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Brother and Sister.

(Clara Thwaites, author of ‘Sons for Labor and Leisure.’)

The love of God, in eoftest guise made known,
Meets us in earliest hours amid our own,
Enwraps our infamcy in homeliest airs

Of human tenderness and human cares.

.* ¥or softest shelter from life’s first alarm

He gives the cradle of a mother’s arms,

And hers are sweet comparsions, pure and deep,

The heart that sorrows and the eyes that
weep;

Quick to rejoice is she, and full of mirth,

A very sunbeam, sent to bless the earth.
1
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Her faith is bold to soar, wit lacks not wings,

Aml for a heaven serene He bids arise
The tender radiance of a mother’s eyes.

Home richer grows—for ever-brooding love
Bends with a further treasure from above;
fFhe household widens, and rejoicing hearte
Fill up life’s harmony with tuneful parts.

The blithest sympathy, the airiest grace,
Shines in the laughter of a sister’s face,
And each to other brings a keener joy,
The winsome maiden and the dauntless boy.

The sister leans, without a doubt or fear,
On gentle valor, true to her and near,
Possessing alway, even when apart,

The full allegiance of a brother’s heart.
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Hers are swift guesses at divinest things;

Love learns so much tha.t wisdom cannot
sean,

And so the maiden leads the thoughtful man.

Ah! good to gird faith’s holy armour on

Ere yet the sunny days of youth be gone!

How can he doubt what Heaven’s love may
mete,

Since earth’s compassions are so true, so
sweet ?

And thus by nether-springs of human love ;

Soft hints are given of our wealth above;

But what the measure of that overflow

What tongue can tell, what heart may ever
know?

A Lesson in Tolerance.

{Graham Hood, in_the ‘Globe and Commeamal
Advertiger, 2

A great many persons imagine that they
are ﬁlled with the spirit of tolerance when,
@8 a matter of fact, they have only the
thqt Lmdofuadea.whattbztermmuy
. means.
_intolerant ‘they” would object to the olmrge
most senously, and would undonbtedly believe
that their expressions of mdn@o,ﬁon were
emmenﬂy righteous.  Yet, if y&‘s}mﬂé tive
mclose touchmtbeomeofﬁlwm
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If you ehould accuse them of being

even for a very sehort period of time you
would discover that the spirit of true toler-
ance and they had little in common.

The reason for this is not that such people
are deliberately hypocritical.  They do not
mean to pretend to something that they are
not. They believe that they are really toler-
ant, and yet this belief is based upon a sorry
misinterpretation of the word. Because they
have read history or have heard about the
‘intolerance’ that existed a few centuries
ago, when people killed one another because
they disagreed about the meaning of certain
verses in the Bible, they conclude that ‘in
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tolerance’ means fanaticism, and they feel
that if they are duly charitable regarding
other persons’ religious opinions they are
obeying the law to the Jast letter.

Unfortunately, however, . the ‘infolerance?’
to which they refer represents but one phase
of the question. To be intclerant in regard
to questions of religious belief is bad enough,
but it is not the worst kind of intolerance
that we can exhibit. Far worse than any
religious fanaticism is the intolerance that
we show in our treatiment of others every day
of our lives.

I know many people who are eminently
charitable about the big problems of life but
who are the incarnate spirit of intolerance
when the smaller problems come under dis-
cussion, They would not dream of criticizing
a friend or neighbor because of some diifer-
ences of religious belief, This liberality may
even extend to the field of political affairs
and to other problems of importance, but let
the little details of life conflict with some of

their preconceived opinions, however, and the

matter is treated quite differently.

In other words, true charity, or the charity
that is truly kind, does not stop at the little
things of life. It is exhibited in all the big
problems, of course, but it must go further
than that. It nfust extend to the smallest
acts of the daily life—~to the words and deeds
to which we ordinarily pay the least atten-
tion.

It is doubtiul if any of us really desire to
be unkind to other people any more than we
desire that our fellow men shall deal unkind-
ty or unjustly with us; yet, in spite of this
innate feeling of kindliness toward others,
many of us seem utterly unable to live up to
this ideal. We may not think that we are
unkind or uncharitable, but how often do we
wmiss an opportunity to get in a sly dig at
some friend whose words or actions fail to
meet our approval in every particular? We
don’t mean to injure that individual—we
wouldn’t harm him for the world—but give
us a chance to call attention to some of his
shortcomings and how gquickly we take ad-
vantage of it! We may claim that our criti-
cisms are meant most kindly. We may even
pretend that the acts we are criticizing have
Leen the cause of anxiety to us, but we know
—if we are really honest—that it is no such
unselfish motive that is' at the bottom of our
attitude towa.rd these persons who have dis-
pleased us.

It is semewhat surprising that there should
be so much intolerance in this world when
common sense should teach us that it is quite
impossible for several individuals to hold pre-
¢igely the same opinion upon any subject of
Although all men and women are
composed of the same materials no two of us
look exactly alike, and it is quite in harmony
with this fact that no two of us should think
precisely the same thoughts. . There is a re-
semblance in features, and there is a corres-
pondence in modes of thought, but to critéize
another unkindly because he does not act or
think just as we feel that we should act and
think under similar circumstances is just as
unreasonable as it would be to complain of
bim because he happens to have black hair
and a snub nese -when our own hair is red
2nd our noee is cast in the Roman mould,

’
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Submission.

(By Ophelia G. Burroughs, in the ‘American
Messenger.”’) * :

¢90 bend is better than to bear.’—Gold Dust.
Not one burden, not one care,
Does thy Lord ask thee to bear,
Only patiently to bend
’Neath the Cross tha¢ He may send.

Every cup of joy or woe,

Every friend and every foe,

Take as from His own dear hand;
Do not ask to understand.

Words of kindness or of ill

Reach thee only through His will;
All thou hast to do is rest

In that will-—for thee the best.

Deeds of malice, anger stern,

Into blessings He can turn:

Each must end in victory

1f they pass through Him to thee.

Humbly then from day to day
Walk with Christ the narrow way:
Nothing that He sends refuse—
Weli content to have him choose.

Small Things Test Men.

Tn emall things lie the erucibles and the
touch-stones. Any hypocrite will come to the
Sabbath worship, but it is not every hypocrite
that will attempt prayer-meetings, or read
the Bible in seeret, or speak privately of the
things of God to the saints. You shall find
the same true in other things. A man who
is no Christian very likely will not tell you
a downright lie by saying that blaclk is white,
but he will not hesitate to declare that whitey
brown is white—he will go that length. Now,
the Christian will not go half way to a false-
hood, nay, he scorns to go .an inch on that
road. He will no more cheat you out of two
pence farthing than he would out of two thou-
gand pounds. He will not rob you of an ell.
Even a Pharisee wilt ask Christ to his house
to sit at meat with him—he is willing to en-
tertain a great religious leader at his table;
but it is not every one who will stoop down
and unloose hig shoes: for that very Pharisee
who made the feast never brought him water
to wash his feet, nor gave him the kiss of
welcome; he proved the insincerity of his hos-
pitality by forgetting the little things. 1 will
be bound to say Martha and Mary never for-
got to unloose his shoe-latehets, and that
Lazarus never failed to see that his feet were
washed.  Look, then, I pray you, as Chris-
tians, to the service of Christ in the obscure
things, in the things that are not recognized
by men, in the matters that have no honor
attached to them, for by this shall your love
be tried.—Spurgeon,

He Kept No Sunday.
(By Bishop Thompson.)

You may safely write this epitaph over
hundreds of graves that will be dug.this year
for strong men cut down in their prime; for
ambitious, prosperous, influential men, eut off
in the midst of the race for life. The doctors
will say: ‘Softening of the brain,’ ‘paraly-
eisy? “heart disease,’ ‘nervous exhaustion’—
there are a dozen medical names for the cause
of untimely death, but sifted to the bottom
the real fact that the men killed themselves
by breaking Sunday. PIe

Business men, statesmen, lawyers, students,
are all getting in the habit of going out at a-
moment’s warning, dropping dead as they
gtand, in a way that has never been known
before. The probabilities that any prominent
man, in any walk of life, will die in his bed
at a ripe old age in these days are daily be-
coming rarer. e

Notw and then there is enough of toughmness
in the constitutional fibre, enough of steel
and whalebone derived from hard-working
parents, the children of the soil, to carry a
man through this sort of life to a reasonable
old age. But these are exceptional cases, and
they are daily growing more exceptional. The
children of these 'parents, whose nerves are
raw to the touch and whose brains are in a

%

restless buzz all their lives, are showing them-
eclves true to the inevitable natural law.

It was to meet just this sort of blunder in
human life that the Lord gave His seventh
day of rest—because it is absolutely essential
to the well-being of man that he should rest
the tired hands and calm the fevered brain.

-

Unspotted From the World.

A recent writer tells of going with a party
down in a coal mine. On one side of the
gangway grew a plant which was perfectly
white. The visitors were astonished that
there where the coal dust was constantly fly-
ing, this little plant should be so pure and
white. A miner t%rew a handful of black
dust upon the plant but not a particle ad-
hered, The visitors themselves repeated the
experiment, but the coal dust would not cling.
There was a wonderful enamel on the white
petals, to which no speck or stain could
fasten.

This little plant, with its pure whiteness
amid the dust and drippings of a coal mine,
is o picture of what every Christian life
ghould be, In this world of evil, where so
many unholy influences breathe about us, it
is the Christians’ mission to ‘be pure, to keep
themsclves ‘unspotted from the world.’—Se-
lected. ;

Work in Labrador.
ONE OF THE RESCUERS TELLS THE
STORY OF DR. GRENFELL’S
PERIL.

(The following story by one of the rescuers
[George Andrews] was recorded as told by
him in the vernacular by Miss Jessie Luther,
one of the helpers on the field.)

‘Tt was wonderfu’ bad weather that Mon.
day mornin’. The doctor was to Locks’ Cove.
(None o' we thought o’ ’is startin’ out.) 1
don’t think th’ doctor hisself thought o’ goin’
at first an’ then ’e sent th’ two men on ahead
for to meet un at th’l tilt an’ said like’s ’e
was goin’ after all.

Us told un Hare Bay wasn’ fit t’ cross an’
e'd ’ave t' go ’round, an’ ‘e said ’e would sure
an’ then after ’e went us didn’ think no more
about ’t.

"Pwas evenin’ when us knew ‘e was on th’
ice. George Davis seen un first. B went to
th’ cliff to look for seal; it was after sunset
an’ half dark, but ’e thought ’e saw somethin’
on th’ iee an’ ’e ran for George Read an™ ’e
got ’is spy-glass an’ made out a man an’ dogs
on a pan an’ knewed it war th’ doctor.

1t was too dark fur we to go t’ un, but uve
never slept at all, all night. I couldn’t sleep.

“‘Us watched th’ wind an’ knew if i didn't blow

too hard ue could get un—though ’e war
there, three mile off. :

So us waited fur th’ daylight, No one said
who was goin’ in th’ boat. Un ’oud say, ‘1s

you goin?’ = Un another, ‘Is you?’ I didn’
say, but I knowed what I'd do.
‘As soon as ‘twas light us went to’ tI’ cliff

wi’ th’ epy-glase to see if us could see un, but
thar warn’t nothin’ in sight. Us know by the
wind whar t’ look for un, an’ us launched th’
boat. George Read an’ ’is two sons, an’
George Davis what seen un first, an’ me, was
th’ crew. ‘George Read was skipperman an’
th’ iest wos just youngsters. - Th’ sun was
warm;—you mind ’twas a fine mornin’,—an’
us started in our shirts an’ braces, fur we
knowed thar’s be hard work to do.

T knowed thar was a chance o’ not comin’

back at all, but it didn’ make mo difference.

I knowed I’'d as good a, chance as any an’
twa’ for th’ doctor, an’ ’is life’s worth many
—an’ somehow, I couldn’ let a man go out
like that wiout tryin’ fur un—an’ I think us
all felt th’ same.

Us ’ad a good strong boat an’ four oars, an’
took a hot kettle of tea an’ food for a week,
fur us thought uw'd ’ave t’ go far an’ p’rhaps
lose th’ Loat an’ ‘ave ¢’ walk ashore on' th’
ice. 4 ;

I didn’ ’ope t’ find the doctor alive an’ kept
lookin® for a sign o’ un on th’ pans.

Twar no’ easy gettin’ to th’ pans wi’ a big
sea rununin’. Th’ big pans ’nd sometimes
heave together an’ near crush th’ boat, an’
sometimes us ’ad 7 get out an’ haul her over
th’ ice t’ th’ water again.

Then us come ¢’ th’ slob ice where th’ thick
an’ that was worse 'n any.

Us saw th’ doetor about twenty minutes
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afore us got t’ un.
I seen ’un. :

’E was on a pan no bigger ’n this pan ’ad
ground together an’ ’twas all floe an’ I dunno
,that ever kep’ un fro’- goin’ abroad, for
twasn’t ice, ’twas packed snow. TL’ pan.was
away from even th’ slob, floatin’ by hisself,
an’ th’ open water all roun’ an’ ‘twas jist
across from Goose Cove an’ outside o’ that
there’d been no hope.

I think th’ way th’ pan held togcether wae

on account o’ th’ dogs’ bodies meltin’ ’t an’
t froze hard durin’ th’ night. ’E was cold
with th’ water an’ th’ sea washin’ over un all
th’ time.
: When us got mear un ’t didn’ scem like
twas th’ doctor. ’E looked so old aw’ is face
such a green color. ’E was very solemn-like
when us took un’ an th’ dogs on th’ hoat.

;\To un felt like sayin’ muech, an’ ’e ’ardly
Zm,d txllothi{f ttill“us gave un some tea an’ loaf,
n’ then ‘e talked. pose ‘e wi rt o’
e d. I s’pose ’e was sort o

TEe first thing ‘e said was, how wonderfu’
sorry ’e was o’ gettin’ into such a mess an’
givin’ we th’ trouble o’ comin’ out for um

Us tol’ un not to think o’ that; us was glad
to do ’t for um, an’ ’e ’d a done it for Zny
one of we many times over if ’e ’ad th’ chance,
ax 808 would. An’ then ‘e fretted about
th’ b’y e was goin’ to see, *t bein’ too late
to re’ach un, an’ us tol’ un ’is life was worth
more’n th’ b'y, for ‘e could save others an’ th’
b),' c?uldn’_. But ‘e still fretted.

,E ad ripped th’ dogs’ harness an’ stuffed
th oakugl in th’ legs o ’is pants to keep un’
warm. 'K showed 't to me. An’ ’e cut off th’
tops o’,’u boots to keep th’ draught from ’is
ba,’ck.. E gaid ’e d’roled off once or twice, but
th’ night seemed wonderfu’ long. :
%\I',I:] t:::’k ’;1({1 a?ﬁ’atc}ll’ ﬁpa}:l at about half-past
8¢ 8 T o an’ 3 b
still runnin’ ’igh, e s s
lm’quiug ’,2 g@hgyrgud’tbo see us comin’ for
un, an’ ight, for ’t grew wonderfu’ cold
in th’ day an’ th’ % 2 4
s i{tside. sea &0 ‘igh th’ pan couldn

B wouldn’ stop when us got ashore, but
must go right on, an’ when ’e ’ad dry clothes
ar_x’ was 4 bit warm, us sent un te St. Anthony
with a team. : 2

Th" next night an’ .for nights after, 1
couldn’ sleep. 1’d keep eeein’ that man stand-
1_n’ on th’ ice, an’ I'd be sorter half awake
like sayin’, “But not th’ doctor. Sure not th’
doetor. *°,

Ge‘f)lrxere AWs&e silerilce for a few moments and
ge Andrews k
e, & oy eea:OOked out across the blue

“’li seént us watches an’ spy-glasses,’ sai
he, ‘an’ pictures o’ hisself tgztg one o ylt):
took o’ me, made large, an’ in a- frame.
George Read an’ me ’ad th’ watches an’ th’
others ’ad th’ spy-glasses, :

"Ere’s th’ wateh. It ’as, ‘In memory o
%prll 21st? in ’t, but us don’t need th’ things
t* make we remember ’t, tho’ we’re wonder-

fu’ glad t ‘ave ’em from th’ e
the Deep Sea Fishers. At h’ doctor. Among

’E was wavin’ ’is flag an’

—_—
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Received for the launch:—A Tri =
lacetown, $1.00; °Boston,’ $5.00;m\371\17‘.3’ Fwalg'
Hart, Roydale, Alta., $4.60; Wm, Turnbull,
Brussels, $1.00; Total.. .. .. .. .8 11.60

Received for the eots:—Mrs. H, Janes, Dele-
ware, Ont., $2.00; A Friend, D.BS,, N.S., $1.00;
‘Boston,” $5.00; Wm. Turnbull, Bmsséls’
$1.00; Total.. .. .. ..". 8 9.00

Received for the komatik:—W. H., Somenos
B.C., 25cts.; Wm. Turnbull, Brussels, $1.00;
Patils i Tt e e G SR

Previously acknowledged for all ;

PUIPOSES. . «. «v v v we fw .. 1,654.82

el iy

Total on hand Jan. 19.. =5 « ..§ 1,676.67

We have also received the following sums
for other special objects in conmection with
Dr. Grenfell’s work:— :

W. T. J., Barry’s Bay, Ont.. .. .. .,/$1.00
Union Sunday School, Centreville, N.S.,

per Truman H. Eaton.. .. .. sv .. ..$3.50
A Few Friends, Newdale, Man.« <. =+ ..$8.00

Address all subscriptions for Dr. Grenfell’s
work to ‘Witness’ Labrador Fund, John
Dougall and Son, ‘Witness® Office, Montreal,
stating with the gift whether it is for launch.
komatik, or cots. = !
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LESSON,—SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 14, 1909.
The Apostles Imprisoned.

Acts v., 17-32. Read
Acts v., 17-42.

Golden Text.

Blessed are they which are persecuted for
righteousness’ sake: for their’s is the kingdom
of heaven. Matt. v, 10.

Home Readings.

Monday, February 8.—Acts v., 17-28,
Tuesday, February 9.—Acts v., 29-42,
Wednesday, February 10.—Jer. xxvi.,, 8-16.
Thursday, February 11.—Matt. x., 16-22.
Friday, February 12.—I. Pet. iii, 8-18.
Saturday, February 13.—I. Pet. iv., 12-19.
Sunday, February 14.—Matt. v., 1-16.

Memory verses 19, 20.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.
Can anyone tell me what happened to Pe-
ter and John after they had healed the poor
lame man in the Temple? Yes, they were put
in prison and tried by the judges just as
though they had done something wicked.
When the judges let them go they told Peter
and John not to preach about Jesus any
more. Did Peter and John promise not to,
and did they go home and say, * Well, we got
off safely then, we had better keep very quiet
now or they may catch us again’? No, in-
deed. Peter and John told their judges plain-
ly that God had given them a message and
they would have to obey God. Then they
went home and prayed that God would make
them brave and help them to preach and
teach about Jesus more. So the Christian
Churca grew stronger and stronger until all
the people in Jerusalem heard about Christ,
and a great mamy accepted Him as their
Saviour. Then the Jewish authorities got an-
gry again and sent soldiers who arrested not
only Peter and John, but all the apostles who
had been Christ’s disciples, and they were all
put in prison. Our lesson to-day is to see
what happened after that.

FOR THE SENIORS.

The deliverance of the apostles from prisoxi
by Ged’s hand during the night has made
some question why God does not use some
such method to-day when His servants are in
danger or difficulty. Such deliverance, how-
ever, was by no means usual even at this
early stage of His church, for at the previous
trial (Acts iv,) the two apostles had to suf-
for the night’s imprisonment, Jater James had
to die when Peter was again delivered (Acts
xii.,) and although Paul escaped from his first
imprisonment at Rome, it was only after two

years of endurance (Acts xxviii, 16, 30) and
‘the only escape from his second imprison-

ment was by death. This deliverance is not
an example of what may be expected by God's
gervants, but was only a sign to attract the
attention of the people. For one such de-
liverance the early Christians euffered by the
thousands in imprisonments where there was
no miraculous intervention of God. God was
mot the less thoughtful for the ones that suf-
fered than for the ones He released. Had
God miraculously delivered John Bunyan from
prison the world would have been the poorer
by ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress.” Nor did the apostles’
deliverance mean freedom, for they were none
the less taken before the SanKedrin and call-
ed to suffer for Christ’s sake (verse 40).
These were the first strokes of centuries of
persecution of the Christian Church. The
apos:les were absolutely fearless, for Peter’s in-
trepid speech (verses 29-32) spoke for them
all. 1t is interesting to notice how different-
ly the one truth will affect different hearers,
The rulers who heard this message at this
time were ‘cut to the heart’ and ‘took coun-
sel to slay them,’ while the common people
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hearing almost the same message on the Day
of Pentecost (Acts ii,, 36) were ‘pricked in
the heart’ and cried * men and brethren, what
shall we do?’ The message was a two-edged
sword that found its way home in each case,
but how differently was it received. The last

. two verses in this chapter should have our

serious thonght at this day. The Christian
no longer is liable to imprisonment for preach-
ing God’s word, but is there no penalty for a
true holding forth of the gospel light in our
lives?  \When the sncer comes from a com-
panion for some declaration of a prineciple on
your part as a Christian, do you hold your
head higher as one who is proud of his cause,
or does the hot flush of shame come that you
have been found under the banner of your
Master?

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL'S ¢ GUIDE.’)

Verse 17. ‘An angel.” Upon one occasion
John Bunyan having been permitted to go
out and visit his family, with whom he in-
tended to spend the night, felt so uneasy that
at a very late hour he went back to prison.
Information was given to a neighboring cler-
ical magistrate that there was strong suspi-
cion of Bunyan having broken prison. At
midnight he sent a messenger to the jail, that
he might be a witness against the merciful
keeper. On his arrival he demanded, ‘ Are all
the prisoners safe?’ The answer was ‘ Yes.’
‘Is John Bunyan safe?’ ‘Yes.” ‘Let me see
him,” He was called up and confronted with

* the astonished witness, and all passed off well.

His kind-hearted jailer said to him, ¢ You may
go out when you will, for you know much
better when to return than I can tell you.’
We do not call that a miracle, yet who shall
dare to say that an angel had nothing to dp
with it?—William-M. Taylor, in Peter, the
Apostle.

Verse 21. ‘They entered into the temple
about dwybreak and taught.” The people of
Palestine have always begun the day much
earlier than is customary with us. During
most of the year the heat is so great that
work is begun very early, and a long rest is
taken when the sun is highest in the heavens.
The temple gates were opened early for those
who came to worship and those who came
to trade (John ii, 14). ‘To-day worship is
often carried on in the synagogues at Jerusa-
lem before the sun appears above Mount
Olivet.”

Verse 29. When Daniel Webster was asked
what was the greatest thought that had ever
come to him, he replied, ‘The thought of my
personal responsibility before God.’” The su-
premacy of divine authority and the responsi-
bility resting upon us of obeying, is, indeed,
the greatest of thoughts.

God’s angels open locks as easily as His
sunbeams open rosebuds.—H. W. Warren.

It is a great deal easier to do what God
gives us to do, than to face the responsibility
of not doing it.—J. R. Miller.

I would rather obey than work miracles.—
Martin Luther.

(FROM PELOUBET'S ‘NOTES.?)

Among young people there are many forms
of petty persecution which ought to be care-
fully avoided, sneers and ridicule for anyone
who is trying to do better, who is strict in
morals, who refrains from some popular
amusement, who refuses to touch intoxicating
drink, who is trying to live a religious life.
One such case is related in ‘Tom Brown at
Rugby.’ Hazing is often a form of persecu-
tion, especially when inflicted on the weak or
inexperienced.

‘I Delieve that angels wait on us as truly
as ever they waited on Abraham, or Jacob,
or Moses, or Elijah, or Jesus Himself. 'The
medieval painters were fond of filling the
background. of the Infancy with countless an-
gels; the representation, though literally
false, was morally true. I believe that angels
are encamping around them that fear the
Lord. —George Dana Boardman, D.D.

Verse 29. The Words of Socrates, when he
was pleading before his judges who condemn-
ed him to death, bear a striking resemblance
to this bold utterance: ‘Athenians, I will
obey God rather than you; and if you would
let me go, and give me my life on condition
that I should no more teach my fellow-citi-
zens, sooner than agree to your proposal 1
would prefer to die a thousand times.’—See
Livy xxxix.. 87.

¢And T honor the man who is willing to sink
Half his present repute for the freedom to
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And when he has thought, be his cause
strong or weak,
Will risk t’other half for the freedom te
speal.’
—James Russell Lowell,

Junior C. E. Topic.

Sunday, February 14.—Topic—Pleasing God
or pleasing men, which? Acts iv., 19, 20.

C. E. Topic.

Monday, Febrnary 8.—My testing.
12; 1. Pet. 1., 8 x4

Tuesday, February 9.—My adversary. Job
it Gt Pell vy, T8RS

Wednesday, February 10.—My perplexity.
Job zxi.,, 7-13; Ps. Ixxiii., 13-19.

Job i,

Thursday, February 11.—My critics. Job
Xix., 1:8; 1. Pet, iv; 12-19.

Friday, February 12.—My humility. Job
xl., 3-5; Matt. v, 5.

Saturday, February 13.—My redeemer. Job

Xix 21-20,

Sunday, February 14.—Topic—Life lessons
for me from the book of Job. Job xlii.,, 1-6,
10-17. (Consecration meeting.)

]

Lift up the Cross.
(By the Rev. Albert Bryant.)

A Sunday-school superintendent was watch-
ing’ the children while they were singing a
motion-song. The chorus was ‘Lift up the
Cross! and the children were to suit the
action to the words by holding up little
crosses. They raised their hands scarcely as
high as their ching and sang the inspiring
chorus in a dull, spiritless way.

‘The cross,’ said the superintendent, ¢ stands
for the love of Jesus. You lift it up to show
how much you love him and to show others
his love. How much do you love him?’

‘A great deal,” answered a little girl.

‘How can you show that with the crosses?’

‘ By lifting them high up,’ said the boys.

‘Then do it when you sing the words.’

The class sang the chorus again, raising the
crosses over their heads and singing with
ringing voices while their eyes sparkled:

‘ Lift up the Cross! Tift up the Cross!’

Those children were listless and awkward
because they did not think tha% the motions
they were making had any importance to any-
body. As soon as they felt that they were
really serving anybody they awoke to earnest
dction. = There is nothing that will put life
into dull meetings, dead societies, cold hearts,
but the love of Jesus. If there is any reason
to feel that there is such dulness or chill
around you, go to Jesus in prayer, and stay
there till your hearts are glowing, and you
feel anew how sweet it is to serve him.—
Selected. : ;
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How He Fell.

(8. R. Jarvis, in the ‘Iemperance Leader.)

I would paint a lovely picture !
Of the boy that once I knew,
‘As in fancy I can see him,
Eyes as clear as heaven’s own bluej
Rounded limbs, so strong and sturdy,
Merry face, all smiles and glee,
Rosy lips that press’d fond kisses
On his mother lovingly.

1 would paint him when at evening
He repeated boyhood’s prayer—
Asked his mother’s God to bless him,

And to keep him pure and fair;
Seemed 1t then that noble manhood,
Pure and free from sin’s alloy,
Waited for the lovely laddie,
Who was mother’s pride and joy.

T would paint another picture
Of the boy that now L know—
Blood-shot eyes and limbs that totter,
In the gutter lying low.
Lips that utter oaths and curses,
Long ago have ceased to pray,
Yet the boy so sadly fallen
1s but just eighteen to-day.

What has spoiled that lovely boyhood,
What foul thing has laid him low?

Crushed with grief, his once loved mother
Now her eyes with tears o’erflow.

T will tell you, boys of Lngland,
And I pray you stop and think,

This sad change has come through tasting
Of that awful curse, Strong Drink.

He, to please some young companions,
Just began with one small glass,
Dreaming not of pain and danger,
Yet this change has come to pass.
Boys of England, would you follow,
Do you want like uim to be?
Nay, T hear your answer ringing,
‘We won’t touch it, no, not we!’

Rev. James Chalmers and the
Drink Curse.

Reading the extremely interesting life of
the martyred missionary, James Chalmers,
by Richard Lovett, M.A.,, T came upon some
passages which all Temperance workers must
be thankful to read, as evincing how ardent-
ly he espoused, in his work among the
heathen, the work they are called upon to
do at home. I quote first from the auto-
biographical pages, descriptive’ of his work
in Raratonga, where they (himself and wife)
landed in 1867. ¢

‘In that paradise of the Pacific there was
one fearful curse, strong drink, and that we
tried to combat. I turned policeman and
used to find out where the meetings for drink
were held. My experience is that native
chiefs and policemen are not fit in them-
gelves to carry out laws. They put on a
spurt ‘for a fortnight and then things drift
back and are left to become worse than-be-
fore. During Makea Abela’s time we suc-
ceeded in putting it down to a considerable
extent, but he was a great hindrance, being
himself much addicted to drink, both for-
eign and native. Thinking that if they were
allowed to drink their orange beer openly at
their meals, a stop would be put to the large
gatherings where all got drunk, and the
orgies can only be described as beastly, i 5
proposed this to Makea. But he decidedly
opposed it, saying it would never do, as there
would be no rejoicing then at all. He would
not give his consent to the plan. Many of
the mataiapo (independent land-holders)
were on our side, but without Makea and the
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other chiefs they were useless. I remember
once getting some of the inferior chiefs to-
gether and going on a deputation to Makea
and Mauarangi, who was chief justice and
had lapsed from church membership and
from his social position through drink. They
both received us well and listened to all “ve
had to say. One of the mataiapos spoke
very seriously to Abela, and Maunarangi
pulled him up by asking in a bit of a song,
“Whence is Makea?” and the old mataiapo
replied in song, “From heaven he came,” and
then Mauarangi wound up with, “Who then
can speak?” and we returned, forced thus to
remember that Makea was beyond and above
all law and all human beings. Im the light
of an incident like this ome could understand
how and why in heathen times any one who
crossed even his shadow was instantly club-
bed to death. Abela died very suddenly and
was mourned greatly, for though he was a
great drinker he was exceedingly kind to all,
and especially to his missionary. e
After Makea’s death Takau, wife of Uga-
maru Atiu, was sent for and they both wore
elected to the position of head chief. She is
an excellent woman and has done much good,
but has not succeeded in putting down the
drink. All natives can be bought by the
white man, and so they wink at grog being
landed. A silk dress given as a present, a
few bottles of grog or beer, or wine as medi-
cine, given in the right quarter, well known
to all traders, and the island may be swamp-
ed with drink. If the thiefs wished to stop
the curse they could have done so long ago,
for the law passed in conjunction with the
British Resident was that no native could
get drink unless he had a permit signed by
Makea or one of the chiefs. But this law
led to the selling of permits, and thus the
drink traffic became legalized, and the state
of the island worse than'ever’

Again, from a long letter sent home after
he had fairly settled down to work—That!
curge of all curses has come to this island—
strong drink. There is a law against 1ts
being Dbrought ashore, but unprincipled for-
eigners manage to smuggle it and sell it to
the natives.  The = effects are fearful and
heartrending. I believe were thinking men
at home to see the effects of drink among
these natives, they would never taste an-
other drop, but would rise up to a man,

and cry shame upon those men who not enly °

break the laws of a weak people, but also
give them in exchange for their labor,
money, or coffee, a poison which is destroy-
ing them fast. The churches have suffered
fearfully from it. Our young men have given
themselves up to intoxication and one after
another falls a victim. All the people are
scrofulous so that fire water takes effect
sooner upon them.’

The letter then gives an interesting ac-
count of a meeting of chiefs called in regard
to the license laws, wherein it was suggested
that drink should be allowed to be landed
under a heavy tax. Mr. Chalmers prayed to
God and felt it was his duty to oppose this
abolition or repeal of the old law. .‘On t\}e
morning of the meeting,’ he continues, ‘a
few of the old men who hold a strong posi-
tion in the land, and who knew what Rara-
tonga was in its heathen state, came to me,
and asked what I meant to do. They advised
me to oppose the abolition. This strengthen-
ed me. We prayed to God and asked His
direction, I went to the meeting. There sat
all the chiefs and great men with a number
of foreigners. I felt that a trial of strength
was at hand. All were assembled in the full
expectation of the promulgation of a new
Jaw, and the foreigners were all ready to
take. out licenses. The parliament was open-
ed by prayer. The chief judge of .the Avarua
district laid the matter before the neighbor-
ing chiefs, and only asked them for their
assent, He sat down, and as he was addicted
to drink himself he was pleased with %he
thought that he could mow drink as much
as he chose. At that time I myself did not
know he was given to the evil habit. Next,
one of the chiefs—a known and confirmed
drunkard—was asked to speak. Hz declined,
saying, “What does my missionary say?” 1
tried to avoid speaking at this stage, and
wished that some other chiefs should speak
first, but they all pressed me 1o give my
views. At length I said that I had earnestly

prayed t> God that the law might 7ot
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be changed so long as I was in Raratonga
1 added a few words to this, but my speech
was short.

‘It was suflicient, nothing more was said
by the chiefs, but the chief judge of Avarua
was enraged. The missionary holds great
power in cases of this kind.. May he hold it
tor Christ. 1 need not say that my country-
men loye me none the more for the action &
felt bound to take.

This was but the beginning of still more
strenuous action to banish the curse, but
space forbids the tempting quotation. 1 must
confine myself to one more vivid extract.

‘Many people seem to think there can be
no harm in orange beer, and that the natives
pught be allowed to drink it. I read lately
i a newspaper that -the attempt to put it
dQWI} Wwas only a puritanical whim of the
missionary’s. If ' these  flying visitors had
seen one half of what 1 have seen of the
evils arising from so-called harmless orange
beer, they would soon bless the missionary
and sober chiefs for trying to stop ite use,
unless they be visitors who delight in hellish
scenes and think wife-beating a pleasant pas-
time. I have seen the natives in the bush in
large and small companies in all stages of
intoxication: I have seen them in the thirsty
stage, the talkative stage, the singing stage,
the loud talking, quarrelling stage, the native
fighting stage, and the dead drunk stage. I
have seen them fighting among themselves, I
have seen them after returning to their
homes, beating, kicking, and cutting their
wives, and pitching their children out of
doors. I have known them to set their
housgs on fire, or to tear up every stitch of
clothing belonging to their wives and children.
I have heard cursing and swearing in Eng-
!1311 (a native when drunk talks a;d swears
in English more than native) in a manner
that would make the hardened Enolish swear-
er blush. God forbid that such ans should
ever again be known on Raratonga. I have
attended many young men who;’e strength
had gone from the free use of “harmless
orange beer,” and have buried not a few
whose death was caused by this drink.’

How the plague of drink echoes and re-
echoes round this poor old world of ours.
‘O Lord, how long?

A Sy S S————

The Last List For This
Season.

This week will be the very last offer of
the Pansy Blossom Clubs, and the last lst
of workers we shall give. If you are working
up a club act quickly and send in the names
AT ONOE. Remember! You send us five
NEW three monthe’ eubscriptions to the
‘.Messenger’ at ten cents each for addresses
i Canada (outside Montreal and suburbs),
cr for any of the countries on page 15); we
sen_d the papers as stated, giving you a pretty
fnameﬂed Maple Leaf Brooch for your trou-
ble, and sending also six handsome colored
pic_tur,es (9 in. x 14 in), entitled ‘ Pansy Blos-
sems.”  You give your new subscribers éach
cne picture for framing and keep one for
yourself.  These pictures have pleased man
nandreds of ‘ Messenger’ readers. They will

e.u'rely please you and your friends. Don’t
wmiss the chance.

Send the money carefully (by money o er
registered letter, or ‘swx}r’lps)y addre);eedrdu
John Dougall & Son, * Witness ” Office, Mont-
real, and mark both in the corner of your en-
velope and at the top of your letter inside,
the words ‘ Pansy Blossom Club.’

The following have sent lists this week ;—

Margaret Hamilton, K. E, Pelly, Ruth T. Mae-
donald, Everett A. Bates, Hared Neil

If you have a club partly ready, finish it
up quickly and send it in, for we will honor
it, but we want it to be distinctly under-
stood that the club is now ‘closed for the
season.’ It has been a source of great pleas-
ure to our readers, and we hope that very
many of those who have tried the ‘Messen-
ger’ for the three months will remain per-
manent readers and subscribers.
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Correspondence

ROYAIL LEAGUE OF KINDNESS.

I pledge myself
To speak kindly to otheis,
To speak kindly of others,
Lo think kind thoughts,
To do kind deeds.

Anyone may become a member of the R.
L. of K. by copying out the above pledge,
signing and sending it to the editor.

PLEDGE CARDS.—For those who wish to
have them, we issue neat and durable pledge
cards, 4 inches: by six, printed in purple and
white and ready to hang on the wall. Single
eards, fiv> cents and two cents for postage;
six cards to one address, twenty-five cents
and two cents for postage.

BADGES.—We also issue for sale with the
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iard, L. R., P.Que.; Mpyrtle Reba Bennett,
Kenneth D. Wood and Armine E. Wocd, W,,
P.Que.; and Kenneth Crowe, G., Ont.

In our league now we have a pledge and a
badga, but perhaps it would be nice also to
have a motto. That we can have for the
choosing and there was a fine strong motto
that came to mind while thinking the matter
over. Ycu know it is the ‘stylish’ thing to
have a Latin motto, and so, of course, we
would like a Latin motto for the League.
Just four words, but oh, what a big meaning
in them— Vineit, qui se vincit.” Does any
one know what that means? Take a week
to think it over and find out why that would
be a good motto for us. Or, perhaps some
one could suggest a better motto.

Hattie Purdy, Lawrence E. Purdy and Mu-

-~ riel Purdy, C., Sask., Margaret McLaurin, V.

H., Ont., Nellie and Annie J. Sobey, P., N.S,
Dora 1. Wileox, N.; N.B,, and Nora Caldwell,
D., 1il, are the new members to be welcomed
this week.
K., Man.

Dear Editor,—My sister takes the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ and 1 like it very much.
When the paper comes in I always turn to
the correspondence first. I am sending the

names of three girls besides myself to join’

the Royal League of Kindness. I have only
written once before, but that was a long time

"\6
£

OUR PICTURES.

1. 'Flag.” Lloyd Minnie (aged 10), G.,
Ont.
» 2. ‘Elephant.” Jean Woodworth (aged 11),
D. B, N.B.

3. ‘A Flag.” Dorothy Young (aged 8),
A. M, Ont. :
. 4, ‘Flowers.” Mildred Taylor, W. 0. N.
Mex. ;
. 6. ‘Lady’s Head.” Meryl Rutherford (aged
13), 0., Alta.
. 6. ‘Our~ Union Jack.” Roland Graham
(aged 10), B, N.S. 5

7. ‘A Cube.” Alma Price (aged 6), G,
Man.

8. ‘A Mug.” B. A. MacAlpine (ac§l 9
G. A, Ont. - Sl

i

9. ‘School house.” A. C. J., Thedford, Ont.

10. ‘A Cowboy.’ Bertie Brown (aged 8),
M. G., Jamaica.

11. ‘A Milk Cooler.” Norman MecLennan,
A Ont,

12; * Flower.” R. Osborne Tweed (aged 6),
N B CH Ons. ;

13. ‘ Lillies.” Muriel Henderson, P., Ont.

14. The * Harmonic”.’ -R. Me., Masonville,
Ont.

15. ‘House.” Laura Mason, U. H., N.B.
Olt(; ‘House.” Charles Ray Rumbelaw, M.,

nt.

17. *Hen,” Arthur Meldrum, O., Ont.

18. ‘ Broom.’ Kenneth McLennan (aged 5),
A,, Ont.

pledge card, if desired, a neat brooch pin of
fine hard enamel, in the above design of a
bow in our own league colors, purple and
white.  Single badge with pledge card, and

included, twenty-five cents; five

tage ,
mgas with pledge cards and postage in-

eluded to one address, one doilar. .-

Mark all orders on both envelope and letter
with the three letters R.L.K. =

Don’t forget that when you eend in your
names as members of the league we want you
to copy out the pledge and then sign your
name to that. You know how in school if

<mhavo ‘made a mistake in epelling, your

acher will tell you to write it out correctly
ten times, because the writing it out helps
m to remember. It’s just that way with

e pledge. We want you to write it out
when you join the I :
out will help you to remember it better.
"The names of the new members of our

league for this week are Miles K, Knox, U.

H, N.B; Helen C. Gould, W. J., N.S.; Annie
. Young and W. Dorothy Young, A. M,
nt.; Delbert W. Zufelt, B., Ont.; F. Marion

p , C., Ont.; Wilson B. Bowyer, S., Ont.;

Anns M. Johnson, M., N.B.; Artemas R. Wil-

eague because writing it

ago. We live on a farm four miles from
town, and a quarter of a mile from the school.
I have two sisters and one brother. One of
my sisters is away in Ontario going to col-
lege.  The other one is at home, but I am the
only one going to school. I go to school every
day and like it very much. ‘
RETA M. ANDERSON,

E., Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘ Messenger.” I am eleven years old and am
in the Senior Third Form. I have lived in
E., Ont., for nearly a year and I like it very
well. T am the youngest in our family and
have three ' brothers and one sister. My
father keeps a hardware store. =
: 3 = sl B. A.

3 S : K., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I like the “Messenger’ very
much. My sister takes it. ~We have been

in this country six years and I like it very -
‘much. We are five brothers and four sisters,

and two are dead. I was born in Sweden. |
go to Sunday School every Sunday, and to
public school, too. I am in the Third Reader

Rc 0

and T like to go to school. I think I will
have to close my letter for this time. Re-
gards to every one who reads the *Messen-
ger.’

HILDAR JOHANSON,

OTHER. LETTERS.

BEffie Wertzell, B. M., N.S., says ‘ My mam-
ma has veen very sick, but she is getting bet-
ter now. My grandpa fell and cut his head.’
We hope both patients are quite well now,
Effle.

Leslie J. Craizie, S. S., Que., has *One
brother, four sisters, two nephews and four
nieces. My papa - died before I was born.’

Lucy Cressey, L. M., P.Que., says ‘I came
from England two years ago with my father
and inother and sister Xva.’

Gladys Dean, 8. C., Que., goes to Sunday
School. ‘1t has closed now, for the winter
months, but we have taken up the Home De-
partment and study our lessons at home.’

M. Alberta Curran, G. H., Que.; says ‘We
live on o hill twelve hundred feet high.’
The riddle youn send, Alberta, has been asked
before.

Maggie Evelyn Mason, U. C., N.B.,, asks:
‘What kind of a domestic animal is it that
all farmers keep. They take two to market,
leave two behind, and yet have two left after
all their produce is sold?’ Your poem, Mag-
gie, will be kept for some later time.

Harry Joseph Sparling, E. C., Man., says he
i8 a boy for the house, ‘so I don’t know much
about the stable.” Well, Harry, as you are
only ten now, you have plenty of time to
learn.

Margaret Campbell, M.. C, P.E.1., likes
‘skating and sliding on a sled.” = Of course
you do, Margaret.

Rae Cowan, Toronto, isn’t so lucky as
Margaret, for he writes: ‘We have just had
a big fall of snow here, but being ill I have
not been out to have the fun of making enow-
men and other things.’ Better luck next
time, Rae.

Nellie and Janie Sobey, P., N.8., write to-
gether.  Janie says ‘We had a good time
Christmas day. We had a tree and I got a
good many presents.’ Nellie has “a Kkitten
and two dollies and a chicken.’

Laura Tays, C. B, N.8,, and Leila M. Brown,
E, N.S, are having good times this winter.
Laura says ‘there is a pond right by our
house and it is great skating.’ T.eila says
‘I go to school and have great fun skating on
a large pond near by.’

Basil Colpitts, F. G., N.B,, likes ‘to draw
and paint very much.” We are always glad
to get your drawings, Basil.

Carmen Ella Etheridge, N. E. M., N.8,, is
thinking of summer pleasures: ‘I live on a
farm near the river. Last summer we went
fishing and fried trout and had our lunch and
enjoyed it.’

We also received short letters from Nora
Caldwell, D., Il one of our new R. L. of K.
members, Barbara Ann MacAlpine, G. A., Ont,
Laura Mason,; U. H., N.B., Effie Hern, N., Ont,,
Samuel W, Carruthers, J., Sask., and Florence
E. Campbell, A., Ont.
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A CARNIVAL NUMBER

The ‘Canadian Pictorial’ has been appoint-
ed the exclusive Official Souvenir of the
Montreal Carnival to be held from Feb. 10
to Feb. 20, 1909, Consequently, the Febru-
ary Number will be the special enlarged
Qarnival Nuvmber, and will be crowded with
beautiful pictures of Canadian winter
sports, ete. It will be a number that of all
others people will want to send away to
show to their friends in less favored coun-
tries, what a glorious winter cliruate we in
Canada enjoy.

Every true boy, Canadian boy, who loves
the sparkling snow, the coasting, skating,
hockey, and all the joys of winter, will be
enthusiastic over this Wecbruary Number,
and wil want their friends to get it.

And remember, boys!—there’s money in it
for you! If you will buy from wus to re-
sell to your friends we allow you a gener-

ous margin of profit; or you can send us
the whole price, and we will give you fing
. premiums. 3

.~ 'Talk it up, get orders promised even now
from your friends, and WATCH FOR ALL
ANNOUNCEMENTS in these columans about
the CARNIVAL NUMBER.

For fuller - information, write to John
Dougall & Son, Agents for the ‘Canadian
Pictorial,” ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.
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How High Shall 1 Aspire?

‘(Graham Hood, in the ‘Globe and Commer-
cial Advertiser.’)
. A correspondent who has high literary as-
pirations, and who, as she admits, is in the
‘gloughs of despond’ because her contribu-
tions to thie magazines are invariably return-
ed with a brief and formal note of rejection,
has written to ask if she has any right to
aspire to so lofty a goal as authorship. To
this question there can be but one answer:
We ourselves build the ladder upon which we
must climb, and it is our own fault if it is
too insecurely constructed to bear our weight;
or, if having ascended, we find that it falls
short of reaching to the particular star to
which we have felt attracted.

Literary success, like success in every other
field of labor, depends entirely upon the in-
dividual who is endeavoring to succeed. 1f
the will to succeed is there—the determina-
tion to push forward and attain the desired
goal despite all obstacles—success will follow,
and the degree of such success will depend
golely upon the force exerted by the individ-
ual. This may seem like a rather unsatisfac-
tory crumb of comfort, and yet we have
many illustrations in real life that go to
prove that this is something more than mere
theory.

Thus, for example, it might be reasonable
to suppose that a person who had grown to
young manhood without knowing how to read
or write 6tood a pretty poor chance of being
distinguished for either learning or author-
ship; yet, in contradiction to this supposition,
we have such cases as those of Elihu Burritt,
or, to come still nearer home, our own Rev.
Robert Collyer.  Both of these men were
ignorant boys, and yet, through the sheer de-
termination to succeed, they turned defeat
into victory. = We know what Dr. Collyer
has done, and it is only necessary to refer to
any good biographical dictionary to read
about the achievements of Elihu Burritt.
Though an ordinary blacksmith, a person who
had no knowledge of even the basic principles
of the English language, the alphabet, he
succeeded im mastering so many languages
that, before his death, he had attained world-
wide fame as the ‘learned blackémith.’

While such illustrations are of great value
to us as practical examples of the possibilities
of human achievement, the results that these
men nave attained may be duplicated by any
onie of ue provided we are made of the right
kind of material. To accomplish such ends,
however, it is necessary that we should be
willing to work hard. Neither Robert Collyer
nor Elihu Burritt would ever have made his
name known to the world if he had been con-
tent to sit down quietly to wait for things to
thappen.

Fortunately, however, the desire to improve
themselves mentally was sufficiently strong to
give them a foundation upon which to build,
and once the beginning had been made the
fight for success progressed naturally, step by
step. It must not be imagined, however, that
it was an easy battle to win, for lack of train-
ing was not the only obstacle that etood in
the way of success. In addition, there was
lack of money—money to employ teachers and
to purchase books—for books and teachers
were not so easily acquired in those days as
they are at the present time, and yet, through
their own individual efforts, these barriers
were overcome and success crowned their ef-
forts, just as it will erown the efforts of any
other human being who is willing to make
the most of his opportunities. :

In other words, in addition to the desire to
succeed one must have the determination to
try, and to keep on trying regardless of tem-
porary setbacks until the bull’s-eye has been
struck. It means hard and persistent work.
1t means dauntless courage and limitless self-
confidence. It means hours and days and
weeks of patient practice, but if the success
desired is really worth having it is8 worth
while fighting for it.

Do you imagine that Elihu Burritt would
ever have been heard from if Le had accepted
the first rebuff and had dropped back to
mourn over his misfortunes? No, he would
have been shoeing horses until the day of his
death. He won his battle for success because
he was willing to fight. We, too, can win,
but -we shall have to fight tc do it. TIf you

think it i& too much trouble—don’t
That’s all.

Three Little Knights.

(S. E. Winfleld, in the ‘Child’s Hour.’)

‘Say, Dannie, do you know what a knight
is?’ agked Ted, as the two boys were trailing
their sleds up to the top of the hill for a
coast,

‘Sure I do, do you think I’'m enough of a
goose mnot to even know what a night is!
It’s when it’s dark, and you have to go to
bed before you want to. Guess I know that
all right; I’ve had to do it often enough.’

‘Oh, I don’t mean that kind of a night, I
mean a knight; you spell it with a k first.’

‘No, I never -heard of that. What is it,
anyway?’

‘Well, Aunt Betty was reading about them
to us last night, and it was great. A knight

fight.

wae a sort of soldier, at least we should call
him so, and he had to promise to do the righ*,
and help anyone who was in trouble. My,
but it was awfully int’resting. There was a
king called Arthur—’

¢ Arthur what?’

¢ Nothing, just King Arthur, and he had a
table that they vsed to sit around, and they
were called “The Round Table Knights,” and
if they didn’t do the big things, and just have
a great time. It made me wish that we could
kill dragons now, and help rescue people in
distress. Don’t you wish we could, Danunie?’

Dannie looked doubtful for a moment, and
then he said, ‘ Course I’d like to help people,
but I guess I’d rather not tackle any dragons,
‘cause you might get hurt.’ ;

“Of course you might' get hurt, the knights
did get hurt often, and sometimes they were
killed, but then think of what they did.’

¢TI don’t believe they did anything worth
getting killed for,’ still insisted Dannie,
whose one fear and worry was getting hurt.

“Pooh! youwd make an awful ’fraid cat
knight,’ said Ted, in utter contempt. ‘There
is Jimmie, now; I know that he’d like to be
one; you see. Hello, Jimmie, going coasting?
Say, Jimmie, don’t you wish you could be a
knight?’

¢ What, one of those old parties who wore
brass things on their heads and stomachs,
and were always in some eort of a row?’

‘Yes, I guess that is the kind I mean, but
that is not just the way that Aunt Betty told
us about them. I thought it would be kind
of fun to play that we were knights, and try
and do as they did.’

¢ What, get into rows?’ ask Jimmie, with a
grin.

‘No, of course not, unless we have to; 1
mean to help people.’

¢ AN right; when will we begin?’

‘Let's begin now. See that little girl over
there, she looks like a damsel (they always
called them damsels in the book, but I don’t
know why) in distress, because I am sure she
wanted that boy to let her slide down the
coast oh his double runner, and he would not
let hers’ * ;

The three boys looked where Ted said the
girl was, and sure enough they saw a small
girl in a hood and reefer, mopping her eyes,

and sniffling behind a pair of red mittensy
while a hard hearted boy darted off down the
hill on his ewift sleds.

‘Come on, fellers, I mean knights, feller
knights, to the rescue.’ : .

The small girl in the hood looked a bit
scared to eee the three boys bearing down in
her direction, but when she saw their smiling
facee, she smiled in return.

‘Say, Sissie, want to go coasting?’ asked
Ted, as leader of the band of knights. He
felt sure that °Sissie’ was mot the proper
way to address a damsel in distress, but it
was the only way he knew, and it was most
likely that she would understand that way
better than she would the words of a real
knight. :

Sissie stuck her finger in ker ‘mouth, and
said shyly, * Y—yes, I'd like to, but—’'

‘Never mind the buts,’ said Ted. ‘ We saw
the way the other boy was mean to you, and
we made up our minds that we would come
and rescue you; we are knights, you know.’

Sissie didn’t know what knights were, bub-
she did know that there were three very kind
hearted small boys looking at her with smil-
ing faces, and asking her to do just what she
zvas wild to do, but had not been allowed
0.

‘Come along and get onto my sled,’ said
Ted z}gz}in, as he saw that the damsel he was
so willing to rescue was quite uncertain as
to whether she would allow herself to be res-
cued or not.

‘1 w—want t—to, but—?

¢ Oh, bother the buts, what good are they,
they never did anything. You just drop onto
that sled, and see how quickly you will be
at the bottom of the hill.’ .

Thereupon Sissie did as she was told, and
away went the sled with its load, flying down
the coast.

Meanwhile the boy who had refused to take
her down the hill had gone back up the hill,
and on looking for her, was much frightened
not to find her, because she was his sister,
and moreover her mother had told her not
to coast down the hill for fear of being hurt.

He was waiting for her as the three boye
came up the hill dragging her on the sled.

‘Oooh! Billy, I've had such a luverly
slide,” she said with her eyes like stars. :

‘You just wait till I tell mother, and then
you will have a different kind of a time,’
he answered roughly.

‘Please dom’t tell her, Billy, it was only
once.’ '

‘You just come along home, and see. I
don’t want to be bothered with you out here
any longer, anyway.’

: ‘H’e’s a dragon,’ said Ted in a whisper.

Let’s give it to him by drawing his sister
home, and telling her mother how it happen-
ed. He is Billy Thorp, the meanest boy in
thg school, and she must be his sister.’

'JSo off like a flash went the ‘three boys, with
Billy following in the réar, but as he wae
stout and heavy, and the others were light
and quick on their feet, they soon left him
fa;tm the rear.

was a breathless trio which brought u
at the Thorp’s side door, and Mrs. Thogp, nog
knowing why her small daughter should be
brought home by three strange boys, ran to
;,hfad door. Ted, as chief knight, spoke up, and
mids :

‘It wasn’t her fault, Mrs. Thorp, we made
her coast, 'cause we didn’t know that you had
told her not to, we didn’t let her tell why
she wouldn’t, we just flopped her on to the

e Sl T ]
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sled and then she had to. We were playing
that we were knights, and that she was a
damsel in distress ’cause Billy wouldn’t let
her coast with him. Then he was going to
drag lLer home and tell that she had coasted,
and then we played that he was a dragonm,
and here we are. And please don’t punish
ber, ‘cause it wasn’t her fault.’

Mzs. Thorp smiled at the eager young faces,
as ehe said, ‘ Well, I suppose I must not 84y
anything now, as my small daughter had
three such brave and valiant knights to stand
up for her, and as I remember, in those days
of old, the knights didn’t care very much
what the fathers or mothers wished, when
they rescued fair damsels, but please here-
after dop’t make my small girl do things
which I have told her not to do.’

I Commence to Fight.

(Joseph Woodhouse, in ‘ Friendly Greetings.’)

/
This is not the whole of the sentence I have

just read in the diary of the famous Scotch
minister, Dr. Norman Macleod. It is this: {
commence to fight the good fight.’

To make up his mind to fight the good fight
meant that the youthful Norman had resolved
to become a disciple of Christ.

He was about twenty years of age when he
came to this great decision. It was indeed
the crisis in his life. It must be always the
crisis in any life that is intent upon giving
its best to the service of God. And it is only
our very ‘best’ that we dare to give to God.

This resolution that involved so much for
himself and for his future usefulness as a
minister of the Gospel was made at the time
of the death of Norman’s younger brother,
James. Bub it was God's way of bringing
the young man to Himself, so that his many
gifts might all be laid at the feet of Jesus.

There had been a solemn parting between
Norman and James in the sick room of the
sufferer.  All reserve between the brothers
was broken down. Soul was knit to soul
Heart beat responsive to heart during the in-
terview. What actually took place is not
given to the world. But after Norman left
the room, James put his arms round ‘his
mother’s neck, saying, ‘I am so thankful,
mother, Norman will be a good man.’

All' through bis afterife Norman *kept’
ithis spiritual *birthday’ as a memorable oc-
casion.
words: — -

‘ How strange that I, who, when in health
and strength, and with everything to cheer
and little to depress the heart, thought not
of God, the great Giver of all good, should
now, when my beloved brother is sinking into
the grave, and the best and dearest of moth-
ers is sore at heart *for »her,chii:c'l, raise my
voice, and I hope my heart, to Him who has
been despised and rejected by me.

‘My mother has been my best earthly
friend, and God knows the heartfelt, profound

“weneration I have for her character.  And

L _______________ ")
Worth Working For.
A REMARKABLE PREMTUM.

It would be hard to overestimate the beau-
tiful siereoscopic views of the Keystone View
Company that we are offering our subscribers
~.on such a liberal basis—72 splendid views of
the Quebec Tercentenary to choose .from. A
full list sent on receipt of a post card men-
tioning this advt. in the ‘ Messenger.’

REMEMBER! You only have this offer
for a limited time, and you could not buy
these pictures anywhere at less than $2.00 a
dozen. They are worth some effort and will
be u life-long source of satisfaction and en-
tertainment.  They are something ‘ wholly

diffeyent.’
OUR OFFER.

Youn can get half a dozen of these beauti1
ful views in return for onmly four genuine
M EW subscriptions to the ¢Messenger,’ your
c¢wn not to be counted, and all subscriptions

tc be for Canada (outside Montreal and sub-
urbs), or for one of the countries mentioned -

5

~ on page 15. Send us the subscriptions and
~ we will forward you a list of the groups of
Tercentenary stereographs to choose from.
_Send 'the money to us by money order,
postal note or registered letter, N
~__Address, John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness’
- Block, Mcntreal ‘ =5 &

<

The eqbry in his diary runs in these -

now,’ he continues, ‘O God, of my fathers,
this third day of December, solely and entire-
ly under Thy guidance, I commence to fight
the good fight. I acknowledge Thy hand in
making my dear brother’s illness the means;
through and only for the sake of the great
Redeemer Jesus Christ do I look for an an-
swer to my most earnest prayer. Amen.’

And for forty years, without faltering, the
good fight for truth, righteousness, and god-
liness was waged. A singularly useful and
honorable life resulted from the gréat decision
made in a sick room.

Life is a great warfare all through. Some-
times with poverty, sometimes with sickness,
sometimes with sore tribulation. ' The best
warfare of all is begun when in the presence
of Christ the mind is made up to fight the
good fight of faith.

The honor, the reward of this warfare sur-
passes all else that men live for—the ‘ Crown
of ife’ in the King's country beyond the
stars,

A Question of Silence.

{Mary Barrett Howard, in the ‘ Northwestern
Christian Advocate.’)

(Conecluded.)

Misinterpreting Marian’s look of dismay,
she added, ‘Land, it don’t hurt chickens a
mite tc be kerried head down, as you might
know by the way this cretur’s crowin’ %

The conductor, who had overheard her ex-
planation of the mysterious sounds that still
reverberated ia the air, now approached, say-
ing with pretended severity:

‘Don’t you know, ma’am, that it’s against
the ruies to carry live stock in the passen-
gers’ coaches?’

 Nobuddy'd ben any the wiser if this Toos-
ter hadu’t ben like the rest of his sex in not
knowin’ when nor where he’d better keep his
mouth shut,* snapped Miss Tincker.

The conductor laughed good-naturedly.

€0, well, T don’t know but it’s just as well
you brought him,’ he said, ‘’cause if this
storm keeps up we're hable to pass the night
in some snowbank, an’ that rooster’ll make
mighty good eatin’.’ g

In an instant Tommy was out in the aisle
pummeling the big man with all the strength
of his sturdy fists.

‘You shan’t eat John Paul Jones,’ he yell-
ed. ‘You shan’t, I say!’

‘Bless my . heart!’ exclaimed the kindly
giant in well simulated fright, ‘I didn’t know
’twas your reoster, young feller. T don’t
want te run up agin no such propersition as
them fists o’ yours, so I guess' we’ll hev to
bile our shoes fer supper ’stead o’ your roos-

ter. Now you come along o’ me an’ T'll get

You some candy of the train boy.’

Tommy's brief wrath evaporated like snow
under a July sun, and he went happily away,
his hand clasped tight in that of his new
friend.

‘John Paul Jones is a ridiculous name for
& rooster,” observed Miss Temperance discon-
tentedly, ‘but Tommy’s pa’s told him such a
lot ’bout som~ man by that name that it in
the Rev’lutionary War, that nothin” would do
1‘:511: tfxe must name this old yeller rooster fer
him.

The train, which had been making slow pro-
gress for the past hour, now stopped with a
jerk, and tne conductor, returning with Tom-

my, who was in a state of blissful stickiness,

remarked cheerfully:

*We're stuck, an’ it looks as if we’d hev to
atay here till mornin’, for the next station is
ten mile off an’ the nearest farmhouse three.’

He vanished without stopping to listen to
the chorus of lamentations which arose. The
two young collegians rushed out to verify
the truth of his statement, and reappeared
in a few moments covered with snow and ice
and haif frozen. ?

‘The trainmen say it would be folly to try
to reach the farmhouse, for we’ve struck a
regular Western blizzard,”. announced the
dark-eved boy who had been the object of
Marian’s suspicions. Jim and I thought we
might manage to get there and bring you all
something to eat.’ - : Z2

‘0 Juck, can’t you?’ wailed one of the girls,
whose resemblance to him proclaimed their
relatiorship. ‘T'm starving! Tell the condue-
tor thai he must get us to Albany in time to
cateh the train that has the dining-car at-
tached ’

‘We'li be lucky if we get breakfast to-mor-

“ker concerning the minutest
‘my family history.’
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row, to say nothing of dinner to-night,’ pee
plied Jack glcomily.

‘I sball die—I know I shall,” moaned the
girl.

‘You may have some of my nice candy,?’
said warm-hearted little Tommy, running to-
ward lLer holding out a grimy fist filled with
moist peppermint drops. The girl stared at
him superciliously.

‘I don’t care for"any, thanks,’
ed stifliy.

Tommy regarded her with wondering eyes,
e was not accustomed to rebuffs. ‘ They’re
sweet’ he urged, laying the sticky oblation in
her lap

She ¢hook it off angrily, and as Tom cluteh:
ed her skirt in a vain attempt to rescue his
treasure she pushed him away with such vigor
that he fell headlong into the aisle.

‘You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
Lily,” exclaimed Jack Landes sharply, as he
picked up the little fellow and wiped off his
tears with his own spotless handkerchief.

she respond-

‘She—sle pushed me,” Tommy sobbed,
heartbrokenly.
Lily Landes looked a trifle abashed. *He

was ruining my gown,’ she asserted, and in-
deed the delicate fabric plainly showed the
marks of four sticky fingers. ;

But the other girl said reproachfully, ¢ How
could you hurt his feelings so, Lily?’ and
taking the child into her arms she began to
kiss and comtort him.

Marian bekeld this little scene with impo-
tent wrath, for Miss Tincker, wrapped in the
impregnable fortress of deaf old age, had heard
nothing, and had insisted that Marian should
search her bag for scissors to cut the bonds
of John Paul Jones.

‘If we've got to stay here all night, I ain’t
goin’ to keep that rooster tied up,’ she had
announced. *He’d be too stiff to walk, come
mornin’, an’ 1 never was oine to Dbe cruel to
dumb creturs.’

When Marian at last found the scissors she
ran forward and snatched Tommy from the
hands of the captors, unheeding their apolo-
gies. But the child’s tears dried as by magic
at the sight ot the liberated John Paul Jones,
who, after shaking his rumpled feathers, set
out, quite unperturbed, on a tour of inspec-
tion of his strange surroundings, closely ac-
companied by his little master.

Somewhat later, Tommy, tired of play, loud-
ly denmanded his supper, and Marian opened
the bag cf luncheon which had been pushed
under the seat and almost forgotten. At the
sight of the bountiful supply of provisions
that it contained she glanced undecidedly to-
ward the forlorn group now huddled discon-
solately at the other end of the car.’

‘Why should I offer to share this with
those snobbish people who have been laughing
at us all the afternoon?’ she argued.

But the next instant she had risen and
went forward to say, shyly:

‘Pve plenty of luncheon for all, if you care.
to join us.’ 4

The change of expression in the dejected
countenances before her was ludicrous, and
Lily Landes in particular nearly wept with
joy. . ;
‘0 you sweet thing!’ she gasped.
simply fine!’

Mutual explanations followed, and Marian
learned that the two girls, Cicely Thurston
and Liiy Landes, were pupils of Madame
D’Arblay, and were returning to school under
the escort of their respective brothers, Har-
vard students.

O, dear,” thought Marian in dismay, ‘now,
of course, they will be informed by Miss Tine-
particulars of

‘ How

But te her great relief Miss Tincker did not
introduce the dreaded topic, although they all
grew very friendly and merry over the con-
tents of Mrs. Kendall’s box, which seemed
literally to have no bottom. Marian insisted
on an impartial division with the train erew
and yet no one remained unsatisfied.

‘It reminds ‘me of what someone called
“the widow Cruse’s oil can”,’ laughed Jim
Thurston. ‘Did you ever eat anything equal
to these ham sandwiches?” attacking his fifth
one as he spcke.

‘Never’ returned his sister, ‘unless it may
be ‘this fried chicken. I think Mrs. Kendall's
box resembles the bag presented to Prince
Giglio by the Fairy Blackstick,’

‘These chocolate cakes are dreams,
dreams.’ said Lily Landes solemnly.

*You have saved us from cannibalism, Miss

simply
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Weniworth,’ put in Jack Landes mischievous-
¥y, ‘for Lily was so cross and yet so tender
that I'm sure we would have ended by de-
vouring her, “ boots and bones”.’

When the feast was at length over the
young men withdrew to the smoker for the
night. Tommy was tucked up on one scat,
and Miss Temperance, having rendered her-
self a fearsome object: by winding her thin
hair or ferocious looking steel hair curlers,
also slumbered, while the girls retreated to
the farther end of the car to chatter and
iggle as girls will.
gh‘yf’m a.friqid you thought me frightfully rude
to-day, Miss Wentworth,” began Lily apolo-
getically, “but I never could endure having
children paw over me, and as for our laugh-
ing at Miss Tincker, of course we could see
at onc: that she isn’t your sort. But I sup-
pose that when one lives in the country it is
impossible to avoid Knowing odd people. You
must be uncommonly kind-hearted, however,
to allow that queer -old soul to order you
about as if you were of her own class.’

Marian’s familiar epirit spoke loudly in her
ear: You see that they do not understand,
owing to Misc Tincker’'s unwonted reticence.
Now all you have to do is to remain silent,’
it told her.

Then there flashed through the girl’s mind
the many kindnesses she had received from
her grandmother’s old friend, and should she
deny her now: through her besetting sin, Falge
Pride? Without a perceptible pause she an-
swered bravely:

‘You do not understand, Miss Landes—Miss
Tincker is my grandmother’s dearest friend
and we are. all plain people together.’

Marian Wentworth was quite unaware that
by this little speech ghe had won for herself
the lasting friendship of fastidious Cicely
Thurston, the acknowledged leader of Madame
D’Arblay’s, and that even frivolous Lily
Landes regarded her henceforth with secret
respect. On the contrary the girls, neither of
them knowing just what to say, changed with
evident embarrassment, and Marian’s heart
sank as she mused dejectedly.

‘Now I've spoiled everything—O; dear me,
why is it, when it comes to the test that I’m
always so hopelessly truthful?’

But at thiz point in her meditations John
Paul Jones, who had been feasting royally on
scattered crumbs, flew up to the baek of her
seat, and flapping his wings above the girl’s
fair head, crowed loudly, with a fine effect of
applause.

Antiquity of the Doll.

Who played with the first doll? How was
it fashioned? When and where was it born?
are questions easily asked but not so easily
ansgwered.

We must search the archives of the past,
we must go to buried Egypt, to pagan Rome,
to India, the wonderland of the world. As
far back as documentary evidence, or legend,
or myth will carry us we find dolls; no re-
corded history goes back to the- time when
there were no dolls. '

They are found in the sanctuary of the pa-

gan, in the tombs of the dead; pictured in

quaint and sometimes awlkward lines in plas-
ter and stone that have withetood the ele-
ments for thousands of years.

Since time was they have been, apparently,
the presiding deity of the hearthstone and
the cradle. ~ Most people would subscribe to
the popular theory that the mother impulse
is so strong in every child that she must
have some object upon which to lavish her
childish affection, and that the most natural
object is a doll built on somewhat the same
lines as the baby brother or sister or some of
the “grown ups’ of the family.

I have gathered the opinions of various
early and classic writers, all of which eseem
to me to point to the fact that the doll, as
the image of a human or superhuman creature
was first used, as so many other articles and
customs were, in religious ceremonies, prob-
ably in India, perhaps in Egypt, possibly in
China. 5

That dolls were common in the time of
Moses is certain, for we read that in those
sarcophagi, which are frequently exhumed in
Egypt, there have been found beside the poor
little mummies pathetically comical little imi-
tations of themselves; placed there by loving
mothers, within reach of the cold little baby
fingera.

In ‘Ave Roma Dmmortalis,’ Marion Craw-
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ford speaks of children’s dolls of centuries
ago, ‘ made of rags and stuffed with the waste
from their mother’s spindles and looms.’ He
also tells of effigies of bullrushes, which the
Pontiffs and Vestals came to throw into the
Tiber from the Sublician bridge on the Ides
of May.

When Herculaneum was being excavated,
there was found the figure of a little girl
with a doll- clasped in her arms so tightly
that not even death could divide them.—From
‘The Doll Book,’ by DLaura B. Strar. The
Outing Publishing Co.

A Reciuse in Name Only.

One of the brightest, most accomplished and
best-loved young girls of all those in her
school and society circles, at the age of seven-
teen was eo terribly injured in a street-car
accident that she has ever since been closely
confined not only to the same house and
chamber, but to the selfsame bed; and forty-
two years is what ‘ever since’ means. Dur-
ing these years of tantalizing isolation ehe
has seen her young girl friends successfully
completing their different school courses, and
coming out well equipped for epheres of active
usefulness in the world, while the same slow-
ly moving, relentless years marked her own
exiled ongoing from joyous, elate girlhood to
dwarfed and aimless womanhood. |

Meantime, too, she has lost by death nearly
fathet,
mother, brothers, sisters, aunts and wuncles;
and of nieces and nephews only one remains. '

Most tenderly cared for during many of the

first years of her illness by an aunt but little
older than herself, who gave up an eligible
marriage engagement for the duties of a vol-

i -

untary nurse, there followed a well-nigh in-
supportable anguish when this dear aunt, too,
was taken away, as also, later, the most de-
voted and dearly loved of her physicians.
. There are things of such exceptional interesd
in her case that many have taken the oppor-
tunily to call upon her. :

‘And what did you find?’ asked a friend of
one who had thus called, not from curiogity,
but from a desire to express his sympathy.

‘I found an animating and most Spiriti ]
elevating surprise awaiting me,’ he answe:
“First, on the negative side, no trace of im-

patience or dejection, mo hint of murmuring -

or complaming, no finding fault with any pers
son or anything, no charging Prodidence with
haying cruelly darkened her life at the very
:_risis of her fondest and most eager anticipa
ions, :
‘On the positive side, a spirit of complete
trust in God, and of thanksgiving for a spared
life and for the blessings still bestowed upom
her; a lively interest in the news of the da:
and a readiness to join in any proposed s
ject of conversation; heart-fellowship with her
friends in their good or ill fortunes, finding
8olace for herself in counseling and consoling
those in trouble; and all enlivened by such a
genial humor and quickness of witty repartee

-as made conversation with her at once a priv-

ilege and a delight.’

_‘After mearly forty-two years of prostra-
tion and suffering, can I be resigned, peaceful
and happy?” the woman said to her visitor,
repeating the question after him. Then she
answered in this way: ¢ Yes; « My faith looks
up to Him,” undaunted, never questioning
and at peace. 1 go plodding on, Keeping my
eye ever upward, looking ‘for the light and
the dawn which, some day, will come to me,
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I still have patience, although the heart some-
times grows lonely with longing to see my
loved ones; then I eory out, “O Tord, how
long, how long!” I am so happy to kmow
that I do not rebel or question; 1 kmow that
He doeth all things well. Can I not be strong
under these conditions?’

The visitor, touched, and recalling some
trivial incidents which the invalid had men-
tioned, said, ‘I am glad that you can be so
interested in other people’s affairs.’

‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ she rephed. “For
my part, I never could see how it is that
seme people make such recluses of them-
selves!’

How a Dog Sends a Little
Chinese to School.

(A. M. M., in the ‘ Morning Star.’)

Max, the Boston Y. W. C. A. dog, the same
one who calls the elevator and goes to buy
cookies, always makes a practice of attend-
ing the religious services in the building, and
no person who goes conducts himself with
more dignity or appears any more devout
than this black dog. A few days ago a mis-
sionary from China spoke at the morning ser-
vice. Sha told about the hard life the chil-
dren in China lead, how they don’t have any
day echools and Sunday schools like the chil-
dren do here where they can be taught how
to be good and useful, how the poor little
girls have their feet bound up tight so they
ean never romp and play, how a greal many
of them are always hungry and when they
do have anything to eat it is some cheap
eoarse food that we in this country would
never think of touching.

_Max was unusually attentive and reveren-
tial during the entire service; he sat with
his black ears erect and his black nose be-
tween his paws—his customary meeting atti-
tude—evidently much impressed by what was
said. Perhaps he was thinking that l'le

knew just how those poor little Chinese chil-
drén felt when they were hungry and eouldn’t
get what they wanted to eat. He had been
ungry & good many times himself and had
to eat bread and gravy when he wanted sir-
loin steak., Once a particular friend of his
i)rbu,ght him a beautiful slice of juicy roast
beef and he had to wait twenty-five minutes
by the clock before he could have it because
mistress was leading the prayer meeting
and he knew it would never do to interrupt
her and ask her to give it to him till the
lagt amen had been said, but the minute that

Ineeting was through didn’t that black dog— .

like some people the minute meeting is out—
throw all his reverence and dignity to the
winds and rush at his mistress and jump on
her and bark at her, and tell her in every
way that an intelligent dog with OChristian
Association bringing up could that Mrs. W.
had brought him some meat and he couldn’t
Wwait one minute longer for it? And he must
have remembered, too, how quickly his dear
mistress understood and went and did as he
asked ber to.
- I wouldn’t wonder if he thought, too, that
he could appreciate something of how those
goor little girls felt with those cruel tight
andages on their feet, for just a short time
before s, decree had gone forth from the peo-
ple why manage the dogs and everything else
in Boston to the effect that until further no-
tice no dog in the city could associate with
any one outside his own immediate family un-
less he had a muzzle on. The Christian Asso-
ciation people like to be considered law-abid-
ing citizens, and they had immediately gone
to work to obey the law. The stenographer
had made muzzles of pink twine for the two
little bronze dogs who served as paper weights
on her desk, another worker put a pencil
mark over the nose of the picture of a dog’s
head on her calendar, and Max’s mistress had
gone down town and bought for her doggie
the woftest, easiest leather muzzle that she
could find, but it was a muzzle, and on the
day that the Chinese missionary spoke he had
it on ior the first time. Poor doggie, how
- he did dislike it and how he did beg and
tease and coax to have it off, and I suppose
“he thought the little Chinese girls’ white feet

tied up in those bandages felt something the

way his black nose did bound up in those
straps. Perhaps as he went on thinking about
- all these things, how bad it felt to be hungry

and how perfectly horrid it was to have any.
‘})tart‘ of you strapped up, he began to wonder .

he couldn't help those peopie in some way.

I am not eure that all these thoughts went
through Max’s brain, for dogs do not always
tell all they think, and I have not yet been
able to find out that Max ever really told
any one what was going on in his mind while
tIf Chinese missionary was speaking, but his
mistress has a wonderful ability to read her
doggie’s thoughts, and when the meeting was
over and she stood talking with the mission-
ary and Max stood by her with that dear
black nose of his affectionately resting in her
hand she said, ‘ Max, wouldn’t you like to do
something to help those Chinese children?’

Max answered with a joyful bark and a wag
of his tail,

Then his mistress turned to the missionary.
‘What is the best way for him to help?’ she
asked.

‘ Why,’ said the missionary, ‘he might send
one of them to school.’

Max’s tail wagged more vigorously than
ever at that, but his mistress didn’t under-
stand yet just how he was going to do it, so
the missionary went on and told how the
Christian people in America are sending money
to build schools for the Chinese children and
to hire teachers to teach them to be good
boys and girls and to grow up into wuseful,
sensible men and women who will know how
to earn money to get plenty of food and
clothing and will be too wise to ever do any-
thing as foolish and wicked as to bind up lit-
tle girls’ fet and keep them from growing
the way God wants them to. She said each
of these schools accommodates about twenty-
five scholars and it costs about twenty-five
dollars a year to hire the teacher, so they
say that any one who wants to eend a Chi-
nese child to school for a year can do it by
giving a dollar.

Now Max’s mistress understood perfectly.
¢ Certainly,” she eaid, ‘Max would like 1o
send a Chinese child to school, wouldn’t you,
Max?’

In his own way that his mistress under-
stands Max answered yes.

‘And you would be glad to give the dollar,
wouldr’t you, Max?’ ;

Max said yes again.

“And you will keep on doing it each year
as long as you live ’

Max agreed and his mistress handed the
missionary the dollar, and this is how our

- Max is sending a little Chinee to echool. And

as far as we know he ig the only dog in all
the world who is doing anything of that kind.
Of course we are proud of him. We always
have been proud of him, but it seeme ag if
now we are prouder than ever.

A Penny Parable,

(The Rev. John Crawford, in the ‘Juvenile
Missionary Herald.’)

The chief speaker had finished his address.
He had told a touching story of the trials
and triumphs of God’s work in distant lands,
and hoped that his earnest words had reached
everybody’s heart. The hymn was sung, and
then the stewards went round to take mp the
collection.

Afterwards they met in the schoolroom, and
found that the plates had come back with a
great many pennies on them, given by the
children present at the meeting. All these
pennies, of course, looked very much alike,
but one of the stewards said they &iffered
wonderfully.

‘How so?’ asked a teacher. ‘What do you
1 LRSI qa’?m

mean?’ : ; '

‘They differ,’ answered the steward, °be-
cause of the different feelings with which
they were put into the plate’: and then he
gave a little history of what had happened
as he passed his plate among the classes.

One boy ha! thought that collections should
not be taken at missionary meetings. ‘When
I give,” he grumbled, ‘T want to give with-
out being asked; but as the plate is here,
right under my nose, I suppose I must give
gsometling. Pity, though, that I can’t come
to a meeting without being bothered Afor
money.’ and with that he had thrown hig
penny in; ‘but I call that an “iron” penny,’
said the steward. ‘It came from a hard iron
heart.’ ol : : Ny St

Ther as the plate passed on it came to an-
other boy. He was laughing and talking at

the time with a boy in the seat behind. The

plate waited for a second or two, and then

_hig neighbor tapped him on the shoulder,
“Here is the plate,” he whispered. ‘Have

you anything you wish to give?’ *Oh, of
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course,’ said the boy carelessly. ‘I have m
penny, and I’Li give it. A penny’s nothing.’l
Here goes a penny for the heathem,” and as
soon as he had tossed it into the plate he
at once turned to continue his gossip with
the boy behind.

‘That boy’s penny,’ said the steward, ‘I
call “tin”t’ :

The plate went on, and presently reached a
boy of another sort. His penny was ready—
in fact, he had been holding it between his
finger and thumb for some time, in such a
way that all his friends would see it. Look-
ing round to make sure that they noticed, he
now dropped it in with a self-satisfied air and
a loud noise. ‘A “brass” penny that,’ said
the steward. ‘Only * brass”!’

‘But the next kind that I got was a great
deal DLetter,’ he went on. - ‘1t came from a
little fellow who had been listening to every
word of the address, and whose heart was
touched with real pity. As the plate drew
near this boy. he turned to his teacher, who
sat beside him, and whispered shyly, ‘Pm very
sorry for the heathen, but I've only a penny
to give. How I wish I had more.’

‘And I cait that a “silver” penny,’ said
the steward thoughtfully.

‘But now 1 must fell you about the best
of all,” he continued. ‘And this was a
“golden” penny. As I held out the plate to
get it 1 heard the boy who gave it whisper
to his mother, who sat beside him, “I think
I love Jesus, and, of course, I know that He
wants the poor people in heathen lands to
learn how much He loves them. Tl give this
penny gladly, and I’d give anything I have if
only I knew He wanted it.” *Yes, * said
the steward, “ that boy’s penny was a golden
one.””

He Sees.

‘The gods will see it.’ This was the reply
of the Greek sculptor charged with the adorn-
ment of a temple, when his employers found
fault with him for taking so great pains with
the carving on the upper surface of the capi-
tals surmounting his pillars.

‘Why waste your gkill,” they asked, ‘ where
no human eye can behold its results? Only
the birds of the air can rest in sueh a place.’

But the artist cared more for the praise of
Heaven than for the plaudits of the érowd.

The Lord of heaven once came imto His
earthly temple, and found theré, instead of
worship, the biiying and selling that belonged
to the market-place. It is no Wwonder that
He burned with fiery indignation, and drove
the profane traffickera from the sacred place
which they had been defiling with their greedy
grasping for gain. 3

Now: as truly as in days of old, the holy
Christ is among those who throng the courts
of (God’s house. If their hearts are filled
with vain, selfish, worldly thoughts, He sees
all these, and they kindle His righteous wrath.
Outward forms and ceremonies count for little
with Him. ~What really matters is in the
pure and loving heart.— Friendly Greetings.’

- . -
Canadian Pictorial
Canada’s Popular
Hlustrated Monthly.
If you get the ‘Messenger’ through your

- Sunday-school, but would like to take” tha

f Pictorial,” why not try the ‘ Weekly Witness
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vetory will shortly start in the ‘Witness.®

Particulars on another page. :
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the following coupon and you can have a ONE
DOLLAR paper for only seventy-five cents
(.75). Get on the list now so as to be sure
of the carnival number. See another page,
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John Dougall & Son, ‘ Witness’ Bloek, Mont~
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The Key to the Box.

g ¢What would you do,” said the little
key ’
To the teak-wood box, ‘cxeept for me?’

The teak-wood box gave a gentle creak
Jd'o the little key; but it did not speak.

‘I believe,” said the key, ‘that I will
hide

In the crack, down there by the chim-
ney side,

‘So this proud old hox may see
How little it’s worth except for me.’

)
It was long, long afterwards, in the

crack

They found the key, and they brought
it back.

And it said, as it chuckled and laughed
to itself,

‘Now Il be good to the box on the
shelf.’

But the little key stopped with a shiver
and shock,

For there was a bright new key in the
lock.

And the old box said: ‘I am SOTry, vou

see;
But the place is filled, my poor litt'e
key.? —Selected.

Mabel’s Thank-offering.

‘O, mamma,” said Mabel one morn-
ing, ‘T want a nickel just so bad!’
‘What would you do with it, my

dear? questioned the mother,

T'd buy some of those mice choco-
- lates T saw in Mr. Seyb’s restaurant
. yesterday,” said Mabel. ‘They did
look so good.’

‘Well, since my little girl has helped
her mamma so well this morning, she
shall have the nickel.’ :

Mabel jumped up and down with de-
light, and in a few moments she was
burrying up the street with the money.
tightly clasped in her right hand.
When she returned, her face was all
aglow, but she had no chocolates.

‘Why, Mabel, where’s your candy ?
asked her mother. ‘You surely saved
mamma a piece ?

‘I.didn’t buy any, mamma,’ explained
Mabel, her cheeks dimpling with a
smile. ‘Just before T got to the res-
taurant I came up to a blind man stand-
ing on the street, begging, T heard
him say: ‘O God, if T could only see
your beautiful world, how happy I’d
be ! Then I thought of what our teach-
er said. She told us to give a thank-
offering  this week to some one who
didn’t have some blessing we had, o T
just dropped the mickel in his cup,
Wlen he thanked me, somehow T had
such a sweet, good feeling in my heart
that T didn’t want any chocolates.’

~Then Mabel’s mother couldn’t help
but kiss her happy little girl, and tell
her how glad she was that she had made
the  thank-offering.—¢ Sunday  School

Advocate. '
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The Chickens.

(D. A. T., in the ¢ Chatterbox. ")

See the chickens round the gate
For their morning portion wait ;
Fill the basket from the store,
Let us open wide the door:

Eager, busy, hen and chick,
Every little morsel pick.

See the hen with callow brood
To her young how kind and good ;

Throw out erumbs and secatter seed,
Let the hungry chickens feed,

Call them now, how fast they run!
Gladly, quickly every one.

With what care their steps she leads—
Them, and not herself she feeds;
Picking here and picking there,
‘Where the nicest morsels are.

The Best Plan.

Grant, Virginia and Nellic Stone
had played in the yard until they were
tired, and they stretched out on the
sitting-room floor to rest.

Let’s play air-castles) suggested
Virginia, and the idea met with the
approval of the others. After a time
‘air-castles’ lost their interest, and they
began to talk of what they would do
when they were grown up.

T’'m going to be a doctor and have
mamma live with me. Tl get hLer a
maid and she won’t even have to wait
on herself,” Grant observed.

Tt will take you too long to get rich.
Mamma would be all worked out before
you could make money to hire a maid,’
answered  Virginia, scornfully. <Pll
take Domestic Science in high school,
and when I learn to cook, T’ll do all
the cooking for mamma. Tl make
something she likes every day, She'll
be able to visit and belong to lots of
societies then. ' I think that’s a lot
nicer plan than yours, Grant.’

‘Tll learn to sew and make all of
mamma’s clothes’ was Nellie’s decision.
‘She won’t have to work a bit when we

i

grow up, will she? Let’s go tell her
about our plans.’ And they ran to the

kitchen, where Mis. Stone was busy.

ironing. -

TIl tell mine first, said Grant.
‘Mamma, when we grow up we are go-
ing to do things to help you. We
want you to decide who has the nicest
plan.’ Then each told what they would
do in that distant grown-up period.

Their mother looked serious when
they finished. “Your plans are all good,
but T can tell you a better one yet. It
will be a good many years before you
can do these things, but Grant could
fill the wood-box every day, as I haye
asked him to do. Tt was empty again
this morning, and I had to get wood.
Virgina and Nellie could wash the dish-
es and make the beds every morning
and not compain about it, or have to be
told again and again. There are many
steps you could save me if you would
only try. That would give me time to
rest now, and I would like it. ;

The -children looked crestfallen for
a moment. They saw the almost
empty wood-box and the wunwashed
dishes. They knew their mother was
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she had been ironing for

tired, for
@Grant was

them since early morning.
the first to speak this time, too. I
think mamma’s plan is the best. The
best time to begin the best plan is
right now.’ And he started for the
wood-pile, while the girls began to
clear off the table—The ‘Herald and
Presbyter.

—
A Morning Prayer.
(‘Our Little Dots.”)

Now, before we work to-day,
We must not forget to pray
To God, who kept us through the
night :
“'And woke us with the morning
light.

Help us, Lord, to love Thee more
Than we ever loved before;
In our work and in our play,
Bo Thou with us through the
day.

Milo’s Bunnies.

(Elizabeth Price, in the ¢ Youth’s
: - Companion. 3

Milo lived away up in Montana, on
i3 ranch so big that it was like a great
many farms put together. You could
walk miles without coming to any
other house than Milo’s, except the
ones where the men lived who helped
take care of the cattle. :

There were about thirty of these
men—cowbows, they called themselves,

although most of them had not been.

boys for years, and some were gray-
headed. Milo thought they had a way
of miscalling things, for they always
spoke of their bedroom as the ¢ bunk-
house, " their dining-room, ‘the mess,’
and they had more queer names for
their fat cook and each other than you
could remember. :
Milo liked to go out among them,
but mamma thought he was quite too
young for such grown-up company, so
he did not often get to their guarters.
You might have thought it a bit
lonesome for a very small.boy not to
“have a single playmate his own age
anywhere between the edges of the
_blue sky that came down and rested
on the ground, or scalloped itself be-
hind the fountain-tops. But Milo did
not know what lonespmeness was. All
day long he played outdoors, and was
so well acquainted with the birds and
the prairie-dogs and otlier wild things
‘that he thought he could almost un-
derstand what they meant by their
chirp and chatter. ~When it was
bright, warm weather his linen rom-
pers and big straw hat roved about the
ranch. When it was cold, all sorts of
overcoats and leggings eovered him;
and when it rained, a suit of oil-skins
and a pair of rubber boots kept him
dry and cozy. Nothing short of a real
blizzard could keep him indoors; and
as Trip and Towser were always with
their young master, mamma knew no
harm could eome to him.
He did not need any tonies to help
. him sleep when night came, either. It
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was as much as ever he could do to
keep awake till he was ready for bed,
although it was always before the cow-
boys’ supper-time. He stopped every
night by the hall window on his way
up-stairs, to see the light from the fat
cook’s big stove, glowing out into the
dusk.

One day it rained. Milo did not
know what time it began, because the
pitter-patter on the windows was the
first sound he heard that morning. It
was still coming steadily down when
he remembered, all at once, that it
must be getting nearly bread-and-milk
time, that his rubber boots were much
heavier than they had been at, noon,
and that, after all, bed was not such
a bad place in which to spend part of
one’s life.

Ten minutes later mamma was help-
ing unbutton his rain-coat when some-
thing squirmed in his rain-coat pocket
Mamma jumped; she could not quite
forget that she had emptied a damaged
but still lively lizard out of Milo’s
handkerchief a day or two before.

¢ Oh, I most forgot!’ Milo stopped
to pull out a bunch of wet grass.
¢ Cowboy Jack told me you could train
rabbits to do tricks, and I — Look at
him, mamma! Isn’t he cute?’ and
Milo held out a wee, shivery, brown
bunny, so little it could not open its
eyes, and its queer little nose was
twitching in the fumnniest fashion. ‘It
looks like it’s going to ery, but it isn’t,
mamma.  They always do like that.
T'm going to train him to shoot guns
and dance, and—"’

Milo talked very fast, and his cheeks
were redder than usual. Perhaps he
was not much surprised when mamma
interrupted him to say, ¢ Milo, is it pos-
sible you teok this bunny baby away
from its mother?’

‘No'm, the mother wasn’t at home.
I s’posed maybe she wouldn’t care—
there’s plenty more.’

‘You supposed quite wrong.
it back home to its nest.’

¢ But, mamma, the nest’s away over
by the calf pasture.’

‘T'm sorry, dear, but if it were twice
“as far you'd have to go and put it back
carefully.’

Milo drew on those heavy boots. Tt
was no use to tease. Out into the wet
he trudged, Trip and Towser follow-
ing unwillingly, their draggled tails
hanging limply behind them. It was
half a mile to the calf pasture, but it
seemed a whole one to the weary boy.
Mamma was waiting for him when he
came back, with his warm little bed-
gown and slippers. ‘

¢ Mamma was sorry, dear, but you
see she had to make you do right,’ she
caid, gently. ¢ You knew it was wrong
to do as you did, and T can’t let my boy
grow up to be selfish and heartless,
causing pain and suffering in the
world, instead of making everything
/happy.’ : =
- ‘But Cowhoy 'Jack says rabbits
don’t count.’

‘Cowboy Jack is sadly mistaken.
‘Anything God has made alive eounts
You could have taken away that baby
bunny’s life, but you could never,

Take

never give it back. A boy who begins:

1

by being cruel to a rabbit may keep om
until he is cruel to everything. We
can’t run that risk, Milo boy.’ i

¢ Was—was I cruel?’ =

‘T'll let you decide that for youre
self. = The little rabbit would have'
starved to death.’ i

The boy sat quite still a moment,
Jooking out into the driving rain.
Then he drew a long breath, and
reached for the boots again. ¢ There’s
another,”’ he said, slowly, ‘in my other
pocket. I forgot it till T was most
home, and Jack said rabbits didn't
count. But T couldn’t ever let it
starve—could I, mamma?’

It was a sorry-looking trio that came
stumbling in at .last from the second
trip through the gathering darkness.
Trip and Towser threw themselves on
their mats with a look that .said plain-
ly it would take more than rabbits to
rout them out again. But Milo’s eyes
were bright as stars, and down inside
of his rain-coat and his blouse was a
warm little spot that kept reminding
him of a cozy, sheltered mest among
the hedge-roots, where two little home-
sick bunnies lay close to their moths ’-
warm breast.

Pip and His Pug.

(M. M., in ‘Our Little Dots.”)

Some people said that Pugey was
ugly, but Pip (his proper name was
Philip) firmly said he was a  beauty,’
and believed it, too. And in return
Puggy loved Pip with all his heart.

Pip and Pug were walking up and
down just outside the house where they
lived, one fine morning, waiting for
nurse. All of a sudden a huge, fierce
dog came rushing up to them, with
great gleaming tecth, and seized hold
of Pip’s white tunic. Poor Pip shriek-
ed with terror; but before nurse could
run down the steps Puggy flew at the
great dog.  The fierce beast was so
surprised that he dropped Pip’s sleeve
from his meuth, and turned round to
‘bite little Puggy, but a gentleman
came to the resene, and beat him away!

The Lost House.

(Zitella Cooke, in the ‘Youth's
Companion. *)

I had a house—my very own—

Not made of wood or brick or stone,

But it was built of erystal bright,

With roof and towers, one frosty night,

And round it was a garden, too,

(Where trees and plants and flowers
grew. :

And there were birds with silver
wings, :

And oh, so many pretty things,

I meant to quit my books and play,

To look at them the livelong day!

T woke and saw it all so plain,

And then T fell asleep again.

And while I slept till broad dayvlight

Somebody stole my house outright !

Do you know who? ’Tis my belief

The Sun was just that cruel thief,

For when I tried my house to find,

I ‘caught him staring through the
blind.
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THE NEW ‘WITNESS’ SERIAL.

THE ‘LONG ROAD.

A pretiier picture was- never drawn tham
that of the child: Katenka as.she smiles from
her sheltered home on the fired, hungry little
‘mud boy,’ eclinging with half frozen fingers
to lis mother’s skirts on the long march to
Siberia, but it is'no prettier than the picture
of the love that came later, when the ‘mud
boy’ kad grown into the gtrong prosperous
youth, anl if a true picture of Russian life
must needs have black shadows, they serve to
throw = into brighter ' relief the sunehine of
love and strong family affection. John Oxen-
ham has used strong colors to produce vivid
effects in his story of the ‘Long Road,” and
our readers will find they do not want to
miss a single chapter.

A man’s story? Yes, and a story for man-
ly boys, too, if fights with wolves and with.
men worse than wolves, long perilous jour-
neys, hairbreadth escapes and a true picture
of- a land where true men must struggle for
freedom is of interest to them.

A woman’s story? Yes, and a story for
womanly girls if merry child life, and maiden
love and mother love and the love and hate
of strong men have not lost the charm and
interest they have ever had.  ‘The Long
toad,” by John Oxenham, will etart in the
‘ Witness’ the third week in Febrnary. Watch
for it. Tell your friends about it! Show
them our special offer adjoining this.
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A SPLENDID NEW STORY

FREE.

‘The Long Road,

By JOHN OXENHAM.

Price $1.25 at any bookstore.

A story to watch for and read aloud while the whole fznpily 'thrills
with the adventures of the hero, and rejoices and sorrows with hin.

If you have not been getting the *Witness' you can, by sending &t
onee a trial four-months’ subseription to the ‘Week-ly Witness and Cana-
dian Homestead’—at only 25 cenls, g.et all the vnrled-news feat.urce. a}ld
well edited departments of the ° Witness’—and this splendid serial

story FREE.
Send Your Subscription in NOW,

FOUR MONTHS ON TRIAL FOR 25 CENTS

FIVE NEW TRIAL SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR ONE DOLLAR. MA“_ AG
: »
i ho prefer the “Daily Witness” may have = ¢
th':egasilt;bzgali’:;sw‘;ile rhe story runs (seven or eight weeks) A WORD FROM AFAR.
on trial for only 30 cents. Four Trial “ Daily Witness” sub- Chinese Y. M. C. A,
scriptions for $1.00. Shanghai, China.

Dear Sir,—Please extend my subscription to

In every case we guarantee the end of the story, even if it should ‘ Weekly . Witness® and ‘ World Wide’ and

; timated time. ¢ Canadian Pictorial.” I have been a gub-
run over the es ‘ seriber, for *World Wide’ since coming to
China. =~ Have also been in receipt of the

STARTS THE MIDDLE OF FEBRUARY' ‘ Canadian Pictorial’ from the firet. Next to

This rate good for Canada (outside Montreal and suburbs) and for !“‘“{;3 Je]tters the'rle ltS] nothing m"fen W:ICUH;E

ot i . g () : ; : n e home malis lan your exceilen pub-

Great Britain or “h.u'ever extra newspaper postage is not usually needed Meatiood. < Wishing | Fii - Srntinted  dcischs,
Cut this out and show your friends. Get them to join you Yours most sincerely, (REV. DR.) W. E.

TAYLOR, M.A,
Yor further particulars see elsewhere in this issue,

Mission City, B.C.
Dear Siri—My last week’s copy of ‘World
Wide’ did not turn up. - Could you let me
have another copy, for T hate to lose the best
meal of the week—HARRY C. POOL.
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OF ¢ouree overy Caundian wants one—and every Canadian by birth or adoption wants to send one
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of so ma.n_g charming pictufl)'es, will make this, the ONLY OFFICIAL SOUVENIR,something to treasure in
every home. The sale price for individual copies will be »

15 CERENTS.

* Jocal N wsdealer, or direct from this Office. :
Fx:om iR THE PICTORIAL PUBLISHING COMPANY, 142 St. Peter Street, Montreal.

\ ) Boys all over Cana la, can earn splendid premiums or secure liberal cash ' commission on
- BOYS WAN‘TED--sMes of this number. Get your orders in right now, and drop us a post card to-day
for our liberal terms. 8ix copies sold secures a splendid Sheftield Jackknife, ‘Fourt"een' sold secures a Wa%ch. Even four oopies
sold brings a reward. Letus tell you all about it. Montreal city boys may call at the ‘Witness’ Office for supplies.




be no further danger of antagonism, yet the
deepest and most painful troubles often’ begin
at this point. She has nothing to do—no
one needs her! Her mother prefers to retain
the housckeeping; she is tired of study and
music; society does not claim her; she is a
fifth wheel.  So she broods until she grows
morbid and bitter, and instead of being o
blessing in the home she is a source of misery.

The cure is so simple that ¢re would think
it obvious, except that the state of things
persists. All that is needed is congenial em-
ployment somewhere, preferabty at a distance.
Even though her mother has looked forward
all the years to her daughter’s companionshiy,
and the father disapproves of women earning
their own living, she still should go, and
her mother should make the way plain for her.
There is work for her somewhere, with pay
or without; in a settlement, or in travel or
in some sort of situation. She wiil see her
home from a new standpoint once she is free
from the bonds that chafed, and the day will
come when she will return to it a sweeter and
nobler woman, with love, not antagonism for
all.

With affection and good sense it 18 seldom
that family difficulties continue into middle
life,.  When the strenuous age is outlived
things generally settle down. Angles are
Boftened all around; parental strictness is a
thing of the past; little by little the whole
circle meets on common ground. And yet
sometimes this happy day never comes. The
opposing mental and physical differences are
too deep to be obliterated. I'ne hard re.
serve bequeathed to one from some unlovely
ancestor, and the morbidness that descends
.%o another are never to be overcome. 'The
son or daughter strikes ¥ sharp and the patent
T natural, and there is discord. Some tamilies
go down to their graves epeaking different
languages, and no amount of kindness on
both sides can make them understand one
another,

In such cases, unhappily not rare, no way
is open but to' accept the limitations and
make the best of them. Tears and prayers
only exasperate; reproaches onmly harden,
since misfortune, not fault, is at the bottom
of the difficulty. But a strong fight against
permanent alienation can be tacitly deciced
on and philosophy, humor and a determined

m

SEND $1 Recelve 5 Wool Remnants, suitable

for Boys’ knee pants up to 11 years,
Give age, and we will cut pants free; add 25 ceuts
for postage. N. SOUTH COTT & CO., 23 Coote
Block, London, Ont,

STAMPS

HUNDRED different stamps, hinges, album and big green half
dollar Jaw stamp, all for ten cents : cheap approvals, J. H.
Callander, Huntar East, Peterboro, Ont. _

LADIES’ SUITS, $7.50 to $18
Tailored to order., Bea utiful Dress Skirls, $3 to
$9: Shirt Waist Suils, $4.75 to $12. Send to-day for
cloth samples and new style book, They are free,
SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO. London, Can.

When writing to advertisers please mention the “Northern
essenger.
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.HOUSEHOLD.. .‘
{ £4
- Cut Out This Ad.
ami ntagon : i :
¥ gonisms | mail it to us to- 25(: and if your
By Caroline Benedict Burcell, in the ‘Con- ey W]::Lllr lxst we will ma.il I{amflls =
gregationalist and Christian World.’) e
(Conctudedy | Western Home Monthly
In cases such as these, unless a moral issues e ONI.S ?EAR.
is_in queetipn, after remomstrances have (Regular subscription price o0a.)
failed and time has bcen permitted to bring Send To-Day and youwill receive this month’s
the sober second thought to headstrong copy FREE
Young spirits, but one course is open to the :
parents—to yield with all the grace they wac, THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY haslong been recognized as
They may be mistaken in theip fears for theip the greatest illustrated homemagazinepublished in Canada, and is read
child, or perhaps a blunder he makes novr by pver35{000familie9every month, It contains a-wealth of leading
may be a fssson for life a. blessing in dissuise fiction, editorials for menand women,ablearticlesonleading subjects,
WE any 6 the Lise ,has B e ot thce in' while its one dozgnormoredeparmmnts, underspecialstandard head-
dividuality of the child to be res ST e ings, are interesting and helptultothemembersmevery home circle.
Sitter Wit i . resp Handsgmg two-color cover every month; beautiful half-tone
;:' ert’d most anything t an bitterness and illustrations of farm, ranch, city, town and country scenes, made from
alienation. Let the boy or girl go out from photostakenbyourownofﬁcialphotographersintheprovincesof Man-
ixogllg without rep;*t?acléis 1and ff:ihng thatt ltOba,Saskatchewan,AlbertaandBritishColumbia. 60 pagesandup.
nothing can ever alter the love of the parent. . DR
g e e B s bt e B nnd Address: The Western Home Monthly, Winnipeg, Canada
woman has settled down at last wunder her ?
father’s roof, presumably for life, there could
M m—rn

looking toward the brighter side of things
may all be brought to bear on the problem.
Above all—and this point is usually ove:-
looked—it must be recognized that, under.
neath all coldness of manner and pecu-
liarities, love really lies hidden, warm and
glowing, There may be discord, indeed, but
perhaps it is not so much that as a suspended
harmony, and surely in some otner world wiil
come the blending mto a perfect chord of
those tones which seem now only to jar,

.Religious News.

The October issue of ‘The Fast and the
West’ contains an extremely interesting ar-
ticle, by Dr. Lavington Hart, on the present
opportunity in China. ‘It is needless to in-
siet,” he writes, “on the opportunity herein.
presented to the Christian educators of the
West.  Never before in the history of the
world has there existed such a body of stu-
dents. Their ‘all but countless numbers stag-
ger the imagimation; the certainty of their
overwhelming influence on the future of their
own country, and, indeed, of the world, ap-
peals strongly even to conservative stayers at
home. One who has lived in their midst is
struck chiefly by the unexpected readiness
they have shown to bury past ideals and ac-
cept the new régime, as well as by the pathe-
tic eagerness and patience with which they
take in the new learning.’ :

No less an authority than Jacob Riis de-
clares:

We in New York let our city grow up as it
could, not as it should, and we woke up to
find ourselves in the grasp of the slum, to
find the population of 2,000,000 souls living
in an environment in which all the influences
made for unrighteousness and for the corrup-
tion of youth. We counted thousands of
dark rooms in our basements in which no
plant could grow, but in which boys and girls
were left to grow into men and women, to
take over, by and by, the duties and Tespon-
sibilities of citizenship. That was our sin and
we paid dearly for it, paid in a tuberculosis
mortality of 10,000 deaths a year, half of
which were due directly to the dark and air-
less bedrooms; paid in an indifferent citizen-
ship that was a dead weight upon all efforts
for reform for years: You could not appeal
to it, for it had lost hope, and we have paid
for it in treasure without end.s It is g costly
thing to forget your neighbors. |

Some one has said that the great foes of
migsions are prejudice and indifference, and
that ignorance is the mother of both. A re-
turned missionary, a man of conservative
judgment and extended missionary experience,
a man who knew the conditions in the home
Church as well as upon the foreign field, said:
‘I have no hesitation in saying that the great-
est single obsfacle to the speedy evangeliza-
tion of the world is to be found in the home
Church, in the hearts of individual Christians
who are prejudiced or indifferent because of

ignorance concerning the missionary mowve-
ments of the day.” Many other missionaries
have made practically the same reply, that
the greatest obstacle is mot faver in Africa;
nor the acquirement of the language in China;
it is not the callousness of the Hindu, or the
blackness of heathenism; but it is in the
hearts of individual Christians,

If you were to take twenty representative
Christian laymen of New England not more
than one could talk to you intelligently about
the great missionary movements of the day;
could tell you in what lands the missionary
society of his own Church was at work, what
are the prospects of success, and what the
difficulties, unless he chanced to be a member
of a missionary committee,

The Church is failing to do her duty. The
hour demands an educational campaign,—S,
Earl Taylor.

Premiums | Premiums! |

‘LEATHEB HAND BAG No. 1.—A very ser-
viceable article, in black only; imitation seal—

nine inches long—inside pocket, with small *

coin purse to matech, Given for ONE RE-
NEWAL and FOUR NEW subscriptions to
the ¢ Messenger,’ at 40 cents.

LEATHEER HAND BAG No. 2—The stylish
‘Squaw’ bag {nine inches) in soft leather,
tan, brown, or black, cut leather fringe and
ring handles. Given for ONE RENEWAT anq
FOUR NEW subscriptions to the ° Messenger, *
at 40 cents each. ;

John Dougall & Son,

et ‘ Witness* Block, Montreal, 4
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Synopsis of Canadian Northwest
Land Regulations.

ANY rperson who is the sole head of a family, er
any male over 18 years old, may homestead &
quarter-section of available Dominion land in Ma-
nitoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The applicant
must appear in person at the Dominion La
Agency or Sub-Agency for tbe district. Entry by
Proxy may be made at any agency, ou certain
conditions, by father, mother, s6n, daughter, bro-
ther or sister of intending homesteader.

Duties. — Six months’ residence upon and culti-
vation of the land in each of three years. A home-
Bteader may live within nine miles of his home-
stead on a farm of at least 80 acres solely owned
and occupiéd by him or by his father, mother,son,
daughter, brother or sister.

In certain districts a homesteader in good stand-
ing may pre-empt a quarter section alongside his
homestead. Price $3.00 per acre. ~ Duties—Must
reside six months in each of six years from date of
homestead entry (including the time x‘etfmired t9
earn homestead patent), and cultivate fifty acres
€xira,

A homesteader who has exhausted his homestead
right and cannot obtain a pre-emption may take a
purchased homestead in certain districts. Price,
$2.00 per acre, . Duties—Must reside six months in
each of three years, cultivate fifty acres and erect
& house worth $300.00. W . OORY,

Deputy of the Minister of the Interior.

N.B.—Unauthorized publication of this advertise-
ment will not be paid for.

S
A Good Night’s Rest.

(By Marianne Farni.ngham‘)

All senses grown quiet,
All pulses at rest,
Relaxed every effort,
And ended each quest,
Cares left till to-morrow,
All labors postponed,
New calls disregarded,
Even sorrow disowned;
And sleep, like a mother;
' Enfolding the form :
In a tranquil embrace
From the night till the morm

So sweetly the darkness
Is filling the room,

So hushed is the world
In beneficent gloom,

Tha. at last nothing matters, 5
No trouble, nor pain,

And worry is naught
But a foe that is slain.

So the hours pass as minutes,
Until with a sigh

The silence is bl:okep
And daylight is nigh.

The day is for pleasure,
The work-time 18 b-est; <
But thank God for His blessings
Of glumber and rest;
For hearts that are weary,
- And tired eyes that sleep,
Is any endowment
Ko blessed as sleep?
And death is a sleep,
Sy at last ’twill be best
To lie down at G;(:,’s Wo;d
i g night’s rest.
Hor a good nig S

I

AT e "
You cannet gossibiy have
a better Cocoa than

]

EPPS

A delicious drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritious and
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in rebust

“health, and enables it to resist
: winter's extreme cold.

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in }-1b, and }-Ib Tins.

FUN FOR THE WINTER.

16 Humorous Recitations, 15c. 20 Humorous Dialogues, 15¢.
150 Songs with Musie, 15¢. Famous Dramatic Recitations, 15¢.
110 Comic Recitations, 15¢. 1400 Riddles, 15c.

100 Tricks in Parlor Magic, 15¢.  Home Amusements, 15¢,
By mail postpaid, two hooks for 25c¢
USEFUL NOVELTIES CO.. Dept. N.,Toronto,Canada
1312.

NOTICE,

Application will be nmiade at the next Session of
the I.egislature of Quebec, respecting the will of
the late Margaret Ewing, widow of William Galt,
of Montreal, to confirm certain Titles granted
thereunder, and to make other provisions in regard
thereto.

Montreal, December 28 th, 1903.

LIGHTHALL & HARWOOD.
Attorneys for Applicants.
S —— e —

Suggestions for Study of Scrip=
' ture.

Use a large print Bible. The Devil will keep
you from using any if he can, but if he sees
you are bound to have ome, will induce you
to buy omne of those ‘nice little omes’ He
knows youwll not read such small print much.

“MESSENGER PATTERKS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER,

s

A GROUP OF USEFUL PATTERNS, '

2723.—Misses’ and girls’ guimpe or slip, wilh
high neck or Dutch round or square neck and
tucked or plain sleeves—This is a model
adaptable to China or Surah silk, taffeta silk,
net chiffon, lace, Persian lawn, cambric, mes-
saline or linen. Six sizes, 7 to 17 years.

2743.—Misses’ tucked shirt waist, with yoke,
this charming model is adaptable to allover
lace, silk net, cotton or ailk, crepe, messaline,
Surah or taffeta silk or French flannel. Three
sizes, 13 to 17 years.

2717 —Misses’ dress, with attached two-piece
skirt.—This model is particularly becoming to
the girl with a slim figure, and is adaptable
to any of the pretty woollens or washable
linen, cotton voile, chambry or lawn, with the
yoke of lace or embroidery, and the bands
of a contrasting material. Three sizes, 13 to
17 years,

20652.-—Misges’ nine-gored skirt, cloging with
buttons down left side of front and with an
inverted box-plat at the back or in habit

style—This skirt is one of the newest models:

for thin serge, cheviot, broadcloth or duck,
pique or linen, for the coming season. Four
sizes, 14 to 17 years. :

2741.—Mieses’ eight-gored plated skirt, clos-
ing with buttons down the front.—This is an
excellent model for the general knock-about
skirt and one that will develop well in any

L-material from serge to linen. Three sizes, ‘13
to 17 years.

Always give fthe size wanted as well as
number of the pattern, and mention the name

\

3 %

#

of the design or else cut out the illustratiom
and send with the order. Price of each nums

ber 10 cents (stamps or postal note). The
following form will prove useful:— i

Please send me pattern No. ........, size
........ ynameof-pattern ~ 8., .oy
as shown in the ‘ Messenger.’ 1 enclose 10
cents. i

Be sury to give your name and address
clearly.

Address all orders to:—f Northern Messen-
ger’ Pattern Dept., ' Witness’ Block, Mont~
real, !

THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
{Strictly in Advance).

Single Copies - - 8.40 a yeal
Three Copies, separately addressed if

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

desired, per copy - - PR +390
Ten Copies or more, to one address,

per copy W S Rty 20

Four copies, sepamiely addressed, one year fof
one dellar, if three are new,
81x months trial at half the above rates.
Postage included for Canada (Montreal and Suburbs excepted),
Newfoundland and the British Isles; also for Bahamas, Barba,
does, Bermuda, British Guiana, British Honduras, British Nortk

Borneo, Oeylon, Cyprus, Falkland Islands, ¥iji, Gambia,
Gibraltar, Hongkong, Jamaica, Leeward Islanls, Malta,
Mauritius, New Zealand, Northern Nigeria, Sarawak,

Beychelles, Sierra Leone, Southern Nigeria, Transvaal, Trinidad
Tobago, Turk’s Island and Zanzibar.

U. S. Postage 10¢ extrato the United 8tatss, Alaska
Hawaiian and Philippine Islands except in e¢lubs, to one
address, when each copy will be fifteen cents extra postaze
per annum.

Foreign Fostage to al countries not named in the above
jist, fifty cents extra.

Samples and Subscription
promptly sent on request.

Blanks

freely and

A SPLENDID GROUP—TRY ITI

The ‘Witness’ For over sixty years un-
rivalled in the confidence of the Canadian pub-
lie.  Latest news, market reports, ete., finan-
cial and literary reviews, good stories, homa
and boys pages, queries, ete., ‘ete.  Valuable
departments devoted to farming interests. A
clean commercial, agricultural and home news«
paper. (Send for a sample.) $1.00 a year.

With the ‘Messenger $1.20.

‘Worid Wide’ A weekly reprint of the
best things in the world’s great journals. Re-
flects the thought of the times. Best cartoona
of the week, The busy man’s paper. Noth-
ing like it anywhere for the money. Send for
a sample. $1.50 a year.

With the ‘Messenger’ $1.75.

‘canadian Pictoria?’ Canada’s popular il
lustrated monthly.  High grade paper, high
grade pictures. Interesting to young and old
alike. Many of its full paZe pictures suitable
for framing. $1.00 a year. i

With the ‘Messenger’ $1.00.

The ‘Northern Messsnger’ speaks for itselt
A favorite for over ferty years, and increas
ingly popular. A potent influence for good.
‘weekly Witness,’ ‘ Canadian Pictorial’ and
i Northern Messenger," one year each, $1.70

SPECIAL FAMILY CLUB.

‘« Weekly Witness and Canadian Home-

BN R s T e - DO,
CWHRA Wade 00Tl S e e A, 00)
“Oanadiin Pictoral’ .o .o v e .8 100
¢ Northern Messenger’.. o oo oo +. 40

Welll e s

All for one year, $2.70

or the FOUR papera for FOUR months for $1.00
anywhere in the “ Postage Included” group,
(See above). For U. 8. or abroad, speéial
‘terms quoted on clubs.

Any one of the group may be sent to a
friend AS A GIFT subscription, if so marked.

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every week at the ‘W:’cness: Building, at the'corner of Craig
and St. Peter streets, in the city .of Montresl, by John

tedpath Dougall and Frede ick Eugene Douzall, hoth of
Montreal.
All lusiness communications should be addressed ‘John

Donuga'l & Son,” and all letters to the elitor should be
addressed Editor of the *Northern Messenger’
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N.M. gog—-Nottingham Lace
Curtain, 52 inches wide, 34 yards
long. This curtain represents the
yery best value that we have ever
offered to our Mail Order Cuss
tomers. The pattern, as may be
scen by the illustration, is one
that may be suitably selected tor
almost any room.

The Madras effect mesh gives a
fineness of appearance, while the
strong, well twisted threads ensure
a lasting quality. This curtain would

bo eheap at $1.50.
lpecial 8ale prlce. per sl ]9

SRR Rig s 7 S

N.M.910 N.M.Of1 N.M.S12

N:M.910—Nottingham Lace NM9|I—-NottIngham l.aoe N.M.912—Nottingham Laoce
Curtain, 50 inches wide, 31 Curtain, 60 inches wide, 31 Curtain, 52 inches wide, 3%
yards long, a good &rong edge yards long, fine French scx:oll yards long, heavy motif corner
and the heavy medallion insertion border, sprig centre. Worth twice |  with empire and loop eﬂec'ts‘ A
give the curtain a rich effect. the price asked. bargain.

Perpair - - - - @G9c¢ Per pair - - - - 93¢ | Perpar - * 81 49
f

¥

Quality considered you cannot possibly duplicate the above prlces
outside of this store. When ordering be sure and give numben

: ' TORONTO, : é
e SIMPSON= woon wn |

WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEASE MENTION “INGRTHERN MESSENGER.”




