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A Lesson From a Sparrow.

A little sparrow lies dead upon the ground.
Does anyone care for that little bird?

Yes; God cares. 'The great God Almighty,
who made you and me, who made heaven and
earth, He cares for the little sparrow. Our

‘Yord Jesus Christ said, ‘Are
wold for two farthings, and not one of them
is forgotten before (God? God takes notice
of everything He has made. Not a sparrow
falls to the ground and dies without Him.
without His knowledge, without His will.

But Jesus Christ said more. When He
spoke about sparrows, He was speaking to
‘men,’ to His disciples, and He said to them,
‘But even the very hairs of your head are all
sumbered. Fear not therefore: ye are of more
walue than many sparrows.’

Did He mean those disciples

not five sparrows

only to whom

He was speaking? Or did he mean all His

disciples in every age? Further, did He mean
every man and woman? Did He mean us?
Surely He did. If God cares for sparrows,
He certainly cares for us. That is what our
Lord meant to teach us. You may be poor,
tow, bad; you may be cast off by man; you
may even deserve it by reason of the life you
are leading. Yet look at that Jittle sparrow.
God takes mnotice of it, God cares for it.

~

Does He not take notice of you, and care for
you?

Ah! why do you not eare for Him? The
little sparrow cannot. But you can, for you
have thought and sense. You must have
learned something about God; the great God

who made you, who keeps you, who loves
you; who loved you so much that He gave
His dear Son to die for you. You are not
like the little bird. You can think. You have
learned something about God.  Yet perhaps
you are as careless about Him as the sparrow
itself.

Can this be right, to live with no thought
of God?! Ts it grateful? Is it wise? Is it
safe?! Can it end well?

Perhaps your lot is a hard one. Your life
has few comforts and many troubles. Some
of them, you think, have come by no fault
of yours; but others you know you have
brought on yourself. Ay, but your lot would
be harder, and your troubles worse, 1f God
had not cared for you.  He has not forgot-
ten you, and He has not dealt with you as
you have deserved. He has remembered you,
cared for you, borne with you, been good to
you. Through all the years in which you have
forgotten Him, He has never forgotten you—
never.

He will do more for you, if you will seek
Him now in this New Year, than He has ever
done yet, Turn to Him, and ask Him to for-
give you for forgetting MHim, for sinning
against Him. Ask Him to blot out ‘all your
ging in the blood of Jesus Christ. Ask Him
to give you His Holy Spirit, that you may
have a new theart.

He who cares even for sparrows, and who
has cared for youn all your life along, will hear
your prayer and have mercy upon you,
Then indeed will you have a Happy New Year,
Happy will you be when you learn to care for
God, to know Him, love Him, serve Him.
Happy will you be, when you find God your
Father, Jesus your Saviour, the Holy Spirit
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your Comforter. You may be poor still, y-t
you will be rich. God will comfort you, help
you, take care of you. He will not let you
want anything that is for your good. No
real harm shall come to you. He will be your
God indeed then; your helper in all need, your
friend in all trouble. He will bless you here,
and bless you for ever; and all for Jesus
Christ’s sake, who ioved you, and gave Him.
self for you—'Light in the Home/’

A Pslam f-c;:vNcw Year’s Eve.

A friend stands at the door,
In either tight.closed hand

Hiding rich gifts, three hundred and three-

score;

Waiting to strew them o’er the land,

Even as seed the sower.

- Tach drops he, treads it in, and passes by,
1t cannot be made fruitful till it die.

O good New Year, we clasp
This warm shut hand of thine,

Loosing for ever, with nalf sigh, half gasp,
That which from ours falls like dead fin-

gers’ twine;

Aye, whether fierce its grasp
Has been, or gentle, naving been, we know
That it was blessed; let the old year go.

O New Year, teach us faith!
The road of life is hard;
When our feet bleed, and scourging winds us
' ‘scathe,
Point thou to Him whose visage was more
marred
Than any man’s; who saith,
‘Make straight paths for your feet,” and to
the opprest,
‘Oome ye to Me, and I will give you rest.
~—Dinah Muloéh Craik.

Thougﬁts for the New Year.

{Chas. A. Cook in ‘Canadian Baptist.’)

On setting apart the tenth of your income,
as the rightful portion for the Lord’s
‘treasuty, very much might be gaid. Among
the Jews to this day this portion of the in.
come is acknowledged to be God’s. In their
earliest history they were taught that ‘the
tenth is the Lord’s.” ILev. xxvii, 30.

The claim that the grace of God, eo fully
bestowed upon us in the unspeakable blessings
of the goepel, plices all believers under
greater obligations to lay aside.a tenth as
the Lord’s portion, at least demands our most
thoughtful and prayerful consideration. In-
deod the question we must decide is not ‘shall
I give a tenth? but, ‘do 1 really give unless
I have presented my free-will oﬂermg over
and above the tenth?

The promises which God has given is
peopie in connection with Christian giving
show us that man’s ideas about getting rich
are all wrong. Man says, ‘Withhold and

_save up and thou shalt become rich’ God

says, ‘Give and scatter and thou shalt become
rich’ Man says, it 1s blessed to receive

plenty and store up that plenty. God says,

‘it is more blessed to give than to receive’
‘Here is a ptomme ‘Give, and it shall be
given unto you: good measure, pressed down,
and shaken togvther and running over, shall
men give into your bosom. Yor with the
same measure that you mete withal, it shall
be measured to you again.’ Luke v1, 38.
“There are promises for farmers.” Lf farm-

ers want their barns filled with plenty, and

where is there a farmer with whom this is
not & chief ambition, let them prove God
now herewith in the promise given in Prov.

i, 9, 10." “Honor the Lord with t.hy sub-

tmmaue, 60 shall tp barns be filled with
plenty, and thy preshes shall burst out with

 Mew wine’” Such blessings as there shall

not be room enough to receive are promised
to those who will really prove God in’ this
matter of giving. Mal. iii, 10.

Now, have these prominee been proved

and are there any facts that can be cited To

show that God does prosper both tem ly
‘and spiritvally those who honor hi

‘their substancé?  Hundreds and thmmnds,
“we are told in a pamphlet on ths subject,
are giving a certain proportion of their in-
come to the Lord, some the tenth and many
nmiidlhmerpmoﬁion. (rod'a way has

been tested. What is the result? Here 18
an instance. ‘A Christian man commenced
business on a small capital, and covenanted
with God (wrote his pledge in a pook) that
if he prospered him, he would give one-tenth
till he was werth ten thousand dollars, and
then would give one_fourth until" worth
{twenty-five thousand dollars, and after that
give his whole income. In a few years he
was giving one-fourth and +then prospered
till he was ‘worth $25,000, and then gave all
his income’ A Home Missionary says, ‘While
living on a salary of $400.00 | sacredly set
apart one.tenth of my salary for benevolent
purposes, and after thirty years 1 wish to
say that 1 have been wonderfully prospered
in my pecuniary affairs, and have had great
satisfaction, and received spiritual profit from
this course’ Many such instances might be
cited, for the promises of God are 7yea and
amen in Christ Jesus. Not one faileth.

A member of my own church, one of several
who have recently adopted proportionate
giving, said to me a week or two after be-
ginning to give the tenth, ‘It is such a com-
fort, 1 have no anxiety now about what 1
Bhdll give, it is settied, and 1 find it ever so
much easier to give.” This we know, that
doing the Lord’s work in the Lord’s way will
always bring the tenfold reward and blessing.
In nothing ean any believer more readily test
this than in giving. Let us prove the Lord
herewith. 1f we have not been giving accord-
ing to some system, by which a certain pro-
portion of our income has been land aside as
the Lord’s, is there any better resolve for us
to begin the New Year with than a resolve
to give a certain fixed portion as the Lord
hath prospered us? Can we, in view of ail
that God has promised in connection with
giving to Him, in view of all He has done for
us, seeing that He hath blessed us with every
spiritual blessing i heavenly things in Jesus
Christ, can we withhold? Lan we afford to
withhold?

-

‘l gave My life for thee,

My precious blood I shed,

That thou mightst ransomed be,
And quickened from the dead:

I gave My life for thee,

What hast ¢hou given for Me?

My Resoilutions for the New
Year.

(Dr. Floyd Tomkins, in 8. 8, Times.’)

1. A determination to work more calmly"

and cheerfully, 1f 1 am doing God’s work,
and if I believe he is supreme in power and
igfinite in tender compassion, then it is ab-
surd for me to be nervous or gloomy. I must
not spoil God’s work by my lack of faith.

2. A determination to be more patient with
those who disagree with me in action or judg.
ment. If the world is to have peace, our part
in bringing peace is the advance of unity, If
sin is to be cast down, all good people must
unite in warfare. I -am sure that the Lord
cares more for sincerity and loyalty than for
methods and opinions.

3. A determination to hold more closely to
the great foundation truths of the gospel.
When men are denying them, 1 must find my
safety and my usefulness in clinging to them
with my whole being. The faith is etermal,
and I want my faith to be eternal, too, like
a strong and immovable mountain.

Religious Notes.

Rev. J. 8. Chandler writes to the ‘Missionary
Herald’: ;

‘Three years ago the churches connected
with the American Board’s Madura and Cey-
lon Miesions formed an ecclesiastical union
with the London Miesionary Society’s Travan-
core and South India Miesions, and therebw

brought into one body 183,000 Indian Chris-.

tians under the name, “The United Churches
of South India.” This body held its second
general assembly in  Madura last July, in
which the four msn:ou were represented by
60 voting delegates. -
This union was confessedly preliminary to
a larger union with a similar body of Presby-
terian Christians in South India, consisting
of the churches of the Arcot Mission of the

Reformed Church in America and of the South
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India Mission of the Church of Scotland and
the United Free Church of Scotland. It is
called “Ihe United Church of South India.”

A joint committee of these two bodies, the
United Churches and the United Church, had
proposed an organi¢ union on a short and
simple creed and a system of church polity
that steered clear of unrestricted individua-
lism on the one hand and excessive centraliza.
tion on the other. The scheme had been
unanimously ‘adopted by the United Churen
some time before, and two of their members,
Dr. J. H. Wyckoff and Rev. P. B. Ragavion,
appointed delegates to the assembly in Ma-
dura. These Presbyterian brethren were not
only warmly received (an Indian would say
“with coolness of joy”) by the assembly, but
the proposition of union was ratified unani-
mously and enthusiastically by a rising vote.

This action brings into one body miore than
150,000 Indian Christians in South India, and
promises immediate results in the establish.
ment of a united theological college in Banga-
lore,

In ‘a letter from Jerusalem, dated July 26,
1907, Mr. W. H. Dunn refers to the remark-
able development in  the Jewish National
Zionist movement which took place in Jeru-
salem during the 15 months ke was in kng-
land. Great numbers of Jews are returning
to Jernsalem, not for repentance or confes-
sion of sin, but simply because they must go
somewhere, and the Sultan allows them to en.
ter without let or hindrance. In that short
time no fewer than 5,000 Russian Jews lanaed
at Jaffa. These Jews are ‘investing what
money they have in buying land and buying

or building houses. So great is their activity:

that it is a matter of comcern to the foreign
residents. Hhe Moslems, however, sell to
them without demur. Chey believe this land
really belongs to the Jews.

The development in Jewish education is also
striking, and kindergarten schools are being
opened for the children.  Hebrew Iis being
taught and becoming a living language, and
new Hebrew words are being formed so as
to make the old tongue useful for up-to-date
usefulness, It is common to hear Hebrew
spoken in the streets—'zixssxonary Rcvx

Reviews. = B —

One of the most difficult mission helds mn
the world to_day is Abyssinia, in Kast Arrica.
In common with many other parts of Afnea,
it has been influenced by contact with
Mohammedanism. With this faith it combines
much of the demon-worship which is pre-
valent among the Sudanese and natlives of
Congo. And last of all, as if it to seal iy
against missionary enterprise, the nation lags
claim to a form of Christianity that bhas
come down from the fourth century, and
which, however degraded since its foundation,
has still sufficient evidence to create a stumb-
ling-block against any mew propaganda that
may be introduced from Kurope or America,
Emperor Menelik is persanally favorable to
the missionaries, but the ‘abun,’ or Abyssinian
pope, prevents any outward sign of favor an1
engenders among the people a violent pre-
Judzce against the OChristian teachers. ———‘st-
sionary Review of Reviews.
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. LESSON,—SUNDAY, JANUARY 5, 1908.
The Word Made Flesh.

John i, Read

John i, 1-18.

Golden

The word was made flesh and dwelt among
us. Jchn i, 14, >

1-14. Memory verse, 3.

Fext,

Home Readings.

Monday, December 30— John i, 1.18.
Tuesday, December 31.—I1. Jobn i., 1-10.
© Wednesday, January 1.—Kph. m, 121
Thursday, January 2.—Heb. i, 1-14.
Friday, January 3.—Luke i, 26-33, 46-75.
Saturday, January 4.—Luke ii, 1-20,
Sunday, January 5.—Luke i1, 21-38.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Who knows the golden text for to-day?
Well, you say it, Fred. Can any one now tell
me what those words mean? Perhaps that is
& little bard, but you all use so many words

- that we will think firet about what a ‘word’

is. When you are thinking about something
that is all shut away in your mind, I can’t
tell what it is, but if I say ‘what are you
thinking of?” and you tell me, you have to
use words. Words then, are really the only
means by which we can communicate with
each other, that is understand one another.
Now you know we cannot see God any more
than I can see your thoughts, and although
God wanted us to love and serve Him, and
tried to make us understand, yet we could
mot until Christ eame to earth to tell us all
about God. 8o that in our golden text, ‘the
Word’ just means Jesus, because it is through
Jesus that we learn to know and love God
just as we understand your thoughts through
your words. You wil all remember the
‘beautiful story of our Christmas lesson about
how Jesus was born a little baby in Bethle-
hem, and the rest of our golden text refers to
that—that Jesus became a human being just
like one of us and lived here on earth. Had
Jesus ever lived before he was born in
Bethlehem ? ;
/Get one of the children to read the first
verse of the lesson, and from that speak of
Christ’s divinity as well as His humanity.
Just as a missionary will go to-day far away
to some strange country where all the people
are savages, and there bear the difliculties of
the land and the climate and learn to speak
a8 the poor people themselves do, so in some
way they may understand why it was neces.
sary for Ohrist to come and suffer on earth in

order to bring us to God.
!

% FOR THE SENIORS.

In taking up the studies for the new year,
it is always well. to consider for a time the
}'v!mle course mapped out. In this case the
~of John’s Gospel and a consideration of tne

book, its purpose, its origin, and its author

should occupy a part of the time given to the

first lesson.  The country is, of eourse, the
-same that we have been studying of late, yet
- it may be well to give a glance at its dimen.
ng and situation, for small though it is,
- Lord never wem.b::w these regions,
the exception of the early stay in Kgypt,
; Jobn alone would profitably
s the short half hour given

, 80 that so long as there
'd understanding of his principle

and 95 A.D. other
known and in use, i

fixst six months are to be given to a study:

THE

fair presumption that John had in mind a
rounding out of these in the writing of a
fourth. Ifs peculiar style has set it in a
place by itself, and there is scarcely any
more beautiful piece of writing than the pro-
logue which forms our lesson to-day. ‘lhe
book was written in Greek, and 1its purpose,
nowhere lost sight of throughout, 18 given m
John xx., 31, In the preceding verse and the
last of the Gospel, John intimates that this
is to be by no means considered a complete
account even of Christ’s life during the years
of His ministry. The opening verses are a
fascinating study, and the teacher who has
looked earnestly into their wonderful depths
will realize that the lesson time affords scant
opportunity for their consideration., Chrict's
divinity (verse 1), His humanity (verse 14),
His part in the creation (verse 3), His bless.
ing even of unconscious humanity (verse 5),
His control of all life (verse 4), His recogni-
tion of man’s free will (verse 11), the one
condition of our salvation (verse 12), and its
wholly divine origin (verse 13), are subjects
that might all be considered in connection
with this one lesson study. How impossible
it will be to compass them all is evident.

(SELECTIONS FROM TARBELL’S ‘GUIDE.)

The union of the soul and body in man is
inexplicable to us, just as the union of the
human and divine natures is in Christ. Both
are mysteries, and if one is rejected on the
ground of its mystery, we are bound to re-
ject the other on the same ground.—1homas
C. Easton, The Inecarnation.

To say that Christ showed to the world the
“Very Self” of God is to eay something that
most people will understand. We may have
heard of a man for years betore we see him.
Accurate observers may have described him;
his biegraphy may be known to us in every
detail; and yet when we meet him face to
face we know more of him in the first five
minutes than we have gathered from all other
sources put together. Individuality is ite
own interpreter. 'Ihe erowning spiritual con-
tribution of Jesus Christ to human kind was
the declaration, ‘1 and my Kather are one.

Yet this one Life was ‘also the revelation
of human nature to iteelf. Man knows what
he was meant to be since the world has seen
Jesus Christ. To be true to our highest selves
is to be like him.—R. J. Campbell.

I say, the acknowledgment of God in Christ

Accepted by thy 'reason, solves for thee

All questions in the earth and out of it.
—Browning.

Give human nature reverence for the sake

Of One who bore it, making it divine

With the ineffable tenderness of (od.
—Whittier,

(FROM: PELOUBET'S ‘NOTES.)

Spiritual life means more than mere exist-
ence, and Eternal Life means more than eter-
nal existence. It is the kind of life for which
the soul was created. 1t is the condition
where every part of the soul fulfils the func-
tions for which it wds made in the image of
God. It is the life tnat has in it all of good,

- of blessedness, of richness, which makes any

life worth the living; and at the same time
this glory of living does not fade away and
change into the bitter fruit, the apples of
Sodom, as do so many of the pleasures and
golden dreams of the worldly life, but the
glory brightens, the blessedness increases for.
ever and ever. It is the life which makes
heaven to be heaven. 1t is the life which will
make earth heaven. The desecriptions of the
New Jerusalem are full of it. It 1s the life
of Angels, It is the life of God. It is the
life of Love. st Ak,

- Jesus in his teachings, and in  his works,
.shows us just what God is doing for men; he
lives the divine life amid human things. He
‘walks before us in the grace and glory of the
heavenly Father. So that Mr. Lecky says
that he ‘has not only been the highest pattern
-of virtue, but the highest incentive to its
practice . . . The simple record of three
- short years of active life has donme more to
regenerate and to eoften mankind than all

 the disquisitions of philosophers, and than all

MESSENGER,. 3

the exhortations of moralists. This has, in.
deed, been the wellspring of whatever has
been best and purest in the Christian life. —
‘Hist. European Morals) Thus Jesus could
say, ‘He that hath seen me, hath secen the
Father.

‘The Owlet Atheism

Sailing on obscene wings athwart the noon,

Drops his blue_fringed lids, and holds them
close,

And hooting at the glorious Sun in heaven,

Cries out, “Where is it?”’—Coleridge.

BIBLE REFERENCES. v

Psa. xxxiii.. 6; L. Cor. viii., 6; Col. i., 16, 17‘;
I. John i, 1-3; Psa. xxxvi, 9; John viii., 58;
John xiv., 8, 9; Heb. i, 1; John viii,, 12; Xvii.,
5; 1. John iv,, "2, 35 v., 11,12; 1, John iii., 1-3,

ABOUT THE ¢WITNESS.’

What O her Newspapers have said
Within the last few days about it.

‘PROGRES DK 1’BST, (SHERBROOKE),
(‘I'ranslation.)

- The *Witness, is one ot the most progres-
sive and most widely = circulated Enghsk
journals- of Montreal.

THE ‘GAZETIE, DUNNVILLE, ONT.

The ‘Witness’ (daily and weekly) 18 the
cleanest and most reputable newspaper on .ne
continent, a paper whoese elevating influence
on the moral “tone of the community is uni-
versally recognized.

What the Subscribers Say of it.

" Mille 1sles, Que.
I am, and always wall be, a great admirer
of the ‘Daily Witnéss,” which 1 took while
residing in the city for 36 years, and have
taken for six years as an annual subseriber
since leaving Montreal,
L. K. WIKSINBOKN, J.P.

Cupar, Sask., Nov. 8, 1907.

Messrs John Dougall & Son, Montreal Que.:
Dear Sirs,~—~1 herewith enclose one dollar
for ‘Weekly, Witness’ subscription. ‘Lhe ‘Wit-
ness’ has become my national newepaper,
and the weekly perusal ot your excellent

_editorial page gives me contfidence in diseuss..

ing current events.
JAMES McROBBIK,

179 Johnston street, Kingston, Ont.
In order to keep easily abreast ot the
times 1 find the ‘Witness’ indispensable, - L
am always glad to commend it to others.
: D, LAING.

Whitecross, Shanklmn, lsle of Wight, |

The ‘Weekly Witness® is read and enjoyed

by many English friends, and ever mereasingiy

appreciated by yours sincerely, :
G. M. BELL SMITH.

2 Kiver John, N.S. !

You are to be congratulated upon the excel«

lent paper you publish. Clean in morais and
independent in politics. May you continu
‘to prosper.
A, K. INGKAM,

\

Halitax, NS, '
With renewal:—

Dear 8ir,—lor many years the *Witness
has given us satisfaction and pleasure as week
by week it comes into our home. 1 ilike 1t
more and more, for it improves a8 it grows
older. May its good work continue,

Yours truly, AN

R. 0. BRALNM
: : Guelpn, Unt.
Dear ‘Witness,”—In our household your
paper is very highly appreciated by old and
young. Long may the 'Witness’ advocate e
principles of justice, good-wall, and temper-
ance.  Yours very truly, = Sl
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Good Resolutions,

I will be neat.

I will do honest work.

I will be master of myself,

I will keep my mind clear.

I will learn to love good books.

I will be punctual in all things.

I will never spend more than | earn.

I will not aequire another bad habit.

I will not let my temper control me.

I will know well some honest business.

I will be agreeable and companionable.

1, will not become habitually suspicious.

I will be c¢heerful and enjoy harmless fun.

I will read my Bible anrd ‘pray every day.

I will do ‘right though the heavens fall’

I will not write a letter when 1 am angry.

1 will not overrate nor undervalue myself,

I will not be a whining, fault-finding pessi.
mist.

I will neither work nor play half-heartedly.

I will be' courteous to old pecple and to

women.

I will deserve confidence whether 1 get it or
not.

I will not meddle with what does not concern
me. :

I will be an avowed servant of the Lord Jesus
Christ,

I will keep my eyes, ears and heart open to
good,

I will never let another person .ead me to
act like a fool.

I will not break an engagement nor a promise
if 1 can keep it.

1 will not engage in any questionable amuse-
ment or employment.

L will exert myself in all honorable ways to
make and keep friends.

I will, when 1 undertake a thing, be sure I'm
right and then stick to it.

I will not. waste the next ten years, the most
important of my whole life,

I will keep myself physically clean, mentally
alert, morally pure and spiritually alive.
—The ‘Cumberland Presbyterian.’

When Suzette Kept House.
(By Carroll Watson Rankin, in the
% b N EhEy ‘W'ellapring.’)

*Anybody’d’ think,” said Susette, examining
a dusty forefinger, ‘that, with two women
ivx’x;"the house, this bookecase ‘would get dusted
at least once'a week. - There’ll not be any
dust.in my house when | have one.

““You'd better buy a glaks case right now,
and stay in it retorted = Alice, Suzette’s
eleven-year-old sister, who was cutting out
paper dolls on’ the hearth rug and making a
multitude of seraps, “Why don’t you dust a
little yourself, if you’re so particular?

‘It isn't my mnouse,’ returned Suzette,
loftily, ‘but when 1 do have a house it snall
be dusted from top to bottom, whether 1
keep a servant or not. 1 can’t see how
mother and Jane manage to keep so busy.
~ Buzette was the eldest of four, but the
heaviest houschold responsibility thut had
ever rested on her sixteen-year-old shoulders
was the daily making of her own bed. Every
Wednesday morning, Jane, ‘who had lived
with the family for seven yeurs, patiently hung
up the garments that Suzette left about on
the chairs all the other days of the week, It
never occurred to Suzette that there was any.
thing she could do to lighten either her
mother’s or Jane’s burdens. Indeed, all tbe
hittle Brandons were careless, and Suzette,
boing the eldest, was, perhaps, the worst of
the lot. :

Mr. Brandon’s business—he was a railroad
man—often took him out of town for sever:l
days at a time; but he seldom knew before-
hand when or where he was going. Once or
twice a year he was able to persuade Mrs.
Brandon to forsake her numerous duties and
70 with him. On these rare occasions, faith-
ﬁ Jane looked after the family, and she did
it ®o well that Mrs. Brandon had unlimited
oonfidence in her. ; :

. One Friday morning, at half-past nine, Mr.
Brandon rang up his house and invited his

. wife, by telephone, to go for a short journey

with him. An hour later, Mrs. Brandon,
smiling happily at having accomplished &0
much in so ehort a time, was on the train.

She would not have felt so sereme, however,
had she known the errand of a perspiring boy,
who was at that moment pounding lustuy
upon the: back doer of -her house.

Jane responded promptly to the knock.

‘Does Jane McCarthy live here,’ asked the
boy, breathlessly.

‘I'm her,” said Jane, wiping her hands on
her apron and.waiting expectantly. ‘What’s
wanted ?’

‘Your mother’s terrible sick—dyin’, 1 guess
—and wants you right off, said the boy,
darting away the moment he had delivered the
message.

‘Wait!’ cried Jane, but the boy was already
beyond the reach of her voice. Jane looked
at the- clock; it was half-past fen.

‘If I hurry,” said Jane, with the best of in-
tentions, ‘I’ll be back in time to get lunch for
the children. Oh, it’s all of a fluster I am!

At noon, Suzette, with the life of Damel
Webster under one arm and her algebra
under the other, strolled leisurely into the
house and sat down to work at her lessons.

‘Say,’ said Alice, wvho  had reached home
first, ‘there’s a note for you on the mantel-
piece. It’s from mother. 1 guess she’s gone
some place.

‘Yes,” said Suzette, reading the note, ‘sne’s
gone with father, and she doesn’t know where
she’s going nor when she’ll return, but she’ll
find out from father and telephone to Jane
from the station. She says you're to be good
while she’s gone.

‘What about you? asked Alice.

‘Oh, I'm always good,’ said Suzette, who
was conscious of no shortcomings.

Fifteen minutes later, Suzette’s fifteen_year-
old brother Philip appeared at the library
door. ‘Say,” he asked, ‘what’s the matter with
luncheon? I can’t find Jane any place, and
the table isn’t set. I must get back to
school.

‘Can’t find Jane!’ exclaimed Suzette. ‘Why,
she must be in the Kkitchen. She’s always
there.

‘Well, she isn't there now,’ said Philip, ‘and
the fire’s out, too. You'd better hurry round
and find something for us to eat.

“Yes,” said Alice, looking saucily up from
her: paper dolls, ‘here’s your long-looked-for
chance to keep house.. Most likely Jane has
lest anether grandparent and has gone off
to bury him or her. It took three days last
time. My! 1 expect we’ll have high living
for onee in our lives.

‘Jane wouldn’t stay away three days wiuwn
mother gone,” said Suzette. ‘Come on, yowll
have to help. I can’t do everything alone,
and Bessie’s too little to do anything”

‘Oh, no, I'll not,” said Alice, her eyes danc-
ing with mischief; ‘Tl be your oldest
daughter and hunt round for dust.

There was milk in the ice.box, bread in the
bread-box, and cake in the cupboard, so the
young Brandons were in no immediate danger
of starvation, They ate what they could find
and rushed. off to school, leaving the ashes for

‘Jane to wash when she should return,

But Jane did not return. In her stead, the

perspiring boy, who appeared to positively

enjoy disseminating bad news, again presented
himself at the Brandons’ back door, this time
with a note for Suzette., X

Deer Miss Suzzet (it read): My mother
is awful bad with ammony on her lungs,
and brown kites two. Ime awful sorry
but she being the only mother lve got the
doctor ses shell dy if I dont take care of
her nite and day. Your mother has wentt
to Minny Aples and will bee back Mundy.
Rice oatmeal potatoes and eggs is easy
to boyle respeckfully, Jane McCarty.

With mingled feelings, Suzette read the
note. While it was not pleasant to find her-
eelf the cook as well as the housekeeper, she
bhad alwaye longed for the responsibilities of
a house and family. She was sure ghe should
have no trouble, for she had often planned
just how she should go about it. Mver since
she had taken a course of six lessons in do-
mestic science, she had felt that her mother’s
methods were antiquated, and she welcomed
an opportunity to ' carry her housekeeping
theories into practice. Her mother, she knew,
would be delighted to find upon her return

that the house was, for once, in perfect order,

The note came at four o’clock. Suzette
laid Daniel Webster aside and immediately
began to dust. She altered the arrangemen$
of the parlor furniture, rehung two of the
pictures and changed the books about in tane
bookcase. Then she took posscssion of the
kitchen.

‘I guess I'll not get a regular dinner, esaid
Suzette, when the fire was burning nicely.
‘What was it Jane said was easy to cook?
Oh, yes, rice. 1 think Il cook all there is in
the bag; perhaps therell be enough left for:
breakfast.’

‘Phere,” said the cook, pouring the rice,
without any preliminary washing, into a small
saucepan containing water; ‘I’li get Alice to
set the table’ :

Alice, however, was not to be found, se
Suzette herself attended to the table. When
she returned to the kitchen, the swelling rice
had reached the top of the saucepan, and was
demanding more room. ‘The model house-
keeper found a larger kettle and dumped une
rice into it, adding more water.

‘I’ll straighten up the sitting room ne: s,
said Suzette, nanging up her own jacket and
hat, which she had carelessly dropped on a
convenient chair. ‘My, how untidy those chile
dren are! Doesn’t anybody in this house ever
return a book to the bookcase? Here are
Alice’s rubbers right here in the middle of
the floor—hum, 1 guess they’re my own, after
all; but here are hers, under the sofa.

‘Is dinner ready? asked FPhilip, bouncing
in at six o’clock. ‘Im hungry’

‘We're going to have just a lunch, to-
night,” said Suzette, going to tne Kkitchen.
‘Just rice with sugar and cream on it. Good-
ness, Philip, come out here and help me lift
this kettle. Where shall I put all this rice?
Who’d ever suppose rice would swell up bke
this

‘Here,” said Philip, taking the bread pan
from its hook, ‘put your stuff in this. Do yoa
intend to keep us on rice for the rest of our
natural lives? i ;

‘I didn’t intend to, but I'm afraid I put

in too much. How.was L to know the hor .

rid stuff would behave so? | mever cooked
any before.”

‘It doesn’t look,” eaid Philip, with an un.
sympathetic grin, ‘as if yowd ever need to
cook any again; but bring 'on your rice, if
you think you ecan spare any. I'm hungry’

‘Is this all there is to eat? asked Alice,
who had turned up just at dinner time. ‘It’s
a wonder you wouldn’t put a little salt in
the things you cook. ¥

‘Salt!’ exclaimed Suzette. ‘Do they put salt
in rice?’

‘When Suzette awoke the next morning sae
did not at once remember that the cares of
a family were resting upon her shouiders;
but when she heard her brother atirring ‘m
the next room, she sat up hastily and reacaed
for her clothes, :

‘I guess I’ll not have a regular breakfast
this morning’ decided she. ‘Tll just warm
up some of that rice’ :

Indeed, Suzette continued to ‘guess’ that
she wouldn’t have a  regular luncheon or a
regular dinner, or a regular breaktast for the
next two days. Between the lavishness of
her supply of rice and the children’s natural
antipathy to that useful ecereal, the result of
her first cooking seemed destined to last all
summer. She made rice eroquettes, rice pud-
dings, rice soup, and rice pancakes; but
disguise it as she might, the children never
failed to recognize the detested vegetable, and
at last they rebelled openly. :

‘Pm no Chinaman,’ said Philip, pushing back
his plate on Monday, ‘and no matter how you
fix it I'll not eat another grain of that hor-
rible rice. Give me the rest of it and Pl
feed it to Billy. Northrop’s bear. Billy says
he’ll eat anything.’ 2

Mrs. Brandon did not return on Monday.
Instead, she sent a telegram etating that ehe
should not be home until the following Satur-
day. 'The children had paid a visit to Jane,
imploring her to return; but she had turned
a deaf ear to all their entreaties. She was
up with ‘her only mother’s ‘ammony’ ‘day
and night, ehe said, and wae ‘awful sorry,
but it couldn’t be helped. Alice, true to her
character of eldest daughter, was never
around when there was any work to be done;
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but she hunted diligently
Buzette to dust.

Poor Suzette began to find that there were
drawbacks to housekeeping.  The sweeping
bad not been done on Friday, the baking on

for places for
.

_ Baturday, the washing on Monday, the iron-

ing on Tuesday, nor the upstairs work on
Wednesday; for, although Suzette stayed out
of -achool, she found the preparing of three
simple meals a day all she could attend to—
and more. Soot blew down the parlor chim.
mey, and Suzette only made matters worse
when she attempted to clean it up.  There
were books, papers, and dolle’ clothes scat-
tered all over the house. The upstairs rooms
were littered with garments that were too
elean to go into the wash and too rumpled
to go into the drawers, for small Bessie, who
loved to dress up, had, during her mothers
absence, indulged the propensity to the ut-
moat. All over Philip's room there were
stockings hanging to dry and the boy was
elamoring for more. It had rained most of
the week, and Philip, whose lungs were sup-
med to be delicate, knew better than to al-

his feet to remain wet, although, ap-
:‘renuy. no amount of knowledge sufliced

keep him out of puddles.

In spite of all that Suzette could do, by
¢he end of the week the house was, as Alice
sxpressed it, ‘a sight’ Never had it looked
%0 disorderly. The model housekeeper wan-
dered disconsolately frem room to room, un-
able to decide where to begin the labor of
®etting things to rights.

‘And 1 meant,’ said Suzette, ‘to show mo-
ther how to keep house! As for dust, there
are so many other things piled up on the fur.
miture that 1 can’t eee whether there’s any
dust there or not.

‘Aren’t you going to get this place cleaned
up before father and mother - come home?
asked Alice, strolling leisurely downstairs,
with an exact imitation 0f Suzette’s own voice
and manner, ‘They’ll be here in two hours
and this place is disgraceful.’

‘Cleaned up!” said Suzette, gathering up an
amful of papers and despairingly droppwmg
them again. °‘If I succeed in getting two
ehairs cleared off for them to sit down on,
Tl be doing well. This family will have to
weform; that's all there is about it. How
mother and Jane ever did all the work and
kept things picked up, besides, I don’t see.
It would take six of me to do it. If I evert
learn to keep house half as well as mother

‘Here 1 am,” said Jane, appearing at the
sitting-room door. ‘Mother’s better and I'm
back; and I'm none too soon by the looks of
my kitchen.”

‘O Jane,” cried Suzette, throwing her arms
maround Jane's neck, ‘you and mother are the
smartest folks in the world! Do tell me
where to begin, and I’ll help you get this
place straightened up before mother comes.’

‘Tll help,’ said Alice, suddenly dropping
her elder sisterly air, ‘I’ve just been aching
wll the week to show you how beautifully 1
would keep house.’

Where Things Go To.

Where do all the pms go to?

T'm sure no one can tell. A pin will not
wear out by ten years of use. But, dear me!
who ever saw a ten.year-old pin?

1 once went to see a pin factory in Con-
mecticut. There at the front door stood

several big hogsheads packed full of refuse

; and all the ground was covered with
em, just like the ground under pine-trees,
when their needle-leaves fall down and make
& sweet-smelling carpet. 1 saw nullions and
millions of pins ready to be melted over and
made into brass wire and then cut up 1nto
pins again. Where do all the pins go to?
~ These pins which | saw were not old pins

- brought in like rags to a paper_mill, or old

~makes six hundred million ping a year! What

iron to a blacksmith. They were new pins
epoiled in the making, like half the little
children, who die before they are grown up.

- But every year that we live we all have at

least twenty -pins apiece. And if there are
thirty miliions of people in our land, that

becomes of them? 1f each pin is an inch long,

- that would make a brass wire nearly one

thousand five hundred miles long. And every
pin has a head and a point to it.  lLote of
ipins, surely!
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Buf what becomes of anything? Here now
it is winter and very cold. 1 look out of

my window and see smoke and vapor coming

out of a hundred chimneys. The smoke goes
up a little way and then it is gone. Where
is it gone to? \What becomes of 1t?  And
there, close by my window, is a hickory-tree,
a very nice tree, which all summer long was
full of leaves. 'The cat thinks a world ot
that tree, for it has saved her many a time
when a great dog has chased her. The leaves
were so plenty that they hid her snugly,
though she was a famous cat for size. But
now all the leaves are gone, save a hundred
rattling, curled-up wads, that look more hke
shavings than leaves,

‘What has become of all the rest?

‘Hoo! | know! 1hey’ve blowed off, says
8 boy who sees, but doesn’t think much,
‘That’s so, Johnny, but where have they
“blowed” to? Where are they gone?

‘Why, they’ve blowed away somewhere.’

‘Yes, but where?’

‘Why, they get burnt up in the woods; 1
eaw a fire there” ‘Well, what is *“burnt up?”
Where does a leaf go to when it “burns up?”’

‘It goes off in smoke. ‘Well, where does
it go to? Does it cver come back?

Then, too, out by my woodhouse is a pile
of cordwood, ten cords of it. 'The pile 18 six
feet six inches high. Can any of you cipher
how long the pile is? 1 have bought it, and
by and by it will all be gone.

‘Gone! Where to?” ‘Gone to ashes, of
course,” says the boy with eyes. ‘Ten cords
of ashes? ‘O, no.” ‘Well, where will the rest
of the wood go to?” Our good Mary who used
to be a slave, and knows how to make the
best pumpkin-pies and biscuit 1 ever ate, will
put the whole ten cords, stick after stick, into
the stove, and off it will go, up chimney..
Where  to?

And I wonder where all the old shoes go to.
Every year 1 buy a pair of stout boots with

soles nearly three-quarters of an inch thick, and

I go walking round till 1 grind off the soles
and heels, then I have new heels and soles put
on, and grind them off. ‘T'hen the upper
leather begins to crack at the little toe joint,
and I have a patch put on. But by_and-by(
I throw the boots away. \Where to? ‘Out
behind the barn? says the eye-boy Johnny,
who never thinke. ‘Yes, there’s all sorts of a
pile out there; but what becomes ot it?
Where does it go to?

And all the old clothes go to rags. The
linen and cotton rags go to paper-mills. ‘L'he
woollen rags are made into a rag carpet, and
the paper ie used for writing or printing, or
for bundle paper or wall_paper.

But though a thousand paper-mills are
chewing up rags and spitting out paper by the
mile, yet the world doesn’t get full of paper!
What comes of it all? The rag carpets last
five or six years; and then wear out. Wear
out? What is ‘out.’

While I write, a lady comes into my room
with a dust-pan full of lint from the room
where I sleep. ‘Where did that all come
from?” 1 ask. ‘P’ve been sweeping your room,’
says she. ‘All that? say 1. ‘Yes, may 1 put
it in your stove?” ‘Yes’ say 1, ‘and phew!
how it smel's! you've swept up half the car-
vet!’

That carpet is wearing out every time it
is swept; and so 1 know where our carpet 18
going to. It’ going to be burned up in my
stove. The smoke will go up and out ot the
chimney, and then goes off, who knows
where? o

0, dear, dear! Where do things go to?

Pins, smoke, vapor, leaves, wood-piles, hooks,

old rags, carpets, and all? 1 wish I could fint
something: that wasn’t going at all, ‘1l have
‘got a watch that won’t go’ says the boy
with eyes, who never thimks. ‘Bring it to me,
then’ So off he went to bring 1 a dumb
watch he used to have. He hunted a while
among his old traps, and came back saying:
‘I had one once, but can’t find 1t now; it's
gone somewhere” ‘Gone! where to?”  ‘Why,
I mean it’s lcst,” said he. ‘lost? what 18
“logt??” ‘Your wateh has gone  to find my
old boots. 'They are lost, tao! . e
' A great many years ago a very good man
whose name was Paul fell a-thinking just as
we have been doing.  And when he got
through he wrote these words:

#For the fashion of this . world passeth
away.’ He was right. Everything is going.
Nothing stops or stays. \here do they all

‘go to?

For you and 1 are moving on, and
going every day.

L do know where my hickory leaves went
to, and my pile of wood. But when 1 think
of the boys and girls 1 know, | wonder where
they are all going to. What will become of
them? The little poy with eyes .is looking |
at me, and has begun to think.—lhos. K. !
Beecher, in ‘In "Time With the Stars.’ }

A Brave QGirl.

On the banks of the Mississippi lived a fit-
tle maiden of thirteen, the oldest of four chil-
dren, whom her parents called ‘little mother,”
because she was always &0 quietly thoughutul
and helpful. One day her parents went away,
leaving the children in her care. ‘Be mother’a
little woman,” the mother said as she kissed
her. ‘We leave the children in your care, the
father said. _ :

Two days atterward the Misswssippl broke
through tue levee and Hooded the littfe town.
What should she do? ‘Oh, if 1 only had a.
boat,” she eried. Running out to look for'
their colored mammy, she stumbled’ over a
large, oblong, old_fashioned “ub.  Here was
her boat. ‘Lhe water was several inches deep.
She half floated, half ‘dragged the tub into
the room. She lined it with a blanket and
prepared some bread and meat. She dragged
it to a large window and set it where, waen,
the water rose, it would float out. She flung
open the window and made Rob get into ‘the
boat, and put Kate in, and Iaid baby Rose ia
the brother’s arms, and taking the trisket of
food went to get in too, but there was no
room for her with safety to the rest. “She
paused a moment, then drew a long breati,
kiesed the children quietly, ‘gave them' the
basket of focd and bade them ‘guward it, aud
said, ‘Good-bye, dears. Say a prayer for ss-
ter, Rob. When you see father and mother,
tell them 1 took care of you’

The next day the father found the tub in
& sycamore tree. ‘Une children ware frighten-
ed, chilled and in tears, but safe. Afterwards,
floating on the water, with her brave, childish
face turned up to the sky, they found the
‘little mother,” who sacrified herself to save

_others,—‘Chrstian Standard,’

The Curse of Discontent.

There lived on the banks ot the Indus River
an ancient Persian by the name of Il Hated.
¥rom his beautiful and comfortable cottage.
on the hillside, he could look down upon_"th‘;
gleaming river and over the glorious sea. !le
was a man of wealth. His fields and orchards
yielded plentifully, and 'he had money at m-
terest.” A beautiful wife and lovely children
shared with him the joy of a happy home,

One day there came to the cottage a DPer-
sian priest. That priest sat down with KL
Hafed, and, told him how' diamonds weie
made, ‘If you had a diamond,’ said the old
priest, ‘as big as your thumb, you could pir-.
chase many farms like. this; and, if you hait
a bushel, you could own the whole cnup_t‘}..‘."

That moment KI Hafed became poor. il
his possessions seemed to lcse their value, 13
the feeling of discoutent filled his soul. ile
said: ‘Il must have a mine of diamonds. What
is the use cf spending one’e life in this w-v,
in this narrow sphere? 1 want’a mine, aad
shall ‘have Jtl’ sicit L oo el

That night he could not sleep. Karly next
morning he went to the priest, and ask-1
where he could find those diamonds. ‘If you
want diamonds, said the priest, ‘gr and' ot
them,’ ‘Won’t you please tell me where U
could get them? said Kl Hafed, ‘Well, if you
go and find high mountains, with a deep river
running between them, oyver white sand, 1n
this white sand you will hnd diamonds.’

The enthusiastic, restless, and dis{satis.ﬂ“ed~
farmer &old his farm, took the momey, and
went off in search.of diamonds. He begin
through Egypt and Palestine.  Years passed
while' he was pursuing his useless search. At
last he went over through Kurope; and ong
day, broken_hearted, in rags, a hungry pau-
per, stung with humiliation and crushed, by

his bitter disappointments, he stood on the

shore of the Bay of Barcelona. He looked
at the big waves as they came rolling in,
and listened to the whipser that invited him
to peace, and, in the moment of despair,
threw himself in and sank, never to rise again.

The man who purchased Kl Hafed’s farm [}
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his camel out one day to the stream at the
edge of the garden to drink.  While the
camel buried his nose in the water, the man
noticed a white flash of glittering, glisteniag,
sparkling something at his feet. Out ot
curiosity he reached down and picked up a
black stone with a strange eye of light in it,
which seemed to reflect all the colors of the
rainbow. He took the curiosity to the house
and laid it on the mantel, and soon forgot all
about it. i
One day the same old priest come to visit
El Hafed’s successor. " He noticed the flish
;of light from the mantel, and sprang toward
it in amazement, and exclaimed: ‘Here is a
diamond! Has El Haied returned? ‘On, no,
that is'not a diamond. 1t'is a stone we found
out in the garden’ ‘But 1 tell you that it 18
a diamond” And the two men went out in
the garden and stirred up the white sand, and
there c¢ame wup in their hands -beautiful
diamonds more valuable than the first.
This ‘is all historically true.. It was the
discovery of the wonderful mines of Goleon-

da, and the founding ef the line of Gureat
Moguls. Had Kl Hafed remained at home

“and dug in his own garden, he would have
been the wealthiest man of his time and the
most honored .- -Exchange,

Independently Poor.

She always had a good time, the other girls
said of Jessie—said it half enviously, some of
them. Her home was an old-fashioned, rather
shabby house, where the furnishing and the'
style of life were of the plainest, but she wel-
comed her friends there cordially, and shared
with them what she had without pretense or
apology. She wore her plain clothes in the
same way—pretlily and daintly made, but in-
expensive always—and made the most of
whatever pleasures came in her way withous
regard to appearing in eostly array.

‘You seem to-get as much satisfaction out
of everything as if you were independently
rich,* said a discontented = acquaintance one
day. ‘I don’t see how you ecan.

‘Well, if I am not independently rich 1 am
independently poor, and 1 suppose that's the
next best thing’ laughed Jessie.

After all, it is the independence that eounts
rather than either the wealth or the poverty.
The simplicity of standing for jusu what one
is, without shamming or pretense, lifts a bur-
den of fret and anxiety, and leaves the spirit
free— 'Wellapring.

The Rules of Three.

Three things to wish for—health, triends, and
a cheerful spirit. :

Three things to delight in—frankness, free-
dom and beauty.

Three things to admire—power, gracefulness,
and dignity.

Three things to avoid—idleness, loquacity, anl
flippant jesting,

Three things to govern—temper, tongue, and
conduct.

Three things to hate—cruelty, arrogance, and
affectation. :

Three things to
and eternity..

Three things to
and honor,

Three things to be—brave, gentle, and kind,

—1The ‘Pilgrim.’

think about—life, death,

love—purity, truthfulness,

- A Useful Dialogue.

T don’t know why 'm telling you,; smd
Ruth Martin, falteringly, as she met the keen,
friendly glance of the older woman. . “You
can’t say a thing that mother hasn’t told me,
but, semehow, when Lew acts offended, it—
it doesn’t seem to matter half so much about
“his having a deep, reverent respect for me
~ all his life as about his liking me right at
that minute. 1 tell you, I want to be popular,
“like Lueile.  The boys think she’s perfectly
~ fine, and yet 1 know she lets them all—vell,
_ she ‘calls it “spoon.” She told me so hersslf.
~Of course T couldn’t be like that,—you needn’t
lift your eyobrows,—but, well, with Lew, 1
don’t know. He says I'm too striet, that he
s Qu%ﬁ to be an exception, and— :
. ‘Have you any idea of marrying Lewis?
. Aunt Isabel inquired, in an ofthand way.
~ Ruth’s face flamed. ‘Marrying! Of course

-extra nickel and was off,
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not!
things!’

‘I see. Well, I suppose one of the things -

Your mother has told you is that some day,
when you come to marry the man you love,
you'll be glad if—

‘Oh, yes! All that about the mistake of
making sacred things common, and 1 agree to
it, with my mind, but, aunty, it’s now that
matters to me. 1t isn’t some future man
Pm thinking about. 1 want Lew to like me
best. I—I don’t want him to get to going
with Lucile.

The girlish voice trembled with the inten-
sity of fifteen ycars, and Aunt Isabel under.
stood.

After a minute or two of silence, she spoke
abruptly. ‘Now 1 know why I put that in
my journal last summer,’ she said, crossing
to her desk, and beginming to turn the pages
of a little book. ‘I was staying at that sum-
mer hotel, and the partitions were just like
paper, and one night 1 couldn’t help hearing
the dialogue in the next room. 1 was writing
at the time, and something prompted me to
set it down, word tor word. Listen. I've
headed it:

Two Boys Talking.

-

‘Yes, she hid my hat when I started to go.
Made me tired.

‘Doesn’t it, though? Did she follow you out
on the steps to look at the moon?

‘Sure.’

‘Bet you kissed her.

‘Bet 1 did.

‘D’you ask her if it was the  first time,
Bobby ” (chuckling softly.)

‘That’s what 1 did.

‘What’d she tell you?

‘Oh (in a mocking voice-, “Once, long ago,

when I was just a little girl.”’

(Duet of laughter.)

‘Oh, they’re all alike, Bobby! I’ve haa ’em
tell me that, and think L believed it, too.’
Not much! 1If a girl lets you spoon, she’llj
let the other fellow. Don’t fool yourself!” °

‘But, ‘Aunt lsabel, Ruth protested, with a
disgusted expression, 'that must have been
low, horrid fellows—mnot our kind.

‘On the contrary,” was the answer, ‘I found
out next day that they were both boys of
good family. Yes, I'm sorry to say it, Ruth,
but they were “our Kkind.”’—Youth’s Com-
panion.’

Bank Notes.

A lady employed in an establishment where
bank notes are much handled, said that when
she first entered on her duties she was miiser.
ably anxious lest she should permit any false
bank notes to pass undetected. At length
a senior officer comforted her by saying:

‘Do not worry; be eareful, and you will be-
come quite familiar with the “feel” of good
notes. After that, when you touch bad paper,
you will feel a shiver as though you had
received a cold shower bath.

It i& much the same in our moral life; the
soul can detect the falge, the unclean and the
dangerous. 1f we are prudent, we shall avoid
such things.—Kriendly Greetings.’

Religion in Trifles.

‘An eight-foot length of gas_tubing, Ma.
dam? That will be ten cents extra, please,’
said the clerk, hanging up the shorter piece
the young woman had just returned and tak--
ing down another. While he was wrappin
up the new package she turned to her com.
panion and said, ‘How much did I return? 1t
was five feet, wasn’t it? or was it six feet?
If it wae, I owe fifteen cents instead of ten,:
taking out her purse again. -

‘Why do you bother? was the reply. “L'hat
is his lookout, not yours.’ BCRG

‘0, but it is mine, was the rejoinder. T'm
going to see how long it is. I’'m not positive,
but my impression is that it is five feet.”

‘She hunted till she found the tubing, which

proved to be just five feet. She paid the
, leaving the clerk
looking after her in puzzled wonder.

‘Now what made her do that? he said to
a cash girl who had witnessed the incident.
‘She needn’t have done it; nobody would have
knoam? - st el X &

“God”

ould B}i,ve_ k_no‘ﬁn,’ the gitl replied

& e
¢

Why, we’re too young to think of such
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softly, her cheeks flushing faintl
required to speak the words.

‘God would have known!’ All day the sen=
tence repeated itself to the lad as he thought
of different instances of petty trickery on
his part in the past. At night it had not left
him. In the morning it still haunted him,
It marked the turning point in his hfe.

Y in the effort

The young girl had no idea of the far-
reaching consequences of her wonds. Sha
could not have foreseen tneir potency. But

that act for the right not enly changed the
whole course of the boy’s life, but afiected
to a greater or less extent for the better the
lives of all with whom he came in contact. :
‘You ean never tell when you do an act ;
Just what the result will be;
But with every act you are sowing a seed,
Though ite harvest you cannot see.
Each kindly act is an acorn dropped
In God’s preductive goil;
Though you cannot know, yet the tree will
grow
And shelter the brows that toil.
—Young People.

v

Ueorge Macdonald’s Letter,

George Macdonald once wrote a helpful ‘et~
ter t4 a lady, a stranger to him, who had
wrilten to him out of her doubts, asking for_,
light. It has only been published just lately,
and some extracts from it may be of aid to
young readers who are passing through phases
of doubt. - .

‘I cannot say,’ he wrote, ‘that T am sure
of God as one is of anything shown to tha
senses or comprehended by the intellect. Any
being of whom we could be sure in that way
would just not be God. « Here is tae
whole thing. A man has appeared who tells
aus: “l know God. Obey me, and you shail
know Him too. He is just like me. I do the
things before your eyes that He is always
doing. Come with me; I will take you to
Him.”

‘I emphasize with all the emphasis in wmy
power the word “obey.” Now you can set’
about doing what that man tells you—keep.
ing ecompany with them, following him about,
as it were; and if you do not find in that,
reason and help to go on, you'll have to look
and &ck what there is in you that darkens
your windows, for except they be binded with

.wrong-doing, in that way, I think, the light
will come—only you must pray and not faint.
It is the ome thing for which we are here;
the one end of existence ig to find God. . .,
There e is in Christ—I say it who have stu-
died Jesus in the Bible for thirty years andr
more. But you know the men who would not
obey Jesus never saw the Father in Him,
though what more could God do to reveal
Himeelf to them than to come among them
in simple, plain, human reality, Himself, as
visible as He could be? That men should in
any other way be convinced that there is a
God, I do not think God desires for them,
for every other way is an inferior, utteriy
imperfect way, and not sufficient to meet the,
needs of the humen heart and save it. For
every other way must be supplemented by
the knowledge of Christ, and that knowledge
includes every other way.’ 3 ; _

George Macdonald had himself been through
agonies of doubt. He had reached faith him.
eclf by the path he pointed out. Ilis letter
led the one who received it out of her doubts
into faith. It is the old, simple, gosvel

~method—the Follow Me’ of that Master Whe
was and is, yesterday and to-day and for
‘ever, the Way and the Truth. Doubt is a
stage through which many earnest young :
hearts must pass. But Thomas followed:
Christ through it, only to ery, ‘My Lord aud
my God!” at the end. RBRTEn

_:l.‘he Way to Look.

‘It is the same old story—he stepped off
the car backward—Icoking toward
instead of the front, and fell, getting badiyt
injured,’ said the one with the morning paper.

‘That was the trouble with John,’ said &
Teminiscent voice. . He would look in the
‘wrong direction, and make a failure of what

the Tear
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he was doing at the time. If he was about
to take up a mew bit of work, he did not fix
his mind and eyes on that, or on the success
he was going to make of it. Instead, ne
would rake up in memory all the other things
he had tried and failed to accomplish, and:
get so0 blue and discouraged that he would
not have heart emough to carry him through
the work in hand. It was pretty much like
the man you were reading about just there.
He didn’t stop to think which way the train
was going, and which way the force of tae
motion would eend him. He just turned
round to face toward the path that had been
gone over, and stepped off—and he got hurt.
John gets hurt, too, every time he does that
same thing. He can’t see where he is going
with the day’s work for looking back over
what he has tried before. If he would only
pin down his efforts to getting the present
task done well, then there might be soma
hope for him—for there would be someteing
good to look back to and help him along to
other successes. But looking ahead is the
safest way, after all, 1 think,’ and the rest
agreed with him.—S. S. Messenger.’

—_——
Aphcrisms of Bishop Horne.

Bome are serving—some commanding;
Some ave sitting—some are standing;
Some rejoicing—some are grieving;
Bome entreating—some rehieving;
Some are weeping—some are laughing;
Some are thirsting—eome are quaffing;
Some accepting—some. refuaing;

Some are thrifty—some abusing;
Some compelling—some persuading;
Some are flattering—some degrading;
Some are patient—esome are fuming;
Some are modest—esome presuming;
Bome are leasing—some are farming;
Bome are helping—some are harming;
Some are rumning—some are riding;
Bome departing—eome abiding;

/ Bome are sending—some are bringing;
Bome are crying—some are singing.’
‘Bome arc hearing—some are preaching;
Some are learning—some are teaching;
Some disdaining—some affecting;

Some assiduous—some neglecting;
Some arc feasting—some are fasting;
ﬁ: are saving—some are wasting;

0 are losing—eome are winning;
Bome repenting—esome are sinning;
Bome professing—some adoring;

Some are silent—eome are roaring;
Bome are restive—some are willing;
Bome preserving—some are killing;
Bome are bounteous—eome are grinding;
Bome are seeking—some are finding ;
Bome are thieving—some receiving;
Some are hiding—some revealing;

BSome commending—some are blaming;
Bome dismembering—eome new_trammg;
Some are quict—some disputing;
Some confuted—and confuting;
Some are marching—some retiring;
Some are resting—some aspiring;
Some enduri e deriding;

~ Some are falling- e are rising;
These are sufficient to recite,
Since all men’s deeds are infinite;
Bome end their parts when some begin;
Some go out—and some come in.’

A Passing Privilege.

'}B'y Cora S. Day, in the ‘A:iiérigan Messenger.’)

* ' ©"Ha was a white-haired old man, & bit. bent
- and shaken by the rude storms of life. Yet

be was a favorite with the young folks—
perhaps because he kept still in his kindly old
heart a spark of youth, that brought him
~ into sympathy and accord with them. They
Vs o pussin’ privilege—a passin’ privilege
~this youth o’ yours. You'd ought to make
‘the most of i, while you can,’ he said to a

“Gather the rosebuds while you may,
~ 'Old Time is still a-flying’

0 s o

‘or at least a part of it. It's right that
‘Should gather the pretty  things—the inno-
e sures of . youth—while ye're young.

~ were always glad to lLsten to him when he

~ {riendly group one day.  Ome of thd college
 boys turned with & smile as he repeated: ; EH
SR : SERETS S *  When Turgenieff was a boy of ten his father

Ves, yes; that's it; agreed the old man,

But there’s other things to gather, too—fruit
as well as flowers, You want to gather up
the things that are going to make your lives
sweet and good all the way through. You
can’t gather up weeds and sticks and stones,
and then sit down later and enjoy your col.
leetion. You can’t build poor stone into a
wall and have a good wall when it’s done.
You can’t put a tree into the ground crooxeid
and let it grow all out of shape, and have a
fine straight tree when it is grown. So _you
can’t put poor, crooked living into your young
days and make a good life out of it.  It's
your privilege to put the right sort o’ things
into your lives now, every day. 'Lhen you
may be pretty sure that the rest o’ your days
will be like them. But don’t you forget, it’s
a passin’ privilege, When the flowers and
fruit are picked—when the wall’s built—when
the tree’s grown—when the days o’ youth ars
gone—then it’s mighty hard to change things,
I tell you. Better make the most o’ your pas-
sin’ privilege while it’s yours.

What Mark Twain Says
About Birds.

“The moment Tom begun to talk about birds
I judged he was a gonmer, because Jim knowed
more about birds than both of us put to-
gether. You see, he had killed hundreds and
hundreds of them, and that’s the way to find
out about birds. ‘I'hat’s the way that people
does that writes books about birds, and loves
them so that they’ll go hungry and tired and
take any amount of trouble to find a new

_bird and kill it. ‘rheir name is ormithologers,

and I could a been an ornithologer myseit,
because | always loved birds and ereatures—
and I started out to learn how to be one, and
I see a bird sitting on a dead limb of a treey
singing, with his head tilted back and his
mouth open, and before 1 thought I fired,
and his song atopped, and he feil straight down
from the limb, all Imp like a rag, and 1 run
and preked him up, and he was dead, and his
body was warm in my hand, and his head-
Tolled about, this way and that, like his neck
was broken, and there was a white skin over
his eyes, and one little drop of blood on the
side of his head, and laws! | coukdn’t sea
nothing more for the tears; and I hain’t ever
murdered no creatures since that warn't doing
me no harm, and L zin’t going to.” - 3

Things to Remember.

1. Rememflier that everything that ie alive
can feel. Sometimes there are too many in-
sects, and they have to be killed. When they
must die, kill them as quickly and merci-
fully as you ean.

2. Remember that ecruelty grows like other
6ing if not echecked.

3. Remember that to take pleasure in seeing
animals hurt or killed shows somethinge ter-
ribly wrong in our nature.

4. Remember your pete—if you keep any —
and gee that they do not starve while you,
live in plenty.

5. Remember that cats and dogs want fresh
water always where they can get at it.

6. Boys who drive donkeys or horses should
remember that. they must go slowly when
they have loads to drag, and that the poor
animals are made of flesh and blood. Blows
will make them weak and less able to work.
Angry words frighten and wear them out.
Use the whip as little as possible, and en.

* courage them with kind words.

7. When you feel inclined to throw stones
at living creatures, stop and think: ‘How

should I like to be bruised, and to get my .

bones broken “just for fun?”’ .

~ The Celebraied Russian

~ Novelist, Turgenieff.

~ The celebrated Russian novelist, ‘Furgeniefr,

tells a touching incident from his own life,

which awakened in him sentiments.that have

colored all Lis writings. e

took him out one day birdshooting. As they

tramped across the brown stubble a golden
sant rose with a low whirr from the

ground at ais feet, and, -with the joy of a

‘sportsman, he raised his gun and fired. wud
_with excitement, when the creature fell flut-
tering at his side. Life

was ebbing fast, but

<
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the instinct of the mother was stronger than
death itself, and with a feeble flutter of her
wings the mother bird reached the nest where
her young hrood were huddled, unconscious of
danger.  Then, with such a look of pleading
and reproach that_his heart stood still at the
ruin he had wrought (and never to his dying
day did he forget the teeling of guilt that
came to him in that moment), the little brown
head toppled over, and only the dead body of
the mother shielded . her nestlings.

‘Father, father!” he cried, ‘what have I
done? as he turned his horror-stricken face
to his father. But not to his tather’s eye had
this little tragedy been enacted, and he said:
‘Well done, my son; that was well done for
your first shot. You will soon be a fine
sportsman.’

‘Never, father; never again shall | destroy
any living creature. If that is sport 1 will
have none of it. Life is more beautiful to me
than death, and since I cannot give life, 1 will
not take it .

Heroes of God.

(Marianne Farningham, in the “Missionary
Herald.’)

They have journeyed far
On a stormy tide
To the friendless shore
And the strange hillside,
Where the wild winds sigh
And the darkness creeps,
For their hearts are sad
With a world that weeps,
And theirs is a love
That never sleeps.

Where -the stress is great
And the battle long

They strengthen their faith
With psalm and song;

And if for guerdon
They have defeat,

The hymns of their angels
Are ever sweet,

And they make their rest
At the Master’s feet.

God is the source
Of their secret strength;
woeThey trust in- Him, - .
; And they see at length
That morn is breaking
After the night,
And the harvest fields
Are gold and white,
While shines around them
God’s fadeless light.

But who shall follow
Where they have led?
Who live and labor
And love instead?
O hearts of youth,
Earth waits for you;
Be strong and brave,
Be firm and true,
Faithfully promise, S 2
And nobly do! G et

> By

Be True to Yourself.
Never forget that yéu are on this earth|

for a purpose. It may not  appear now tn

what end you were born. You may live and
die without knowing why you lived. But if
you leave behind you a record of a life well
spent you will have accomplished your mis-
sion, and future generations will know the
‘Teason of your existence.—Henry Taylor Gray.
; e

- The Best Thing.

_ The best thing in bhis world is a good man
The first thing that a human being &hould

© recognize about himeelf is that his character

i his distinguishable feature. It is mot the
emount of money, the amount of power, the
amount of brains that a man has, but his
character. whatever fellow men may say o1
,do to the contrary, this is a fact, that what
separates him from others and gives him his
individuality is his goodness or lack of good-
ness. according to its degree. Money, power
~and brains have their place and exert an m-

‘nition; but by the standard ot ages, by which

=

3

fluence in deciding a man’s position and recog-
.every one is tried in rharacter and in God's
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sight, which is the final and determined sight,
men are what they are in wishes and pur.
poses, 1t is not, then, too much to say thac
the supreme ambition of a person’s life shouul
be to secure a worthy character.

Your daily duties are part of your religicus
life just as much as your devotions.—Henry
Ward Beecher.

——

Ruth Mayhew’s Helps,
(By Lizzie Young Butler, in the ‘Good Cheer.)

Ruth Mayhew walked briskly down the
gtreet enjoying the bright morning, and tak-
ing solid comfort in the ecrisp breeze whicn
took such liberties with her curly hair. A
fair picture she was to all who saw her, es-
pecially to little Tommy Pates, whose sled
had stuck fast in the snow, refusing to move,
though Tommy pulled with all his small
strength. Indeed, the constant yanks given
by Tommy's hands endangered not .nly
Tommy himself, but the safety of the
packages on the sled. Ruth’s sunny face grew
brighter as she smiled upon the little fel.
low.

‘I think two of us can do that better than
one,’ said she, and in a moment the little fel-
low ran briskly away with hearty thanke for
‘the lift that came just in the nick of time,
Miss Ruth.”

The words kept with Ruth so persistently
that she began to ask herself if there was
not some one else waiting, pérhaps, for the
‘ift’ she might give in ‘just ' the nick of
time,” and as she questioned herself she lifted
her eyes to 'a face at an opposite window.
A bright smile and bow and Ruth went across
the street.

When Miss Ruth had taught school the year
before Bessie Ford had been one of her pupils,
During thé summer vacation poor Bessie had
met with a painful and lasting injury which
would confine her to an invalid’s chair the
rest of her life. It was a great grief that her
life should be ehut in when so0 young, but
when the first shock had passed Bessie found
strength to be sweet and cheerful even in suf-
fering.

‘I've been wanting to see you specially, dear
Mise Ruth,’ said Bessie, as Ruth stooped to
kiss her. ‘Just draw that easy chair near 8o
that I ¢an see'as well as hear you. There,
that is mice. ‘1 just wanted to ask your ad-
vice about this tatting eet, Miss Ruth. [
have just finished it,’ and Bessie drew from
the drawer near by a bureau set made by her
own fingers, '

‘It is simply exquisite, Bessie exclaimed
Ruth, as she took the dainty, filmy pieces in
her hand. ‘How beautifully you work it,
dear/ it

‘Yes, it is pretty. 1f 1 were well I should
consider it a great waste of time to use my
fingers so entirely in this way, but as things
are, I cannot be thankful enough that 1 can
crochet and do a little tatting’ Ruwn’s
thoughts flew. 3

‘What 1 wished to know is this: Would
you send this to the exchange in Boston for
eale? You know, Miss Ruth, I do so love to
earn my own missionary money, and then,
with a little flush, ‘my mind is 80 much easier
when I can help or add to the family purse’

‘I understand, dear,” and Ruth pressed the
hand on the chair.

But Bessie's eyes were questioning her.

‘Why do you not have a sale of your very
bown, Bessie? ;

‘Oh, if I could!’ : Nk

Ruth laughed.

‘You certainly can. Make some of those
pretty handkerchiefs with knot.stitch edge,
add some lace and tidies, and when you are

«ell ready we'll write some dainty cards and
send them to different ladies in town. . No,
for Bessie’s thanks were  beginning to flow,
'do not give me credit for the idea. While
you were talking I recalled a conversation 1
overheard yesterday between two ladies, who
were lamenting that they could find no
pretty handwork here. . 1 think your fale
will enable you to replenish the mission box,
Bfttle woman, as well a8 add a little to the
family puree. : _

It was'a very animated, thoughtful girl
that Ruth left when she at length ran down
the Ford steps, thinking, ‘one more help. Who

else is waiting for my help? Some one, per-

Baps, who will get none if 1 fail to give it/

and Ruth’s face grew troubled as she hastened
along through her own gate to the door. A
sudden thought flashed Itkke a ray of light
across her face.

‘Pour old souls! 1 will try to get over
there this afternoon. Who knows but what
they need a little brightening and are waiting
for help! Poor and old and paupers, they
shall have some of my sweetest flowers.’

As she was hanging hat and coat in the
back hall, cook’s voice could be distinctly
heard:

‘How I'm ever to get those potatoes peeled,

and the turnip and squash ready for dinner
beats me,’ and the tone was a wearied, fretted
one.

Ruth stopped.

‘But I just cam’t pear to pare potatoes!
They stain one’s hands so!’ and she glanced
with a kind of pity upon her immaculately
kept hands. 7Then she wheeled quickly about
and appeared so quickly at the kitchen door
that cook gave a little seream.

‘Il pare the potatoes, cook, while you beat
the pudding, and dinner will be ready as by

Dec. 27, 1907..

must be darned, and ‘sister Ruth looked good
enough to bite,’ while she was bending over
it; then there were some bills to draw off
for father and an errand or two to run for
mother before Ruth could turn to her plan of
the morning. Thyme and lavendar, nastur.
tiumeg and heliotrope from her own choics
plants in the bay window, were tied into
odorous little bunches, and with them snugly
tucked into a basket away from the cold
Ruth started ‘across lots’ to the city home.
Whether the flowers carried any special mes-
sage or not Ruth does not know, but they

were eagerly grasped by the trembling old’
fingers, and many a word of praise followed
her as she passed above stairs to those who
were sick or bedridden.

The twilight was fast falling as . ath’s hand
was clasped by Mrs. Gray, who was Latdly
able to thank her for her help.

‘Come aguin, dear. Your bright face and
talk give the old bodies something pleasant
to think about, and then they will all want
to hear you sing again. . You have ‘been a
great help.’ ;

magic,” and it was a very cheery voice which. ~ As Ruth hastened towards home she glanced

‘sald those words.

‘Indeed, then, Miss Ruth, dear, ~you’.re‘ a

darling! Your pa is so particular to have his

dinner just on time. Dear me, but you've
put new life into me. What with the ironing
and all, 1 plumb forgot about the time,’ and
cook flew about with such zest, influenced by
the white fingers dropping potato parings,
that, almost without thought, the vegetabies
were bubbling over the fire and Ruth’s favor-
ite pudding wae browning in the oven.

After dinner the small brother’s mitten

£

~at her hands.

‘Honorable stains!’ she smilingly called
them, but neither stained fingers nor Lttle
time to herself since morning kept her from

. being very, very happy. e

‘I’d like another—yes, many days, a whole
‘New Year—just like this, sighed she, hap-
pily, as her tired head pressed the pillow, and
certainly angels guarded that pillow and gave

her refreshing slumber, if one might judge by

the bright face which appeared to the mother.

next morning, vl
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New Song by the Rev. Dr.
Lilley.

At a soiree held recently of Knox’s U. F.
Church Band of Hope, in Arbroath, there was
sung by a little girl a song composed by the
Rev. Rr. Lilley, which deserves wider publie-
ity. We bave pleasure in reproducing it as
follows: —

Children o' oor hopefu’ Band,
Rally to your country’s side:
By the Temperance banner stand,
Ring its message far and wide.

Will ye no’ let drink alane?
Will ye no’ let drink alane?
Better, wiser wad ye be,

Will ye no’ let drink alane?

Mony a happy, peacefu’ hame
Lies in ruin, bleak and bare;

Stains on mony an honest name
Aye the auld dark curse declare.

See the drunkard’s ragged wean
Shiverin’ in his shoonless feet;

8ee his faither’s waefu’ mien,
As he staggers doon the street,

In the prison’s iron walls
Lingers lang the hapless sot,

While the tearfu’ wife recalls
A’ the anguigh o’ his lot.

Shall our noble Scottish fame
Still endure the erimson stains?

No! we say with Joud acclaim:

, No! while love within us reigns,

By your hate o’ eruel wrang, e
By the graves that round you lie,
Wake the echves loud and lang,
Raise anew the pleading cry.

At the Stroke of Nine.

A pretty, white cottage, on a broad, green
lawn, with a stone wall leading to the gate.

By the door a rose climbed over the wail,
and the gentle north wind scattered the white
petals like enow on the ground. ;

And the perfume from these flowers floated
up, rich and sweet, like the breath of incense,
burning in the temple of old. :

A woman whose hair was just touched with
gray stood in the doorway, and a tall, hand-
some young man lingered at the gate. :

‘Good-bye,” the woman was saying, ‘be sure
to stop at the hotel with ¥red Gilvin. I am
sure he will keep you out of mischief. Be a
‘' geod boy, and remember, every night and

morning at nine o’clock I will pray for you.

‘Good_bye, he said as he closed the gate,
‘good-bye.”

He passed down the street in all the beauty
of his young manhood, with his fine, square
shoulders straight and his head proudly erect.

Night in the great city, with its revel of sin
end crime. It was the same old story; it may
not.be repeated, how Paul Durgin was tempt-
ed, and amid the jeers of his companions, fell;
home, mothLer and everything forgotten.

As he staggered down the street he met Fred

- Gilvin. ‘Paul,’ eaid Fred, laying his hand on
_ his friend’s shoulder, ‘what does this mean?

‘Oh, I've been on a little jaunt,’ replied Paul,

“Paul, do you realize how far you have fall-
en to-night; have you forgotten the teachings
of your mother?’

I - There was no reply, and Fred continued, Do
T %::mhu that to-night you have taken the

t step on the downward road; that you

~ Bave forged the first link in your chain of de-

‘siruction, that you are lost unless—'
~ The nnteneaywu never finished, for Paul
‘turned fiercely upon him. 535t

e here, he eaid hotly, ‘you hush. Tm mot

ing to listen to your eternal preaching. I'll
g as I please, and I won’t take anything off
you, do you understand? His voice rose and
bis eyes glowed with a strange light.

He was usually slow to anger, but whiskey
bhad fired his brain and he was mad. ‘Yes,” re-
plied the voice of his friend, ‘I understand,
but, oh, Paul! T can't see you go to destruc-
tion without trying to save you; we have al-
ways been such good friends, and it breaks my
heart to see 2

Here, without a word of warning, Paul rais-
ed his arm and struck him a blow on the
head. ‘

There was no moan or outery as his gentle,
noble, trusting friend fell to the ground.

Paul etood still, looking at the prostrate
form at his feet; then looking fearfully around
he knelt down and laid his hand over his
friend’s heart—it was still. His dear old play-
mate, chum, and friend, was beyond recai.

The moonbeams fell directly on the white-
still face, with its high white forehead and
ciustering hair.

He knelt there gazing into that quist face,
cagerly watching for some sign of life, but he
watched in vain,

As the truth slowly dawned upon him he
ccvered his face with his hands and moaned
aloud.

‘He is dead,” he caid, slowly; ‘dead, and I
killed him, but God knows I didn’t nean to—
I loved. Oh, Fred!’

He took his hands from his face and look-.
ed at them eagerly. They were smooth and
white, but he stook his head. ‘Ihey are cov-
ered with blood,” he said with a shudder, ‘but
1 was mad with drink. ‘I never was drunk be-
fore, but now I am a murderer.’

He stretched out his hands to the skies, and
just then the clock in- the tower chimed out
the hour, 1, 2, 3, 7,8, 9. ‘Nine o'clock,” he
moaned, ‘Oh, mother.

The large court-room was crowded with peo-
ple to hear the verdict, ‘Ninety-nine years of
penal gervitude.’

The judge asked the prisoner if he had any-
thing to say, and in a trembling voice he said,
‘Your honor, I would like to say a few words
before I am taken away - for ever from my
fellow men.

I memory - ¥-can-see a-little -white school:

house, with its broad playground shaded by

~rows of leafy maples,

‘T see the children as they play their .games
al recess, and, coming home, I see two iittle
boys side by side with their lunch baskets;
perhaps’ eating an apple or a piece of cake,
each one dividing with the other.

‘I see them in the sweet summer-time wad-
ing in the old mill stream or lying on the
grassy bank watching the fish. I see them as
they grow to manhood and enter college. Then
again I see them standing side by side on the
battlefield in their suite of blue.

. ‘But these sweet visions fade, and another
one appears.

‘1 see one of them going the downward path,
I see him as he staggers down the street, ang
I see the other one with his highborn, pure
face, pleading with the drunken one to re-
form; I hear his kind voice as he pleads in
vain.

‘And then the drunken one raises his hand
and strikes his friend to the ground. [ see
kim as he lies still and motionless in the
moonlight.

‘TLen I see a dark, gloomy prison, surround-
ed by its high walls, and in that prison I see
the one who committed the crime serving his
life sentence.

‘I see him toiling day by day with nevera
hope of release, shut in from the busy outside
world, never again to wander free, never again
to associate with the friends and companions
of former years, but there in that gloomy
prigon he toils till life shall end, then be buried
in a potter’s field, and be forgotten by all who
once knew and loved him. :

‘Gentlemen of the jury, I was drunk only

‘once, but it was enough. I have finished.’

He covered his face with his hands as if to
shut out the light, and sank into his chair.

As they led him from the room, the judge’s.
wife (a kind-hearted woman who had a eon),

placed a bouquet of roses in his shackled
‘Oh,” he exclaimed, burying his face in the

* feabirdnt-petal; ow Biveet;; they are 1ik3 the
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ones mother used to grow. I shall never pick
them again.

And like the knell of a death-bell the ¢’k
in the tower tolled the hour. Nine O’clock.—
The ‘Home Defender.

—_———.

Local Cpticn,

Sing a song of sadness,
Misery, and sin,

Liquor-house the cause of them,
Men go in;

Squander sense and money;
Oh! the wasted lives,

Oh! the sad, sad story,
Children starve and wives.

Sing a song of gladness,
Liquor_-house away.
Local Option came and won,
Happy Day!
What is TIocal Option?
The pecple’s right to say
If they’ll have the drink shops,
Or ghut them up for aye.
—Scottish Reformer.’

————

The Temperance Pledge.

‘It is not unusual to hear some who pro-
fess to be friends of temperance urge objec-
tious to the signing of a pledge. They say it
implies a distrust of one’s own firmness and
self-control. This is about as absurd an ob.
jection as could be uttered, Only think of
men who require a pledge in the most trifling
transactions of life seriously arguing against
it in one so important. The person who signe
a temperance pledge does it not for his own
good alone, but for the good of the general
community. The pledge is the form of initia-
tion, the bond which binds those who take it
t each ather,-and to perform a specified work.
1 is nothing more nor less than a mutual
contract with a community to witness its ful-
filment. In the temperance cause a man may
regolve to drink no more, and for years he may
faithfully adhere to his resolution, but ‘at

128t he finds ~himself “8o situated that it is ;

dificult to abetain; extreme importunity to
those among whom he is thrown, and scoffs,

goon break down the secret resolution and he.

falls. Not so the publicly plodged man. His
pride, as well as his conscience, i8 aroused.
He thinks of his friends and eompanions, i
what they will say; he remembers that if ho

drinks he violates a solemn obligation, and

the world will no longer place confidesce in
kim. Here are inducements enough to make
the weakest man atrong’—‘Temperance. Re-
cord.” ; :

——

Mederate Drinking.
' The following was the testimony of the late

Geo., W. Childs in relation to what is called -

nioderate drinking. It may well be pondered
by the few professing Christians who still as-
scrt their liberty in relation to this matter—

‘I cannot lay too great a &tress om the mat-
te: of strict temperance. Drinking beer, wine
or spirits is a useless and dangerous habit. It
does no good, and if the habit is continued

it is almost sure to lead to destruction and
death, Taste not. Touch not. Handle not. *

You should have courage to say No, if you a.e
asked to drink. In looking back over my life
I can recall many of the best and most pre-
mising of my companions who were ruined
by the habit of drinking—not one of whom
ever imagined that he would be wrecked in
mind and body, and eventually fill a drunk-
ard’s grave. There is no safety in moderate

drinking; every one who touches it at all is. .

in danger.’—Selected. :
L ———
~ At a recent trial for murder the judge, in
rendering his decigion said: :
‘The case at bar is the seventy-sixth murder
case I have tried, either as state’s attorney or

as judge, during the past nineteen years. I
have kept a careful record of each case, and I .
have to say that in ceventy-five of the seventy-
six, whiskey was the exciting cause’ -~ -

4,
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Cutey Wee.

- The closet under the stairs at the
end of the hall was dark and dusty.
It was never used except to store
things not in use—or if the child-
ren played Indian, when it served
ag tepee for the squaws. If mother
wanted to find anything in the
closet, she had to swing the door
far back, and even then it was not
very light, so it is no wonder that,
in a shadowy corner, long after
winter things were put away till

just the right gize. But before a
little wardrobe she stood fascinated
and, when she left the playhouse,
she held by her teeth a little white
dress, only two inches long, with
blue bows on the shoulders.

‘Look!” she ecried to Mr. Mouse
when she got home, ‘this ig for
Cutey Wee.

Do you suppose Cutey Wee put it
on, bows and all, and sat there in
the little overshoe? Well, even if
she didn’t, Mrs. Mouse knew it
was what the dolls had, and noth-
ing was too good for Cutey Wee,

one little warm
red-lined overshoe lay unseen and

another season,

In front of this over-
shoe a little gray mouse stood one
day in delighted surprise. I am
sure she stood up on her hind feet
and clapped her frout ones, and
said, ‘If this isn’t just the place for
Cutey Wee?

Now Cutey Wee was a very much

"~ petted and spoiled little mouse

baby. They had lived in the cellar;
but the nest was destroyed, and
only little Cutey Wee had been
rescued. And now, if Mrs. Mouse
wasn’t thinking about her, Mr.
Mouse was, and they would go from
roof to cellar if Cutey Wee gave
her  tiniest squeak. So Mr.
Mouse was brought to the closet
to look at the little red-lined over-
shoe, and of course he agreed with
Mrs. Mouse, and so the family move-
ed, which means only that Cutey
Wee was brought to the closet and
dropped into the overshoe,
Because of the elegance of this

~ new apartment, Mrs. Mouse began

to put on airs, She was not afraid

- of anybody, and she was interested

in everything. I saw her stand on
her hind feet in front of book after
book on the lowest book-shelt, look-
ing up at them, and I ‘suppose she
was thinking of Cutey Wee’s going
to school. g,

But the doll-house attracted her
most. ~ She studied over the little

- chairs and swinging cradles, and 1
wonder why she.did not think of

moving in there, for everthing was

Nor was that all. Whether Cutey
Wee squeaked, ‘Mamma, I must
have a hat, I do not know, but
Mrs. Mouse brought her hats and
caps and coats and more dresses, ‘all
from the doll-house.

So Cutey Wee satin the midst
of her finery, more of a gpoiled
little mouse than ever.  Yet Mrs,
Mouse looked at her little daughter
anxiously.

T am afraid Cutey Wee is lonely,’
she thought. And as she searched
the pantry for crumbs, she kept
wondering what she could do.

That night she went back to the
play-house, went up to a little
chair where a wee dolly sat, and,
catching her dress in her mouth,
carried her down the side of the
play-house, away across the floor

to the dusty closet where Cutey

Wee sat alone in the little overshoe,
and put her down beside her.,

Did ever a Mrs. Mouse do such a
thing before? Did ever a spoiled
mouse baby have such a gift
brought her? Or did ever a little
dell have such an adventure?

- Don’t think I have made all this

up. No, indeed! I was a little girl
then, and the doll-house was mine.
And T missed the little dresses, and

I missed the little doll, and no one
~could understand the strange way
in which they had disappeared.

Then one day the little red-lined
overshoe was found in the closet,

‘and mother showed it to me.

I saw them there myself, all the
little clothes T had lost, -and the
little doll Arabella, and sitting by

-

~Ten Little Smiles,

(By Albert F. Caldwell, in the
‘Sunbeam.’)

One little smile ran off alone to
play,
Conquered a pout it found on the
way.,

Two little smiles instead of one
Overtook a second pout—my, what
fun!

Three little smiles said, ‘Come
along with us,’

Meeting a wee frown in a needless
fuss.

Four little smiles at a merry pacé
Whisked off a baby frown from an
anxious face.

Five little smiles—a very jolly
mix!—

Overtook another pout; smiles now
six! '

Six little smiles (over half eleven)
Enticed away another frown; now
the smiles are seven.

Seven little smiles—what a lucky
fate!—

Met a tiny woe-begone, little band
of eight.

Eight little smiles all in a line,

Surrounded a pucker—see, the
smiles are nine!

Nine smiles now in all—courageous

little men—
Took a stray pout prisoner, and
swelled the ranks to ten!

Isn’t it amazing (yet it’s really
true)
What a single little smile all by

itself can do!

Ruby’s Charity.

(By Lilian Gibson.)
‘Mother,” said Ruby, ‘I wish I
could help that old man who lives

in the little yellow house next to
Parsons.” - People say that he is

nearly starving, but still v?henthe} Sz
take him anything he always re-
fuses it, no matter how nice it is.

Why does he?

‘Well, you see Ruby,’ mother re-
‘plied, ‘People do not like to accept
charity when they are proud, as
this old man is. I think he would
like it better if they gave him some
work instead of money and food.”
Ruby thought long and deeply.

53
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wouldn’t like the —old man to
starve.

The next day for dinner mother
had some delicious early vege-
tables and lovely lemon tarts. ‘Oh
mother,” said Ruby, ‘I wonder

_ what that poor old man has for

dinner? My slippers need mend-
ing dreadfully. Don’t you think it
would be all right if I took them
over with some dinner and asked
him to mend the slippers and eat
the dinner?

Papa laughed gayly, but ap-
proved of the plan, ‘If you persuade
him that it is not charity it will
be all right, he said.

Ruby hurriedly wrapped up her
slippers and put the dinner into
the basket. When she got into the
street it didn’t take her long to
get to the little yellow house.

In answer to her knock a thin,
hungry-looking old man came to the
door. ‘Come in, he said, looking
guspiciously at the basket.

Ruby showed him her slippers.
‘Oh,’ he said, ‘I can soon mend that,
little girlie.’ :

‘And mother, instead of paying
You in money, sent me with this
dinner, because she knew you didn’t
have anybody to cook for you.’

- Ruby uncovered the basket and
showed him the well-cooked vict-
uals. He was delighted.

When the next day Ruby came

for her slippers he said, “Tell your.

mother that I appreciate her cook-
ing’
‘Yes, and I appreciate your
mending,” Ruby answered. -
Many other little jobs of Ruby’s
were done by the old man, and

when her little companions saw

how neatly he mended her slippers,
boots, and other things, they asked
their parents if they couldn’t be the
old man’s customers too, so the man
in the little yellow house soon had
a thriving little business.

- Why the Bays ‘Made Up.”
~ 'As Dr. Meade rushed out of his

front door, in a great hurry to pay
a visit six miles away, he almost

: - stumbled over little Ben, sitting

alone on the porch step, writes
Elizabeth Preston Allen, in the
‘Christian Observer.’ s
‘Hello, Captain ; where’s your
mate? asked the doctor. He

- always called Ben ‘Captain, and
~ the little boy next door his ‘mate’
- This little boy’s name was Blake.
- ‘He’s at home,” Ben answered,
~ mournfully.

‘Have you ‘a.nd'" your mate 'qu'a"r~

~ relled? asked the doctor.
- Ben'nodded. Two big tears were
- making his eyelashes heavy, and

he had to wink hard to keep them
from rolling down his cheeks.

‘Jump into the buggy and go out
to Whistle Creek with me, Cap-
tain,” said Ben’s father, the doctor.
‘You can tell me about it as we go
along.’

And this was the story Ben told
of his quarrel with Blake: ‘You
see, father,” he said, ‘Blake and I
are keeping a bird list, to see who
knows the most birds; and yester-
day while we were playing mumble-
the-peg, a Carolina wren came and
sat in the locust tree, and sang like
everything.’

‘How did you know it was a
Carolina wren? asked the doctor.

‘Why, father! I’ve known the
Carolina wren for the longest time
—I ’spect about a week. Miss
Robbins taught me. But Blake
says he knows a Carolina wren,
too; Jack Foster showed him one
while it was singing. He says the
bird in the locust tree looked like
one, but he knew it wasn’t, be-
cause the Carolina ‘wren sings
this way’—Ben whistled something
like ‘Sweetheart, Sweetheart.” His
father was surprised to hear how
much like a bird it sounded.

‘And how did the bird in the
locust tree sing? the doctor asked.

‘Oh, something like this’—and
Ben whistled a loud, clear, bub-
bling strain, not at all like ‘Sweet-
heart.’

Now, Dr. Meade knew very little
about birds, 8o he couldn’t decide
the quarrel, and Ben didn’t listen
much to his good advice about it
not making any difference how the
Carolina wren sang.

But while Ben held the horse at
Mr. Pyle’s door, what did a Caro-
lina wren do but perch on a lilac
bush and sing both ways, first the
sweetheart way and then the other!

So then Ben agreed that he and
Blake were two foolish little boys,
and he begged the doctor to drive
home real quick; he wanted to
make up.—‘Home Herald.’

The Go-sleep Story.

‘It is night time,” said the little
white dog. :

‘It is time for babies and dogs to
be asleep.

‘I must go and see Baby Ray.’

Bo the little white dog went to
the house.. ; £
- Mother was singing to Baby Ray.

One little dog to keep, keep, keep,

Came to see if Baby Ray was
asleep, sleep, sleep.’ :
‘It is night time,” said the two
pussy cats.

‘It is time for babies and cats to

be asleep.

~ ‘We must go and see Baby Ray’

.
s
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So the two pussy cats went to the
house.
‘One little dog to keep, keep,

‘keep,

Two little pussy cats, creep creep,
creep,

Came to see if Baby Ray was
asleep, sleep, sleep.’

‘It is night time,” said the three
pretty rabbits.

‘It is time for babies and rabbits
to be asleep.

‘We must go and see Baby Ray.’

So the three pretty rabbits went
to the house.

‘One little dog to keep, keep,
keep,

Two little pussy
creep, creep,

Three pretty rabbits with a leap,
leap, leap,

Came to see if Baby Ray was
asleep, sleep, sleep.

‘It is night time,” said the four
ducks.

‘It is time for babies and ducks
to be asleep.

‘We must go and see Baby Ray.

So the four ducks went to the
house,

‘One little dog to keep, keep,
keep,

Two little pussy cats,
creep, creep,

Three little rabbits with a leap,
leap, leap,

Four ducks from the duck pond,
deep, deep, deep, :

Came to see if Baby Ray was
asleep, sleep, sleep.

‘It is night time, said the five
white chicks.

‘It is time for babies and chicks
to be asleep.

‘We must go and see Baby Ray.’

So the five white chicks went to
the house.

‘One little dog to keep, kLeep,
keep, A

Two little pussy cats, creep,
creep, creep,

Three pretty rabbits with a leap,
leap, leap, Q

Four ducks from the duck pond
deep, deep, deep, : o

Five little chicks, with a peep,
peep, peep, B Y

All found Baby Ray asleep,

cats, creep

creep,

“sleep, sleep’—* Canadian Teacher,

Mamma.

Papa is very dear and kind,
Funnier than Aunties are,
And more than Nurse he makes ug
mind; :
Mamma is just—Mamma.

She makes her arms a cuddle-place,

Where every grief is drowned,
And if we couldn’t see her face
The world would not go round.

—Tather Tuck’s Annual.’



12 » PEHE MESSBNGER.

Correspondence

CHRISTMAS Ev K.
(By a Scotch Lassie.)

The air was clear and cold. ‘the light of
the full moon fell on the snow-covered world
beautifully. 1nside the palace all was commo.
tion. It always was so cn Christmas Ive.
Fairies and brownies ran hither and thither.
Banta drew on his big fur coat and gauntlets,
placed his cap. on firmly, and then ecried:
‘Now, my little elves, if all is ready 1 must
start on my joyful journey to the world. 1
hear my reindeer pawing impatiently outside,
80 1 must go. Enjoy yourselves while 1 am
away. Good-bye’ and Santa Claus jumped
into the sleigh, calling, to his steeds.

The big, silver moon, shining on the snow-

way that he had entered. His reindeer were
waiting impatiently outside; s0 he jumped
into the sleigh and drove away to the mext
house. So all through the long night Santa
went softly about his work and not a person
heard him, 60 noiselessly did e do it. At last
every little stocking, whese owner had been
good during the year, was tilled and a rosy
glew was seen above the hill-tops. - ‘I'hen
Santa turned his reindeer homeward. He was
rather late; he saw signs of awaking in some
of the houses, so he had to hurry.

Just as he was safely outside of the world,

he thought he heard the merry jingling of
sleigh bLells, and he even thought he heard the

children exclaiming about what they found

in their stockings. He settled comfortably
among the robes and let his reindeer bear him
home to his. palace, feeling highly contented
with his night’s work.

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Our Friend Santa. \iclet Smith, Mont-
xea., | e 8 Y

2. ‘Hiekery Dickey Dock.” Vera Hethering.
ton (age 7), C., N.B. & o

3. Santa Claus’ Charlie Brown, C., Ont.

4. ‘Mabel’ Vera J., Smith (age 14), C,
P.EIL

5. ‘Good Luck.” Gug Mack, P.A,, Sask.

6. ‘A Happy Christmas’ Kileen Smith,,
Montreal,

1l

covered plains and white, icy mountains, made
a beautiful picture. At least Santa thoughf
80, a8 he sat nestled down comfortably among
the robes, . The only sound he heard was the
80Pt hoise iof the reindeer’s hoofs and the
Jjingle of the bells.

On, on, on, mile after mile, over hills and
plains, they went. . The reindeer mever
slackened” ‘their steady pace; they seemed
tirelegs. g

At last, in the distance he saw the highest
stecples and chimneys of the world. from
under the seat he took a very large book, in
which he had the names of all the children on
whem' he was to call that mght. ‘Let me see,’
he aaid, ‘There are little Roy and Nellie Wil-
son first, they live in Tin Can Alley, and then
there’s Sadie West and her two brothers, but
Johnny hasn’t been very good since last
Christmas, Now, that’s too bad, 1 had meant
to give him a drum, but he doesn’t deserve it.
Pll give him this bow and arrow; it’s micely
carved, and I think he’l] hke it. Little Mary,
of the temement, in the garret; she is very
good and her mother is poor. 1 will give aer
this doll all dréssed in pink, 1 know it will
please her, P ;

‘Whoa! ‘Whoa there. Here we are at ‘in
Can Alley. Whoa there!’ Santa caught up
@ bulky bag of toys and jumped from the
sleigh. The house at which he had stopped
was lewv and rickety. He found his way in as
no ome else.would have dome. He went goftly
upstairs into a tiny ®edroom where two little
children were sleeping.
two little stockings hung side by side.

Swilftly opening his pack he pulled out, first
& doll, then a jackmife and drum, then a pair
of red woollen mittens.  After filling the
stockings with nuts and putting a golden

orange on the top of each, he turned to g0.

Santa felt that he had dory his work here
very well; the little ones would be very glad
In the morning he thought when they saw
what was in their stockings. He went down-
stairs and then outside in the same mysterious

‘Here he found the

Burks Kalls, Ont.
Dear Editor,—As | have not seen a letter
written to you from here, 1| thought perhaps
you and the readers might enjoy ome. 1 am
the only girl of a family of five. My mother
died 12 years ago, and my oldest brother 1s
married. 1 am the youngest. My other two
brothers are away at present, but we expect
them home about Christmas, so father and L
are alone. He belongs to the Presbyterian
Church, but I go to the Baptist Sunday
School. 1 like my lady teacher very much.
We live a short distance from the river, so
we can see the boats coming in and out. ‘Lhis
is a good place for the hunters. Quite a
lot of deer came up on the boats, also two
bears, but not so many as the boats carried
lagt year. We have one dog we call Kaiser.
He's a little cross with strangers, but very
kind with ue. He can perform a few tricks,
sch as shake hands, roll over, sit up on a
chair, Well there is enough snow for sleighs
here, and the boys and girls enjoy sleigh-riding

on the sidewalks. 3

BELLA A,

#

; : Sprucedale, Ont.
Dear Editor,~I do enjoy reading the ‘Mes-
senger’ so much. ‘We nhave a little snow nmsv,

but not sleighing, although 1 believe the cut.

ters could run now. We have been sleigh

riding in the yard. I hope we will have snow

for Christmas, so old Santa Claus can get

around more easily. 1 must write a letter

to him to please my little brothers. ‘1 don’t
know if we are to have a tree in our house
or not yet, but I think they will have one
for the Sunday School children. I am study-
ing my lessons now, as I want to ‘pass my
exams. I expect lots of things at Christ.
mas, and- 1 may go to ‘my auntie’s in

Galt. I want skates. We have service every
Sunday evening, and Sunday School in the

afternoon. = Last Sunday we had a union ser-
vice, and met in the Baptist Church; quite a
number turned out. 1 must close soon now,

7
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a5 1 have to do the dishes yet. 1 Iike house-
swork and I like to play. I have a Dbig-doll
Her name is Lula tlazel. She is not a very
pretty doll and you can’t break her. 1 think
I’ll get a Teddy Bear. 'Lhe hunters shot abou$
eleven deer this fall.
HAZEL D.
: C., Ont.
Dear Kditor,—We had a’ beautiiul anni-
versary on Sunday, November 24th, and the
social and entertainment was on Monday
evening. We had singing by the choir «nd
Sunday School scholars. We had speeches y
different ministers, and everybody said it was
fine. We had skating for a few nights, but
the enow socn covered it. We have a long
way to go to the ice. >
RUTH WILSON.

£, Ont.

Dear Editor,—Having read the letters in the
‘Messenger,” 1| decided to write one. Kmbro
is a pretty little village with three churches
and a population of #bout six hundred. 1 live
with my grandmother and she takes the
‘Messenger.” My mother has been dead seven
years, and I have one sister. My father works
in a little village where they make cheese
boxes. We are going to have a new railroad
here, and there are parties of men workiag
on the line now. The station is near to us.
The children of our church have a Mission
Band, which meets every second Saturday,

and I enjoy going very much.

HAZEL C. (age 11 years).

A, On.
Dear Editor,—We have a little kitten be-
longing to my sister and me. 1t 1s a tortoise
shell color and will play ‘with spools and a
string of any kind when it gets holdu of them.
It will also jump up on your knee. We have
a good cattle dog called Rover. We had a
little terrier dog for my sister Aggie to play
with, but we sold it. He used to stay in the
house all the time nearly and lie under the
stove. We had our barn repaired  this year,
and we had plenty of work to do in the
house. We have it all finished now and find

quite an improvement over last year.
JESSIE INGLIS (11 years).

; 0.3, Ont,
Dear Editor,—1 have taken the ‘Messenger

for three or four years and read all the let.

ters, so I thought 1 would try to write one
too. Jap, my dog, will follow me wherever
I go, but when 1 start off for school I give
him a piece of bread and he stays at home.
My cats are good ones to play with, Their
color is black and white. ‘Lhey catch a lot
of mice in the barn. Kvery Iriday at school
we have exams, and from last recess to four
we have a little concert. About two miles
from our school there is a post office and a
little store, and my &chool chum lives there.
MAC WILSON (age 8).

O’l‘Hh‘}R. LETTERS.

Mabel Burton, C., Ont., says ‘we are having
& Christmas tree at Christmas, and we chil-
dren al] have pieces to say.’ Did you have a
good time Mabel? Your riddle has been asked
before.

Catherine Slack, N.H., P. Que., sends some
riddles, but forgot "to send their answers.
She writes, ‘I got a prize at school last year
and have only missed one afternoon this.’

W. A. B, Dorchester, N.B,, says, ‘I caw a

deer on my way down to my snares. I am

building new snares this year for rabbite?
This is a riddle he asks: Why are a man’s

. false teeth like the stars?

Violet Smith, Montreal, writes, ‘L have been
rank one in school since it started in Septem.
ber, and am trying to keep it up” Glad you
were not too busy to write, Violet.

Vera Jane Smith, C., P.EL, sends in a
Biblical alphabet, which we will keep for a

later time,

We 2lso received little letters from Jessie B.
Rutherford, L., Ont.; Ruby Finley, P., N.S;

Hughie McFadyen, G., Ont.; Blanche Shook,

8., Ont.; Charlie Brown, C. Ont., who en-

~ closed only part of his letter, and Dawy itoss,
A., Ont. Any riddles in these have been asked

before. o
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PREMIUMS !

THE MESSENGER.

Open to Our Subscribers or their Families.

given free as a return for a little pleasant work in introducing our publication into new homes.
there is a perennial call, also many new ones. Something to interest everyone.

lity good—each premium just what we say it is.

for which

favoritee
No' limit to the number of premiums that one rarson
may earn, #o long as the required number of NEW sgubscriptions at FULL REGULAR RATES are sent in. /

All premiums gent post-paid anywhere in Canada, unless expressly stated otherwise. Everyone relies on our premiums— qua:

Some of the cold

‘Far better than we expected’ is the universal verdict.

NEW SUBSCRIBERS are those who have not before taken the ;aper, or who, at least, have not been &un our mailing list’ within the
last two years; in short, whose subcription means a genuine increase in our circulation.

RENEWALS.

PRETTY GOLD LOCKET AND OHAIN,

One of the most admired of all our pre-
miums. Splendid quality 14k. gold-filled,
bright or dull finish; twisted rope chain and
beart-shaped locket, medium size; with place
for two portraits. Both locket and chain
given for TWELVE new subscribers to the
‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

Either locket or chain alone for SIX NEW
subscriptions, as above.

N.B—For 15 cents a letter, in cash, or for
four renewals at 40 cents each, we will have
locket engraved with handsome monogram,
two or three letters.

STAMP AND PAD FREE.

Any boy will be charmed with this rubber
stamp, with his name and address on and
self_inking pad; with care should last for
years. ¥ree for FIVE NEW subecribers to
the ‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

REMEMBER!

Though all these premiums are calculated on the basis of
renewals AT FULL RATES on the basie of TWO RENEWALS where ONE NEW SUBSCRIMIION is called fer.

SAFETY RAZOR.

If you’ve never used one, just try it.
cut yourself. A novice can handle it. ‘Once
tried, always used.” Hach razor has twelve
highly tempered blades, which can be honed
and stropped if desired, so they will last for
Yyears.

Free for only SIX NEW subscribers to the
‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

FARMERS' KNIFE.

A splendid combination article, strong buck.
horn handle, seven useful tools in.one, be-
sides two fine blades—Sheflield make. A
knife for every practical man.

Free for only FIVE NEW subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

SOUVENIR ‘PROVINCE' B8P0 8.

Coflee size, sterling silver, handle finished
with coat of arms of the various provinces m

Can’t

All the above premium offers are for absolutely new subscriptions at

NEW SU

PSRCRIBERS at full rates, we will actept

beautifully colored hard enamel, Uné ot
these spoons with coat of arms of ‘one’s own
province, and the name of one’s town' or'
Christian name engraved on the bowl would’
be a life long pleacure to the ownmer. N)
extra charge for engraving any one name on
the bowl. Gold or silver finish as desired.
One of these sterling spoons free for FIVE
NEW subscriptions to the ‘Northern Messen.
ger,” at 40 cents each.

STERLING 'KING AND QUZEN

- S8POON.
Coffee size, sterling silver souvenir spoons,
handle showing head of King 'or head ot
Queen as selected. :
Bowl may be engraved to order—-any cne
name—a very pretty spoon indeed. May be
had in either silver or gold finish. Kree for
only FIVIE NEW ' subseriptions to the

‘Northern Messenger, it: 40 centé each.

40 cents each. 'T'wo remewals at 40 cents

to count as one new subscription. Further particulars cheerfully given. Sample copies, and subscription blanks freely and promptly sent

on application.

Remit the correet number of subscriptions for any of the above offers. Name your premium clearly and it will be sent a§ once,
Address, John Dougall & Son, Publishers of the ‘Northern Messenger,” ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

PS.—In any of the above offers one NEW subscription to the ‘Weekly Witness and Can adian Homestead,” at $1.00,' will be taken as
equal to .two ‘Messengers,’ or one NEW subscription to ‘World Wide,” at $1.50,as ‘equal to three ‘Messengers.

FOR OTHER PREMIUMS SKEKI lu&S"l: WEEK?®S issUL

i e

Have You Renewed?

If your ‘Messenger’ subscription expires
‘December, 1907 (see date on the address label
of this issue), you ghould remit Al' ONCE, to
save disappointment - and Joss of any issue.
For bargains in the way of subscription offers
esec the coupon page at the back of this
issue.

Why not secure also some new subscribers
and earn some of the splendid premiums we
effer elsewhere in this paper?

Real ,Coupbq Values,

Every ‘Messenger’ reader should study our
ecoupon values on page 15,

The coupovs are designed to fit the needs
of each reader, those whose renewal sub-
scriptions are now due, and those whose gub-
scriptions for the ‘Messenger’ are not due im.
mediately, or who get the ‘Messenger’ through
their Sunday Schools. Look them over and
see the one that will suit you best.  You may
as well secure their value. The ‘Weekly Wit-
ness and Canadian Homestead,” together with
the ‘Canadian Pictorial, will provide ‘Messen-
ger’ readers with the best reading and pictures
at the lowest prices in Canada.

ABOUT THE ‘WITNESS,’

. 1236 South Fifteenth St., Philadelphia,
. June 17, 1.
Messrs. John Dougall & Son:— - i
Dear Sir,—1 have lost track of how my sub-
ecription’ to the ‘Weekly Witness’ stands. Bo
just use up this
paper and postage as far as it will go, then
I’ll send more. Your paper i8 8o excellent
that with the added postage L will still be your
debtor. s,
: THOS., V. KENNKUX,

Mul Village, N&S.
The ‘Witness’ has first place among the
_papers in my study. - o
i 4 4 (REV.) BENJ. HILLS.

st

two doMars enclosed on.

BUDGIIETD

I received the dozen ‘Canadian Plcto-
rialse.” They scld like wild-fire. Send on
another half dozen, €o that I can get my
camera.—G. W. Elms, B. R , Nfid.

I received m& premium: knife for selling
the ‘Capadian Pictorial’ on Saturday, and
was very much pleased with it. I think
it is a beautiful knife, and many thanke
for it. Everyone that has seen it thinks
it 16 a becuty, for so little work.—Flora
V. Leeper, N , Ont.

I received camera last night, and 1 am
very well pleased with it. Thank you
very much.—Harry Shufelt, B-—— Que.

I received the stamp, and was very much
pleastd, and I think it worth seclling a
hundred pepers for.—C. Rdward Dewar,
St. G.-——, N.B.

I received my fountain pen, snd dont
see how you can afford them. Could have
sold it for $3.60, but did not.—Haskett
Burton, C——, Ont.

I received the watch and chain this even-
ing all right, I like it fine, and it is
running - all  right, Thack vwou for
sending it so quickly. I am well pleased
with it, and think I am well paid.—Irving
J. W. Wye, 8——, Ont,

T received the fountain pen alright, and
thank you very much for it. I think it
fs a nice presrent for so little work—Mrs.
Wm. Wight, McP, F.——,

I recelved my jack-knife, and Iam well
pleased with . How much ie it worth?
I was offered fitty e¢ents for it before I
undid it.—Samuel Hutchings, J—— F.—

I like the pen fine. I think it le &
%uuly coog';t’ pen.—Fred. Grant McGregor,

_ FROM BUSY BOYS. |.

No nexd to comment on these letters, They come from boys |}
who ‘know a goeod thing when they sce it i, T

How about you ?

I am very well pleased with my watch,
and thank you very much for your prompt-
nese in vrendimg it.—Harold Blaney, M}
Man. { 48

I recefived the watch to-day, and think
it is a dandy. I coneider T am well paid
for my trouble, Tranking you for your
favor.~Wm. J. Jameson, W , Que,

I received my watch and - chain' ‘all
right, and think it is a dandy. I would Jitai
not take $5.00 for it, I think some of the f
boye arcund here will be trying for one,
too.—Wesley Hutchinson, R y |

‘Pictorials’ came all right. Having ‘a eore
foot, I was urable to get out to sell ithem,
but my little sister, &ix years old, sold
them =2ll in less than three hours. = NéaMly '
everytody ehe asked took one-~Douglas
A. Wright, N A -5

1 received my camera, and am yery |
pleased with it. Pleake send me nihe more
‘Canadian Pictorials,’—Ernest Truly, H—:
B , Ont, \

I received the ‘watch’ premium all right,
Am well pleased with it; it keeps good
time, looks well, and is certainly worth
the amocunt of work I took to get iti—-:
Wwilliam R. Eird, A - y &

to acknewledge the receipt of the'
wzt:tfgyou sent me. I think it is'a reel
beauty. It keeps good time, and I don’t
know how you can give them away for so
little icney.—Percy Oliver, A———, P.E.L /

Would you kindly forward fourteen ‘Can
adian Pictorials,” which I agree to sell
to obtain reward offered by you,:viz,
fountain pen. I am very pleased indeed
with wateh, which is going fine and keeps
good time, far above what I expeoted.
Thanking you in anticipation. -- Henry
Mang, H , via Balgonie, Sask,

" mecessary information.
}

‘Canadian Picterfal.' #
P.8.—Montreal city boys can eara on

Cameras, Knives, Watches, Pens, Pa
A ? \

HOW TO Do IT. =0
X YOU want to be in line for fine premiums—a lot to choose from, sen -DAY
for a p:fkage of ‘Plctorials’ to start on, our latest ,enlarged premium list, and all

“All that other boys ean do, why with promptness should not you?’ it
Address, JOHN DOUGALL. & BON, *Witness- Block, - Montreal, - Agents for. the

‘Witnees” Office for supplies, and be prep ared to pay part cash in advance. e

same terme as others, but must call at
int Boxes, Cuff Links, etc., ete.

BOYS, |
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Qur Annual Word
to Qur Readers :

Dec. 21907,

(Q)HE ‘WITNESS' is loved all over the Dominion by those who hold dear the causeof good journalism,
@\/ and all the eauses which good journalism subserves, and indeed without their active co-operation

V) its fight for those ‘things that are of good report” would be a failure. We leave to kind contempora-
ries who recently greeted a special edition of the paper to appreciate its position among newspapers. Not by
easy paths can such a position be either attained or maintained. The path of duty often brings estrange-
ments of subscribers and advertisers such as the wuninitiated ecan hardly imagine. But the warfare that
necessarily makes enemies in countless directions also makes valiant and resolute friends, of whom the
‘WITNESS' has a constituency, hardly to be paralleled by any other newspaper, whose intelligence, broad-
mindedness and fairmindedness would have stimulated the greatest writers and thinkers of any time, beqau§e
it constitutes the moral back-bone of the country. The ¢ WITNESS’ readers appreciate independence in i,
because they hold dear their own independence, and, though they often disagree with its point of view,
they respect their paper—indeed they love it, as few newspapers are loved. :

Besides the losses incurred through open war, a newspaper conducted in the interest of its readers
must forego a large proportion of the current advertising, involving an enormous loss of revenue and it must
also forego that class of circulation which can only be won by vulgarity and still more questionable reading,
such as detailed reports of bratal sports and of crime, familiarity with all which is in these days proving
so deteriorating to the people. ‘ :

In various ways the “WITNESS’ foregoes a revenue approaching $50,000.00 annually in the
interests of its readers and with the welfare of the country in mind. e

With selected advertising we cannot give such a bulk and spread of paper, or be S0 lavish in
expenditures as would be possible were all money-making means used, but we make up in quality for defect
of quantity and furnisit as much reading as almost any family can want in newspaper form.

Against all these material disadvantages the ‘WITNESS’ has had nothing to appeal to but the
unswerving conscience of a more than usually highminded constituency, the like of which for virtue and
robust morality and public spirit probably no other general newspaper in the world can boast.

It is common in the pulpit to pray for the newspaper press, and such a prayer 1s no gloubt on the
hearts of many as they realize more and more how much power it wields for good or evil. Such prayers
are answered by the needful co-operation of all who can lend a hand to support and extend the influence of
those papers that do strive after high ideals. :

‘STRIKE WHEN THE IRON IS HOT.

At this time of the year people are considering what paper they will take, and as it is of the first

importance what paper people read,we ask our subscribers kindly to seek any opportunity of recommending
the *WITNESS" for a year’s trial, and such of our subscribers who will couple their recommendation with
an offer of reduced rates through taking advantage of one of our clubbing offers, will do us a still
greater favor, ¢

By increasing the circulation of the ‘WITNESS’ its influence will be multiplied and its resour-
ces augmented. It will consequently be able to develop new features from time to time, and will at
any time of national stress be better able to champion the cause of the people. :

May we not ask then of each of our subscribers that he or she will study the clubbing and
other announcements made elsewhere in this issue and see what they have to offer to their friends, and
then, without trusting to chance opportunity, plan a definite visit before another week goes by to some
one who should be a sharerin the ‘WITNESS’ enterprise, and a member of the ancient and honorable
company of ‘WITNESS’ readers. :

Thanking one and all for all that they have done in times past.

We beg to subscribe ourselves, : :

Your friends, THE PUBLISHERS OF THE ‘WITNESS.’

ABOUT THE ‘WITNESS!’
WHAT OTHER NEWSPAPERS HAVE SAID WITHIN THE LAST FEW DAYS ABOUT IT.
TORONTO *STAR.

~ wpon ite enterprise.

The Montreal ‘Witness’ has issued a special
#ndustrial number, which is a credit to that
hewspaper, and also to the eity m whieh 1t
§s printed. 3

THE ‘NATION, SI. JEROME, QUK.
We congratulate the ‘Witness’ for its spirit

of enterprise in the west interests of the trada
of our metropolis,

i

DALLY NEWS,” 8T, JOHN’S, NEWFOUND-

The Montreal ‘Witness’ is recognized as

'prominent among the leaders in Canadian

thought, and none can gcan its pages without
being assured of its sincerity. :
We congratulate our esteemed contemporary

g

3

THE ‘TRIBUNE, SACKVILLE, N.B.

The ‘Witness® has shown iteelf one of
Canada’s leading papers. It is deserving ot
warm commendation from all who are in-
terested in the development of Canada.

THE ‘CHRISTIAN GUARDIAN, TORON1IO.

The ‘Witness’ is one of the newspapers that
‘we can unreservedly commend to all our
readers. Its high moral tone, and unimpeach-
able integrity have made it a foremost factor
in our national life, and we trust 1t will long

‘continue to do most effective work as an out-

spoken, fearless, and able exponent o0f national
righteousness. :

— §

 *BVENING POSL, LINDSAY, ONY..

'~ The Montreal ‘Witness’ takes rank among

*
N

the great papers of the Dominion, and exer.
cises a8 great an influence as any of them,

THE ‘TIMES, BROOKVILLES ONT.

The Montreal ‘Witness’ has just iesued a
special industrial edition which is worthy of

all commendation. . . . It is hoped that
the jssue will obtain a -vide cireulation
throughout the KEnglish.speaking world. 1t

is sure to do Canada good, and the publishers

of the ‘Witness’ are to be congratulated upon
their enterprise, a8

e s

THE ‘RECORDER; MITCHELL, ONT,

The ‘Witness” is one of the best and most

reliable  newspapers  publshed 1 the

‘Dominion and deserves the large patronage it

es..

cor b

E; N
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“Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead.’

Coupon No. 1. Worth 35c¢.

Enclesed please find 65 cents, which, with
this coupon, worth 35 cents, will pay for the
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’
for one year. 1 get the ‘Messenger’ at cur
Sunday School, but have not been-taking the
‘Witness.”

NAME .« Vi R e o8 e Fow o o

AdAYEBS.. we oo 3¢ 20 ss oo 2e o0 2w ;

-

B s e oo e PTOV 5 ton oo dusd

EXTRAORDINARY

Where ONE of the papers
taken is NEW for person
subscribing.

PHE MESSHENGER. 15

‘Canadian Pictorial’

L
Coupon No. 2. Worth 35¢c.

Enclosed please find 65 cents, which, with
this coupon, worth 35 cents, will pay for the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ for one year, We get the
‘Messenger’ at our Sunday School, but + have
not taken the ‘Pictorial’ before.

Name,. .. ..

“s o8 we e e oe ea o

Address.. we oo we v We

we ss e

Pate . aaiviae s ETOV Silew

All ‘Northern Messenger’ =eaders will be interested in the extraordinary offers represented by the coupons on this page.
Their own paper and one or other or both of the following:—

WEEKLY WITNESS and CANADIAN HOMESTEAD® §1.

The ‘Witness’ gives all the news that is worthy the attention of the average reader. ] ;
jects of interest. The cable, the telegraph, and the telephone, together with a stafl of competent editors and reporters, all unite to make

its mews columns second to none.

The ‘Witness’ editorial pages are acknowledged by its rea
Reliable commercial news and quotations of the money, s

in the world of commerce, finance, and agriculture.

ders on all sides to be both fair and forceful. ;
tock,-and produce markets are features that make it of great value

It keepa its readers well informed on all sub.

l

All right thinking people appreciate suzh a paper as the ‘Witness’ standing .8 it does for all that is best in Journalism. Latest

News, Market and Stock reports, Literary Review, Good Stories, Boys’ Page, Queries on all subjects, departments for “T'he Home,” ‘Chil-

dren’s Corner,” ‘Agricultural,
ness and home newspaper.
always a friend.

Suits every member of the family.

Indispensable to the farmer.

“I'he Garden,” ‘Poultry’ (conducted by Macdonald Colleze expert), ‘Veterinary,’ etc, ete. A clean busi-
Invaluable in any calling. Once a subscriber,

Many of the best men and women of Canada are proud to acknowledge that they were “brought up on the ‘Witnees.” ”
For tributes to the ‘Witness’, read the letters on page i, and see also page 3.

IAN PICTOR!

AL $1.00 a Year

The best printed magazine in Canada, erowded with the most interesting pictures of recent happenings, pictures of beautiful or

curious things, portraits of people in the public eye, snap shots, etc., ete.

events with one’s own eyes.
than any other magazine in Canada.

a thousand dollars each issue—sometimes considerably more.

P TOTE PEGDle ate educated, the more they appreciate and value picturés of current events, for they convey &o much infor.
But the children also profit by and enjoy them, and the ‘Pictorial’ thus appeals to every member ot tne

mation in s¢ short a time,
family.

Next best thing to travelling and seeing people,
The ‘Canadran Pictorial’ has eimply bounded into popuiarity, and to-day boasts a larger

places and
circulation

It contains about a thousand square inches of pictures in each issue, and costs to produce about

i

The press of Canada, from coast to coast, has said the nicest things about the *Canadian Pictorial’ Here are two or three

Bpecimens :

1t i8 beautifully printed. A most creditable production.—Herald,’ Yarmouth, N.S.
Every illustration is a work of art—some of its pictures fit for framing.—‘Mining Record,’ N.S.
It is filled with splendidly executed photogravures—'Times,’ St. John, N.B.

It bears out its undertaking to give its patrons only the highest class of work

pictures.—‘Star,’ Toronto, Ont.

\

and certainly offers them the maximum of

The pictures in the ‘Pictorial’ are among the finest that have been produced.—'World,’ Vancouver, B.C.

BOTH FOR ONE DOLLAR WITH COUPON NO. 3

The ‘Messenger’ and one of the above with Coupon No. 4.
The "Messenger’ and both of above with Coupon No. 5.
Coupons 1,2 and 3 for 8. 8. Teachers and Scholars,

Coupon No. 3. Worth $1.00.
‘Canadian Pictorial.
“Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead.
. Enelosed please find $1.00, which, with this
coupon, worth $1.00, will pay for the ‘Weekly

Witness and Canadian Homestead’ . and 1he
~ ‘Canadian Pictorial” both for one year.

NG o wrie dad a e b o e is e
R R R R e ey v e S

“v e

I Date;. suwn e » IOV i bo ou'buow

Coupon No.4. Worth 40c.

*Canadian Pictorial,’
with ‘Messenger,” OR

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian. Homestezd,”
with ‘Messenger.

_ Enclosed please find $1.00, which, with this

coupon, worth 40 eents, will pay for the
‘Northern Messenger’ and the”...... R
.............. for one year.

NAUMO 05 v iwst s G b ek o oW

; el

L AddTess. . ve o witve ov 54 ev v v

)

*Insert here the name of whichever of the

two above-mentioned papers is wanted along

with the ‘Messenger.

Coupon No. 5. Worth $1.25.

‘Northern Messenger.

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead.”
‘Canadian Pictorial’

Enclosed please find $1.15, which, with this
coupon, worth $1.25, will pay for the thre¢
papers mentioned above, one year cach

L e s ST M e gl S S R

T TR R T AR Pl e e

s et L ST e,

 THE ONLY CONDITIONS WITH ABOVE RATES ARE:—l. That subscription MUST be sent on one of thede coupons; and (2) that one
. at least of the papers in any combina tion must be NEW to the person remitting.

’ 5 Send in postal note, money order, or re_giste_red letter to
 Homestead,” and agents for the ‘Canadian Pictorial” :

JOHN DOUGALL & BON, Publishers of ‘Weekly Witness and Canadian

Address, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal,
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Three Things.

Remember, three things come not back:
The arrow sent upon its track—

It will not swerve, it will not stay

Its speed; it flies to wound or slay.

The spoken word, so soon forgot
By thee; but it has perished not;
In other hearts ’tis living still,
And doing work for good or ill.

And the lost opportunity,
That cometh back no more to thee.
In vain thou weepest, in vain dost yearn.
Those three will nevermore return.
~~From the ‘German.

' ESSENGER ” PATTERNS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.

NO. 5949.—MISSES” SHIRTWAIST.

This design is adaptable alike to the heavy
washable fabrics and the light weight wool-
lens, The front closes in double-breasted
style and fastens with buttons and button-
holes. The sleeves are full length, finished by
turned back cuffs, Stylish neck completion
is given by a turn’'down collar, attached to

a standing band, - The design will make up
prettily in wool batiste, pongee, cdshmere,

B
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mohair and light flannel. For a girl of 15
years 2 3-4 yards of 36-inch material will be
required. Sizes for 15, 16, and 17 years.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ PATTERN
COUPON.

Please send me

Pattern. Size.

N0 srit on sl %

L R SO N SR NS
NOiicioin aw snsn 3o josnssvones sessisns
NO s Eaap it avestisa sl sue busws i Hasssanes
3 R e N ] P R
for which I enclose .. .. .. cents

Name ..... S Sesliinoein geouasons

AQdretl. <o 5o i iy aen oess i sita wihe ves

!

“esseses See S0 bees swes sesess ees wesess

N.B—It is always cafer to cut out illus-
trations and send with the coupon, carefully
filled out. Allow one week beyond time needed
for return of post, as orders are handled in
rctation. Price, 10 cents, in stamps or postal
note. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern
Department, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

—_—

My Neighbor’s Boy.
(Frank Walcott Hutt, in the ‘S. 8. Visitor.’)

I used to pity a boy next door,

He looked so tiny, and pinched, and poor;
He rose so early, and worked so late,
And toiled all day at a steady rate

At weeding gardens, or sowing seed,

Or wheresoever there seemed a need.

But when I heard, on a cloudy day,
That same boy singing, across the way,
And how he laughed as with might and main
He raced to finish before the rain,

I changed the pity that once I had

To honest praise for my neighbor’s lad.

A Receipt for Simple Living,

The following excellent morsels of advice,
whose author calls them ‘four rules of sincer-
ity are well worth committing to memory.
We can all mark, read, and inwardly digest
tkem with profit. The rules in brief are these:

We should never buy things that we do
not want.

We should never willingly, or through mere
indifference buy things that are not genuine.

We should never try to do things that we
know we cannot do, or have not time to do.

And we should never do things that we do

s sl sy

We will
Handsome

the Ring,

GOLD FILLED
IWATCH AND RING

FOR SELLING ONLY 25 PIECES OF OUR
JEWELLERY AT 10 CENTS EACH.

vement Watch, Beautiful Engraved,
and also a Gold Filled Ring set with a
Sparkling Gem ; Free to anyone for
selling only 25 I};iec:e:a of our fast sell
Aing Jewellery

us the $2.50 collected when sold. ifYust send us your
name and address and we will ma A

charges paid by us, 25 pieces of our fast selling Jewel-
lery Novelties, which you can easxlty sell to your friends
and neighbors at the small price O

when you have the 25 pieces all sold send us the $2.50
collected and we will mail to your address the very
same day we réceive the money, Both the Watch and
We trust you with the 25 pieces of Jewel-
lery until all are sold o it will cost you nothing, only

a little work in your

Handsome Gold Filled Watch, Stem Wind and Stem Set, and warranted a good
time keeper, and also the Gold Filled Ring Set with a Sparkling Gem.,
Send us your name and address for the 25 Jewellery Novelties to-day.

GIVEN FREE

ositively give BOTH a
old Filled American Mo-

ovelties at 10 cents each and sending

to you at once, all

10 cents each, and

spare moments to earn Both the

| ST4R MFG.CO. 246 St James St, Montreal, Canada. |

e

You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

PPS'S

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

COCOA

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

T —— S——

not want to do, just because other people do
them and ask us to do them.

If we all observed these four rules of sin-
cerity, we should discover that simplicity of

life is, after all, an attainable ideal—‘C. K.
World.’

Our Daily Tasks.

Duty forbids you and me to spend all our
time in meditations, however profitable, or in
psalm.singing, however sweet. There is too
much work to be done, there are too many
battles to be fought, too many crosses to be
borne,. too many trials to be endured. Spirit.
ual frames should not unfit us for practical
duties, but the hours on the mountain tops
should fit us all the more for the humbler val-
leys of everyday life. We can have our
Master with us all the time—in our common
rounds and daily tasks. And the lowly val-
leys in which we do our work and meet our
friends and business associates, ought to ke
just as verdant and well-watered as those
mountain tops where we ‘see no man save
Jesus only’—Dr. Cuyler.
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Answering Advertisements.

1f ‘Messenger’ readers ordering goods ad-
vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their
order that they saw the advertisement in the
‘Messenger,’ it will be greatly appreciated by
all concerned.
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THE NORTHERN MESSENGER.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.

(Strictly in Advance.)
Single ceples .. .o .o seve oo oo .3 .40 ayean
Three Copies, separately addressed, if
desired, 0P .o io oo wass oo b0 4o 200 %
Your Coples, separately addressed, it
desired, DY S0DY i vois W seve 80
Ten Coples or more, to one addrees,

PEr CODY oo s oo o ssvs 0o susn <O
8ix months trial at half the above rates.
Postage included for Canada (Montreal and saburbs ems

cepted) ; Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, New
Zealand, Transvaal, Jamaica, Trinidad, Bah Telands, Bap
badoes, Bermuda, British Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Bars
wak, Zanzdbar, Hong Kong and Oyprus.

T, 8, Postage 50c oxtrato the United States Alssks,
Hawasilan and Philippins Islands, except in clubs to one
address, when every four coples will be fifty cents extra poste
#ge per annum,

Foreign Postage to oll comntries not named in the above
list, Rty cents extra,

Samples and BSubseription Blanks freely aad
promptly seat on request. .

: SUNDAY SCHOOL GFFER.

Any school in Canada that does not take ‘The
Messenger,” may have it supplied fres on trial
for three vn‘fh on requ ¢ Superintendent,
ledeuz or Pastor, s::&ﬂgm namber of copies
8 ;

THR *NORTHI MESSENGER' is printed snd published
.,a"%n@ﬂ" » "Witness’ Building, st the corner of Cralg
and Bt sots, in the ety of Montresl, by Johm

and Frederick Eugens Dougall, both of

Masirial
AR bus communications should be addressed ‘Johs
ml'ﬂ * and all lottors tp the editor should be
addresssd of the * Northorn Messenger.’ :
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