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Saved by a Dog.

How often do we hear of how truly a dog
mourns the loss of a beloved master.

Here is a story which tells of a man who
was riding through a wooded and mountain-
ous country, in a snow-storm so blinding
$hat he could scarcely follow the road.

Presently he met another traveller, who

rabies, the traveller dismounted and followed
where it led the way back into the wood.

After a time, it stopped by the trunk of a
fallen tree, where lay the remains of a smoul-
dering fire and a workman’s empty dinner-
pail, and besides these a man exhausted and
quite unconscious.

No one can describe the dog’s delight as the
traveller chafed his poor master’s numbed

e pery

THE TRAVELLER DISM OUNTED AND FOLLOWED.

warned him not to proceed unless he were
armed with a revolver, for, he said: “There is
& mad dog on the road; it has been running
round and round my horse, biting at its legs’

But the first traveller was bound on an im-
portant errand; mad dog or no mad dog, he

~ must continue his way.

By-qnd-bx he came upon tracks. in the
snow where a dog had been running back-
wards and forwards, also another  leading
deep into the forest. Soon g dog came out
of the wood, and gréeted him with ¢ emonstra-
tions of delight: but as soon as he had ridden
past the track which led into the forest it
whined and howled and snapped at the horse’s

legs.

i}a@ing that the dog was not suffering from

limbs, restored him to consciousness, and aerp.
ed him on his way.

This dog ran the risk of being misunder-
stood. One traveller had thought it mad, and
had not the second possessed more discern-
ment, the dog might have paid for its strange
conduet with its life. But in spite of misunder
starding, the faithful animal continued its
efforts until it succeeded in bringing kelp to
its beloved master. : = §

Paithfulness in serving our heavenly Mas.
ter is often “similarly misunderstood. The
consistent Christian is thought odd, and is
called a fool or a fanatic. But it is only
those who keep on in spite of opposition and
ridicule who will at last hear the Master say:
‘Well done, good and faithful sérvan®: Fntep

thou into the Joy of thy Lord.’-‘l“riendly
Greetings.’

——— —

The Sermon That Was’nt
Preached,

(8. R. Crockett, Author of *I'he Stickit

Minister,’ in the “Union Gospel News.’)

It was Friday, and the minister of Arke
land was writing his sermon, Things had
not gone well in Arkland that week. The
meeting of the church court charged with the
temporalities had not passed off
Tuesday.

well on

One man especially had hurt the minister
in a sensitive place. This was Peter Me-
Roberts, the shoemaker. The minister had
represented that a bath in a manse was not
a luxury, but a necessity, when Peter Me-
Roberts said that_as for him he had never
‘had sic a thing in his life, and that auld
Maister Drouthy had dune without yin in the
manse for thirty-three years to the
faction o’ the parish.’

Then there had been certain differences of

satis-

opinion within the manse itself, and alto-
gether the sermon had been begun with the
intention of dressing down the offending par-
ishioners. Nearly all sermons are personal
to the preacher.. They have been awakened
within him by some circumstance which has
come to his knowledge during ' the week.
Preachers use ihis fact for good or evil, ac-
cording to their kind,

A plain man was John Smith, of Arkland
—as plain and hodden gray as his name. He
had succeeded to the church with the largest
majority that had been known in the pres-
bytery, for in that neighborhood to have
given a man a unanimous call would  have
been considered a disgrace and a reflection
on the critical discrimination of the congre-
gation. He had tried to do his duty without
fear or favor, only asking that his hands
should not be tied. He visited the sick. with
a plain, quiet helpfulness which brought sym-
pathy with it as surely as the minister en-
tered the house. His sermons were not bril-
liant, but they were staves and crutches to
many.

Now as he sat at his manse window that
bitter November morning, he watched the
rain volleying on the round causeway stones
and the wide spaces of the village street dim-
ly white with the dancing spray. The minis-
ter felt grimly in unison with the elements
a8 he sat framing his opening sentences. He
bad chosen his text from a wonderful chap
ter, ‘Wisdom is justified of her children.’ And
in this wise he began to write:

‘To be ignorant is to be dangerous. The
ignorant man, though he be but one, can
make of no account the wisdom of many men,
After the wise of many generations have
been striving to teach a people wisdom, a
knave or a fool may come and cry aloud,
“There is no god but' ourselves, there is no
law but our own desires, there is no hereaf-
ter but the grave which we share with our
sister the worm and our brother the dead
dog!” Net so great is the folly of man that
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guch a ome may draw away much people af-
ter him into the wilderness of sin and self-
indulgence. It is in aceqrdance with the na-
ture of man that ignorance and narrowness
should often succeed where wisdom is wholly
rejected.’

“That will do,’ said the . minister, looking
over his work. He had Peter McRobert in
his mind, and he rose and walked his study,
‘mandating’ his opening sentences with ap-
propriate gestures, much to the astonishment
of Marget Lowrie in the kitchen, who said,
‘Save us. What’s wrang wi' the minister.
This is no’ Setturday!’

As he came in his sentry walks to the
window, which looked wup the rain-swept
street, he saw a dark-colored oblong patch
with a strange protuberance on the right
gide, hirpling like a deecrepit beetle athwart

the road, till, being caught at the manse-

corner by a Dbitter swirl, this irregular
shape—

‘If shape it could be called, that s]na[;e had
none,’

stumbled and fell within thirty yards of the
study window, discharging in the‘muddy road
an avalanche of shavings, small branches,
knobs, angles, and squares of wood,
- In a moment the minister was out at the
door and was helping old Nance Kissock to
}uir feet, and then under the eyes of all the
wives of the village assisted her to collect
again her bagful of chips and kindlings which
the good-natured joiner allowed her to take
once a week from his floor.

‘I hope you are none the worse, Nance?
said the minister.

‘I thank ye, Maister Smith; I’m sair for-
foughten wi’ the wun’, but gin the Almichty
be willing, T’ll be at the kirk on Sabbath to

hear ye. It’s guid to the kirk to hear ye..

It’s guidi to think on a’ the week what ye
tell ug. Whiles it gars me forget the verra
rheumatics!’

When the minister got back into the friend-
ly shelter of his study, he took up the sheet
which he had laid down in order to, rush out
to Nance Kissock’s assistance. Te read it
over, but when he took his pen again he did
not seem to like it so well. If Nance were
gpeaking the truth, and she fed during the
weel on the spiritual food which she receiv-

ed in his kirk on the Sabbath, he could not

conceal from himself that next week she had
a good chance of going hungry.

Yet he could not allow Peter McRobert to
get off without a word, so he put the thought
away from him and went on with his task.
‘How often does a man of limited view mis-
take his own limitations for the possibili-
ties of other.. He never judges himself—he
could not if he would—and naturally when
he judges others it is only to condemn them.’
A gust more than ordinarily powerful took
the minister again to the window, and he saw
John Scott, the herd from the Dornel, wring-
ing the wet from his plaid. He knew that
he had come down to the village from the
hills  three miles out of his road to get his
wife’s mediaine. Presently he would trudge
away manfully back again to the cot-house
on the edge of the heather.

Now, the minister knew that come storm
or calm John Seott would be at the kirk on
the next day but one, and that he would car?
ry away in the cool, quiet brain that lay be-
hind the broad brow the heads and particu-
lars of the sermon he heard. As he went
steadily knitting his stockings, conquering the
heather with strides long and high, visiting
his black-faced flock, he would go revolving
the message that the minister had given him
in the house of God. :

‘Wisdom is justified of her children,’ re-
peated the minister, doggedly; but his text
now awakened no ferver. There was no en-
thusiasm in it. He thought that he would
- go out and let tlhe November winds drive the
rain into his face as a tonic. So he slipped
on his Invcrness and let himself out. His feet
carried him toward the garret of one of his
Lest friends, where an aged woman, blind
and infirm, was spending the latter end of
her days. She could not mnow come to
church, therefore the minister went often to

her—for it was sunshine to him also to bring
light into that very dark place where the
aged servant of God waited the end.

Mary Carment knew his step far down the
stair, and she said to herself: ‘It is himsel’!’
and deep within her she gave thanks.

‘It is a great thing to hae the bread o’ life
broken to us so simply that we a’ under-
stan’ it, Maister Smith, she said.

‘But, Mary, how long is it since you heard
a sermon of mine?

‘It’s true it’s a lang time since I heard ye
preach, minister, but I hear o’ yer sermons
every Sabbath. Yin and anither tells me
pairt o’t till I get as muckle as I can think
on.’

As the minister shid good-bye to Mary
Carment, she said: ‘Ye'll hae ower muckle
to think on to mind me on the Lord’s Day
when ye're speakin’ for yer Maister; but I
hae nane but you to mind, sir, so I'll be pray-
i’ a’ the time that ye're uphaudin’ His
name.’

‘Thank you, Mary, I'll not forgel’ said her
minister. And he went out much stiength-
ened.

As he went manseward he passed the lit-
tle cobbler’s den where Peter McRobert was
tap tapping all the day, and the sound of
Peter’s terrible cough called to him with a
voice that claimed him. He -stepped in, a*{d
after the words of salutation he asked his
office bearer, ‘Are you mot thinking of get-
ting that cough attended to, Peter?

‘YWWha—me? Na, not me; hoots, its but a
bit hoast, nocht to speak aboot, thank ye for
speerin’, Maister Smith.

Just then the minister eaw the docto”
walking rapidly up the far side of the street,
calm-faced and dignitied, as if this ho—whlng
November north-easter were a beautiful June
morning. Him he summoned.

‘Here's Peterll no’ speak to you about his
cough. He must have some of your drugs,
doctor.

The doctor called the unwilling cobbler
from his' last, and after a brief examination
he said:

‘No, T don’t think there will be any need’
for ‘drugs, Mr. Smith; if you, Peter, will use
a gargle to get rid of a trifling local inflam-
mation. TLess lapstone dust and less snuff,
Peter, and warm water three times a day;
said the doctor, succinetly, and proceeded on
his rounds.

As the doctor went out, Peter looked up
with a queer twinkle in his eye.

‘Maister Smith,” he said, ‘gin water be sae
needful for the inside o’ a cobbler’s thrap-
ple, maybe 1 was wrang in thinkin’ that it
wasna as necessary for the outside o’ =z
minister!’ "

“Then we’ll say no more about it, Peter,
said the minister smiling, as he closed the
door. ‘Mind your gargle!’

When the minister got to his study, he
never stopped, even to wipe his feet, and
when the mistress followed to remonstrate,
ghe found him putting his sermon in the
fire. “ -

* * * *

The minister’s text on the following Sab-
bath morning was an old one, but it was no
old sermon that the Arkland folk got that
day. The text was, ‘Come unto Me all ye
that labor and are heavy laden, and I will
give you rest’

Nance Kissock was there, and did not go
home hungry: John Scott had come down
from the muirs, and had something better
than physic to take back to his ailing wife;

Peter McRobert sat in his corner looking

cleaner than he had done within the memory
of man-—also he never coughed once; no less
than eight different folk came to tell blind
Mary Carment about the sermon. :
But none but the minister knew who it was
that had been praying for Him. :
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‘The readers of the NORTHERN MES-
SENGER will confer a great favor on the
publishers by always  mentioning the
NORTHERN MESSENGER when replying
to any advertiser who uses its columns—
and the advertiser will also appreciate it.
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A QGuilty Conscience.

The conscience of a guilty man is like
the great clock of St. Paul’s, in London—
at midday in the roar of business few hear
it; but when the work of the day is over
and silence reigns, it may be heard for
miles. In the whirl of excitement con-
science is not heard, but the time will
come when it will sound and bring misery
to fthe soul.

Bessus, a native of Greece, being one
day seen by his neighbors pulling down
birds’ nests and occasionally destroying
their young, was severely reproved for his
cruelty, He replied that their notes to him
were insufferable, as they never ceased
twitting him for the murder of his father.
—‘Christian Age.’ g

Press Opinions,

The Pictorial Publishing Company, of
Montreal, is doing a distinet service to Cana-
ada and Canadians in its new publication,
‘Canadian Pietorial” The illustrations are
high class, and the printing is in keeping.
There isa field in Canada for such a magazine,
and the standard set by the ‘Canadian
Pictorial’ should spell success.—The ‘Spectator,
Hamilton, Ont. :

3

The handsome full-page and other illus-
trations of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’eare a de-
light to all picture lovers; and a great
credit  to
News,” Truro, N. S.

I am highly pleased with the ‘Canadian
Pigtorial’ and hope it will have the success
that its merits warrant.—Editor of ‘Standard,
Pembroke. Ont. :

Canadians Abroad.

Canadians residing abroad will one anq
all heartily appreciate ‘the ‘Canadian Pica
torial, with its monthly budget of ‘pictures

fron home.’ Friends at home could not find a

more acceptable gift to send them—only g

dollar bill for twelve months of pleasure, Fop:
the present this rate covers postage to all'

parts of the world. .

On request, a neat gift card will be sent,
announcing to the tar-away friend the name
of the donor.

el et
A Christmas Suggestion.

To friends throughout Canada (excepting
Montreal and suburbs) also throughout
Great Britain and Ireland, the United States
and the many other countries mentioned on
page 15 as not requiring extra postage, the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ may be sent for
fifty cemts, provided three or more such subs
seriptions are remitted at one time. So of-
ten in the Christmas preparation for thogse
at home, gifts for the distant friends are not
mailed till too late. Now is the time o are
range for what is really a series of gifts,
in one of the most delightful forms, a form
that makes it possible to share the pleasure
with others. Send in your Christmes subs
scriptions now. ‘They will have the most
careful attention.

On request a gift card will be sent as above
with each subseription, both the ‘card and the
first number being timed to reach their des-

tination about Christmas day.

Greatly to His Advan‘t\age;

If a nice canvasser comes to your door get

his' name and address, say what he is ;
handling, and send it to us, and we will Sandy

you free of charge a copy of the new pie-
ture paper, the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ or ask
the eanvasser to write us himself. He will
hear of something greatly to his advantage.

We want boys to sell by the dozen, and

agents to canvass for annual subseriptions.
The ‘Pictorial’ Publishing Company, Monte
real, Canada. / : s

Canadian  workmanship—Daily .
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Home.
(Will Ward Miichell, in the ‘Homestead,’)

Home, after all is said and done,
Is just about the best

Of places underneath the sun,
Where hearts are happiest.

The wanderer in countries far,
Or on the ocean foam,

Has memories of a beacon star—
The distant light of home,
In many a foreign place,

Go wander as you will the earth
The smile on mother’s face.

You'll find no other treasure worth.

Amid rare Alpine glories you,
With soul enrapt may roam,

But when your journeying is: through,
You'll wander back to home.

For home it is the dearest place
Beneath the bending skies!

And mother’s is the dearest face,
Her eyes the dearest eyes!

Her little kingdom is the best;
Her heart the purest tome,

The soul may know! The happiest,

< The sweetest place, is home!

Our Tommy.
(Grace Dale, in the ‘Standard.’)

" I had been to make a call where two tiger
kittens greatly amused me. On expressing
delight at thieir anties my friend said, ‘Well,
if you'll take them both you may have them,
but we don't want them parted. As we have
& new family of five kittens, - we can well
sgpare them, you see/’

We lived alone; my husband and I, in a
#nug cozy home, where the lawn to the left,
fringed off to the river, There were no chil-
dren to make home merry, and although my

' husband rather enjoyed the enforced quiet, I
. longed ofttimes forsomething upon which to
~lavish my over abundant fund of companion-
ship. * That evening I recounted the antics
of the'kittens; my husband seemed interest-
ed in the account of how, when held erect on
their hind legs, they would spar and spit like
veritable prize fighters. We agreed we might

- have one cat, but two seemed out of the

question. Still we went together to see them.
The result? Why we brought them both
home, of course. The doctor, my husband,
grew as fond and foolish over them as ever
1 could desire; he thought nothing too good
to buy for them. :

We called them «“Tommy’ and ‘Lady,’ but

the dainty little ‘Lady’ did not seem thrifty;
80 a few months of fits, and she filled a grave
" in the garden. Tommy would ride about on
e - the doctor’s shoulder, march up to bed when
2 we did, in spite of the cold room, for we found
} above everything else, cats love companion-
= ship. Later we discovered the name had been
© mischosen, as to sex, but she knew it perfect-

{ Iy s0 no change was made.
}  When T arose in the morning she would es-
cort me through the intricacies of a cold bath,
l toilet, -generating and lighting the gasoline
stove, grinding the coffee, and the numerous
other details, in the preparation of the morn-
. ing meal. I was quite methodical and Tom-
- my would precede me in my route, never mak-
- ing a mistake. You should have seen her sit
up on her hind legs and beg, with fore paws
~ drooped, silently waiting for ‘something  she
~ wished. Then too she had the fashion of go-
© ing with the - loctor for a boat ridey indeed

& e he nest, seemib o 1a

ow, please; you take care of the baby, I am
~with ‘my master, and off she would "
J

gun, T

- the baby came we had planned
~ Tommy went as usual. T plac-

o did she show anxiety about
Kitchen door was distinctly

ed the baby inside my blouse; when Tommy
discovered her offspring’s presence, she seem-
ed worried, as though she did not see why
I brought it along, or if it could not be left
alone, why I did not remain at home with it.
When* homeward bound, and in sight of the
place, she would take her place on the stern
of the boat, and .at the earliest opportunity
Tommy was on terra firma. On this occasion
she stood in her favorite place with the baby
in her mouth; all of a sudden she dropped it
overboard, and seemed distressed when she
saw it struggling in the water; from which
we rescued it.

Best of all she loved to go with her mas-
ter, with the rifle to get a bird. Tommy
would watch the place aimed at and run and
bring the bird when it fell. In many such
ways she seemed more like a dog than a cat.

Then too, she was trusty; no blood of thief
ran in her veins. She would never touch the
most tempting morsel, if not given to her,
but would sit and beg for favors. Neither
would she allow her kittens to steal, although
they had no compunctions in such matters,
She would mount guard over the table in my
absence and cuff them for misdeameanors, and
she would not leave her post until I returned.

Tommy was as interested as any child, over
the water in the bath room. After much ap-
parent study, and some urging from her mas-
ter; she at last would reach her paw, down
through the water in the bowl, cateh the ring,
pull out the plug; and watch with triumph
her victory as the water gurgled out of sight.
She tried in vain to turn the faucets, for she
seemed to understand what caused the water
to flow. Then she used to jump at the closet
chain and hang on too; but her weight was
not sufficient to make the water run; so af-
ter weeks of effort she gave that up in de-
spair,

This observant feline did not mew to get
out at a door, but would jump at the knob,
hanging on with her paws until she dropped.
Never did she give up the idea, but that per-
haps after all, she would sometime suceceed
in opening a door, swaying her body each
time as she held on. One or two doors whose
knobs were weak would succumb to her at-
tempts, and the delight she would show over
her success was really infectious. Yes, in-
deed Tommy had her place and plate at the
table; and would keep her place well; too;
and well she seemed to figure the mealtime
hour. Tf T were dilatory in the mafter she
would promptly advise me. I needed no clock
in such respects if I paid heed to Tommy’s
suggestions,

When we adopted her, she had been fed
exclusively on raw meat and water. It was
some time before she cultivated a taste for
cooked food and milk; when she did it was
complete, and her delight was a dish of can-
ned salmon and potatoes, though she would
have raised no objection to the omission of
the latter. Tommy seemed to know the sal-
mon can by the cartoon upon it, for at sight
of one she would stand erect and beg.
~ Once my husband was called out of town,
on business which kept him until the follow-
ing .day. When night came Tommy showed
such uneasiness, feeling no doubt the absence
of her master, that I confess I grew a little
apprehensive through the long evening hours.
When bedtime-came I securely locked up the
house, then turned the electric light at each
globe, in the house, on the front porch, and
in the enclosed porch in the rear. 1 then
felt quite safe, for in the hall upstairs we
had a switch which controlled every light on
the premises.

In the night I was awakened by Tommy’s

scratching at the covers, as was her habit

- when she yished to waken me. If was still
and . night, so 1 thought she was lonely and tried\

- to take her into bed; but no, she jumped
: with down, ran to the rear window and struck a
ook toward the mest, seeming to say, hear .

attitude. Then I listened; I could
low rasping noise, then a sound of a

door 1 ""in@‘-‘fn‘dwedvp en. Tommy was dis-

as I realized the back entry door had been
forced open, and a sound of a file on- the
audible. T leaped

Jish in sturdiness of character, all that

=BMPBOYS AND GIRLSiEe< “

out of bed, turned the switch and the house
was a flood of light. ¥rom the window I saw

.and heard a collision with the pump and then

saw a form dash across the lawn and disap-
pear down the river bank., It was three
o’clock in the morning, Needless to say, the
lights burned forth until daylight, for Tommy
and I were fearful, and wide eyed, On her
master's return she was praised and petted
royally, and told she was better than any
dog. She was certainly a darling, and so
much company for both of us. The baby grew
to be so, too; though she never showed the
intelligence of her mother, yet she possessed
a remarkably sweet disposition.

The doctor decided to move south, so the
pretty home was, sacrificed, and our cats pro-
mised to a friend in the country. 1 could
never picture to you Tommy’s distress as the
dismantling process progressed. When a wo-
man came to take up the carpets, Tommy's
soul seemed stirred with ire, which she show-
ed so plainly, that the woman insisted she
was afraid of her; and truly there seemed
cause for alarm, for Tommy showed by growls
and attitude the combativeness of a watch
dog. It was during this self imposed duty,
that our friends drove to the door for their
present—fthe cats. A cracker box with slats
nailed across had been prepared to send them
in. 8o mute and questioning were the four
big eyes which peered between those slats,
that we felt conscience stricken. Quite over-
come by the parting I sat down and gave way
to a burst of tears. A loneliness filled my
heart, which time has not healed, a longing
for the loving attention anl loyal companion-
ship of ‘Our Tommy.’

A Night at the Hospice of St.
Bernard.

On we climbed, while Mr. Smith impelled
our flagging footsteps. by an explosive reci-
tation of Longfellow’s ‘Excelsior, the seene of
which 15 here. Around a sharp, rocky bend,
up an ascent as steep as a house roof, past an
overhanging precipice, I went, leaving the gen-
tlemen behind me in the enthusiasm of the ap-
proach, dnd then the gray, solemn,  friendly
walls of the Hospice, which had seemed tome
a8 dim and distant as the moon’s caverns, rose
before me outlined npon the placid evening
sky.

I stopped and listened cagerly as I approach-
ed its open door—no sound but thé gurgle of
a distant brook; no living object but two
great St. Bernard dogs seated upon the broad,
dark stepe of stone.

A gentleman may be defined as a being al-
ways wisely and benignaitly equal to the
oceasion. Such a character appeared upon the
scene in the person of ‘Reverend Besse, tne
‘Hospitable Father,” and chief of the estab-
lishment. ‘

Our party in committee of the whole (and
on ‘minority report’) voted him the most de-
lightful man we ever saw. All that is
French in manner, united fo all that is lng-
13
winning in Italian tones, united to a German’s
ideality, a Yankee's keenness of perception,
a Scotchman’s heartiness, and an Irishman’s
wit—these qualities seemed blended in our
‘none-such’ of a.host, and fused into harmony
by the fire of a brother’s love toward man
and a saint’s fidelity to God. Young, fair,
blue-eyed, he stood among our chattering
group like one who, from a region of perpetual
calin, dispenses radiant smiles and overflowing
bounty. 3 A

So_ quiek was his discernment,: and so sa-
gacious was his decision, that almost with-
out a question he assigned us, in detachments
correctly arranged, to fitfing domicile;si made. .
each one feel that he or she had been espe-
cially expected and prepared for, ~and within
five minutes had so won his way into the in-
nermost recess of everybody’s heart, that Mr.
Jones expressed in his own idiomatic way tho
sense. of fitty guegts when . he declared, ‘To '
such a man as that even the Little Corporal
might ‘well have doffed his old chapeay, Who
shall do justice to the dinner at the Leshaped
table, when the Father sat /at tim head aud
said Brace, beaming upon his great cosmopoli-
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tan family with that young face, so honest,
gentle and brave?

Then came the long evening around the
huge and glowing hearth-fire. How soon we

« felt ‘acquaint’; how fast we talked in French
or German, minding little how the moods and
tenses went askew so that we got and gave
ideas.

The Father turned from side to side answer-
ing with solicitous attention every question
that we asked, so that a mosaic of his chief
replies would read something like this: ‘Made-
moiselle asks the indications of the thermo-
meter this August evening? I learn the mer-
cury stands already at forty-five degrees
Fahrenheit, and the boundary line of ltaly is
but five minutes distant. Here, Brother Jean,
please provide the beds of all our guests with
warming-pans.’

Yes, lady, our Hospice was founded nine
hundred years ago, by Count Bernard of Sa-
voy. who devoted forty years of his life to en-
tertaining and protecting, as we will try to
do, the many travellers who annually pass
throngh these mountains between Switzerland
and Italy. Abouf twenty thousand were cared
for each year in older times, without the
smallest charge being made to rich or poor.
Now we have not so many, the facilities for
travel having so greatly improved. But a
great number come over the pass who are out
looking for work, and there are also many
beggars. These we limit to three days’ en-
tertainment. We would gladly keep them
longer, but cannot. Our dogs are a cross be-
tween Newfoundland and Pyrenean.

‘In winter travellers are obliged to wait at
a place of refuge we have provided at some
distance from these buildings, which is on the
very top of the pass, until we send out a man
and dog, with refreshments fastened to the
neck ‘bf the dog, who never once loses  his
way, though the distance is long. The snow
is often thirty feet deep, and the only guide
the: man has is the banner-like tail of the
dog waving through the storm.

“The monks always go out in the most dan-
gerous weather. 1 lead them at such times.
They are not obliged to go—we make it per-
fectly voluntary. :

Here Kate broke in with an important ques-

tion: ‘How do you occupy your time in sum-
mer? ‘Oh, mademoiselle, we study and teach
—we had fifty students last season’ ‘What
do you teach? ‘All that a priest ought to
know—theology, philosophy, the laws of the
church. We know contemporaneous events,
except polities (!) which we do not read.
‘What is your age? here chimed in the prac-
tical Jones. ‘Monsieur, I am . thirty-one’
(‘But he does not look a day older than
{wenty-three,’ whispered practical Sophie, and
we all nodded our energetic acquiescence in
her figures.) ‘How long have you been here?
‘Eleven years, and I remain. in perfect health.
My predecessors in the office could not endure
this high  altitude—three of them left g a
period of four years’ ‘Why are you here?
persisted Jones.  The scene was worthy of
a painter—that shrewd Yankee, whose very
figure was a walking intérrogation point, and
the graceful, urbane monk, in his long cas-
sock, as leaning in his easy chair and looking
forward and a little upward, he answered with
slow melodious emphasis, Brother, it is my
calling, that is all’ So simple was his na-
ture, that to have heard ‘a call’ from God and
not obeyed it would have seemed to him only
less monstrous than not to have heard any
call at all! At early-dawn we were awaken-
ed by men’s voices in a solemn chan% fed by
the Hospital Father—and never did religion
seem more sacred and attractive than while
we listened as through the chapel door came
“the words of the Te Deum, vonsecrated by
centuries of Christian song, ‘We praise Thee,
0 God, we acknowledge Thee to be the Lord’
—TFrances B, Willard’s ‘Glimpses of Tifty
Years’ :

Sample Copies.

‘Any subseriber who would like to have spe-
gimen copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
%0 friends ean send the names with addresses

and we will be pleased to supply them, free

of cost. Sample copies of the ‘Witness’ and
fWorld Wide’ will also be sent free on appli-
eation.
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or performs is to strike
ragged, irregular, rough corners, so as to put -

Growing Up for God.
A Word to Our Young People.

(Mrs. H. J. Hinkamp, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

Suppose a sculptor sees before him a rough

shapeless piece of marble or granite; he says, .

as he looks at it, T see no beauty in that
enarble as it is, but I see real beauty hid-
den in it, and I'm going to bring it out’ So
he considers for a time what he shall bring
out, and no sooner has he decided upon some-
thing, man, woman, child or animal, than the
idea grows within him, and he is filled with
enthusiasm to see the outcome of his idea,
and then he starts work with his hammer and
chisel. :

Can we not compare ourselves to that
shapeless piece of marble, and say, 1 see no
beauty in myself as I am, but God can help
me make something better of myself?

Like the sculptor, we must first consider
what we want to make of ourselves. Let us
set before us some lofty and ideal character
whom we wish to imitate. Tet us ‘aim
high? TLet Jesus Christ be our model!

With such a perfect model before us, ought
we not to accomplish something? Now, if we
compare ourselves to the shapeless marble,
what shall be our hammer and chisel? ~ We
will need these quite as much as the sculptor
does, for we will find ourselves quite as

stubborn and hard to mold as the sculptor.

finds his rock or marble. Tt us compare
our will power to the sculptor’s hammer and
chisel, and bend all our might and power to
do the work. Now, the first work the sculp-
oft ‘some ‘of < the

a little shape to his marble. We must fol-
low his example and strike off some of our
ragged rough corners, which could be called
boisterousness, wilfulness, -selfishness, sulki-
ness, deception, use of bad words, and especi-
ally  disrespeet and disobedience to parents,
while, last, but not'least, we must strikeaway
all irreverence in and around the house of
God while others are trying to worship.

A pretence of worship and irreverence at
the same time are considered mockery by
God.

With some of these rough corners gone we
may say we have given a little shape to our-
selves, and, like the sculptor, we are ready
to commence ‘developing some of the finer
points. For this work we must look continu-
ally at our model; we will be obliged to keep
one eye on Him and the other on our ham-
mer and chisel.

So we will try to have
calmness and kindness.

We must chisel away our irritability, ve-
hemence, discord and dislike if we would grow
like our model. Next we notice when we look
at Christ’s character how lovely and patient
he was, and so we must chisel at our hatred
and restlessness. We look again and we no-
tice meekness and lowliness of spirit, and we
must chisel at our haughtiness, pride and

first gentleness,

self-conceit, and we will find this hard and )

often unpleasant work.

We look again and we notice such self-de-
nial, such heavenly obedience, and such a
complete resignation or submission to the
will of God, that we say with fear and trem-
bling, how shall we imitate Jesus in this?

The Bible teaches only one way, by saying
farewell to self and sin, and living close to
God. 1f we are doing such carving daily we
can safely say we are on the right road to-
wards growing up for God.

Once more we turn to the sculptor; does he
complete his work in a day or week or month?
No, he works many months amid drawbacks
and discouragements, but practice makes per-
fect, and finally he sees his reward. Let us
again follow his example and work and carve
at ourselves each day and we will receive our
reward in due season. St

Just as soon as we stop our work of earv-
ing, or cease to look at our model, we are off
the track to God, and we are side-tracked,
and some agency will have to pull us on the
main track again. There is a very wise old
saying, rather homely, but very true, Satan
tempts most men, but an idler tempts Satan.
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To crowd out Satan we will be obliged to
work at ourselves steadily, and so keep on
the main track. 3
There are many agencies at the present time
to help us grow for God, and bring us back
when we are off the main track. They are:
Public worship, the Sabbath - school, the
Christian Endeavor, besides many others, but
there is one agency that strikes the key-note
for all these mentioned, and that is a prayer-
ful reading of God’s holy word, not merely to
gain knowledge, but to gain help and food on
the road to God. 3
‘Pm afraid we slight our Bibles too often
for the sake of a story book, or worldly plea-
sure, and treat our Bibles like we do our par-
ty clothes, something too choice for daily use.
To make something of ourselves in this world
requires work, brain, endurance, practice, e
ete., and if we do it willingly, regardless of
cost and time, what does the Bible teach us?
‘What doth it profit a man, if he gain the
whole world and lose his own soul? e
To make good Christians of ourselves, or

o
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for
0, no; it will
require a constant carving and a constant

to be able to say we are daily growing
God will not happen by chance,

watching to remain on the main track. And
will this hard work of carving and watching
pay us in the end?

The Bible teaches us that ‘The sufferings of
the present time are not worthy to be com-
pared with the glory which shall be revealed
in God’s children in the hereafter.’ And now
let us all make this important question, ‘Am
I growing for God? a personal question, and
let us keep this fact Lefore our minds con-
stantly, we are either growing for God, or we
are growing away from God, for there is no
happy medinm taught in the Bible.

i

A Boy Who Asked for Help.

Miss Elizabeth Tobey, the evangelist, tells
this story. She was holding a mceting for
children some years ago, and asked all those
who would give themselves to Christ to stand
up. Three children from one family arose, a
boy and his two sisters. ‘Now, said Miss
Tobey, ‘if you are going to serve Christ you
must pray every morning that the Lord will
help you, for you cannot do it alone.

The boy went home and asked his mother
to teach him to pray in the morning, and
from that time on he prayed in the morning.
The boy, although bright in other respects,
was a dull scholar, but to the surprise of his
friends he suddenly began to improve and
gained considerable praise for doing well in
school.

‘There’s a little secret about that, Mother,’
said he. ‘I ask Jesus every morning to help
me with my lessons—and He does.’

Recently Miss Tobey visited the town
where the boy, now grown to a lad of fifteen,
is living. She was told that his scholarship
was $0' good that he stood at the head of a
class of fifty. His Bible, worn by faithful
study, and carefully marked, was shown to
her, and she knew that when he hegan to
pray for God’s blessings upon his work Te
began to study diligently the Word of God.
David said: ‘Evening and morning and at
noon will I pray, and  cry aloud; and e
shall hear my voice” It is not enough sim-
ply to pray at night.—South-western Chris-
tian Advoeate. ’ - :

His Heart’s Desire.
(Mrs.

C. F. Fraser, in the ‘American
Messenger.’)

People tell me the poor fellow had a great
desire to help others. Perhaps his longing
may be gratified in the life beyond.’

So, not without tenderness, spoke the re-
lative who had come from a distance to pay
the Jast réspects to his crippled cousin. The
old housekeeper looked at him strangely.

‘I doubt if he’ll be any more busy there
than he was on earth’ she said.

As she spoke, a tearful little girl made her
way into the sunny chamber, where among
green vines the dead man lay.

‘I loved him such a lot,’ she faltered. ‘He
told me funny stories and he used to erack
nuts for me with his crutch.

A sweel-faced young woman entered quiet-
Iy. ‘He comforted me so when my mother
died,” she said softly, ‘and made me willing
to live for the sake of the dear ones she left
behind. He took away all my dread of death
and told me to rejoice when he was called
home*- . 4 :

Just then a rosy-cheeked schoolboy joined
the. little group around the coffin, I fonly
he could bave known that T was on the foof-
ball team,” he said abruptly, as he gazed at
the face from which all trace of suffering had
disappeared. - ‘Do you know,’ Te said, turning
- to the stranger, ‘that if it had not been for
~him, I. too, would have been_a cripple all my
days. When he first saw me, T was a little
lame baby. but I had already Tearned to
‘make my right arm do the work of-my right

leg. Mother said that his face was very sad
- as he watched me making my way about the

 room. Then Ne drew a long breath and said, 3

- “Please (lod the Tittle fellow will walk man-
fashion yet”” Afterwards, all at his own ex-
pense, he ‘took me to a great hospital for
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treatment. When I came back walking like
other boys, he was so proud and happy.
When I grew older, he loved to have me come
and tell him all about the sports we had at
school—the games and races and the exercises
in the gymnasium. - And now to think I can-
not tell him about the football team’— A sob
finished the sentence eloquently.

The listener needed no further testimony.
He realized the full beauty of that spirit
which had rvisen above the suffering flesh to
add to the jows of a little child, to cheer and
comfort the sorrowful, and to help the af-
flicted.

He wet the questioning eyes of the house-
keeper with a look of understanding. ‘Even
oun earth,” he said gravely, ‘my cousin had his

heart’s desire.’

Only a Rat.

It was on thy Great Northern and City
Railway, running out of London. Many thou-
sands of passengers are carried by this line
into the world’s metropolis. It is a new line,
but it worked smoothly, without a hiteh, un-
til, one day, it was tied up for thirty minutes.

Everything came to a standstill. Passen-
gers fumed. Conductors wondered and fret-
ted. They could get no signal to go ahead,
and had to hold their trains stationary. There
was lively telegraphing and telephoning, but
all to no purpose.

At last the trouble was located, and what
do. you think it was? At Moorgate Street
Station a rat had gnawed the insulating lay-
er off the signal cable! Probably the inquisi-
tive rodent got a severe shock, as inquisitive
folkk are likely to. At any rate, the place
was patched up, the leak in the subtle “elec-
tricity was stopped, the signals began to
work, the trains . began to move, brows
smoothed out, and the trouble was over.

But it had cost thirty minutes, multiplied
by no one knows how many people. And all
because of a rat’s teeth.

Moral: Don’t meddle,

Moral No. 2: Mischief tuns far from
starting point.

More Moral: Watch the little things.

Moral to End With: When your part of
the world goes wrong, don’t jump to the con-
clusion that the universe is out of ioimt; it’s
probably only & rat—*C. E. World”

the
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Preaching Under Dif\ficulties.

Bishop Oldham on his recent round in Ma-
laysia visited a Christian Chinese colohy at
Sitiawan, in Perak. The bishop thus describes
4 meeting he attended:

‘Under a large, rickety-looking shed the con-
gregation was gathered. As 1 entered with
the preachers ‘and elder, the congregation stood
and shook both fists at us with a quick, jerky
motion. Then all solemnly sat down.

‘As men of two dialects were present, it
Was necessary that the Word spoken in kng-
lish should be translated first into one and
then by another preacher into a second dia-
lect. Dr. Luering, who is a linguistic marval,
translated into the first, and a Chinese preach-
er followed. It gives a man time to “think
on his feet” when a double long pause occurs
between each of his sentences. At the same
time the necessity for the sentence, holding
something worth while is also foreibly im-
pressed upon me, :

‘On entering, 1 noticed that the men were
gathered on one side and the women and

children on the other. Several of the younger

men were armed with paper and pencils, pre-
pared to “take notes.” A hymn was announc.
ed and sung, followed by prayer.

“The text was then given out. The speake
was about to begin when a dog from under
the women’s benches fiew upon one standing
within the door, and a lively dog-tight was in
session for over a minute. Only the young
boys’ eyes showed any interest. The rest of
the congregation looked alternately from the
preacher to the dogs. It was only when the
preacher, who was in danger of being greatly
interested, declined to begin, that one of th:

‘men seized the attacking dog by the hind
legs, whirled it round and round, and flung it

out of the door.

‘The congregation did not
even smile. : g

‘Again the text, but the dog was back. For

several times he was heaten and thrown out,
There was, perhaps, a trifle of impatience in
the looks of a few young men at the delay
of the service, but 1 saw nothing but perfect
decorum. The dogs finally settled, the preach-
ing began. The interest was fixed. No more
interruptions until a man. came in with a
captured mouse-deer. This was passed around
anil commented on, but-the preact¥ing went
on. The interest was very deep.

‘When at the close I asked for all who were
sincerely serving God, nearly all the congrega-
tion arose, and with shining eyes proclaimed
their faith and devotion. Poor immigrants in
a strange land, meeting a hundred difficulties,
yet with true Chinese good sense they see the
opportunity before them and find\in the Gos-
pel infinite comfort amid all their trials’—
‘Christian Advoeate.

A GREAT NEW STORY.

Fresh from the Author’s Pen.

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

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

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

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

FOUNTAIN PEN OR WATCH FREE.

Any subscriber sending in these trial sub-
scriptions at the full rate as per above offers,
to the amount of two dollars, will receive as a
special preniium, a fountain pen or wateh, as
he may choose. -

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

The wateh is a good, reliable, nickel wateh,
stem wind and set, guaranteed by the maker,
With proper use it will last for years. Who
will be the first to win one of these pre-
miums? 3

SERIJAL 8TORY COUPON. N. M.

‘I have not been taking the ‘Witness’ but
would like to get it while the new serial, “In
Pursuit of a Phantom,” is running. I therefore

enclose ...... cents in accordance with offer

named above for “... ..... Witness.” Please
send to :
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children peeped out at different doors. Then -As for Cap, the ranchman’s wife said another

Having Some Fun.

‘Tl tell youhow we canhave some fun,’ said
Frank, one bright, moonlight night for sliding
and snowballing.

‘What? How?

‘Whe has a wood-saw? said Frank.

‘I have” ‘So have I replied three of the
boys.

‘Get them, then, and you and Fred, and
Tom each get an ax, and I will get a shovel.
Let’s be back in ten minutes.

The boys started to go on their errands,
each wondering of what use wood-saws and
axes and shovels could be in play. But Frank
was liked, and they believed in what he said,
and were soon togéther again.

‘Now,” he said, ‘Widow Brown has gone to
it up all night with a sick child.

‘A man brought her some wood to-day, and
I heard her tell him that, unless she got
some one to saw it to-night she would not
have anything to make a fire with in the
morning. 5

‘Now we could saw and split that pile of
wood just as easily as we eould make a snow
man.’

One or two of the boys said they did not
caré to go, but most of them thought it
would be fun.

It was not a long job for seven strong and
healthy Loys to saw, split and pile up the
widow’s hadf-cord of wood, and to shovel a
good path.

When they had done this, so great was
their pleasure that one of them, who had at
first said ne would not go, proposed they
should go to a carpenter shop near by, where
plenty of shavings could be had, and each
bring an armful.

The next morning when the tired widow
returned from watching by the sick-bed and
saw what was done, she was surprised, and,
when a friend told her how it was done, her
earnest prayer, ‘God Dbless the boys!’ was
¢nough to make them happy.—Exchange.

(By Constance Coniagh, in the ‘Prves»byvtériﬂan
Banner.’)

In the gray first light of the early winter
moerning Blin came out of the sod-house bare-
headed and wearing a man’s coat over her old
red dress for warmth, for the: wind that blew
in from the arroyo threatened by its very
chill to shift and become a norther, A mo-
ment she stood after she had shut the door
behind ber, bewildered in the ghostly still-
ness and emptiness, then her head s:emed to
clear a little and she ran to the corral whis-
tling for Pedro. Pedro, the old pinto broncho,
snuggled against the warm side of the hay-
stack which both sheltered and fed him, turn-
ed his watchful eye upon her doubtfully. What
did she mean by calling him at this unearth-
1y hour? Blin had to whistle again and again
before he would move and then he came am-
bling, loath to take the bit of the bridle she
beld. Blin climbed upon the fence and from
thence to his unsaddled back, slapped his
neck with her bare hand and was off to the
nearest neighbor’s. :

Once fairly under way Pedro made good
time. He was lean and hippy and gaited af-
ter a manner all of his own, but Blin sat on
his back as safely as you sit in your rocking
chair. She and Pedro were comrades of long
standing, but never before had they set forth
on £o early or so anxious a journey _together.
They were going toward the east, which slo_w-
1y lightened with the rise of the cloud-rid-
den sun. Blin’s eyes were fixed upon it. When
at last a dark lump showed against the sky, a
sob of thankfulness escaped  her. A little
later, still urging Pedro to his best, she rode
in among the ranch-buildings to the ranch-
mouse door. A startled face appeared at the
window, the door sprang open and Blin was
dragged from Pedro’s back by a tall, lank
man with a pipe in his mouth. He took her
into the kitchen and cet her down by.the stove
which was roaring with a fire just kindled, In
a moment the house was astir. Night-gowned

came the ranchman’s wife. Blin, half dead
with cold and wearin¢ss and the experiences
of that long night, looked up at her and spoke
for the first time.

‘Paw’s gone, she whispered.

The ranchman’s wife set her hands on her
hips and stared. «

‘Gone!” she repeated.

Blin nodded listlessly.

‘He’s dead,’ she said.

Threz days before he haa been seized with
a stitch in his side. Blin doctored him as
best she could with the remedies at hand and
they both thought he was getting better, for
the pain had eased, when suddenly his brgat‘»h
stopped and he was gone without speaking.
When the first agony of the shock hac pass-
ed, Blin had left Cap, the old dog, to keep
the house and watch while she went for help.

Well, they buried him as such things are
done on the prairie where ministers are even
less to be had than doctors, the sod-house
door was secured with a nail against possible
intrusion, and Blin, with Cap and Pedro and
a valise packed with all her worldly goods
of value of whatscever kind, went home with
Neighbor Bard. But taere was no room for
her in the ranch-house, already over-full of
children, squabbling, shouting, romping all day
long and little enough food to give her where
pone and bacon was scarce even for the
mouths that claimed them. What was to
become of her?

‘Hain’t yo’ got anmy folks anywhar?’
ranchman’s wife asked.

Blin thought. =

“Thar’s a cousin of paw’s up
whars that he used to write to.
reckon. 3

She hunted through her belongings and
found the last letter from- this cousin. - It
was dated nin¢ months before. Blin did mot
know whether her’father had answered it or
not; but she supposed he had. He was fond
of this cousin, who seemed to be the last link
left between him and the old life. He had told
Blin about her, how they used to go to school
together and hiow pretty she was. Blin thad al-
ways wanted to see her, - :

The ranchman and his wife listened to the
letter and considered it. ~They could not read
but Blin could. Her father had taught her.

‘Mebby now she’d let yo’ come an’ live with
her, the ranciiman suggested finally.

‘I know she would,’ Blin said, confidently.
From a mere shadow Cousin Favor was fast
Lecoming a delightful sabstance , affording
idealistic possibilities as her starved, imagina-
tive little eoul craved. Her father had never
said that in case he died she could live with
Cousin Favor, for neither of them had ever
thought of his dying. But now that he was
dead and she was left, what tetter thing
could she do? The ranchman and his wife
agreed with her.

‘Yo’ know, honey, the little brown-faced
woman said, laying a gentle hand on Blin’s
shoulder, ‘we-uns would keep yo' with us
allus and treat yo’ like yo’ was our own, but
yo* cyan gee fo' yo’self how it is.
thar’s nine children and three dawgs in a
house o' this sizen it don’ leave mo’n enough
room fo’ the grown-ups’ She sighed deeply.
‘T ’low ef that thar woman will take yo' an’
do well by yo, yo' better go to her,” How-
somever that’s fo’ yo’ to jedge, Yo’ know mo’
bouten her than we-uns do.

Blin did not know much more about her
really but she had imagined a great deal and
telieved what she had imagined. She made
up her mind to go at omce. But how? A
railroad ticket cannot be had for nothing. The
ranchman pondered. He even went clear to
Crystal City to get information from the
agent there. Blin had a little money and he
managed te get the rest somehow she never
knew how, for he would not tell her.

Jes’ yo’ take it an’ never min’, honey, his
wife said. ‘Ef we-uns had mo’ yo’ should
have mo’. We hain’t a-begrudgin’ it to yo’
any. I ’low>yo’ll pay us back ef yo’ ever
cyan. : :

‘I shore will! Blin said, crying over  their
generosity and the pain of, parting, which was
very near now. She left Pedro for security.

the

no’th some-
She’s all, I

When

dog more or less did not matter, and she ‘low-~
ed he could hunt enough to help out his liv-
ing. Then one morning, bright and early, the
ranchman took Blin and her valise to Crystal
City, forty miles away. Blin was crying, She
was leaving all that was dear and true and
iried in her life and at the last she would

have drawn back if she could. But it was

too late now. Thers was nothing to do but
to face the future bravely and hopefully and
her faith in Cousin Favor helped her to do
this. ;

The ranchman, who knew a little something
about the ways of railroads, put her aboard
the train, told the conductor her story and
asked him to see to her. The conductor had
girls of his own and he pitied this big-eyed,
bewildered little girl from nowhere, who was
taking her first ride on the cars. When she
left his train he put her in charge of the next
conductor, who likewise kept an eye on her.
Thus she was passed on at each change and
aside ‘from the conductors no one spoke to
hez.

It was mid-afiternoon of a snowy day when
she reached her destination. She stumbled
down to the platform, tugging her old valics,
as strange-looking, travel-stained a figure as
had ever alighted there. Everybody stared at
her, but che had grown used to staring eyes,
She asked a man who seemed familiar be-
cause he wore boots and a slouch hat, where
Cousin Favor lived. He scratched his head.

‘Favor who?’ he asked. :

Blin did not know. She had utterly forgot=
ten the needful last name. But the man set
to work to help her, e inquired of a dozen
people before he got the right answer.

q guess you mean Favor Smith’ he said
to Blin. ‘Pll take you right ‘to her house’

Blin went with him thankfully and let him
canry the valise. They walked a good ways
and at last came to a ctill side street and a
small house from which the paint was pret-
ty well washed off. The man stopped.

‘Here’s the place,” he said. ‘You better go; : :

to that side door.

Blin obeyed. She felt as if she were in a
dream.  What would Cousin Favor sry at
seeing her? Would she kiss her? She knock- -
ed tremblingly and the door opened, A mid-
dle-aged woman with a bald spot on top of
her head .and a nose too large for her face
stood there. She looked at Blin up ani down.

‘Well?? she demanded .

‘Does Cousin Favor live hyar?’ Blin asked,
faintly. . ;

‘Favor Smith lives bere and I'm she, but I
don’t know as I'm cousin to anyome’ ‘

Blin steod paralyzed, her poor little dreams
which had heartened her all the way from the
prairie count:y, melted bubble-wise, All the
beauty and sweetness possible for her to
imagine had gonme to fashion her ideal of
Cousin Favor. And now here was Cousin Fa-
vor homelier than the homeliest prairie woman
she had ever seenm. ;

‘Who are you and what do you want? Who
—' the question was being put to her the sac-
93{1 time before sh: found wvoice to answer
1 % " 3

‘I'm Blin,’\she said. ‘Pm Jim Thayer's . :
He’s dead, and DIve oome—'Jshe fbroie @Dghl: 2

Cousin Favor fell against the door-casing,

‘For the land’s sakes!’ she cried. ‘You
ain’t come all the way from Texas to live
with me? - ’

‘I'i!es, % h&vue,’ sobbed Blin. e

was sin Favor's turn to be paralyzed,
but_de recovered sooner than Blin had. Thia. -
was the last thing she had ever expected. She
pulled Blin into the room beyond. It was

A

an old maid’s room, but the rag carpet amd

plants and bird cage made it look cheerfyl.
‘Sit down,” she commanded. Ve
Blin dropped limply into a chair. Cousin
Favor stood in f:om‘% of her and looked at her,
‘How old are you?’ she asked. VR
‘I'm turued fourteen) ; e
‘You're real small for your age. And black
as can be. I don't know—well, so Jim’s dead,
is he?’ % S G
Blin’s chin quivered, 3 P
‘What took it into your head to come way

up here?’

Blin laoked up. 5 G
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‘Thar wan’t no place else fo' me,’ she said,
miserably.

Cousin Favor's face softened.

‘Well, take off your things, she said. ‘You're
hungry, of course. I'll set something out on
the kitchen table for you, encugh to stay your
stomach till supper time.

Blin was starved. ‘She had eaten the last
of her pone and bacon that morning and had
had nothing since. Cousin Favor's bread and
milk brought a look of life into her face.
Cousin Favor sat on the other side of the table
and watched her eat.

‘What did you say your name was?' she
queried.

Blin told her again.

‘Blin!” Cousin Favor repeated scornfully, ‘I
could never turn my tongue to it. T shall call
you Bee-lindy.!

And so a week later when Blin began to
g0 to school her name was registered as Be-
linda Thayer. Cousin Favor took her down
to the academy and gave her-into the hands
of the gentle-faced old principal. It did not
take him long to find out what she knew of
books and to place her where she helonged in
a room with pupils all younger than herself.
The teacher was a soft-eyed young woman
who saw possibilities in this little wild girl,
but he: kindness conld not mitigate the cruel-
ty of her pupils who at once leagued them-
selves against this alien  in -their midst.
Cousin Favor had rigged Blin out with arti-
cles from her own ancient wardrobe, each one
of which was a target for ridicule,

Blin knew that she did not look like the
-other giris and she suffered with all her sensi-
tive soul. Her heavy shoes clumped dread-
fully, however light she ctepped. ' It was
positive agony for her to have to walk up the
aisles to her desk between two rows of gig-
gling girls. Over these shoes Cousin Favor
made Blin wear a pair of arctics, which she
bad bought for herself and found too small.
Thus shod it seemed to Blin that she was all
feet and as noticeable as a monstrosity,

All the girls in her room used red felt-edged
double slates for their examples.  Blin told
Cousin Favor, who promised to get her a slate,
anq did, but not.a red felt-edged one, alas.
This was as large as half a door. . Blin looked
at it in dismay, A ey
It didn’t cost mo mere than the smaller
sizes,’ Cousin Favor said. ‘I believe in getting
the worth of your money.

That slate was a new instrument of tor-
ture for Blin. The first time she took it to
school the boys asked her what she was car-
rying that blackboard round with her for.
§he had to keep it on top of her desk because
it was too large to g0 in the shelf under-
meath. If she set it in the aisle someone was

sure to knock it over with a thundeous bang.

When the rcom was cleared for writing the
teacher passed down on a tour of inspection.
She came to Blin,

‘_Pu-t your slate in your desk, Belinda, she
8 e o
. ~otant, she whispered, ‘it’s too g

The teacher mﬂod\in'swpits of %:iself.

‘Well she said, and passed on,

But Blin did mot dare to ask Cousin Favor
for a diffecent slate. She would as £00n have
asked Elliott Wheeler for her diamong ring,

‘Elliott Wheeler, the principal’s - daugkter,
Wwas the prettiest girl who had ever attended
school at the academy. The first time Blin
met her she thought an angal had appearad {o
her. Never had she se2n anything sy beauti-
ful as this white-and-gold gisl, fragrant and
rare as a mesquite flower. Here at last was
someone to whom she could attach her fancy.
Here was the ideal she was always seeking,
Blin began to worship Elliott. And Elliott,
lovely as sfhe looked, smiled amusedly at this
fittle wild girl who stared, paralyzed, when-
ever she passed. How Blin treasursd those
smiles! They were the sunshine of her life, ;

‘Elliott wore goeen, a green raglan and hat.

To Blin green straightway became the most
~ Besirable color in the world, for Elliott had
~ honored it in the wearing. But it would have

been just the same if sie had wdﬂ} brown or
black. - And Blin dreamed dreams lying wide

~ awake o’ nights on her hard bed. Suppose a -
- fairy godmother should appear to her as to -

and dress her in clothes that she

More’s, for instance, why, Elliott would speak
to her then. She always spoke to Madge More,

But the fairy godmother never came and El-

ear unashamed, clothes like Madge

liott never spoke. She was going to graiu-
ate in June and was much occupied.

Spring was not far off. Blin lioked for-
ward to it with anxiety. It meant that she
could discard the arctics. Besides, Cousin Fa-
vor was making her a gingham dress.

‘Tve got to pay the school tax, anyway,
Cousin Favor reasomed to ler one intimate
friend , ‘and I may as well have someone to
send to school and get the benefit of it. I've
got things enough in the house to send her for
three years and she’s real handy
around. She’s dispositioned like her father,
but that’s the only way she takes after him.
He was' the easiest going, shiftlessest critter
that ever walked, as I remember.’

The very fact that Cousin Favor hai once
known her father made her dear to Blin. She
had a good many homesick spells during that
long winter. One day Cousin Favo: found
her at the window ecrying,

‘Oh,” she gulped, ‘I’'m .0 glad thar hain’t no
snow down whar he is’

Cousin Favor understood.

‘Snow’s as good as flowers, she said, dryly.
‘You don’t want to go back t) that heathenish
country, I hope. I should think you mighty
ungrateful if you did.

But Blin would have givea all the worid to
2o back if only just long enough to see the
Bards and pat Pedro and kiss Cap and take a
good look around the sod-house whers she now
believed she must have beea very happy.
There was no use in writing to. the Bards. A
letter would mean nothing to them., But whe
meant to study hard and get to teaching so
that she could pay the debt sh: owed them.

Her homesicknesses wore away as spring
came. There was arbutus on the hill back
of Cousin Favor’s. Soon there would be vio-
lets and anemones and adder-tongues. Cousin
Favor tapped the maple trees in firont of her
house and made maple sugar, the first Blin
had ever tasted. The girl felt the stir of new
life in her as well as in the woods and fizlds.
Slowly her dreams began to shape themselyes
in words which she wrote down as well
as she could after the manner of an old book
of poetry Cousin Favor had. One merming
she wrote some verses on a slip of paper and
wrapped it about the stems of a little bunch
of arbutus. It was the first offering ty» her
divsinﬁty. At noon her room happened to be
dismissed and she lingered trembling near the

- outer door watching the vlder pupils pass, At
last came Elliott in her green raglan and hat,
Blin dropped the flowers at her feet, and,
without waiting to see whether Elliott picked
them up or not, ran away as fast as her big
shoes would let her, her heart beating as if it
would burst,

Thereafte: whenever she saw Elliott she
held her eyes down as shyly as if she had
committed some crime. And if Elliott ever
smiled at her the smile never hit the mgrk.

One afternoon Kate Hall, who sat just be-
hind Blin, upset her ink-well, She gave a
little shriek, and Blin naturally looksd round
to see what was the matter. Kate wags mop-
ping up the too plentiful ink as fast as she
could with a sheet of blotting paper, and as
Blin turned her head she slapped hsc across
the cheek with it.

It was done more in mischief than in ma’ice,
but Blin’s heart was broken. Of gourse all
who saw the occuirence set up a giggle. Blin
did look comical. Vainly she scrubbed her
chetk with her handkerchief. The ink would
not come off. The rest of the afterncon she
sat with her hand over that side of he- face.
The teacher kept Kate after school and made
her apologize, but that did not Iissen Blin's

. humiliation. When school was dizmissed she
lagged after the others, hoping to get down-
stairs without anyone further sseing her.
The stairs were long, and near the bottom a
hole had been worn in the matting, a pitfall
for unwary or heavily cumbered feet. Blin
bastening down inher heavy shoes, laden with
‘her books and big slate, saw Elliott Wheeler
standing in the hall below—Elliott, her ideal,
all white-and-gold as ever, wearing that be-
loved green raglan and hat. Blin gave one des-
g:lnng look at her, then somenow Tier toe

Caught in the torn matting and she fel head-

long with a great clatter. Her books scat-

- tered and the big.slate, her daily trial, shat-

tered in a dozen pleces at Ellict’'s feet.
She was up in an instant regardless of her
‘bruised elbows and shins, only couscious of
" the ridiculous appearance she must make in

ty kelp.
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iliott's eyes. Then she felt an arm about
her and saw Elliott’s face close to her’s,

‘Are you hurt? Elliott asked, I know you
must be. That was a d:eadful fall?

Blin tried to speak and failed. She shook
her head.

T've been waiting to. see you,” Elliott went
on. ‘Tve wanted a long tims to thank you
for the verses you sent me. Did you com-
pose them yourself?’

Blin nodded. Elliott looked at her atten~
tively.

‘That’s what papa said, but I couldn’t be-
lieve it. Why, you've got wonderful talent,
do you know it? I’m coming to see you, and
you must show me all your verse:, Ang papa,
too. He can tell you better than I, but I think
if you work hard you cught to earn money,
.and perhaps fame by your writing.’

Was it true?  Was Elliott saying those
words to her? Blin's great eyes were fixed
upon the inspiring face.

‘You don’t think I mean it, do you? Elliott
said, cmiling. ‘Well, I do, every word, You'll
see” She released Blin and picked up the
books and the pieces of tha broken slate.
Tl just walk home with you and help you
tarry these, she said.

She did walk Lome With Blin, aad tefore
they reached Cousin Faver's Blin had told her
everything. Not until she went in and Cousin
Faver exclaimed at the sight of her ink-stain-
ed face did she remember it, ani then she did
not care. Elliott had walked, and talk:d with
her. Elliott was going to Le her friend, EI-
liott had promised to read all her verses and
copy the best and s:nd them to be printed.
Elliott—Elliott—Elliott,

Blin smiled in her s'eep that night and the
next day, after a visit from E Tiott, Cousin
Favor went to the store and bought her a red
felt-edged double slate,

S e,

The [ ever Fail Club.
(Brand Baird, in the ‘Maritime Baptist.’)

The club may be said to haye been discov-
ered one of the stormiest days of the winter.
It was cold, too, and the wind blew to a gale.

The superintendent had so few pupils that
for a time he hesitated about opening the
Sunday school at all. When the' time came
for the classes to goto their corners in the big
country church he saw there were present but
three teachers out of seven, and not mere
than twenty pupils. Over in one corner was a
teacher surrounded by a number of scholars
who seemed to belong to one class. They were
not the largest scholars of the school; they
did not live nearest the church, either.

The superintendent was puzzled. He went
over to the class. ‘Miss Wilton,’ he said, ‘you
are to be congratulated; so are your boys.
How does this happen? You're all here.

‘Yes,” said Miss Wilton, smiling, ‘we’re all
here. We have a club, you kunow, Mr. Baker.’

‘What kind of a club?

The teacher’s eye ran along the line of
ten boys to one nexi the end. ‘Tom, she
said, ‘you started it. Tell Mr. Baker about
it, and its name’ }

The boy looked down shyly. ‘Oh, thera
isn’t much to tell. It’s just the Never-Fail
Club. Me an’ Mark here’~he tipped his head
a little toward the boy at his right—‘heard
you say one day last summer when it was
pouring rain that you wished our people were
all never-failing people. On our way home
we made up our minds to form a club. We
weren’t to say much about it, but we spoke
to Miss Wilton and the rest of the-fellows.
They said they'd join, an’—so—an’ so we're
here. There isn't ‘much to it; we just made a
pledge to be here—to never fail. ;

The superintendent went back to his place.
Out of the fragments of what should have
been-six classes be made three. One of these
he tanght himself. When the scholars were
putting on ceats and tying searfs about them
before going out into the fierce storm. the
superintendent had time for a few words with
Miss Wilton, whose face beamed cheerfully. »

‘And’ have you a pledge, Miss Wilton” he

..said. ‘Do they sign something? .1 can't get
your—what is it you call it?>—your Never-
fail, Club out of my head. That’s the thing
we need in this chureh’ . | ‘
‘Oh, no, we don’t write anything: we don’t

)
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sign any pledge, but we do resolve to come
to the Sunday school when we can. By never-
fail we just mean that we will each put forth
the biggest effort possible’

‘T gee, said the superintendent. ‘But haven’t
you a constitution? How do you hold toge-
ther?’ 4

“We have no rules but these; we just say
we’ll join—we give in our mames to Tom
Martin, He writes them down under the
name, “The Never-fail Club,” then—then’—
Miss Wilton’s face became sweetly reverent—
‘then we pray. We just promise and pray—
that’s all ‘there is to it’

Then the brisk, happy little teacher was
off. When the big church that cracked and
groaned under the storm was empty the su-
perintendent sat down and thought. Things
were not going well. The attendance at the
church was declining; prayer-meeting had be-
come almost an impossibility. Contributions
had fallen off alarmingly. Some who had
never before failed were failing lately. Dea-
con Sutton had dropped out of prayer-meet-
ing; now and then he missed a Sunday ser-
vice; The Sunday school was surely and
steadily declining. Something ‘must be done.
But what?

As he plodded home through the fast-deep-
ening snow the few bright thoughts that came
to the superintendent’s mind were those that
were associated with what he had heard and
seen of the Never-fail Club. There was a
strength and grip about the very words that
helped Deacon Balker as he battled on through
the snow. Just as he reached home he said
to ‘himself; ‘I’ll not give up for another month
anyway, an’ I'll go an’ see Tom about the
club.’

Some four weeks passed away. The minister
of the congregation and his wife were in
earnest conversation. The minister was
speaking. ‘It’s true, he said. ‘T haye noticed
a difference, especially this last two weeks.
Perhaps I should wait for another Sunday be-
fore reading it.’ He held up a paper on which
was writen the resignation of his charge.

“DNhere were more women than usual at the
missionary society on Tuesday; indeed, more
than T’'ve seen in three years,’ said the minis-
ter’s wife. ,,

‘I can’t understand it. The school and the
prayer-meeting, as well “as the Sunday ser-
vices, are all better attended. = Perhaps I
sho.uld wait; there may not be as much op-
position to us as we had imagined. Still, I
hful resolved to resign at to-morrow’s ser-
vice.

He folded the paper he held in his hand and
put it in his desk. That night there was a
new note of buoyancy and faith in the prayer
he offered at family worship. The Sunday
that followed convinced the minister that he
h‘ad done right in withholding his resignation.
The choir was present in a body; the church
was fuller than it had been for years. Then
there was a new spirit of heartiness and re-
verence that could not be measured by num-
bers. Tt could not be the weather; the roads

~had come to feel no sense

were bad and a storm had threatened all day.
Could it be that his sermons were better late-
ly, more attractive and popular? He could
not tell. But of one thing he became sure
as time went on, there was some new and
vital force at work among his people.  The
Christian Endeavor, the prayer-meeting, the
missionary society, the Sunday school, the
collection even, all showed increase and new
life. If under these circumstances the minis-
ter still left his resignation folded away in his
desk, if his sermons were better than usual,
neither of these things was at all surprising.

Time ran on until six months had passed.
It was the great day of the midsummer com-
munion. There was a great crowd, there were
thirty-four new members to unite with the
church at a single service. The minister, so
puzzled at first, had given up wondering or
inquiring as to the cause of the evident out-
pouring of the Spirit. He had gone about re-
joicing in his soul. But on the Monday even-
ing following the communion,at the Christian
Endeavor meeting., the minister learned how
the work of grace had begun. It was the su-
perinterident of the Sunday school, Deacon
Baker, who made all clear. After calling the
minister' to the front, and presenting him
with an address and a large purse of money,
he said:

‘I firmly believe, brethren, that many, if
not all of you, are fully aware of the fact
that our present happy spiritual and financial
position as a church is due to God’s blessing
upon the efforts of a single boy—Thomas Mar-
tin/

The minister and a few others who had not
known looked surprised; scores of those pre-
sent, some inwardly, —some audibly, said,
“I'hat’s ‘true’ 'There was intense interest as

the superintendent continued. He told the

story of the stormy Sunday of six months
before, of his own discouragement, of his re-
solution to give up in despair, when he discov-
ered the Never-fail Club,

The sense of wonder on the minister’s face
deepened. There was a shy, modest boy near
the rear of the ¢hurch whose face was hot and
whose heart beat nervously. But regardless
of the boy and the minister’s astonishment
Mr. Baker went on:

‘I saw from the first that the idea was the
right one. 1 spoke to the other deacons, to
the finance committee, and also to a number
of the members. They all said it seemed to
be just whaf we meeded in our church. People
of responsibility
about anything. We had been leaving  you,
sir—he turned and faced the minister to
whom things were slowly becoming plan—‘we
had been leaving you to do everything; we
had been staying away from service except
when it suited our inclination to come; we
had no sense of responsibility, until that boy
down there-—and T believe in givin’ honor to
whom honor is due—showed us all our duty’

He paused for a moment. Word about a

little child leading thiem flitted through the
minister’s mind. There was a hurried move-
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Who could usé some more? Pleaso,
don’t all speak at once, but remember there
is Christmas pocket money waiting for ac-
tive boys—yes, girls, too, who will sell the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ Christmds Number:
Fancy! a special Christmas Number, much
larger than previous issues, interesting
Christmas features, three geparate colors—
all for ten cents, the price of an ordinary
number.

Jt will be a most delightful substitute
for a Christrras booklet for those who
want to send a holiday token to friends at
a distance—and who does not? What more
acceptable remembrance could be found
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the United States, than this beautitul
Canadian illustrated Pape

r?
- This Christmas Number will gell like ‘hot

‘Canadian Pictorial.’
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for relatives in England or Scotland, orin |

3 JOHN DOUGALL & SON, ‘Witne s’ Block, Montreal  Agents for the

BOYS! ATTENTION!!
CHRISTMAS POCKET MONEY.

cakes,” a favorite phrase with our ‘Pic-
torial’ boys. Scarcely a family but will
buy at least one copy, and many will
want two or three, if mot more.

Already, a large number of orders are on
file waiting till this Christmas issue is off
the press. If you send cash with order you
can secure all you want at once, and get
your premium at the same time. Other-
wise, we send out in lots of twelve, you to
remit for each dozen before gelting the
next. - It is expected that the edition
though a large one, will be rapidly ex~
hausted, therefore get in among the ‘early
birds,’ so that you won’t be disappointed. -

Remember, twenty-four copies sold at
ten cents glves you a watch; eighteen, a
fountain pen, and twelve, a fine jack-
knife. . Let us hear from you, P

’
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ment and a door opened in the rear of the
church.  The superintendent did not notice
this.

‘I think, he said, ‘we ought to show our
gratitude in some public manner to the bey
who started us on the way to prosperity
when we were down so low. I move that as
a Christian Endeavor society—no, as a con-
gregation, for we are almost all here—I move
that we extend a vote of thanks to Thomas
Martin, who organized the Never-fail Club.

The motion was seconded by more than
twenty persons at once. When it had beem
put and carried with a great burst of ap-
plause, there were several cries of ‘Speech!
Speech!’ There were more movements in the
rear of the church. Some boys and young men
were seen to go out.

‘He’s gone, Mr. Baker, said a voice. ‘Tom
went out a few minutes ago.

Those who understood began to smile, for
they knew Tom was shrewd as well as modest.
But there was soon a sound of returning foot-
steps in the vestibule. They brought the boy,
in and up the aisle to the front of the church.
The minister met him and grasped his hand.

‘You must make a speech,’ said the clergy=
man. But Tom only looked down.

‘Tell us about the club, persisted the min-
ister.

‘Oh, the club, it wasn’t much when it begun.
We just said we’d promise—and pray—and
never fail.’

At the last words another wave of applause
swept the church. Before this was over Tom
was well down the aisle to the door. On their
way home people said laughingly that it had
been a great meeting that night.

Mr. Baker is still superintendent of the Sun-

“day school, which is large and flourishing,

The minister’s resignation is still in his desk.

Good Wishes.

Oh that mine eyes might closed be
To what concerns ‘me not to see;

That deafness might _possess mine ear

“To what concerns me not to hear;
‘That truth my tongue might ever tie

From ever speaking foolishly:
That no vain thought might ever rest \
Or be conceived in my breast;
That by each word, and deed, and thought,
Glory may to my God be brought.
But what are wishes? Lord, my eye S
On Thee is fixed, to Thee 1 cry—
Wash, Lord, and purify my heart,
And make it clean in every part;
And when ’‘tis done, Lord, keep it so,
For that is more than I can do.
‘—An OId Poet

EESe st
Bravery.

A young officer, in his first battle, was
moved to run away, but he saw that that
was exactly what his men were preparing to
do.  So he instantly rallied himself, and THen
exhorted them to stand flrm. We can -lead
others only by being brave and strong our-
selves.—J. R. Miller, D. D. %

A Japanese commander said of his men,
‘Japanese soldiers are expected to be brave,
not promoted for bravery.

‘Messenger’ Subscribers.

By quickly recognizing and taking advantage
of good offers, one gets much pleasure.
- Consult the date on your address label, and
if it indicates that your subseription to the
‘Messenger’ is about due, read carefully the

clubbing offers under the ‘Canadian Pictorial’s’

large advertisement, and take a
them. Other clubbing offers a(i)\;:i?g;szf
where in this paper. The ‘Weekly Witness,
or the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ are particularl&
L clubbing with the ‘Messenger.
And if you club with one or other, or
both of them, and do mot Jike the publiea-
tion, we will cheerfully refund for the unex-
pired term of the subseription. But we are
sure that you will greatly like them.
IR yo»}:rvsubscription to the ‘Messenger’ be
not due for a long time, then consult  the
‘Canadian 'Pictor'u\l’ Coupon. You will ‘{-e\:‘,:
;:g;gt taking adxgntage of ﬂlej,ba.l'guin it 0[77
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Baking=-Day.
(By Anna Burnham Bryant, in ‘Congregationalist.’)

Mistress Marjorie loves to play

She is the cook on baking-day.

Up goes the sleeve from the dimpled
arm ;

On goes the tier to keep from harm

Dress of lace and embroidery—

*Sometimes you spill things!” says
Marjorie.

Sweet and sticky from top to toe,

Watch her tripping it to and fro.

Raisins and currants and eggs and
spice,

Citron and sugar and all that’s nice,

Butter and essences—‘ Deary me!

Cooks can’t be
Marjorie.

stingy!” says
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Into the oven she pops a pie.'

*Won’t they just love a piece by
and by!

Cookies and cakes and the puddings
too,

Marked withan ‘T’ and a ‘love
and a ‘U’ :

- . Brown and bonny they soon will be.

- Cooking is lovely!’ says Marjorie.
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Mother goes by with a pat and a
Shiitle 0

(Watching the oven all the while );

Father comes tip-toeing out to look

At the little maid a-playing cook ;

Laughing at her as she laughs in
glee.

‘The ecook is lovely, at least!
says he.

One Snowy Day.
(By Fay Stuart,)

~ Such a dreary morning! The
snow fell thickly, whirling and
blustering into every corner until
-~ at last the electric cars could not
~ runand even the snow ploughs were
gtuck fist, "

Jhe Gordon children, Ora, Eva

and Amy, stood at the window
looking up at the snowflakes that
filled the gray sky. Three sober
little faces they were, for this was
the day when Grandmother Keith
was to come and make them along
visit. Grandmother could knit the
nicest hoods and mittens for their
dolls, and oh, such splendid stories
as she knew!

“[f the cars don’t run, Grandna

can’t come to-day,” said Amy, sadly.

“‘And there isn’t a thing to do
except play the same old games/’
added Eva’s doleful voice.

Just then a bright face appeared
in the window across the way and
nodded a friendly ¢ Good-morning’.

“Obh, Olive is giving the chick-a-
dees some crumbs!’ cried Ora. ¢ Let
us give them some breakfast, too,
for everything is buried in the
snow.’

So they lifted the window softly
and threw some pieces of bread
Down
dozen plump, brown birds, flutter-
ing, twittering and darting side-
long glances at the little girls
as they hungrily picked up the
crumbs.

*Oh! oh! cried the childrenin a
chorus, when a little later they saw
Mrs. Merriman and Olive wading
through the deep drifts to visit
them.

‘Now we'll have a lovely time!’
cried excitable Ora, dancing about
in delight. ¢Splendid things al-
ways happen when Olive isaround.’

upon the piazza. came a

¢ Mother and I got lonesome,
explained Olive, as she stamped
the snow from her rubber boots
and shook out the moist curls, ‘8o
she brought her sewing to be com-
pany for your mother and I’ve got
this big fashion book that Aunt
Fannie sent me. Let’s cut out the
dolls first and then we will make
gome furniture.’ \

‘There was a rush for scissors, and
soon the four little girls sitting in
a group upon the play-room floor
forgot that it was a stormy day, as
the scissors went snip, snip, and
their pile of paper dolls increased.

From some pasteboard that would
bend but not break, Olive, who
knew how to make all sorts of
pretty things, cut some cute chairs,
tables and couches. Amy got
mother’s piece-bag and made tiny
red silk table covers and upholstered
Olive’'s chairs with bright bits of
velvet. Eva found some jewellery
boxes filled with pink cotton, from
which she made cradles by gluing
on some rockers.

It took until noon to get the
families made and named and the
furniture set in order.

Each paper




10

family had five children and a
mother, beside a baby for the cradle.
Ora was delighted when she found
two babies and could have twinsin
her cradle.

Amy was to be the school teacher,
g0 in the corner behind the big
Morris chair she arranged rows of
thairs and a table for her school-
room,

They each chose a rug for a
carpet, stood a row of beoks upon
one side, while the wall made an-
other side of their rooms. Olive
cut out some pictures of pianos and
they were set against the wall,
while bits of fringed ribbons were
spread upon the floors for rugs and
tiny pillows lay cozily on the
couches. ‘

After dinner, they set the chil-
dren in the chairs, put the babies
to bed and began to play in earnest.

Amy’s pupils repeated all the
multiplication tables that she knew,
spelled words in a wonderful,
new way, and were the stupidest
scholars that she ever met. The
babies fretted and cried, the mothers
went visiting each other and told
all the latest news the children
were navghty and got sent to bed
without any supper. All sorts of
exciting things happened in those
three families! When Bva's big-
gest boy fell off the couch and
broke his arm, Olive’s little Violet
Estelle lost one foot, and all of
Ora’s children were sick with the
whooping-cough. Amy closed the
school room, produced a grave-
looking = gentleman whom she
introduced as Dr. Wilbur and she
mnd the doctor visited from home
#o home, administering pills, advice
md glue until every one of thoge
paper darlings wasstrong and well,

At sunset the clouds began to
break,the snow plough went noisi] v
by, leaving the rails clear, and then
just at dusk came several electrics
from the city and—Grandmother
Keith!

‘ Well, dearies, what did you find
to amuse you this snowy day?
asked Grandmother that evening
as they sat around the crackling
wood fire. ’ =

Chen sueh a chattering as there
was while the three little girls told
grandmother all about feeding the
hungry chick-a-dees, Olive’s visit
and the splendid fun they had

“lost,
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playing i)aper dolls,—‘The Ad-
vance.’

The Little Sister of the

: Elephant.

(A Hinda Fable, in a Missionary
Magazine, )

A missionary in a foreign land
picks up many interesting stories.
From Agra, in India, the Rev,
Daniel Jones, a Baptist missionary,
sends this story, which he heard
or read.

There was once a fakir (meaning
a beggar) who, with his little lame
goat, went about from place to
place asking for a hand{ul of grain
or & night's shelter, according as
he had need. Now this goat was
but a gorry-looking little creature,
with a broken horn and a lame
foot; yet he cared for her tenderly,
One day, in the course of their
wanderings, they came to a “dharm-
sala, or rest house, where they
were to spend the night, and, as
usual, the fakir looked after tlie
comfort of hLis solitary companion
before he laid himself down upon
the hard stone floor to sleep, She
was left just dutside to mibble con-
tentedly the fresh, green grass, and
to while away as pleased her best
the long~hours till morning. No
thought had she of venturing into
the dark and dismal jungle close
by, but somehow in her search for
the grass she was allured farther
and farther away from home. Sud-
denly she realized that she was
Alas! She had walked too
far that day into the ferocious
tiger's precincts, and now she knew
not which way to turn., Besides,
her foot was paining her so that she
could not take another step. So,
seeing in the dark forest soil the
huge footprint of an elephant, tie
poor little lame thing crouched
down in it, and waited, trembling,
for whatever might befall.

She needed not, however to wait
long. The tiger was already stroll-
ing about his grounds in search of
prey, and it is not to be wondered
at that he soon found the fakir’s
goat.

‘ Who are

you? he roared most,

,térribly. : : \

‘If you please,” she answered, in
an agony of fear and dread, ‘I am
the little sister of the elephant,’
Quite taken aback by this reply,

f
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her enemy thought it behoved him
now to be upon his guard; for,
though this was generally called
the tiger’s jungle, Le well knew
that the elephant and not himself
was the actual proprietor of it.

‘ Madam,” said he, a little less
uproariously, ‘prove your connec-
tion with the elephant and I will
leave you unharmed. How is it
that you are his little sister ?

‘Do you not see,’” she replied,
“that I am lying in one of his foot-
prints awaiting his return ? This
1s proof that I am his little sister.’

The tiger may have had his
doubts, but he said « Good évening,’
and went away. Far be it from
him to provoke a quarrel with the
huge wild elephant.

That was a never-to-be-forgotten
night for the fakir's goat. One
alter another, the wolf, ‘the jackal
the fox, and other wild beasts of
the forest passed by and plied her
with similar questions, but for them
all she had ready the same answer,
“I am the little sister of the ele-
phant.’ So the hours wore on until
morning, when the great elephant
himself discovered her lying in one
of his footprints. At sight of him
she sprang forward with a glad cry
and knelt before him.

¢ Pray, who are you? he asked
her as the others had done.,

¢ Through thy charity, she re.
plied, ‘I am become as thy little
sister, But for this dear foot before
which I kneel, I should have per-
ished in the night.’

Then she went on to tell Liep
whole story.

The elephant was greatly pleased,
and said :

‘Little sister, crouching in my
footprint all night, you have been
frightened and cold and hungry.
Come now, let me lift yon upon my
back, where you can nibble the
tender leaves from the trees as I
walk along, where the sun can
shine and the morning breezes can
blow upon you, and where all in-
habitants of the jungle can see
that I am your protector—that I
have acknowledged you my little
sister from this day. Go where
you please, do what vou will, none
shall dare molest you, because you
belong to me?’ :

We all need a sale hiding place,
don’t we? We are poor, weak,
lame things at hest, and we dre all
of us exposed to great dangers from
wild beasts of sin, pride, anger,
untruthfulness, and many  others,
but Jesus is the great hiding place,
Do we know him as our big Brother,
and are we all hiding in him ¢ >

K
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: Will E. Bessie Conroy, T. R., N. B, please
send her address to the Editor?

N., N.B.

Dear Editor,—I have two sisters and two
brothers. I go to school, and am in the
~fourth reader. We have about two miles to
~ go to school.
I have taken the ‘\Iessenger for almost
two years, and I like T very much. I liked
~ the continued story very much, and was sor-
ry when it was finished. St. Cecilia had a hard
- time, and so did Puddin’; but like all other
story people, they turned out all right.

For pets we have a dog and a cat the dog

-

THE MESSENGER.
Correspondence

ADDRESS 'WANTED.

are jokes like nuts? ‘Because you crack them.
And the oldest tree in America is ‘The Elder
Tree” e

ER

. B, Ont.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy 9 years of
age, and I am visiting my auntie in Muskoka.
I like it up here very much. My auntie lives
right beside the lake. Theére are lots of big
fish up here. I am going to start to school
here on Monday. ! am in the second class.
We are quite near two railways, James’ Bay,
and C. P. R. The big steamboats come right
near the house into the wharf. T intend to
start to Sunday School this afternoon, where
my auntie gets the ‘Messenger” I have tried
to .answer some of ths questions. Myrtle
Whitmell asks some. ¥irst question: The an-
swer is Paint; second question is Pear.

Lilian McGee has two: First question: They

‘Unjon Jmk’ A Loms Stoddart (aged 5

=5 Siowﬂake : H., ont.
e

‘Ho’gse’s Head. vMel'mll MeNeill &a&ad

G "M:, Que.
bdm McNexll

OUR PICTURES.

7. ‘Steady Resistance’ M. MecLean, L., Alta.
n ?;r Home,Wesley ,Bxgger, R.. Mun.
3

. ‘Our n}* M 12 »

S, Omt &% . WW (aged )

= 12. ‘Dan Patch. Ohesm MeIRa;m W. ',M 5
nt. -

ch’ 3 you have. mﬂ

mﬁr 3*
ter and I go two ﬁﬂc;?tb school. T am in
the ‘second book.

'-mm forget it ne

are to bewmcked Seoand le Elder.
Lvalene Hill has one—Answer: Because they
have tfo kwve their faces washed.
2 GODFJ%EY TRACEY.
[Youf rilldl@( Mue m asked; Mrey, but
aﬁhem «WL

Dear_Edit live near a little village
go to scheol n ~elder sis-

T have two sisters and ‘one
brother. For pets I have two little kittens

~called Wattie and :ropsy “and one Mﬂe‘ g:hp

‘called Jack. T like my teacher
. Le \i&gmngtc leave ouraéhm ‘ - Christ.

L’No answer meh o ywr

and chin?

? and a

Dbeen asked.

11

younger is a little yellow and white one, and
he is very playful.

We have already had quite a lot of snow,
but it has melted. Well, T will give a riddle:
What flowers are there between a lady’s nose
SNOW-FLAKE.

2 0. B, N.&.
Dear KEditor,—1 like the stories in the
‘Messenger” very much. I think that story of

Elizabeth’s Money System, and that one of
being Good to Grandma were fine.

I have a pet bird, her name is Millie, and
I have a eat. 1 have an organ, and 1 took
two quarters of music lessons,

My father is in Jerome Junction, Arizona,
carpenter on a railroad.

LILLA BLANCHE MATATULL.

[Your riddles have been already asked,
Lilla.]
P WP
Dear Editor,—I think the answer to

Lillan E. Taylor’s riddle is an egg, and to
the ‘Ram’s Horn,” Romans, a book of the
Bible. I have two pets, a dog named Rover,
and a cat named Tibby. I go to school
every day, and am in the second model. Our
teacher is a man. I will send a few rid-
dles:—

It is in the church, but not in the steepls,
It is in the parson, but not in the people,
It is in the brain, but not in the head,
It is in the grave, but not in the dead.

What was Joan of Arc made of?
HAZEL LE GALLAIS (aged 13).

OTHER LETTERS.

sends several
asswers given

Robert Warcup, L. J., Que.,
riddleg, but as there are no
they can not be printed.

Clare Anthony, M., N8, also sends in rid-
dles without answers.

Irene Tully, R, Man, snds a question and
gives the answer, but we don’t quite see the
point. Write again, Irene, and tell us if your
dog is like the ome yobu ﬂpeal\ of in the rid-
_dle. The dogs we see here dow’t put them-
selves to so much trouble. !

Here is a letter from Fred, Irene’s big bro-
‘ther. He is ten years old, and' walks a mile

arter to school with his sister. This
is a nggle he sends: \What goes round the
house and round me house and only lenves
three tracks?

‘Cecil H. Taylor, G. 8., N.B, answers four
riddles correctly, but the answers have bsen
already given, and need not be printed again.
That can’t be helped sometimes. Your draw-
ing was very good., Ceeil, ?

?Maxvﬁ*en Dmthore, N.S., NS, ,fs’nds in this
‘riddle in rhyme: : o
My ‘tongue is long, my voice fs stmng,

“And yet I breed no strife,

. You will me hear, both far and near

‘:&nd yet T have xi‘o  life. 4

oy M., L.. Alta, g two riddles, one
of which has been asked, and the other is also
sent in by a reader from Clinton, P.K.I., who
_signs no name. This igsit: How can you
pfnve ﬂ!at Gcerge Washm‘gton stood while

he sle]

Zeta Keamay, T., Ont,, sends several rid-
dles and sends in  several.  This one has
dles, only one has not been asked: What goes
in the river white and comes -out black?

Rn)y E. B, H., Ont., answers John . Pat-
terson’s riddle.

Lizzie Price, P.C.. Ont., answers two rid-
not been given: tht goes up when the rain

- comes down?

‘Rachael Ross, I, N.5., asks: Which hen lays

-‘thglm\

gkst«?
Stella M. ﬂherwin, P., Ont., gives the eor:
rect answers to lileen Browns riddles, but

has gnessed wrong about Unele Sam’s daugh-

ters. The nddios you glvé, Steim, h.wn all

~ Garfield Bmy.y1 T., Ont., Lila A ¥o ortune, G.

P., Man., and Greta O. Walters, 8. BN S al-

so send in riddles already given.

: lulys Hunthy writes from P, L. I- Shc
- a great reader, and draws well, too, if her :

picture of Buster is a good ssnxpfe. =y

Little letters have also been received from

. Willie Murdock, L, Ont., and mmpt K. Van
Patten, S, Alta.
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LESSON XIL—DECEMBER 23, 1906.

Jesus Ascends Into Heaven.

Luke xxiv., 36-53.

Golden ‘Text.

YWhile he blessed them he was parted from
them and was received up into heaven.—Luke
txiv., 51,

Home Readings,

Monday, Dec. 17.—Luke xxiv., 36-53.
Tuesday, Dee. 18 —Mark xvi., 15-20.
Wednesday, Dee. 19.—Acts xxii., 6-16.
Thursday, Dec. 20.—Heb. ix., 11-28,
Friday, Dec. 21.—Rev. i., 9-20.
Saturday, Dee. 22.—Rev. xxi.,, 1-27,
Sunday, Dec. 23.—Aats i., 1-11.

(By Davis W. Clark.)

The Ascension—that pole star of our night.
—Edward lrving,

Only by matching Scripture  to Seripture
will we have a complete delineation of this
transcendent scene. Take, for example, the
closing verses of the gospels of Mark and
Luke, the opening paragraph of the Book of
Acts and Psalm Ixviii, 17-18.

On a certain day, conspicuous and memor-
able, last of the forty mystic days since IHis
resurrection, Jesus led His disciples to well-
femembered  Olivet.  Together they went
down into the deep chasm and across the
Brook Kedron, past Gethsemane, place = of
agony and betrayal, afong the oft-trodden
road, the very way by which, strewn with
parments and palm branches, "He had ap-
proached the city in triumph, and so on to-
ward Bethany. :

The text in Aots reads, ‘And being assem-
bled together with them;’ the margin reads,
Fating together with them, This was the
real ‘last supper.” Under some graceful shade,
beside some brimming fountain, they sat.

The ten recorded appearances, and the many
not recorded had helped to wear away in good
pant the preternatural character of the risen
Bavior’s assosiations with His disciples. So
that this last instance of personal conTaot
was pre-eminently natural, social, and solac-
ing.

Under these favorable conditions, Jesus’
last commands, which are of inexpressible im-
portance, are now ‘communicated, Personal
safety would have suggested to the disciples
immediate flight from Jerusalem. T'wo days
would have taken them to happy Galilee,
with its comparative security—far from the
melancholy scemes of the ‘Savior’s betrayal,
humiliation, and death. But Jesus offsets the
dictates of heart and flesh with His direet com.
mand- that they should not depart’ from Jeru-
salem.  He promises the effusion of the Spirit,
Here inveterate racial prejudice intrudes the
question whether this is the time when the
kingdom will he xestored to Israel. Jesus’ pa-
tience is unfailing. He shows how an exelu.
sive pride of race ean have no place in the
world-wide dimensions of His coming  Kking-

m. 5

Frederick W. Robertsén  has spoken = dis-
eriminating words upon progress by ‘oblivion
of the Past, But there is also a helpful obli-
vion of the Future—ihere is a Dblessedness in
not knowing ‘times and sessons’ with abso-
lute precision. The disciples are encouraged
by the affirmation that the kingdom is near.
They ave not told how near in order that they
may be on the alert, : ’

It is surprising to notice that the commen-
tators magnify the resurrection of the Lord
at the expense of His ascension, Among all
the lives of Jesus, scarcely one devotes more
than a single paragraph to the latter scene.
This is philosophically wrong.'  The whole life
‘of Jesus was an ascending seale. 1t was pro-

v

gressive and cumulative. The last scene on
Olive’s brow was a splendid golden climax
and triumph of the inspiration of which the
Church cught not to be robbed.

The last attitude in which Jesus appeared
on earth was that of hands outstretehed in
benediction. ‘And He lifted up His hands and
blessed  them, and while Tie Dblessed them-—
could anything beé more significant? The whole
tenor and purpose of His life was to bless.
What - mute significance in this last act and
attitude.

While in this very act He was parted from
them—literally,. ‘He stood aside from them’—
as the minister stands apart from his congre-
gation in plainest view of all. Every disci-
ple had an equally favorable opportunitly to
witness ... spectacle. Every eye beheld Him.
While His hands were still "extended in bene-
diction He was ‘taken up’ possibly by a con-
voy ‘of angels. “The chariots of God are
twenty thousand, even thousands of thou-
sands.’

Again, a cloud received Him out of their
sight. No ordinary eloud, this! A royal
Giariot of fire awaited Him who makes the
clouds His chariot. This was  the shekina,
the eflulgent flame of the Divine Presence.
The glory of God the YFather covered the re-
treating form of God the Son. This was a
spectacle, the majesty of which shall only be
equaled by the ‘second appearing of the great
God and our Savior.

No wonder that as the apostles gazed upon
the ineffable scene they worshipped they burst
forth into adoration and praise.  Thus they
stood long after the radiant spectacle had van-
ished. They were riveted to the spot, They
gazed wistfully into the heavens us if they
longed to follow their ascending. Lorll or to
see Him return.

Jesus, even in the midst of His triumph, was
tenderly mindful of His disciples. He detached
two of ‘the angels from His train and dis-
patched them to break the spell which held
the disciples as if in chains, How tenderly
these ministering spirits, in their bright fes-
tive garments, accomplished their task! There
is just the gentlest possible rebuke of this con-
tinued and wistful gazing. and there is joined
to it the delightful and inspiring promise of

‘Jesus’ sure return in equal glory.’

" And now, the spell broken, the disciples take
their Sabbath day journey from Bethany into
Jerusalem, ‘with great joy, praising and bless.
ing God.

ANALYSIS AND KEY,

1. Lasgt of forty days.
Approach to Olivet,
Last meal en route.
Preternatural character of Jesus’ presence
reduced by contact.
2. Last commands.
Flight to Galilee natural course.
Departure from Jesusalem enjoined.
Effusion of Spirit promised.
Racial pride shown to be inconsistent with
world-wide kingdom.,
Progress by oblivion of the Future.
3. Resurrection of Jesus magnified at ex
pense of ascension.
Tatter dismissed with single paragraph:
philosophically wrong.
Jesus’ life—progressive.
Ascension, golden goal.
4. Tast attitude—benediction.
5. Parted and received.
6. Apostles worship and gaze.,
Angels break their spell.

&

THE TEACHER'S TLANTERN.

An old legend says St. Luke Was a painter

“as well as a physician, Whether that ‘be true

or not, he shows genuine though. unconscious
skill in this delineation.  He paints  with
words if not with pigments.

o * »* " >

Jesus talked about the things pértaining to
the kingdom of God in the last  momenty
with His disciples.  The things we consider
supreme are the things we talk about, Not

talk in the sense of philosophizing— 1t with

& purpose that the end be accomplished,
i * * * *

Christ’s ‘words are spirit and life-—Brealkers
ahead! starboard hard!’ How meaningful such
wqrfls to imperiled . passengers. _They are
spirit and life. But not ‘more so {hay’ Jesus’
words.

Dec. 14, 19086.

The architect may be dead in the erypt
and the eathedral still go on building aeccord.
ing to his plans. But our Master Builder
eyverclives and directs His ever growing struc.
ture.

* * * *

He did not give His disciples history, but He

bade them make it.

g . . * * < et .
Fhe virticle power of religion in the heart
measures-its horizontal power in the world.

The visible ascension '\'ms*neceswry. Those
who were to preach a risen Savior must
needs know what had become of Him, They
must know ‘it by their physical senses.

* * * *

The ascension was the correlate of the ree
surrection.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Dee. 23.—Topic—How can we carry
the Christmas spirit through 19077 Luke iy
8-20.

Junior C. E. Topic,
THE CHRIST-CHILD'S BIRTHDAY. ]

Monday, Dec. 17.—~Great Joy. Luke ii., 8-10,

Tuesday, Dec. 18.—Peace and good  will,
Luke ii., 14.

\Ved,nesdny. Dec.  19.-—~Worshipping. Matt,
ik -2

Thursday, Dee. 20—Bringing gifts.  Matt,
i1 KL, :

Friday, Dee. 21.—Giving ourselves. Il Cor,
viil., b

Saturdey, Dec. 22-—Giving our service, i
Chron, xxix., 5.

Sunday, Dec. 23.—Topic—How = shall we
keep the Christ-Child’s birthday? Luke ii,, 14,

What Boys Like.

1. A boy likes to be loved, but does not
want to be fussed over. This is sure of the
boys, and true of the girls. That is the
key. . e

2, Boys like to be trusted in important mat-
ters. One of the proudest moments in
life, when my father made the deepest im.
pression on my mind, was when he g,ui(l: v
want to see you alone,” and he told me of his
business affairs and trusted me ®s a man.
From that day we were companions. Your
Sunday schools would be a great deal better
if you would trust the boys in important mat-
ters.

3. Boys want to be understood. We mis-
understand their motives, do not know what
they are thinking about, and ecannot remem-
ber what we did at their age. All the boys
pass through this peculiar time of life. Oh,
to have someone to love, trust and believe in
them! '

4. These. young people must be taught by
competent people. The kind of whom a boy
said, ‘When you add my teacher up there
ain’t nothing to carry, will not do. Above
everything else at this time we want compe-
tent teachers. Boys and girls at this period
bave been called question-marks. Tf we are
not ready to answer their questions we fail.
If you can know more than they about foot-
ball and their other games it will help you.

Above everything else, you must know some-

thing about the. Bible. Be bright, sharpen
your wits; they love a man as sharp as they
are; do not be afraid to mateh them. They
have a high standard and they want you to
live up to it. During this time, twelve to
twenty, is when most people are led to a de-
finite decision to Christ, so think what your
influence stands for!—Pearce,

T,

Attractive Clubbing Offers.
‘Northern Messenger’ and ‘Weekly Witness’

for one year, worth $1.40 for $1.20; ‘Northe_r}(r
* Messenger,” ‘Weekly Witness, - and ‘World

Wide, worth $2.90, for §2.20. ,

By special arrangement. the ‘Canadian
Pictorial’ ' may be added to either ~of the
above clubs for only fifty cents extra.
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‘Whiskey—That’s All

All?

There’s an arm that's weak and heart
sore;

There’s a home that’s filled with grief
woe,

And a wife that is felled

Why, no! There’s a great deal more;
that's

and

with a savage blow.

All? Why, no! These’s a job that’s lost,

There’s an empty purse that can meet no
no cost;

There’s a watch to pawn and a chair to sell;

There’s money to borrow and thirst to quell;

There’s an empty glass anda fight or two,

A fine to pay and a crime to rue.

All? Why, no! There’s a demon’s curse,
There’s a child abused, a wound to nurse;
There’s a home broke up, a wife abased.
“To drudging toil, life's joys erased;
- There’s a free lunch served in a sample room,
And some chores to do with a rag or broom;
- There’s the price to beg for a burning drink,
. And a place to sleep! Ah, stop and think!

Al do you say? There is half untold;
~ There’s a heart grown sick and limbs grown
e cold; -

There’s a man gone down, and a substitute

That is half a fiend and half a brute;

. There’s a place to rob and a man to kill;
There’s a prison cell for a man to filly

~ There’s a congcience seared with wild ‘remorse,
~ And a grave now digging for a pauper
There’s a speedy trial, a verdict read,

And a wife that weeps as the doom is said;
A curse and prayer while the gallows fall,
‘And as for your whiskey, why—That’s all!

: e | —The ‘Vanguard’

! e o s ;

_ Strong drink is not only man’s way to
the devil, but the devil's way to man—
‘Sunday Companion.” = ; :

A Man for a Text
“As he entered the little study at the chureh
Just before evening service, the minister
found ome of his men awaiting him. -
~ ‘Pastor, broke out the man, in an agitat-
ed voice, ‘pastor, my brother-in-law is in
~ thero, full of liquor. He's ugly. I'm afraid
he’s going to make trouble. Hadn‘t we bet-
ter get a policeman to come and clear him

o &%)

‘Why, no, George, said the minister. ‘1
shiouldn’t quite. like to do that. You know
‘he might hear something that would do
‘him good. Don’t worry. It won’t kill us i€
‘he docs interrupt us. We've been interrupt-

the

‘working people, a large ] of

° mean? He hasn’t gone to the bad, has

THE MESSENGER.

ter their fashion, straightway bezan to gig-
gle.

‘Don’t laugh, good friends,” said the min-
ister, earnmestly. ‘Don’t laugh! This is a
sight fit to make us weep.’

A great solemn hush fell upon the audi-
ence. 'The drunkard ceased to speak, and
remained standing, the picture of a fool.

‘Look at him!’ said the minister. ‘You
know him well enough, most cf you. There
stands the ruin of cne of the ablest mecha-
nics that was ever known in these parts!
There stands the profligate son of a good
mother! There stands the faithless husband
who h&s broken the heart of a pure and
lovely woman! ‘lhere stands a father whose
disgraced children are blushing with shame

for him! e might have been a happy and
prosperous man. See what drink has made
of him! Give it but half a chance, and it

-will do as much for you. Tell me, could I,
or could the mest eloquent minister in the
land, ever preach you suth a temperance
sermon as that? Isn’t that sight enough to
make you all temperance men for life?
And then, looking earnestly and steadfast-
ly in the drunkard® face, the minister
charged him in the name of the living God
to repent of his great wickedness and plead-
ed with him that he should forsake his cups
and all his evil ways, and om condition of
sincere penitence, promised him, in the
name of a Divine Saviour, the help of the
Almighty. And there stood the man all
the while, motionless as a statue, amid the
stillest kind of stiliness, the silence of a
great, listening company. And when the
preacher had made an end of speaking, the
drunkard staggered out into the night.
Now there was in the audience that even-
ing another man whe for mamny years fhad
been the victim of the drink = habit, one
whom the minister had shortly before found

.drunk on the street, and had helped home

to his house. This man, going out with the
crowd afiter the service, had no sooner
reached the sidewalk than he turned back,
saying to a companion, ‘I'm going to see
the parson. /

It was a sorry-looking figure that came to
the study door—decently dressed, but shaky
and jnfirm, with hair  prematurely ' white,
and a sallow face marred amnd scarred by
m VM e A V];" S AR AR b e

‘Good evening, Mr. Black! Come in, come”
in! I'm glad to see you.

‘Pastor,’ said he, in a voice that ahéaok

like a leaf, ‘I'm all broke up. I've come to .

sign the pledge.’ : = : t

‘Stephen, 1 haven't any faith in that
pledge. What's a pledge? It is nothing but
a promise, and a promise too hard for you

to keep. You've signed it over and - over

again, and. every time you break it within
a week.' : R =i 5 ;
‘I know, 1 know, parson! But this time
I’'m a-going to do what 1 never did before,
I'm going to give my heart to God before I

sign that pledee.’

~ They prayed together. The parson, with

his arm round him, prayed for him; and
the men prayed for himself with a new
‘note in his trembling voice. Then he sign-
od the pledge. ; ;

‘What’s got

Stephen Black? asked
minister. a few weeks later.

~ seen him for some time.’

~  “No, pastor, said one of ‘the men, ‘and

o you will never see him round here agaim.’

_‘Never see him again? What dozwg
he?
- ‘No, but he’s dead and buried.’ g
“What!” s T
‘Yes, pastor. Monday he was taken gick.
They carried him off to the hospital. He died

- within twenty-four hours, and they buried |

m right away. But,’ said the man, he
I other drop, and he died a

Have a chair,” |
said the parson, cordially. ; w '

18

The Liquor Bar.

A Bar to heaven; a Door to hell,
Whoever nanled"it, named it well.

T vete mantinesy Bid wealth,
Door to want-and broken health.

A
A

Rar to honor, pride, and fame;
Door to sorrow, sin, and shame.

Bar to hope, a Bar to grayer,
Door to darkness and despair.

Bar to honored, useful life,
Door to brawling, senseless strife.

Bar to all that’s true and brave,
Door to every drunkard’s grave.

o e G I - R

A
A

Bar to joys that home imparts,
Door to tears and broken hearts.

A Bar to heaven, a Door to hell—
Whoever named it, named it well.
—“Temperance Leader and League Journal.

No Saloons—(rass in the
Street.

The claim is often made that the adoption
of prohibition by a town will cause the grass
to grow on the streets. And this prophecy
has been fulfilled at Winters, Cal, after a
trial of only nine months. Less than one year
ago there were six saloons running in that
place, and makimg things lively in such ways
as only saloons can. In a fateful hour they
were voted out, and the threatened result
has daily become more apparent. Grass grow-
ing in the street? Yes, and a photograph of
the scene has been published. There it is all
so plain as to prevent denial by any person.
iGrass growing two feet high right in front
of the door of the lock-up, which looks . as
though it had not* been opened for months!
The picture tells its own story, but an ac-
companying account proceeds to tell of the
benefit which the absence of the saloon has
been to all other business in the place, which
never was $0 prosperous or growing more sub-
stantially than now.—‘National Advocate.

« CANADIAN PICTORIAL.’

REMARKABLE CHRISTMAS NUMBEK
FOR THE PRICE OF AN OR-
DINARY ISSUE.

. fhe Christmas number of the ‘Canadian.
Pictorial,’ the new national monthly, 1s
printed in three colors, and is much 'arger

“ than any of the earlier

A type of Canadian beau
mistletoe greets the reader on
‘cover. 'The other: day Lord Grey
the Parliament of Canada, so a full pA{:
reproduction of His Hxcelleacy's favori

' photograph is given, To correspond wira
this, in the department ‘Woman and ber
Interests,” there is an intimate sketch of
Lady Grey, and a splendid photograp ot
Her BExcellency. Dec. 1 being the Quecns
birthday, the latest picture of Her Ma-
jestyh occtupl
whether, free
be interested in a splendid
photograph of Mr. Chamberlain, T'here is
a comprehensive article on Cam\dascqu:‘sl
eystem with illustrations showing variots
styles o2 locks and bridges. In our ‘De-
velopment - of (Canada’ series,. our ple-
tures in, this issue portray, on two Pages,
scenes along thedu&s tg "::i nevl;q ogm:::

cific and the Canadian

Ll A vivid idea of the way in
whi Roman Catholic friends in ihe
Province of Quebec celebrate ‘All Souls
Day’ is given by a remarkable pisture
chowing a large part of the fifty thousand
people_who went to the cemetery at Mont-

_ real on that day. Seldom has so great a
gathering ever been comprised in one pho-
tograph. This month's series of public

 men at work includes Mr. Carnegie and

General Booth in their libraries, and Mark

Twain in bed. News of the day is illus-

{rated by such pictures as the Lord Mayor .

of London in Paris, while the Christmas -

. idea is emphasized by two telling pictuies
"o’ the Dethlehem of the present day, and

by Christmas talksyand holiday housekeey-

-~ ers’ suggestions i the woman's pages, i

 which, of course, the fashions of the day

_are not mneglected. Tn spite of - the in~

" creased size and the greatly increased €x-

_ pense the price has not been advanced, ten

cepts & copy. one dollar a year.
b R :

ues,

ty under Lo
the frout
opened




-

7 ) k4
-, vantage.’

14

THRE MESSENGER.

Dec."14, 1908,

P

HOUSEHOLD,

The Goiden Door.

When:1 have won to the Golden Door,
Wae will open to me?

“They “who-have had on this little earth
Alms or a smile from thee.

When T have won to ths Golden Door,
What will be writ thercon?

‘This is the gate of the Kvermore,
The goal of the Kvergone.

When T have won to the Golden Door,
What shall 1 see beyond?

‘Work for the lusty, beds for the tired,
Love for lips that are fond.

When 1 have won to the Golden Door,
What will the password be?

‘Love is the password, love is the toil,
Love is the golden key.

—Selected.
< ——

‘Stones for Pillows.’
C. Advocate.’)

(Elizabeth Cumings, in the ‘N.

I had to wait some minutes near the desk
where Mrs. Blank, the grocer’s wife, ‘made
change’ and ‘entered accounts’ The place
was thronged, and perforce she was very
busy, but to my amazement, every woman-—
save a deaf old lady and a huge black laun-
dress—paused to unload some bit of personal
worry or trouble upon Mrs. Blank as she paid
for her goods or had them charged. ‘Yon
can’t think how I like Mrs. Blank,’ said my
neighbor, as we passed out. She had deposit-
ed a vexation with the price of her butter
‘She has beautiful manners for a person in
her position.’

Now Mrs. Blank has
children, has met financial

bereaved of
pain,

been
disaster,

" weakness, and many perplexing burdens, But

she has fine courage, and never asks her inti-
mates to look ~t what she earries. Out of
er afflictions and her very privations she
has acquired a serenity, a culture of the
spirit, that college training, travel, leisure,
plenty, have failed to give my neighbor.

‘I used to pity myself that my life must
be a wanderer’s’ said a charming and wise
woman, a preacher’s wife, to me yesterday.
‘T am of the temperament fo live quite con-
tent in my grandfather’s house, changing it
only with a few modern comforts. I love old
friends. I like fo see the same people going
by. I dearly love the very trees, if any
there be, in our parsonage yard. I have of-
ten, too, felt, it is time wasted to be forever
making new acquaintances. But last sum-
mer I spent a month in the place where T
was born and reared, and I discovered that
one who spends his life in one spot may miss
important diseipline. As a new arrival in a
new town you naturally try to be your best.
The old resident may be far from attractive,
he may even rasp your sensibilities to the
quick, but you obliterate
to please and win him,

and in so doing often
grow to like -him.

I found some of my old
acquaintances vpainfullyﬁngular for lack of
this attrition. They had travelled. But that
is quite another affair from going to a strange
town as a resident to whom
Brusque and sharp of tongue, and letting
themselves go to the point of unseemliness if
crossed in opinion, T saw that many of them
sorely needed just the education T had long
been pitying myself for receiving.’

I found my friend’s son selling hose in a
big department store, receiving eight dollars
a week. It was, I knew, his ambition to be
an architeet. He had a tiny bedroom up
three pairs of stairs, The two windows look-
ed out upon a brick  wall perhaps ten inches
distant.. ‘I'm getting ‘on fine,” Aunt Betty,” he
said cheerfully. ‘I've taken a course in archi-
tecture by ‘correspondence; and- am attend:
ing night school at their institute. Barton
and Williams are going' to take me into their
office in September. With ne.money to spend,
I wasn’t tempted away from work.  Even this
bedroom with no outlook has been an ad-

‘T once lived in a-family in which was a

——

yourself and try |

good will is vita).

fussy, inquisitive, domineering, talkative old
lady, prone to lay stress upon the unpleasant,
and careful that each one of us should re-
member all our faults of feature and char-
acter, also all our sourcés of anxiety.” The
speaker was the ‘sweetest old lady I know.
‘I vealized that I too in time would be old,
and might be in a household of which I was
not an essential part. If T am, as you say,
pleasant to live with, it is all due to ,the
warning example of my good but disagree-
able Aunt Jane Ann.

Of all the Old Testament stories, none
hold meore for me than the episode in Jacob's
journey to Haran. The acecount is like one
of .‘those nmsﬁerly pen and ink sketches in
which a few lines set for heights, depths, and
stretches of light suggest color.

.‘Ho lighted upon a certain place, and tar-
ried there all night, because the sun was set,
and he took of the stones of that place, and

put them for his pillows, and lay down in
that place. to sleep, '

‘And he dreamed. and behold a ladder set
up on earth, and the .top of it reached to
heaven, and behold the angels of God ascend-
ing and descending on it!’

Human experience forever repeats  itself,
In sorrows, burdens, irritations. even depri-
vations, are - gracious potentialities, The

stones of any place may serve as pillows on
which to dream of heaven and to behold ‘an-
gels ascending and descending.’

Religious Notes.

Probably no nation on earth so literally
abides by the fifth commandment as the Chin-
ese. John A. Hobson utters ‘this comment
thereon: ‘The respectiul demeanor of the
children who have attended school or receiv-
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Firme of Heintzman & Co.

Established 50 Years.
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| Emergency Make-Room Sale of

present stocks.
as the following lists prove :—

ORGFATNSS.

W. BELL & CO., Low Back, 5
Case, a very nice little orgain,

CANADA ORGAN (0., Medium High Back,
and Vox Humana Stop. A

BELL & CO., Organ,
ing Vox Humana, 5 octaves,
any parlor, and Al value at

DOMINION ORGAN, Medium
stops, 4 sets of reeds
gan, and Al value at

octaves, 4 sots of reeds, 5 stops,
and Al value at

Chapel Case, 7 stops, 5
very nice Organ, and Al value at

High Back with Music Rack, 8 stops, 4
Knee Swell, This is a very nice Organ for

High Back, 5 octaves,
and Knee Swell,

Leading Makes in Organs.
e ——— 5 0 25 7 250

We are-crowded for room in our warerooms, King St., West, and must clear
“MUST” iz the word,

Price cannot stand in the way,

.

Chapel Style of
ikeng

825
$33

0 A R

sets of reeds,

sets of reeds, includ-

$42

Lamp Stands, Cylinder Fall, 7
Extension Ends, A very nice Or-

$42

CLOUGH & WARREN, High Back, with Music Rack, 10 stops, 4 sets of reads, §

octaves, Grand Organ
4 Speslal -l s ey T

WHITNEY ORGAN, Detroit.—High Back, with Music Rack, 8 stops,
5 octaves, Lam p  Stands,

Vox Humana Stop,
Al value at o ..

THOMAS ORGAN. with Extra High Back, Music Rack, nice Walnut Caase, 0
sets of reeds, 5 octaves, Grand Organ and Knee Swell.
parlor, as well as a pleasure to the musician.

KARN ORGAN, High Back, with Imitation Pipes,
" ; ® and bass couplers, Grand Organ and Knee Swells,
An exira handsome Organ, as well as a
BPBCIAL M L o N e e

nut Case, 11 stops, treble
5 octaves.

and Koee Swell, a very nice case, Lamp Stands, ete.

$43

4 sets of reeds,
Grand Organ and Knee Swell,

$44
stops, 4

An ornament for a ;
SPOBIAL. Al n T e AL BTN 545

Mirror, Lamp Stands, nice Wal-
good toned instrument.

$55

s wn e e

UXBRIDGE ORGAN, High Back, with Music Rack, 6 octaves, 11 stops, 4 sets of

reeds, freble-and buss couplers, Grand Organ and IKnee Swell,

very Hine Organ, and special value at
5 -
THOMAS ORGAN,
reeds, including sub-bass set, 6
couplers,

Rail Top, with Mirror, Lamp Stands, ete., 12
octaves, Vox Humana Stop, treble and bass
Grand Organ and Knee Swell, Mouse-Proof pedals.

This is a

$65
873

stops, 5 sets of

Special value at.

BELL ORGAN, 6 octaves, Piano Case, with Rail :'I‘Op and Mirror, Lamp Stands, ete.:

11 stops, Mouge-Proof Pedals,
Swell.,  This

~ BELL ORGAN, 7 octaves,
Swell, Lamp Stands;

Vox Humana Stop,
is an extra fine Organ, and Al value at .. T e

Piano Case, 11 stops, 4 sets of reeds, Rail Top and Mir-
ror, Vox Humana Stop, treble and bass couplers,
an exceptionally ﬂne\o-rgan and Al

Grand Organ and Kneo

$75
$85

Grand Organ ~and Knee
yalue at."..”,.

EASY TERMS OF PAYMENT.

These Organs are sold under
# cash and $3 per month; Organs over 350.

T DISDOUNTLI0 /pevcbt ‘o8 1or cash.
convenient, write us what you can do,
until terms are arranged.

arrangements made to other provinces.

the fol lowing co‘udlﬂous:---()rgans under $59.00,
90, $3 cash and ‘$4 3

-~
. If quarterly or other terms would be more
and name your choice,
Yreight paid to any point in Qntario, and’ satisfactory

per month.

and we will hold it

HEINTZMAN
115-117 King St., West,‘

R e

A Ve Olde Firmeof B

& (0. LIMITED,

i TORONTO, Can.
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ed training at home is conspicuous to Jhe
who has been accustomed to the free and
easy manners in this country or the colonies
of England. This politeness is due to the cen-
turies of training in the schools in the out-
ward forms of deference to parents and all
elders.’

All missionary societies at work in Africa
have now in round numbers 1,000 principal
mission stations, with about 5,000 out-sta-
tions. Nevertheless, fully one-half of the
population are still beyond the reach of any
mission efforts.

The owner of a coffee-plantation in Porto
Rico, wandering through the church one Sun-
; day found the priest’s Bible, and soon be-
¥ came absorbed in its contents. The priest,
: coming in, boxed his ears, and told him it was
not for him to read. For years he searched
for a Bible; but, when he found one, he could
not understand it. Passing by the building
where the Sabbath school was being held in
Aquadilla, he went in to hear the music. lie
found that the missionaries could explain the
Bible to him. He has become a deacon in that
church, and is a-power for righteousness in
that neighborhood.

K. PRE ) S

& Prince Bernadotte, the son of the King of

Sweden, and an Admiral of the British Navy,
was the leading spirit in a ten-days’ confer-
ence of Swedish Y. M. C. A. secretaries, and as
well the leading spirit in the sports, in the
prayer meetings and the discussions at his
country place near Stockholm. The themes
Handled were the social question, labor prod-
lems, charity organizations, Hooliganism, and
the relation of the Association to the different
aspects of the social question. Two hours
were spent at a reformatory as object lessons

© on the subject of Hooliganism, when the sec-
retaries played games with the 180 inmates
(boys 13 to 18 years old) and then had a short
meeting in their chapel, with an address by
Prince Bernadotte and a young secretary.
Weidensall of America, was a guest an® a
frequent speaker at the conference.

e
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A delicious drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritions and
econom.ical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, Aaad enables it to resist
winter's extreme cold.

COCOA

Sold by Grocers and Strekee
in }-1b. and }-Ib Tius. ot
<4

v ' Yoa
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For the Busy Mother.

We hope now to be able to have all orders
satisfactorily filled for any patterns that have
appeared in these columns. Please read care-
fully directions given below.

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

- 1048

NO. 1048—BOYS' KNICKERBOCKERS. .
Knickerbockers are being worn by small
boys this season, and many times a smart
suit can be obtgined by combining some pret-

3

ty blouse with these bloomers. The pattern
is in six sizes, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9 and 10 years.

LADIES’ AND MISSES’ NIGHT DRESS.—
; 1040.

When a good pattern can be obtained that
has style and correct fit, it is a pleasure to
make under-clothing at home, which can be
made to fit any figure correctly, if time and
good judgment are used. Two garments could
be made for the cost of one ready-made one.
The new gowns are made in chemise style.
Very elaborate designs can be used to make
this gown more attractive, narrow beading
could be used to attach the yoke to the body
of the gown, for which nainsook, or long cloth
is used. A pretty idea would be to criss-cross
inserting to form different effects, and medal-
lions are used a great deal in underwear. Sew
the sleeves in the gown with a French seam
and trim with insertion and rufile of lace or
embroidery. To make the gathers set nicely
stroke them with the needle drawing it down-
ward. It is advisable to shrink all material
before cutting: This will give better results,
as the garment might shring when launder-
ed; also the use of washable ribbon will prove
satisfactory. The pattern is in four sizes, 30,
34, 38, and 40 bust medsure. For 34 bust it
requires 51, yards of material 36 inches wide,
with 1 3-8 yard of insertion, and 1 3-8 yard
of edging. ‘ . :

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER.’
PATTERN COUPON.

Please send the abové-_mentioned pat-
. tern as per directions given below.

INO:s 4o o0 90 08 s, 00 e ss
i
SIZ@ 2o oo oo o0 00 oo o8 00 00 oo cous
i
NAMEG oo ceee oo oo oo wve o8 o0 oo so

Address infull seee oo oo oo oo e s

°% @6 80 96 4w ST e 60 G 4e wesee s
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SI0K HEADACHE
CARTERS| oo Ziis Funa

these Little Pills, |

They also relieve Dig.
tress from Dyspepsia, In«
BITTLE  |aigestion and Too Hearty

IVER |5
, Neusea,
PILLS, [prowstness, Bad Taste

In the Mouth, Coated
Tongue, Patn in the Stde,
TORPID LIVER.
regulatoe the Bowels, Purely Vegetable.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE,

e B
IVE

PILLS. W

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

‘Smiley,’

A little lad came home from school on tne
first day of the term looking wonderfully
happy.

‘Oh, mamma!’ he exclaimed joyfully, ‘1 hava
the best teacher this year.

‘Have you, dear? she answered. ‘L am glad
to know that. But why is she better than the
teacher you had last yearr

‘This teacher is so smiley! You don’t know
how smiley she is! Miss Brown was real
nice, but not nearly so smiley as this teacher;
and things alavays go better when we have a
smiley teacher!’

Now, when we come to think of it, do we
not all know at heart that things everywhere
go better when those who are trying to make
them go are ‘smiley’?—‘Australian ChrisTiin
World.

———

———

Mild Home Treatment for Cancer-Time
Tried and Successful Is the Record
o Cancerol.

Anyone who really wants to know if he can
be cured can readily determine this by a little
investigation. A valua ple book, full of intereste
ing information and co ntaining records of un-
mistakable cures of ca ncer in most every situa=-
tion on the body, sent free to those interested.
Address Dr. L. T. Leach, Drawer 88, Indian-

apolis, Ind.
8UITS, $4.50 to $12,60- Send for

WOMAN,S Fashions and Free Samples,

BOUTHCOTT SUITCO,., Dept. 1, London, Ont.

& BABY'S OWN ¢

Your Pocms Mni Be Worth
THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS. Send
thﬂgm a?l for lhg.mm;;. A'cc'egt no
y offer ore reading asie, ong
| WRITERS and Money. It isfrec.
HAYS MUSIC CO., 246 Star Bldg.,, Chicago,

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance).

fingle Copies - - - - - @ .40 a year.
Three Copies, separately addressed if

desired, for - - - - - . 100 ,
Four Copies, separately addressed if ;.

desired, per copy S prTh ime 30
Ten Copies or more, to one address,

per copy . " = = 4 - 20,

#ix months trial &t half the above rutes.

l'o-lnge included for Canada (Movtreal and suburbs ex-
cepted); Newfoundland, Great Britain. Gibraltar, Malta, New
Zen]nnd. Transvaal, Jamaica, Trinidad, Babama Islands, Bar-
badoes, Bermuda, Britich !iunduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sara-
wak Zanzibar, Hong Kong, Cyrus, also to the United States
Alaska, Hinwanian lslands and Phillipine 1slands,

Posinge extra to all countries not named in the above ligk

Samplesand Subscription Blanks freely and prompt-
1y scnt on request.

SPECIAL OFFER TO SUNDAY SCHOOLS.
Any school that does not take *‘ The
Messenger,” may bave it supplied .fres on trial
‘or thres weeks on request of Superintendent,
Secretary or Pastor, stating the number of copies
required.

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the iilustration

and send with the coupqQn, carefully filled
out. The pattern will reach you in about g
week from date of your order. Price 1§
cents, in cash, postal note, or stamps. Ad-
dress, ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern Depart
ment, ‘Witness Block,” Montreal.

T —
FHE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed snd pal

: every week at the * Witness' Building, at the cormner of

and @t Poter streots, in the city of Montreal, by ]
Redpath Dougall and Ewgeae Dougall, both of

BMontreal

Al busi jcations should be addressed *

Dougall & Son,” and all lstters to the editor sheuld

addressed Editor of the ‘ Nerthern Messenges.’
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NOW READY

TEN CENTS
A

ONE DOLLAR
A
COPY YEAR

Christmas Number

f

:

é THREE COLORS
¢

The special Christmas features gre as follows:

THE FRONTISPIECE ART COVER IN SEPIA
A TYPE OF CANADIAN BEAUTY UNDER THE MISTLETOR
TWO TELLING PICTURES OF BETHLEHEM
CHRISTMAS TALKS AND HINTS

Among the other features are the following :
FULL PAGE PICTURES OF
THE QUEEN LORD GREY MR. CHAMBERLAIN
PICTURES ILLUSTRATING CANADIAN DEVELOPMENT
RAILWAY CONSTRUCTION IN THE NEW WEST
FAMOUS MEN AT WORK GENERAL BOOTH
CARNEGIE AND MARK TWAIN
FIFTY THOUSAND “ALL SOULS” PILGRIMAGE
COMICS
AND MANY OTHER FEATURES

BOJ‘S‘KE MONEY The PiCtOl‘ial PUbliShing CO., AG&E;E MONEY

8elling by the dozen. 142 St, Peter Street, MONTREAL. Taking Subseriptions.

o RN POODVO PSS 0000009000000 00000000000000000000000
For those whose subscriptions to the ‘Messenger’ do

SPEEI"L Iﬂ not expire at this time, or for other ‘Messenger’ sub-

seribers who wish to subscribe for the ‘Canadian Pic-

i : torial’ separately for a year, a very special Annual Rate
MESSENGER’ SUBSERIBERS of fifty cents has bheen arranged. This special rate has
been made for purposes of introduction and involves

great sacrifice, and to take advantage of it the attached

With regard to the above announcement the pub- coupon must he used.
lishers have mude arrangements by which our readers

z can obtain the ‘Canadiaa Pictorial’, atgreat sacri- 03~ Subseribers who do not care to take advantage of the coupon for them-

fice for introduction purposes, as follows : selves may hand it to a friend, but in that cage tpe coupon must bear the sub-
scriber’s name written acrossthe back as the rate is only available in tha name

i . N er.’
Rogalar Rate of a subseriber to the ‘Northern fesseng:

Per annum FIFTY CENT FIRST YEAR ‘OFFER
‘ ; g
T ca“adlan Pietonal o ..31.0_ N. M. This Coupon with 50 Cents does the work
The ‘Northern Messenger’.... .40 of a Dollar Bill

$'| 40 The Pictorial Pablishing Co., 142 Bt, Peter Street, Montreal.
v 5 Dear Sirs.—Knclosed please find Fitiy Cents, for which please send me

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

JOHN DOUGALL & SON’ : gl S tr Tt e F TR i SR

‘Witness’ Block, MOﬂtreal = L T e i e G e e

; N.B.—Thi lid only wk itted di
Agents for the ‘Canadian Piotorial.’ il .‘;:’::rlilg:: valid only when remitted direct or endorsed by a bonafide

N.B.—These special offers ARE NOT AVAILABLE ‘
English speaking world. Ses postal regulatioes o nﬂ:; :':‘r:t;'.nl and Suburbs, but are goad for almost all thy rest of the i



