.
culty the Italian made it understood that he
would have to depend on the generosity of his
brother organ-men for a supper, and hope to
be able to return the kindness another time.

‘Here, my- friend,’ said the old gentleman,
putting something into his hand. ‘Here are

T
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able to have it out to.morrow, will you, Mis-
ter?

The man shook his head; whereupon, the
monkey did the same.

“Well,” said the old gentleman, ‘look here,

my boy. Here is threepence for you. Do as

you like with it. Tf you like to give it to
thie man, do 8o; if you prefer tokeep it, keep it.’

‘Thank’ee, sir, said the boy, taking = the
nioney, Then, passing ‘it to the organ-man,
he said, Necs

‘Here you are, Mister. Now you e¢an go
Lume all right” "

As the poor man took the money he looked
{from one to the other not knowing how to ex-
prees his thanks.
cut:—You are one boy most, most good. And
the gentleman is one gentleman, excellent.
Then, starting up. he turned to the monkey,
and, showinz him the inoney. said some.nimg
in his own language. In a moment the mon-

At length he gtammered

a few pence to get you some supper. Thank
this boy for it; it is entirely through him
that I noticed you at all. Good-bye, my lad,’
he: gaid, turning to go; ‘you have a kind heart;
keep it, .and God will reward you.

The Italian held his hat in his hand until
tlie old, gentleman had passed out of the
gateway, as did also the monkey; then, put.
ting the little fellow in the bosom of his
jacket, he lifted his organ on to his back.
When he had got it right, he turned to the
boy. Taking him by the hand he said—

“You are my very, very good friend. You
will be forgotten, not ever.’

' ‘Good-bye,’ gaid the boy.

‘Good-bye,’ returned- the' man, And witn a

keavier pocket, and therefore a lighter heart,

“he went on his way. -

‘Whatsoever ye ~wouid that men should de
to you, do ye even so to them’.—‘Children’s
Friend. i .
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‘Naps, Better Than Nips,'

. A good many people might take this advice
of the Bishop of Manchester to heart with
profit to themselves:

‘Brain weariness, he said, ‘was inseparable
from the busy and strenuous, or even the so-
ciety life as now led; without a “nip” the day
eannot be got through. One thing was cer-
tain—that if you stimulated the weary brain
by taking a dram you weakened it, and tae
next day it would not be able to do as much

work as before without an extra peg. When

the brain is weary it wants rest, and rest can
be gained either by taking a nap or turning
to some other employment. ' The Duke of Wel-
lington took a ten minutes’ nap’ before tne
Battle of Salamanca, and woke up fresh and
alert for the task before him. Brain-fag should
be cured by a nap, and not by a nip’ \

———

The Slave of a Slave,
{Amy Wellington. in the ‘Comrade.’)

One December evening - the Tomboy was
:pungmg’ home after dark. It had been smpw-
ing all day long—one of those gentle. cling-
ing storms; lamp-posts and houses, the old
ehurch steeple—each common object, all
to_uphed with snow, loomed beautifully unfa-
m:hflr; but now, only a few last flakes glint-
}ed in the lamplight, and the white, quiet
/streets were growing lively again. Boys and
men were out with shovels, eager for the job
of clearing a sidewalk, and sleighs ran easily
along.

The Tomboy jumped off the back of a_pung,
with a good-night to the obliging driver, and
plunged dowh a side street which led to a
poor quarter of the tbwn.  She made deep
tracks with her new rubber boots, and scoop-
ed up'the snow for balls. Away they flew,
hitting fence and lamp-post. cross old gentle-
man’s neck, anything for a target, till sud-
denly she stopped with.a half-made ball n

i ber hand, gfor there, before her, on the side-

walk was a woman shovelling a woman m
@ calico dress, trying to keep a thin shawl
palbout her shoulders while ehe scraped the
snow into the gutter. The light from a
etreet lamp fell on one of those quenched
young faces, not uncommon in that part of
the town. The Tomboy had seen it often at
the window. =

‘What are you doing that for? she asked.

‘L want to get it done before my man comes
tome,’ angwered the woman, dully.

‘Well, you go into the house and get warm,
and DTll do it eaid the child, impulsively
eeizing the shovel.

After a feeble resistance the woman let go
the handle and went in-doors, looking back
Jdoubtfully; but the sturdy little girl, with
ibe compelling dark eyes, began to cut the
spow in neat blocks and tose them far into
the street, a8 she had seen men do. Her
cheeks grew warm and roey as her red tam
o’ ghanter, and 8o did her strong little hands,

~ until she was obliged to stop a minute and

pull off her wet mittens. Just then she felt
gomeone looking at her, and, turning quick-
Jy, saw a man near the doorstep—a big, red-
faced man in a woollen sweater and warm
overcoat, carrying a dinner-pail and smelling

of whiskey. He was eyeing her curiously, but '

ac soon as she saw him he went into the
‘house without a word. : %
Presently the woman appeared, distressed
and flurried. She put a nickle in the Tom-
boy’s hand, saying: ‘My man told me to give

' ~ you this’

“You keep it returned the child.
donw’t let him know,’ she cautioned.

The woman’s fingers shut greedily over the
bit of money; she and the Tomboy were very
close together now, and the child questioned
pessionately: ‘Why don’t you run away from
km? I would? .

‘[ can’t, the woman faltered.

‘But

“There’s the
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beby; he’s ailin’—and I ain’t very strong yet.
Besides, I can’t find work. ‘And he says he’d
take the baby. Then, as if ‘afraid of what
she had uttered, the woman shrank within;
end as the door closed upon her the Tomboly
heard a baby screaming.

Ah, the incomprehensible weakness and the
shame! She had never seen anything quite
86 bad as this. She had heard the drunken
curse, she had watched her own mother’s
tears while her little ‘heart was throbbing
fiercely. As the Tomboy shovelled -on in one
of those wild revolts that rent her childhood,
the blocks of snow weighed heavy and heavier,
but she did not care; she did not care if her
arms broke with aching; she would clear that
sidewalk to the end; which she did scrupulous-
ly. then rang the door-bell, and the woman
answered.

‘Don’t be afraid!’ the child -insisted, as &he
handed back the shovel and asked for a
broom; but the woman hastily shut the door
in her face. She had said too much already,
and she was afraid her man might hear.

So the Tomboy trudged wearily home, late
tc supper, thinking she was glad she wasn't
2 woman; but then she had made up her
mind long ago that she would ‘never be a ‘Wwo-
man!’ And she thrust her little hands into
ter pockets with a sudden satisfaction, for
che had earned a five-cent piece.—The ‘Com-
rade,’

A Place for the Boys.

Our boys must walk somewhere; and what if
their feet,
Sent out of our houses, sent into the street,

Should step round the corner and pause at
the door

Where” other boys’ feet have passed often be-
fore? \

Should pase through the gateway of glittering
light,

Where Jgokes that are merry and songs that
are bright

Ring out a warm welcome with flattering
voice,

And temptingly eay: ‘Here’s a place for the
boys

Ah, what if they should? What if your boy
and mine

Should eross o’er the threshold @ which marks

out the line
‘T'wixt virtue and vice, ’twixt pureness and
sin,
And leave all his innocent boyhood within?
On, what if they should—because you and I,
While the days and the months and the years
hurry by, :
Are too busy with cares and with life’s fleet-
: ing joys, :
To make round our hearthstone a place for
the boys?
There’s a place for the boys.
"~ .somewhere;
And if our own homes are too daintily fair
For the touch of their fingers, the tread of
their feet, > ‘
They’ll find it, and find 1t alas! in the street,
’Mid the gildings of sin and the glitter of

They find it

vice,
And with heartaches and longings we pay a
dear price .
Tor the getting of that which our lifetime em-
ploys, '
1f we fail to provide a place for the boys.

—Anonymous.

Just Too Late.
(Continued.)

But a far greater trouble was the know-
ledge that overtook me before that year was
very old—the fact that she sometimes par-
took too freely of the stimulants than was at
all right; and my fears for her produced a
state of nerves which threatened to render me
unfit for my duties. In the midst of all this it

occurred to me to ask our old friend, Dr. Bell,

to pay us a visit.

‘I?IZ was a singularly attractive as well as a
gifted man, and I hoped great things from his
influence. He arrived in due course, and to
my delight Nora was completely captivated
with him and never so pleased as when in his
company. : J

Jle ninde ne remark  upon her state ot
health until the last cvening of his stay, ak

though I had tried to introduce the subjeet
many times.

‘How well T remember that night! Nora,
who was a little better, had been singing to us
and had enchanted our guest with her beaunti-
ful rendering of some of his favorite ballads.
Very lovely she looked in her soft white even-
ing dress, the brilliant blush I had learned to
dread enhancing her brauty.

‘The good doctor watched her intently, and
when she had left us to retire for the night,
he said, with a little sigh: “She is quite a
flower, a lovely, still half-folded bud, this lit-
tle wife of yours, my dear Atherton; I have
not seen anything so fair for years; but you
must act before it is too late, or it will be ruin
—utter ruin of body and soul.”

‘He laid a kindly hand upon my arm as he
spoke, seeing my look of horror, and con-
tinued: ‘You asked me for the real truth 1
am grieved to give you pain, but you leave me
no alternative. There is terrible danger ahead
in your wife’s case, and unless you keep her
from every kind of strong drink, I tell you
plainly there is no hope; she will become a
confirmed drunkard.” ;

‘Can I ever forget that horrible moment
when my dear old friend said this in hushed
tones and with a look full of intense pity!’
said Anselm Atherton, with a ring of bitter
anguish in his voice that went to his friend’s
heart.

‘I had already, as I told you, grave suspl-
cions of my own, and I knew my friend was
not the man to confirm them without excei-
lent foundation for so doing.

‘Tt will be a severe trial of your love and
patience, but you must be¢ firm,” he said, as
I sat like one stunned. “Your Nora is young,
and there is every reason to hope for a per-
fect cure. The greatest danger with her is
her ‘excitable temperament, and were she o
continue taking stimulants as she is undoubt-
edly doing now in considerable quantities, 1
feel tolerably certain it would end in insanity.
It is the only remedy, believe me. in hér case
no plans of the dangerous doctrine of modera-
tion will suffice. It must from this hour be
with your poor wife, as it should be with
everyone under God’s sky: “Touch not, taste
not, handle not.”’ Then in the kindest way
Dr. Bell went on to give advice as to the fu-
ture,

““If you feel unable to undertake the task
before you, I strongly advise you to send your
wife to a Home where such cases are often
successfully treated. I question your abilify
to do it yourself. You will find it uphill work,”.
were his parting words to me the next day. ;

‘Perhaps you can imagine my feelings when
the good doctor had gome. For hours 1 post-
poned the dreaded interview -with my wife,
feeling too dazed and worried to attemd to
my round of parish visiting. I knew how
Nora had been trained to regard strong drink,
and how spoiled she had been also, and could
picture what her anger would be; but I was
totally unprepared for the violent outburst
of passion I had never dreamed her capable
of showing. . :

‘It was a sad experience, and had 1 acted
upon Dr. Bell’s advice its sadness would prob-
ably have ended there. I could not endure the
thought of parting with my darling, and yield-
ed at length to her tearful entreatiés that she
should remain at home and relinquish what
was 80 ruinous to her health and happiness by
degrees; and with my old friend’s aid obtained

_ a kind of maid attendant, who, unknown to

Nora, had been used to the care of similar
cases, hoping great things for the future.

‘But I did not banish the demon from my
home, and I was bitterly punished. Would
that I had been firm, as the doctor advised.

‘I must not detain you much longer, Hey-
wood, dear boy, I know you have an appoint-
ment for to-night, so I will hasten on with-
out detailing all I went through at that
time.

(To be Continued.)

Sample Copies,

Any subscriber who would like"to have spe-
cimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
ta friends can send the names with addresses
and we will Le pleased to supply them, free
uf cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness: and

“World Wide’ wi'l also be sent free on appli-

e tion.
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Little Mischief. Who would be the owner

Of such a naughty boy?

Yet he’s mother’s darling,
Her plague, her care, her joy.
—¢Little Folks.’

Who knows little Mischief?
He lives in our house,

Now upstairs, now downstairs,
As restless as a mouse.

PR ARSI Sal R

Little Tea Leaves.

(By Frank H. Sweet, in the ‘S. 8.
Advocate.’) -

! All Canton village was astir!
The big. folks, that is, the women
folks, were beginning the New
Year with all sorts of resolves, that
should reach forth into doing a
vast deal of good to everybody,
even the heathen. They had any
number of meetings about the best
way of doing things; and they had
missionaries, who were just fresh
from their work, to speak to them
and set things in motion.

‘Why shouldn’t the children
have a chance?

That’s what Crinkle - Alison
thought about it. And when a
thought entered Crinkle’s -little
Screamed for half a moment curly pate that very moment she

Because he’d ‘bwoke’ his head. jumped up and set the thought into
7 action.

Then some sudden fancy Having found her pencil and

-Took him out of sight; paper, bang went the big drawer,
Soon we found him cleaning. and off started Crinkle at full

Shoes with all his might. speed. By dinner time she had

This morning, very early,
He tumbled out of bed,

LITTLE, MISCHIEF.

Tangled were his golden lock, every girl in the village rall ex-
Smeared his nose and chin— citement over the plan that, as soon
It looked as though a blacking-pot as she began to talk, rapidly un-
My lord had tumbled in. folded itself in her active little

. brain.
No one knew what xt was going
- to be, or had very clear ideas of
what was expected of them. Only
that there were to be meetings, and

Now he’s in the kitchen,
Dancing here and there,
Breaking, peeping, laughing,

Without a thought or care.

everybody was to have a good
time.

‘I don’t quite know, said one
gentle mother to another, ‘whether
it is best to let these little things
go on with this work. They don’t
understand, I'm afraid, how solemn
it all is.’

‘Let them alone,’ said the other,
wisely, ‘and they will find out for
themselves. Little humming birds
don’t expect to do the work of old
sober sparrows like you or 1. But
they're needed all the same.

And so, on New Year’s after-
noon, there were thirteen little
girls in Crinkle Alison’s best par-
lor, that, considering the day and
the occasion, her mother had
allowed her to open. ‘Thirteen and
a half, as one of the girls said, be-
cause Teddy Bunce was along,
having come with his sister Nancy,
who would have been obliged to
stay at home had she not brought
her little brother. ‘But then he
wears skirts,” the girl added.

‘Never mind,” said President
Crinkle, perched up in the highest
and best chair to give her impor-
tance. As she had added the new
dictionary, she looked fully head

and shoulders above all the other

girls. - Her feet dangled helplessly
to be sure, and it wasn’t polite to
swing them. Aloud she spoke -up
with great dignity: ‘Teddy can
stay, ’cause we want Nancy. But
be mustn’t talk, ’cause he ain’t a
girl.

‘Yow! said Teddy, who had been
peacefully chewing a corn-ball, ‘I

want to talk some, I do.” And just .

because he was told not to talk, he
put down his sticky corn-ball on
Mrs. Alison’s red-and-white table-
mat, opened his chubby mouth, and
let out a perfect stream of baby
prattle.

‘You mustn’t do that!? cried Pre-
sident Crinkle, jumping down from

_her high perch, glad of the chance

to stretch out a bit, and running
up to rescue the mat. She held up
the pretty red-and-white affair, her
mother’s great pride, with one
hand, while she snapped the of-
fending corn-ball clear across the
table with the other.

‘Yow! yow! came now in good
earnest from number thirteen-and-
a-half; ‘dat’s mine—mi—ine! and
he struggled to recover his goods.

‘You’d no right to do that,’ said
Nancy, with a very red face, trying
to hold the little brown apron, and
vet keep clear of the stout little
shoes that were kicking lustlly on
all sides at once!

‘Mi—ine! Mi—ine! struck in
Ted, whenever he had a chance.
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" Here was a pretty state of af-
‘fairs. And on New Year’s Day,
" too! And before anybody knew it,
“the room was in one great com-
motion, just as they say it is in the
~ big hall of Congress sometimes.
~ Half of the girls took sides with
President Crinkle, and half with
~ Nancy.
: ‘Children,” came a quiet voice
’ ~ suddenly from the door, ‘what is
: ~ the name of your society?”

~ President Crinkle flew at once

for her chair, the seat of honor,

while each girl slipped into the
~ nearest place that could hold an

- active little body, and Nancy clap-

ped her hand over Ted’s mouth.

- ‘We haven’t thought of it,” said

/the president, meekly. Oh, how

~ ashamed they felt!

‘You live in Canton,’ said mother,
~after a moment’s silence. ‘How

' .Would “The Little Tea Leaves” do?

- May your good deeds and words

g0 out to comfort and refresh all
- the world, even as the plant, whose

- name you would bear!

~ She shut the door. Down flew

Premdent Crinkle again from her
~chair; and this time something
“shone in her eye, as she rushed up
- to Nancy and little Ted, who was
~ beginning on another howl

‘I can’t be a Tea Leaf, Nancy,’

- she said, ‘unless I comfort and

- fresh. Oh Tm dreadful sorry I
shapped h1s corn-ball?

~ Bhe leaned over and gave Ted a

Elsa on the tip of his chubby nose.

‘He shouldn’t a-done it said

~ Nancy, while a pretty pink flush

~ mounted up to her forehead. ‘And

- I'm so sorry he spoilt your ma’s
~ pretty mat. I am’

~ And then, all the corn-ball girls

& rushed immediately into the no-

- corn-ball girls’ arms, and kissed
~ and made up on the spot! And the
- meeting began!

‘We're Tea Leaves, said the pre-
~gident in her loudest voice, ‘and
~ we’re goin’ to comfort and ’fresh
.~ _everybody through the year Let’s

~ all vote “Yes”’

- And every Tea Leaf there sald

Yes’ as sedately as if they were
- grown up, while Ted, smiling

through big tears, hugged his
orn-ball and murmured happily
‘Mi—ne?
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The M'olass:es Dress.

= (Ceha M. Stone, in the ‘Znon’s

aa Herald)) :
(40 mamma, may I go to Ada
Mabry’s to a candy-pull, just as
sao:u 'as school is done" She has

.
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ship. ‘T remember how I used to
enjoy candy-pulls’

‘And, mamma; may I wear my
new white dress that Auntie sent
me?  Lottie Barber says she
guesses she shall wear her next to
the best white, and Pearl Strout
said she almost knew her mother
would let her wear her white, and
Mamie Gould said she knew she
could wear hers, only it was too
shrunk up for anything, and—and
—may I, mamma, wear my pretty
new one?

‘Oh, no, dearie, it would not be
at all suitable. I couldn’t think of
letting you wear yours, even if the
other girls should wear theirs.’

‘Well, mamma, what shall I
wear?

‘Your pink dimity is 211 done up
fresh.’

"“Yes, but it’s faded”’

‘1 know it, but I think it will
answer nicely for a candy-pull.
We will put it on now so that you
will be all ready to go after school.

Anna Winship was too well
brought up to tease, but the pink
dimity was never a favorite, and
to-day it was a trifle homelier than
ever. She could not help two large
tears that came and ran down her
cheeks right on to the dimity. Of
course mamma did not see them,
for she did not say anything about
the two spots where the starch
was all gone, and, with a good-bye
kiss, away ran Anna to school.

The afternoon was a little long
to the six little girls, but away
they went to Ada’s house as soon
as dismissed. Mrs. Mabry met
them at the door with a very
pleasant smile, and all went
directly to the Kkitchen. Anna
Winship had looked in vain for the
white dresses that the girls had
hoped to wear. Not one had even
a freshly-ironed dress except her-
self.

Ada Mabry measured out the

molasses, put on a clean apron, and

the fun began. Just then Jennie

Morton said: ‘O Ada, let me make

the candy, and the rest ot you may
pull it> :

The girls all hked Jennie M0r~
ton, but she was so heedless that
something was always happenmg
to her. Ada Mabry did not know
what to do.
guests, and she wanted them all to
have a good time; but something
would happen if Jennie tried to
make the candy, so she said
gently: ‘It will be pretty warm
work to stand over the stove and
make it, but you shall not pull it
if you don’t want to.’

‘Oh, I don’t mind that and ’m
used to all kinds of kettles,’ she

e e i B e, & STl o 1oy i ol

‘Whatever work comes

The girls were her

11

added, as Ada explained that it
was one of those kettles that had
to be steadied on the side, or it
would tip.

She seemed to want to do it so
much that Ada gave her the chance,
and the six little girls grouped
around her.

‘Why there isn’t fire enough.
This molasses isn’t warm yet.
Please hand me a’'stick of wood,
Anna. T lift the kettle and put
the wood in at the top.

She raised the kettle and in a
minute Anna Winshop was covered
with molasses from hLer neck to her
feet.

Jennie stopped = stirring Iong
enough to say: ‘Too bad, Anmna!
Lucky for you the molasses wasn't
hot. I forgot to steady the kettle,
and I'm sorry to lose so much
molasses;” and then she went on
making the candy.

Poor Anna! It almost looked as
if she would have to go home and
lose the party after all, but Mrs.
Mabry brought a dress, stockings
and shoes for her to put on. To be
sure, they were Ada’s and were
much too large, but Anna did not
mind that.

When the party was over, how
Anna did hug and kiss her mother,
saying, between the hugs: ‘I am
so glad that you didn't let me wear
the white dress! I'm sorry I cried
over the dimity if you didn’t see me
cry! Mammas do know best, don’t

‘they?

The molasses never quite washed
out of the dimity, and the little
yellow rivers always seemed to say:
‘Aren’t you glad we are not on the
white dress?

Do Your Best,

Do your best, your very best,
And do it every day,

Little boys and little girls,

That is the wisest Way

to your
hand, :
At home or at your schoo},
Do your best with right goodwﬂl
It m ‘the golden rule. :

For he who always does his best,
His best will better grow;
But he who shirks or slights his
task
Lets all the better go.

What if your lessons should be
hard?
You need not yield to sorrow,

‘For he who bravely works to-day,

His tasks grow light to-morrow.
- —RBelected.
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Correspondence

K., Ont.
" Dear Editor,—I am a little girl twelve years
old, and go to school. We have a pet colt, a
black kitten, and a dog. We live on a farm,
sabout six miles from a town.

The R. river runs by our house, and it is
very nice to go boating in summer. I was away
wigiting a number of times in summer nolidays.

M. M.
D., P. Que.

Dear Editor,—This is my first attempt to
write to the ‘Messenger.’ I only commenced
to take it the first of the year, and enjoy

PTHE MBSSBNGEBR,

of all kinds are offered from schools, etc. The
busy little town is improving very much. Uar
Academy has been lately improved by paints
ing, varnishing ete. There are three depart-
ments, with one hundred and sixty schoiars in
the three rooms. The Girls’ G. M. E. C. Club
is going on with great interest. Our pastor has
organized a boys’ and girls’ Christian League.
RENA JEFFERS.

[You forgot to send the answers with your

riddles, Rena.—Ed.]

OTHER LETTERS.

Isobel Reeves, C., Ont.,is having ‘lots of fun
playing in the autumn leaves’ We will keep
you story, Isobel, to publish later on.

Janie L. Libbie, B., N.B., also sends a story,
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OUR PICTURES,

2. The Church Among the Hills) Saida
Wright (aged 11), H., Ont,

3. ‘Butterfly’ Joseph Willtzen (aged 10),
R C., Alta. :

4. Rabbit’ Irene Tully (aged 8), R., Man.

5. ‘Union Jack.’ Florence Olive Miller, 0.,
Ont,

6. ‘A Fine Time.’ Arthur McLaughlin, C,
Ont.

7. ‘Blue Bell” Arthur M. Johnson (aged
10), W.,, N8.

8. ‘House” Roy Hammond, D., Colo,
9. ‘Rabbit.’ Marguerite Reilly (aged 11),

Flossie Currie (aged 10), C., A.. Que.

10. ‘Tea Plant’ Ture Thor (aged 10), R. C,,
Alta,

11. Life Boat’ Gertie Thor (aged 15), R.
C., Alta, 4

12. ‘Cherries.’
Ont,

13. ‘My Boat.” Annetta Crewson (aged 12),
D., Ont,.

15. ‘Cow’s Head’ Fred Tully (aged (11), R,
Man,

16. ‘The Old Homestead.
(aged 12), S, Ont.

17. ‘Working for Mother.’
(aged 11), C, Ont,

Edna Eagle (aged 11), H,

@G. Leslie Rankin

Madge Donaghy

reading it very much, especially the children’s
letters. I am nine years old, and have four
little brothers, all younger than myself. I
have been to echool two terms, and am in the
‘third grade” We live on a farm two miles
from the village. I will close with a riddle:
Why are matches called matches?
JESSIE W. BROWN.

: 8., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I have a mile te go to school,
and am in the third grade. We live on a farm
of 150 acres, and have 50 more rented. My
brother stepped on my pet kitten and broke
its leg. It is better now; it can walk. We
have several pigeons, and ome little colt. We
go to Sunday School nearly every Sunday, but
have three miles and a half to go.
EVA MAY SMALL.
[Your riddle has‘been asked before, Kva.—
] : :

‘ | A, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten years
old. T have one brother; he takes subscrip-
tions for the ‘Northern Messenger” My fa-
ther keeps store, and I have a fine time. 1
love to clerk in the store. 1 have four dolls.
X play with them the moat of the time.
MR e HAZEL TLATIMER.

: P N .. NS,
Dear Editor,—This is Halifax Exhibition
week, I don’t know whether I shall go or
not, but hope s0. We are having an Kxhibi-
tion here in our: town in November. Prizes

‘The Fox and the Goose’ which will be printed
later. Do you know, Janie, you forgot to
6:gn your name. However, we remembered you
had promised to eend us the story.

A ‘Messenger’ Reader, W, A, NS, Bays
some very nice things about the ‘Messenger,’
for which-many thanks. She also sends the
answer to Elva T. Taylor’s fourth riddle (Oct,
18)—A wood chuck would chuck as muen
‘wood g8 a wood chuck could chuck if a wood
chuck could chuck wood. Jean K. G. Dunlop,
P. D, N.S, and Bonner MacMillan, E., Alta.,
also eend in this answer.

Violet Corkum, P. B, N.8., and Grace Pitt,

G. H., N.B, both send riddles that have been
acked before.

Hattie Greene, B, M., N.B., asks what is
the difference between a man who has seen
Niagara Falls and one who hasn’t and a sand-
wieht | oo s 4
~ Willie G. Clarke, C. V., Ont., hikes to read
the letters. You will have to pay that little
word ‘and’ a larger salary if you make it
work 8o hard, Willie. ~
_ Jean Barlow, N. L., Ont., sends a little story
which we will be pleased to use later on.

« Florence Darrack, W, Ont., asks: Why is a
stall bigger when there is a horse in it than
when there is not? - - '

Annetta:-,C_reweon,». Do Ont., asks for the
peem begmmgg,i_,: ‘Sweet, Auburn! loveliest vil-
lage of the plain’ That is the firet line, of

Goldsmith’s ‘Deserted Village, Annetta, far
teo long to: print here. : i
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Madge Donoghy, C., Ont.; Marguerite Reilly,
A., Que, and Jessie Reid, D,, Ont., all send rid.
dles that have been asked before.

Grace Lashbrook L. J. Ont., has Leen ill
but we hope she is quite well by now. Your
riddles have already been asked, Grace. Yes,
send us a drawing next time.

More riddles that have been asked before
are sent in by Edna M. Earles, H., Ont., and
Arthur M. Johnson, W., R.S.

We have also received little letters from
Harold D. Moore, S. A., Ont.; M. Vera Skene,
B.. Ont.; Daisy Nickell, S., Ont.; and Kath.
leen V. Nickerson, S. B, N.S. Your drawing
will go in later Kathleen,

DINTY DOLLS PATTERN

Hundreds of little mothers were charmed
last year with the dainty dolls’ patterns we
were able to supply.

The sewing season is on again, and dolly’s
winter wardrobe sadly needs attention. Then
there are dolls to dress for baby sisters, dolls

SET NO. 2—GIRL DOLL’S OUTDOOR SUIT,

to dress for Christmas trees, dolls to dress
for missionary boxes, and dolls to dress for—
well, just for the fun of dressing them, and
for another very good reason—to learn to sew
reatly, that by-and_bye you can make your
own clothes. F¥or all this sewing, it would be
so nice to have tissue paper patterns, ‘just like
mamma,” wouldn’t it?

Well, we have them for you. The directions
are clear and easy to follow, and there is a
diagram to show you how to put your pat-
tern on cloth, 6o as to make your cloth go
ne far as poesible; even ‘grown-up’s’ make
mistakes, in that way, as mother will agree.
The patterns are in only one size to fit a
doll of 12 to 15 inches, but each set contains
from three to six garments, including the un-
derwear.,

Eight sets are in stock now, but we will not
be able to get more at so low a price, 80 or-
der at once if you want them. If any set you
choose is sold out, we will put in another of
your own choosing. The following are those

. to choose from:—

Set 1. Child doll’s out-door suit with cape
and bonnet.

Set 2. Girl's
jacket and muff.
Set 4. Girl doll's indoor set, with pinafore.

Set 5. Doll's party dress, with cloak.

Set 7. Infant doll’s out-door suit.

Set 8.—Infant doll’s indoor suit.

Set 11. Girl doll’s sailor suit.

Set 12. Boy doll’'s sailor suit.

Give number and name of set when you ore
dér, and send the money in oné or two-cent
stamps. As to the price, in single sete we
could not accept less than ten cents, the same
a3 for big patterns, but we only ask five cents
added to any other order sent to this office.
Ii father is renewing for the ‘Meesenger’ and
‘Witness,” or if mother is ordering some large
patterns, or if big brother is sending in for a
premium, just get them to add five cents for
a doll’s pattern for you.’ o 3

Another capital way to get them is to get
four or five little friends to put their money
with yours, and order all together =t five
cents each. We would send the patterns all
to you, and you would know how to distri.
bute them to the right persons.

doll's out-door suit, with

Address, ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern Dept., =

‘Witness’  Block, Montreal.
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HOUSEHOLD.

The Happy Birdie.

I know a little captive bird,
He often sings to me;
A blyiher song I've never heard
*  In leafy hedge or tree;
. I think there’s not in all the world
A happier bird than he.

From dawning morn till rising moon
He’s busy all day long;

I never find him out of tune
When little things go wrong;

Nor one discordant, peevish tone
In all his gushing song.

8o young and bright, so frolicsome,
So little, yet so wise;

-He owns a bigger heart than some
A hundred times his size;

It throbs where’er his warblings come,
It sparkles in his eyes.

I learn some lessomns, rare and ochoice,
From birdie’'s blythesome ways;

He tells me greteful hearts rejoice
Through all the dreary days;

That earth would be a paradise
If folks were full of praise.

Dear bird, he takes no anxious thought
For what the years may bring,

Nor frets because he hasn’t got
The lark’s high soaring wing,

But seems to ask, ‘Why should we not
Give thanks in everything?

He feels no loss of liberty,
He has no wish to rove;
Nor is it in his heart to be
With songsters of the grove, .
Bo sweetly satisfied is he
To share in human love.
*Tis thus, good Lord, the hidden tie
That links my life to Thine
Brings sweeter freedom, purer joy,
Than wealth of mint or mine;
I want no heaven beneath the sky,
But store of love divine.

Tord, grant me this; I need no more i
To tune my heart and tongue,
That life, through shine ‘and share, may pour
Its music pure and strong,
Until I reach the sinless shore,
And join the endless song.
—‘Daybreak.”

Home Finance.

‘A beautiful lawn with velvet-like grass,
old trees and wondrous mountain
views, is the centre of attraction to guests
who visit Weston’s Inn during August.

Among the groups gathered there one after-
noon last summer was one of college alum-
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What Every Boy Wants
; I.

HAVE YOU A
WATCH AND
. CHAIN?

If not let us
glve you one

Free for a little work

Sell 25 copiles of Ine
sCanadian Pictorial’ at 10
_eents each. Send us tne
$2.50 and you geta warcn
and chain at once, Other
remiume—all good. The
ovember issue noOW S
ready. . Orders will be rushing in. Be
emong the first, First come, first served.
Bend no money, but drof us a posteard
and we will forward supply of 'Pictoriala,” -
:ldeg premivm list and full in-tructions, .
ress: i

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, -

Agents for the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’
*Witness’ Block, l{ontm&.
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nae, who had chosen this quiet spot for their
annual re-union. Old friendships had been
enthusiastically renewed, reminiscences ex-
changed, and various plans and purposes in
life brought up for comment and discussion.
From the depths of a hammock Marion Van
Alstyne had just been describing the home
of an absent class-mate, enlarging upon the
exceeding richness of the furniture and the
costliness and beauty of the various decora-
tions, ending with the announcement, ‘If ever
I marry T shall insist upon an establishment
like that, where every room is a poem.

‘But suppose your future husband’s
come will not admit of such an outlay?
Gueried Kate Armstrong, a bright-eyed, ener.
getic young matron.

in-

‘It must,” was the firm reply. ‘I could not
enjoy life if my home was not perfect in all
its appointments.

‘Nor I, if my husband was worried and
embarrassed by my extravagant demands,’
was the quick retort.

‘But surely, Kate,’ said one whom the
girls were wont to call Her Ladyship, ‘you
must recognize the advantages of living
among beautiful surroundings, .and one
would better sacrifice in other ways than to
have a disagreeable and unlovely home/

‘Quite true, my dear, but simple furnish-
ings are not, necessarily disagreeable, nor a
home unlovely because it lacks a mortgage!
I would dispense with silken draperies and
costly carvings in my house, if having them
was likely to carve fresh wrinkles on my
husband’s forehead.

“You always had peculiar views,’ said Her
Ladyship, ‘but one must have things like
other people or drop out of society’

‘If I did, T would not drop down, but up,
into a society where originality and inde-
pendent honesty were at a premium, was the
quick response.

‘Girls,” interposed Mary Wallace, ‘do you
remember Ida Gray, who left college the year
before we did?’

“Yes? ‘Of course; ‘Certainly, came from
various members of the group, Marian Van
Alstyne rousing herself to add, ‘What a love-
ly room she had! Such an artistic display
of beautiful things! She would never agree
with Kate’s theories.

‘T am not so sure about that, was the
quiet repiy. ‘I visited her last winter and
was much interested in studying her finan-
cial methods. You know she was called home
from college owing to her father’s sudden
illness, and after his death his fortune was
found to be so involved that little was left
for the family. As her mother was an in-
valid, it fell to Ida’s share to interview the
lawyers and arrange matters of business,
and she says she then learned how impor-
tant it is for every woman to understand
the art of keeping accounts and to know
exactly the receipte and expenditures of her
family. Two years after her father’s death
gshe married a physician, whose practice in
a suburban town was not then yielding him
more than $2,000 a year)

‘How could she do it? interrupted Marion
Van Alstyne. ;

‘Because she was a sensible girl, who car-

 ed for the man himself and not his money,

exclaimed the irrepressible Kate.

‘Hush, girls, I'want fo hear how they man-
aged,’ said a quiet little lady, who had al-
ready been waiting five years for a certain
young lawyer to better his financial' condi-
tion. o i ;

‘I was sure it would interest you,’ answer-
ed Mary Wallace, rather significantly, as she
resumed her story. ‘A rich uncle of Ida’s, as
his wedding gift, offered to pay for the fur-
nishings of the house, and she might have
chosen elaborate furniture. But she talked
it over with the doctor, and they both agreed
that it would be wiser to buy plain, sub-
stantial articles that would look well, wear
well, and be in keeping with their probable

" guppose they have cretonne eurtains and
all sorts of impossible dry good boxes trim-
med with cheap muslin’ sneered Her Lady-
ship. ° ;

‘Indeed, no, laughed the story-teller. ‘No-
thing of that sort. In faet, there are very

o~ e R
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few hangings of any kind, for the doctor im-
sists on free entrance for sunlight. Ida saye
he would not live in a house with small win-
dows or on the shady side of the street, and
as for ‘dry goods boxes,” all their furniture is
of hard wood, plain but substantial. There
are plenty of books, for both of them had
made a point of collecting copies of the fa-
vorite authors before marriage, and have ad-
ded some every year since. There is no $100,-
000" picture, but several good engravings and
photographs, and flowers everywhere. The
doctor says a clean room, with books, flow-
ers and sunshine, cannot help being attrac-
tive, however simple it may be furnished. As
to fashionable and costly bric-a-brac, he de-
clares he can see plenty of that in other peo-
ple’s houses, and he likes a little individuals
ity in his own.

‘However, what 1 really started to tell you
about is their regular, every-day way of liv-
ing.. Ida says that, at first, she wished to
postpone their marriage until the doetor's in-
come was larger, but they talked it over and
figured it out, and finally adopted what she
Jaughingly ecalls their ‘financial policy’ She
ite two foundation stones are, ‘Never
get into debt, ‘Always put away the Lord’

BLYS

money first” Every Saturday night one-
tenth of every dollar received during the
week goes into a strong box made for the

purpose, and is never used except for church,
charitable or missionary work.

‘Why, that would be two hundred dollars
to give away every year, interrupted Her
Ladyship. ‘They must be a pair of eranks,
It is all well enough for poor people to give
away one-tenth of what they get, and it
would not amount to much, anyway; but two
hundred dollars is ridiculous. Just think how
dreadful it would be if I had to give away
one-tenth of my large income!’

The look. of horror on her face, and the ab-
surdity of her argument were too much for
the gravity of her listeners, although Her
Ladyship actually kept awake a whole hour
that night trying to decide why they all
laughed at her characteristic speech.

‘I asked Ida if they ecould afford it con-
tinued her friend, ‘and she assured. me that
they never missed it at all; because.it was
never counted as their own, and they find it
the greatest comfort to have a fund to draw
upon for charitable purposes. The doctor is
getting to be so popular now that their in-
come is increasing,.and they are planning to
give a larger percentage than at first.  They
always call this the ‘Lord’s money,’ and Ida
says the very name has been a help ‘to her
when she has sometimes been tempted to em-
bezzle a little of it for what seemed a de-
sirable expenditure, and for which there 'was
not quite enough ready 'money in the family
purse. After this tenth is taken out; a cer-
tain per cent. of the remainder is put -into
the bank, and the rest goes for household ex-
penses, and financially -they are equal part-
ners in the whole concern’

“Then Ida does not have
asked one of the ladies.

‘No; she told me she tried that plan for a
‘while, but liked this way better, as they
both planned their expenditure together, and
the doctor was so careful to ‘consult her
about his own personal share. 2
 ‘Who ever heard of a man who consulted
his wife about his own personal expenditure!”
exclaimed Marion Van Alstyme.

“The doctor evidently does just that’ was
Mary Wallace’s response; ‘and, for my part,
I do not know why a man is mot under as

an a,llowancef’
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Best Quality
at Lowest Cost

Is what we all want, and we want it all
thx time. 1f iou are hokixlx_f for fine
C %A IAN FLAGS for SCHOOL and
HOME, you couldn’t do better than to
try our plamn. hundred cents value
received for every dollar you pay us, and
the flag as an extra for your trouble. No
shoddy materials. Batisfaction guaran-
teed.  Just send a postal for full par-
i to the Flag Department, John
& Son, ‘Witness’ Block, Mont-
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much obligation to consult his ‘wife about his
purchase as a wife is to interview her hus-
band about her hairpins and Easter bonnet!
She told me the question of hospitality caus-
ed her some anxious thought at first, but she
had learned that the people whose friendship
it was really worth while to cultivate dis-
liked a grand crush as much as she did, and
greatly preferred her quiet evenings with
books, conversation, microscope or music. 1
do not recollect ever spending a week more
pleasantly anywhere, or meeting so many
really nice people. It is a genuine home, with
no shams and no attempt to ‘keep up appear-
ances,” and they are the happiest persons that
I know.

‘What a horrid life for poor Tda! She
might as well be buried alive, sighed -Mar-
ion Van Alstyne, as she rose from her ham-
mock " to answer the summons to tea.

However, the lawyer’s special friend was
observed to be quietly writing Ida’s address
in her note book, doubtless with the laudable
intention of seeking fuller information con-
cerning topics especially interesting to a
prospective partner in the legal profession.
—‘Congregationalist.’

CHRISTNS  NEEDLEWORK

Many of our readers would like to include a
little real lace among their Christmas girts
for friends, but think it perhaps more difficult
than it really is. We have arranged to sup-
ply patterns for real Battenberg lace, stamped
in black on blue ecambric, each pattern with
illustrated working directions, so simple as to
enable almost anyone to make these dainty
articles. The designs will cover doylies, centre-
pieces, sideboard or:piano scarfs and runners,
collars, handkerchiefs, etc. Patterns can be
used over and over again, The cuts are all
greatly reduced. Full size of cambric pattern
given with each design.

For the additional accommodation, of out-of-

_ town readers particularly, we ean supply the

nrecessary material in best quality linen braid.
thread, and crocheted rings. Prices vary for
th patterns and materials according to size

- and quality. Read descriptions carefully, and

send money in postal xote, money order, or
registered letter, Stamps (one and two cent)
accepted for small sums. Always send illus.
tration with order to avoid mistakes, and
carefully state size when design is given in
various sizes. 3 ’

Readers will bear in mind that the ma-
terials we supply are not cotton, but the
best imported linen throughout, so that if the
ccst is higher than the braids ordinarily soid,
the quality fully makes up for it in beauty
of appearance and in durability.

4 ; - ; i
'DESIGN NO. 43.eanEEY,' CENTRE-PIECE,
~ RUNNER.
- The above design can be supplied in various
sizes to meet various needs, of doyleys, run.
ners or centrepieces. The smaller sizes are
- solid lace, the larger ones, of course, simply

a small linen centre.. A very effective design

and with the directions supplied with each
pattern, not at all diffieult to work. =
No. 1, Doyley, 6 inches. Price for cambric
pattern, 8 cents; materials needed, 3 yards
braid and thread. S R i

No. 2, Doyley, 13 inches. Pattern, 15 cemts;

material, 16 yards braid, 13 rings, 1 thread.

No. 3, Centre, 21 inches. Pattern, 20 cents;
material, 48 yards braid, 12 rings, 1 thread.

No. 4. Centre 24 inches. Pattern, 25 cents;
material, 40 yards braid, 12 rings, 2 thread.

No. 5, Runner 17 by 60 inches. Pattern, 30
cents; material needed, 45 yards braid, 3
thread, 60 buttons.

As an additional accommodation for out-of-
town customers, materials of the best quality
imported linen braid, thread ,ete., can be sup-
plied at following rates, postage included.

No. 1, material, 10 cents, or material for
six, 50 cents. No. 2, material, 30 cents, or
two sets for 55 cents. No. 3, material, 80
cents. No. 4 material, 70 cents. No. 5, ma-
terial, 90 cents.

Address, ‘Northern
Dept., ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.
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Selected Recipes.

CHOCOLATE LAYER CAKE is perhaps
more generally liked than any of the frosted
varieties of cake, and the recipes for making
it are given by a well-known authority, To
make the layers for the cake the following in-
gredients are required: One-quarter of a cup
of butter, one-half cup of sugar, one egg, one-
Lalt cup of milk, one and a half cups of flour
and two teaspoonfuls 0f baking powder. Mix
and spread thinly on tins. Bake for thirty
minutes. This cake is a simple one, buv ior
those who prefer a richer Kind the tollowing
recipe is given: One and a half cuptuls of but-
ter, one cupful of sugar, the yolks of three
eggs and whites of two, one-half cup of milk,
one and three-quarters cupfuls of flour*aad
two teaspoonfuls of baking powder.

\
!

APPLE CAKE ijs familiar to the New Kng-
lander, but is little known to housewives 1
other parts of the country. For the layers,
make a good sponge cake by beating the
whites and yolks of three eggs separately,
then -adding to the yolks three-quarters of a
cupful each of sugar and of flour, and finally
whipping in the beaten whites. For the filling

.for one ordinary-sized cake grate one large

tart apple, after peeling.  Add to it the
white of one egg, one cupful of granulated
sugar and a few drops of lemon juice., Whip
all together with an egg-beater until white
and foamy, when spread between the layers

“and on top of the cake.

LEMON LAYER CAKE.—One pound of but-
ter, one pound of pastry flour, six eggs, two
cupfuls of white sugar, three-fourths of a
cupful of milk, two small teaspoonfuls of bak-
ing powder. Bake in layers in a quick oven,
and when done spread between them the fol-
lowing filling: Boil two cupfuls of sugar_ar{d
cne small eupful of water together until it-
makes a sticky syrup, add the grated yellow

I——— )
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A Splendid New Scrial.

A thrilling story, touching on one of the
most stirring times the world has ever seen
—the time of Thermopylae, Salamis and
Plataea—will shortly start in both ‘Daily’ and
‘Weekly Witness.” i

The story is an entirely new one, and copy.
right has been procured by the publishers of
the ‘Witness’ from the author, Wm. Stearns
Davis, well-known already as the author of
‘Belshazzar, ‘God Wills It,” ‘A Friend of
Caesar,’ ete. ‘ _

- The ‘Victor of Salamis,’ is of absorbing in-

terest from start to finish. A story of life’
and action throughout, of heroism amid dan-

gers, of treachery, of bravery, of ambition
and daring. Its characters are Greeks and
Persians of the long ago, who, under the
author's skilful pen become real human beings,
whose career we follow with the keen interest
of personal acquaintance, ‘Messenger’ sub-
scribers. who enjoy a good story (and who
does not?) should secure the ‘Witness’ at
once before the story starts. Clubbed with
the ‘Measenger,’ the ‘Weekly Witness’ will cost

~only $1.20 per annum. The ‘Weekly Witness’

will be started at once, and the ‘Messenger’
extended one year from expiry of present

Messenger’ - Pattern

Nov. 15, 1907.

rind and juice of two lemons, and four well-
beaten eggs. Let all cook together in a cus-
tard boiler until thick. This is a delicious
cake.
4
FIG PUDDING.—One cupful of molasszs,
ene of chopped suet, one of milk, three and a
quarter of flour, two eggs, one teaspoonful of
soda, one of cinnamon, half a teaspoonful of
natmeg, one pint of figs. Mix together the

FLAGS
FOR THE
SCHOOLS.

AN ENERGETIC WORKER,

That teachers who have already led
the efforts of their pupils in securing a
flag should not only epeak hearty words
of commendation to others, but should
come again for another flag is surely a
good testimony to our flag offers, and ale
so to the quality of the flags themselves.

The following note of thanks is brief,
but it means a good deal when you know
that the flag in question is not the seec-
ond, but the third flag, that the same
teacher has been the means of placing:—

Hudson, Oct. 25, 1907.

Dear Sirs,—Please accept my thanks
for prompt sending of the flag, which I
received last evening. ‘The children
were delighted with it, as well as others,
We have the promise of a pole.

Yours respectfully,

NELLIE E. HODGSON.

To be sure, pupils will work loyally,
but results are more quickly obtained
‘when the teacher sets the pace.

This week also brings an interesting
inquiry from a subscriber whose grand-
.son of nine wants to start the movement

 'on behalf of a new school. And we be-
lieve he will succeed, too. Not a few
schools in the country owe their flags
to the zealous small boy.

Our Flag Department will be glad to
correspond with any school that wants
a flag and cannot we{l spave the funds for
its purchase.

To clubs, societies or individuals this
same offer is open. Our wish is to sti-
mulate the use of the national emblem,
and any one who chooses to accept our
conditions may secure a fine flag. See
advt. elsewhere in this issue, and let us
send you necessary supplies.

A SPLENDID PRIZE.

OPEN TO EVERY READER OF THIS
PAGR,

We are giving away every month large
numbers of fine premiums, watches and
chains, pens, knives, e¢tamps and pads,ete.,
for sale of ‘Canadian Pictorial’ at ten
cents an iesue,

We also allow those who prefer it, te
sell lhe ‘Canadian Pictorial’ on cash com-
mission. But we have a new

SPECIAL PRIZE OFFER

in addition to these.

To the boy (or girl) throughout Canada
who sells the largest number of copies of
November and December taken together,
we will, in addition to all premiums or
commissions earned, award a FINE BUNT-
ING FLAG, 3 ft x 1% ft., of the same de-
sign and excellent guality as the large
four and six yard flags we have imported
for the schools. R :
“Now is the time to ‘bend to the oar.’ A
brisk November trade gives you a good
lift for this Flag Competition, and makes
‘the best sort of foundation for December
. business. HEven if you have never sold
& ‘Pictorial’ before, you can begin right
now, and have as good a chance as any-
ane.

Remember, we irust you with a package
of November issue to =tart on, and send
Tetter of icstrvctions, premium  list, ete.
Then when you sell all the required num- ;
ber, and remit us in full for them, we
send you the premium you have earned,
and stiil eount. all these sales TOWARDS
‘THE FLAG. - o8

Flag award made Jan. 15. Lose mo time
in sending the order for your first doze..

Address, JOHN DOUGALL & SON,ageais
for the ‘Capadian Piectorial,’ = ‘Witness’
Block, Montreal.

P S.—Other Pereeverance Prizes in viey.
GET BUSY. 1 P 1)
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We Love Pictures |

because they give us, in such a pleasant
way, so much valuable information ot
people, places and events.

And it is because we love picturss that
we can make such a really good selec-
tion—crowding the pages of the * Cana-
dian Pictorial,” regardless of expense,
with from 1,000 to 1,500 square inches of
Dietures.

Ten cents a copy—fifteen cents to

the end of the year.

You Love Pictures

for much the same reasons that we do.
And that 8 why we so confidently
count on your continued interest in the
* Canadian Pictorial’ ag to let you have
the November and December issues (also
October while it lasts) on trial for only
15 cents.

The sooner you

They Love Pictures

Of course they do! - Just bring a copy
of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ and every-
And
just here lies the secret of its remark-
able growth in circulation. The people

body crowds around you to see it.

who see it once, want it regularly.
remit the more copies you get for the

money.  The Christmas number, which is included, ig worth the whole am ount
/ (See Coupon Below.)
TllEv(‘,AN'.vu)lAN PICTORIAL €0., 142 ST. PETER STREET, MONTREAL, oOoR
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, GENERAL AGENTS FOR THE PICTORIAL, * WITNESS ' BLOCK, MONTREAL.
Cp— AT T

PICTURES,

The more people are educa-
ted the more they appreciate
and value pictures of current
events—for they contribute
delightfully at a glance to a
still further education.

* ¥
*

The less people are edu-
cated the more they appre-
ciate and value pictures be-
cause they tell them at a
glance of interests of whicl

not read. That is why they
please and instruct the chil-
dren.

* *
*

Everybody likes pictures
and no home should be with-

to Canada what the “London
IHustrated News” and “ Gra-
- phi¢’ are to Britain. The
“Canadian Pictorial” con-
tains about a thousand inches
of pictures and costs about a
thousand dollars each issue.
Only ten cents a copy.
One dollar a year.

-

Tar Piorortar PUBLISHING Co'y,
142 St. Peter St., Montreal

- Or JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Agents,
© “Witness” Building, Montreal.

rter, and mix with the m g
{her ingredients. Beat the eggs light and

etir into the mixture. Add the fiour, and

eat thoroughly. Butter two small or one
o brown-bread mold. ‘T'urn the mixture in-
the mold or molds, and steam five hours,
rve with cream sauce,

o
199 o

24 v

they cannot or perhaps will}

cover the top
delicious dessert.

the “Canadian Pictorial”
FOR NOV?M‘BE’R'

The November issue closes the second
volume of this Ipopulnr national illustrat-
ed monthiy. t contains the usual de-
lightful selection of pictures—many of
them fine fullpage ones—making up in
all about one thousand square inches of
illustrations.

Among the more notable pictures are:

1‘An Linglish thatched cottage’ (prize pic-

ture), and 2 splendid selection from the
recent photo competition; the new Min-
ister of Public Works, the Hon. Wm.
Pugsley; a fine portrait of Brs. Pugsley;
the seven Canadian premiers since Con-
federation; a page of snapshots of Al-
berta Indians; pictures of airships, bal-

looning and wireless telegraphy that are |

worth columns of descriptions; the
Prince of Wales on the grouse moors; a
spirited Algerian war picture; and a
fine full-page portrait of Sig Thomasg Lip-
ton, the famous yachtsman. Numerous

other timely pictures, fashions, patterns, |
news of the month, hints on Christmas

gift-making, and other interesting fea-
turez go to make up a most entertaining
number.

Next issue (the Christmas number)
will probably contain about 1,500 square
inches of fine etchings.

Annual subscription, = $1.00;
copies, ten cents.

PRESS OPINIONS.

single

,,_Qat' its picture paper. The ¥
~ cheapest and best is the '
5 7 3 . o iChe ‘Pictorial’ Publishing Company
“Canadian Pictorial.” Tt is! of Montreal i doipg a distinet service

to Canada and Canadians in publishing
the ‘ Canadian Pictorial.” <The illustra-

tions are high class and the printing 1s | Fifteen

in keeping. There is a large tield n
Canada for such a magazine, and the
standard set by the ‘Canadian Pictorial
should success.—‘ The Hamilton
Spectator,

The handsome -full e and otner il-
lustrations of the. ‘ Canadian Pictorial’
are a delight to all pieture lovers, and
a great credit to Canadian workman-
ship.—‘ Daily News,” Truro, N.S

1 am highly pleased with the *(ana-
dian Pietorial’—Ed. of ‘Standard,’ Pem-
broke, Ont.

The ‘Canadian Pictorial’ ig $1.00 a
year. 10 cents a copy. The ‘ Pictorial’
Publishing Co., 142 St. Peter street,
Montreal.

T TR AT | TR et
Just a year ago the ‘Canadian Pic-
torial’ made its bow to an admiring eon-
stituency.  Thousands of people sub-
scribed to the end of the last year—and
practieally all of them followed up their
trial with an annual subscription, accom-
panying it in very many cases with sub-
scriplions for their friends also.

The list of admirers continues to grow
at such a rate as to involve presently
the purchase of additional machinery—the
present plant, though the best to be had,
is already taxed to the utmost to get the
publication out in the required time. This
all shows the popularity of the ‘Canadian
Pictorial” You would certainly have
tit in your home if you could see a copy.
But as these copies cost too much to
send arcund as samples it has been de-
cided te offer November and December
iissues of this year for only 15 cents.
{The Christmas Number of the ‘Canadian
i Pictorial,” which is going to be extra fine,
1is ineluded in the offer. We make this
toffer knowing that you will want to con-
tinue taking the publication regularly af-
ter the trial. Only 15 cents to the end
of the year. John Dougall & Son, agents
for the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’ ‘Witness’
Block, Mountreal.

BPECIAL YEAR-END COUPON.
John Dougall & Son, A;‘}ents for the
‘Canadian Pictorial, “Witness’ Office,
Montreal.
Dear Sirs:
T have mot been subscribing for the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ but would like to

take advantage of the Year-End Trial
Offer, given above. I therefore enclose

i Cents to pay for the November
and the December (Christmas) issues, al-
so for October, if any are-still available.
Name.. ..

Bier Ve Wi ov awhim S vt st vk v

Provieob "0 s A Te
19050

N.B.—Good for Canada (Montreal and
suburbs alone excepted), Newfoundland,
the British Isles, and for such foreign de-
pendencies of Great Britain as do not
require extra postage.

New subseribers remitting a dellar bill
for a year’s subscription to the ‘Cana-
dian Pictorial’ will be entitled to the-
remainder of this year free of charge. -

- e
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peat this process till all are on; cover the
top layer of the cake with the peaches, and
stand in a cool place till ready to serve, then
with whipped cream. This is a

Mh’eﬁ,' and

tened palatably; put a layer of the cake,
cold,"on & Targs plate, " spread 3 well
£ oo f 446’ Sooparad ottty sl e

one pint of water, or milk if preferred, one

~ butter), a half-teaspoonful of salt, molasses
according to taste. Beat hard with a spoon,
and let rise over night. In the morning mould,
and let it rise again. This quantity will make
two loaves.

eggs and two cups of sugar well together; then

teaspoonful of shortening (either lard or
2 A f‘ ° mn&ﬁl

INEXPENSIVE SPONGE CAKE.—Beat four -

PEACH LAYER CAKE.—Whip to a eream

fuls of sugar; add a little grated nutmeg;
cur in one cupful of milk; stir three cup-
s of gifted flour, two heaping teaspoonfuls
aking ' ittle at

thickly folded napkin or towels have

eggs and one cupful of butter and two

h tin, and bake in rather a quick oven &l
e cake is a golden brown; turn each cake

SPONGE OAKE.—Whip three eggs to a

froth; add one and a half cups of sugar; beat

thke sugar and eggs together three minutes,

then add a cup of flour and beat five minutes;

néw add another cup of the flour, one-half
eug of water, two teaspoonfuls of baking pow-
der, also flavoring; beat still more, for this
recipe depends on the thorough beating given.
Bake in bar tins. = T

ENTIRE WHEAT BREAD.—One cup of
wheat flour, one quart of entire wheat flour,
cne auarter of a cake of compressed yeast,

S

&dd two cups of flour and two teaspoons bak-
inf' powder, sifted together; add a pinch of
salt, then two-thirds of a teacup of boiling
hot water, and lastly, the juice of onc lemon,
Bake twenty minutes in quick oven.

A NICE EGG SUPPER DISH.—Boil six or

eight eggs hard; when cold, remove the shells,
divide in halves, place* in a vegetable dish,
and cover them with a gravy made of a pint
or less of milk, two tablespoonfuls butter, a
Little salt, and thicken with half a table-
&poonful corn-starch. Let this scald well bee
fore pouring it over the eggs. lat hot..
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Potatees as Food.

If a raw pared potato is put into water its
potagh salts ooze out of it. The ‘jacket’ js
its only armor. But undoubtedly the healthi-
est manner of eating potatoes is baked. . Mat-
thipu Williams, another kitchen philosopher,
declares that grated cheese mixed with baked
povatoes forms a wonderfully good dish, di-
gestive, and wholly praiseworthy from the
chemical point of view., He says that as pota-
toes are largely composed of starch, which is
8 heat giver and fattener, and that cheese,
which is very nitrogenous, supplies the ale-
ments in which the potato is deficient, the
whole forms, theoretically a healthful food. .is
a table receipt, the potatoes can be taken out
of the sking, mashed, and mixed with grated
cheese, and a little milk added if desirable ‘or
taste. Served in this way, for sedentary p2o-

ple, the dish is much more digestive than oat-
meal. And in speaking of this last article, I
have my own idea, based on no special scienti-
fic examination, that for sedentary people who
are troubled by catarrhal affection of whatso-
ever nature, such gelatinous foods as oatmeal
are not desirable. However, oatmeal is more
nutritive than potatoes. The latter contain
scventeen per cent. of carbon; oatmeal _>u-
tains seventy-three per cent. William Cobbett
denounced the potato as a staple article of
food. You would have to consume six~pounis

Answering Advertisements;

If ‘Messenger’ readers ordering goods ad-
vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their
order that they saw the advertisement in the .
‘Messenger,” it will be greatly appreciated by
all concerned.

" 'MIESSENGER’ PATTERNS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER

NO. 5828.—ACOMFORTABLE WRAPPER.
A comfortably fitting wrapper or house gown
is an indispersable garment., The one here
pictured is a‘favored 'design; owing to its ex-
treme’ simpligity, * A choice of full .length or
elbow slecves’ is: given, and the neck may be
in cquare cu@olxtline or finished by a high
etanding collar.. Several materials are adap-
table, such as cashmere, flannel, dimity, lawn
and China silk. T}rre medium size will require
6 3-4 yards of 36-inch material. Sizes for 32,
34, 36, 38, 40 n.l}'g‘»"', dnches buet measure.

‘NORTHERN MFESSENGER' PATTERN
COUPON. &

Please send me

Pattern. Size.
NO.. Seee an WY e

“osl bevesa esvessene
NO G weodine vose W Jesse sesnve svsssveal

NO.. cosoton voee e 000 sverasr Boesesnre

fof wllieh! enclose .. .. .. cents ¥

FeeesesE LUNE S ese sesa sseees wee sesses

aeseHEP SFW spsses sese ssesre wes seesws

“|"attractive.

| tached to the under-arm seame that hold the

{ & girl of 7 years, 2 1.2 yards of 36 irch
‘material will be required. Sizes for 3, 5, 7

‘trations ‘and send
I

| for; return of post, as orders are handled: in |

NO. ‘5861, —SMALL GIRLS' APRON.

New (fasigns in aprons are constantly look-
ed for by th? mothers who make their child-
ren’s clothes. ' Here is one that 18 vcry
practical, yet can be made very dainty ‘and
The back shoulder edge is ex-
teneded to form pointed tabs which are
buttoned over on the front, and ties are at-

fullness in place in the back, although they
may be dispensed with if preferred. A pretty
aprdﬂ-viéi‘)'u;ldg be made after this deslgn by
veing: eross-barred musiin or dimity, but linen, .
gingham and percale are all Buggested. For

and 9 years. - i

N.B-Tt is always safer to cut out. illus-
! ith the coupon, carefully
filled out. Allow one week beyond time needed |

Totation. Price, 10 cents, in stamps or postal
note. ~ Address ‘Northern Mesaenger’ Pattern
Department, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

B

e

of potatoes to secure the nutritive value of ons
pound of oatmeal! To sustain life on pota~
toes you would have to become a mere assimi-
lating machine the most of the time, and une
fit for vigorous action, bodily or mentally, the
rest of the time.—Deshler Welch, in ‘Goad
Housekeeping.’
—— e —

Daily Hints for the Table.

To make nice little cakes for an after-
noon tea, beat to a cream one cupful of but-
ter and two cupfuls of sugar. - Add four
eggs, first beating the yolks and whites to-
gether to a stiff froth., Next add a cupful
of sour milk and a teaspoonful of baking
soda, dissolved in a table spoonful of hot
‘'water. Flavor with a teaspoonful of pow-
dered cinnamon, a teaspoonful of powdered
mace, a saltspoonful of ground sloves. Stir
in one cupful of flour, then add a cupful of
currants, then stir in another oupful of
flour. Have the oven moderately hot. Fill
a small patty pan three-quarters full with
the mixture, put it in the oven and let it
Dake, to see if the cake is mixed stiff
enough. If it stands firm do not use any
more flour. Bake the cake in little patty
pans and cover the tops with a stiff icing.
Put a raisin on top of each or a nut meat.

A FREE QIET.

Subscribers (new or renmewal), sending to
this office forty cents for twelve month’s sub-
scription to the ‘Northern Messenger’ will
UPON REQUEST be sent, as a premium, a
copy of the fine Christmas Number of the
‘Canadian Pictorial,” containing about 1,500
square inches of exquisite illustrations. This
offer is good up to November 30, and is open
to all subseribers in Canada’ (Montreal and
suburbs excepted), Newfoundland and the
British Isles.

Pneqmem——1

crown HAIR DYEING COMB,

German patent ; Colors the hair by simply combing, without
staining the w-ip ; all shades ; clean, harmless and lasts for
years. Write for particulars.

1. MOERCK, 270 West 131st Street, New York.

¢ BABY'S OWN £

Tailored to order. Also Suits to $15. Send te-
day for free Cloth Sampl €s and Style Book.
SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO. London, Ont.

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strietly in Advance.)
Single coples .. .. .. ceee oe oo +-§ .40 2 yean
Three Coples, 'separstely addressed, if
& 100 *

» s ev ssee s ss e

Ten Coples or more,
Six months trial at half the above rates.
JPostage Included for Canada (Montreal and suburbs em

eepted) ; dland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, New

Zealand, Tra I, Jamaica, Trinidad, Bahama Isiands, Bam

bed B da, British Hond: Ceyion, Cambin, Sarms

wak, Zanzibar, Hong Koog sad Cyprus.

W. 8, Postage 50¢ extrate the United Btates, Alaska,
Hawsaiisn and Philipjdue JIslands, excopt in ekubs, to one
address, when every four copies will be fifty cemis extra post
sge per annum. . B

Forelgn Postage o all countries not nansed im the above
Hst, fify comts extra.

Bsmples and Bubscription Blanks frecly and

promptly seat on request. : 2y

»- SUNDAY SCHOOL OFFER.

Apy school in Canada that does not take ‘The
Mepeenger,” may have it supplied fres on trial
for thres weeks on request of Superintenden§
Becretary or Pastor, stating the number of copies
required. !
e ——————————— S ——
PHR ' NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published

evory week at the "Witness' Building, at the comer of Craig

. and 8t Peter streots, in the city of Montreal, by Joha

Redpath Dougull and Prederick Eagens Dougall, both of

Montreal, 4
ANl Dusiness eommunications should be addressed ‘ Jobw Y

Dougall & Son,’ sad sil letters to the editor should be

addressed Editor of the * Northera Messenger.'
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