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Street Scenes in Egypt.

When we talk of a street in England we
mean a tolerably wide road with pavements
on either side, and houses opening upon it.
The carts and carriages go by in the road,
which is kept clean and well mended; on the
pavements people walk without jostling each
other, by simply attending to ‘the rule of the

*

- stand in Chester and Bristol.

A CAIRO ENIFE-GRINDER

stories, like the queer old houses that still
The street is

narrow enough; it is blocked by conjurers,
snake-charmers, knife-grinders (like the one
in this picture), and people selling fruit,
water, sweets, and all sorts of other things.
Then processions are always passing to and
fro—wedding processions, with the bride, who
is generally a child of

twelve or thirteen,

decked out very gorgeously under a gorgeous
canopy; or funeral processions, followed by
fearful shrieks and howls as lamentations for
the dead; or a great man comes by, with foot-
men runming before him, pushing the people

~ aside and shouting at the top of their voices,
‘0 old man! O maiden! get out of the way on
~ the right!’ or the left, as the case may be. The

donkey boys make their spirited beasts clear

a way for themselves. These boys know a
few words of English, and almost tear a new-
comer to pieces in their efforts to prevent each
other from being employed by him. Each is
quite sure his own beast is best.

‘Dis donkey named Gladstone, sir!” they
shriek,

‘And ,dis one Billee Button—him go quickes,
sir!’ .

Indeed it is a noisy place.

This old man has found rather a quiete®
corner, under the grated window of a house.
Every now and then a women peeps out to see
how he is getting on with the ladies’ pen-
knives and scissors. Her face is covered with
the yashmak, that is, a piece of thick white
stuff tied across her nose and hiding all the
lower part of her face, so that only her large
dark eyes look out. Without this covering
she may not face a man. She is a perfect
bundle of white muslin when she rides her
donkey through the streets; omly her eyes
can be seen, and the tips of her painbed fingers,

When the knife-grinder has finished his
work he will go on through the streets, join-
ing his cry to the thousand other cries in the
streets,

Very curious some of these cries are, Mr,
Lane tells us that a seller of cotton cloth will
call out, instead of merely ‘Cloth to sell,” ‘The
work of the bull, O maiden!’ because the loom
is set in motion by a bull.

Again, a man with toasted melon-pips calls,
‘O consoler of the embarrassed! O pips!’ and
the seller of roses, ‘The rose was a thorn, from
the sweat of the Prophet it blossomed.

The Prophet, of course, is Mahomet, who
was said to have produced roses by a mir-
acle.

The hawker of a kind of sweet called hala-
weh, made of treacle and other things fried
together, cries, ‘For a nail, O sweetmeat!’ for
he is not a very honest trader. He tempts
the children and servants to steal odds and
ends of all sorts, to give him in exchange for
his goodies. 3

But the water-carrier, who walks along
= —

For the Coming Year.

What does it mean to a Sunday School and
church to have a paper that can be trusted
to put only what is wholesome and good into
the hearts of the children, that can be looked
to for helpful ideas by the Sunday School
teacher and temperance worker, that gives
jolly, bright entertainment for the wee omes
and encouragement and help in life’s struggle
to the older brothers and sisters; that is
watched for by the dear old folks for its com-
forting words and lessons; that.gives to the
mothers stories for the hour when the chil-
dren beg for them, and new ideas for house-
keeping; that upholds for the father a man-
ly standard of life, and in every depant-
ment strives to meet the wants of the
whole family? If you have realized just
what all this means, then stand by to see
that the advantages you enjoy are made
known to others, and whenever it is possible
for you to do so, introduce the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ into homes and schools. Once there
it will hold its own, : :
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working up small dividual lists,
one of our publications,

THE MESSENGER.
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SPECIAL DIAMOND JUBILEE CLUB OFFERS.

We want each reader to send us one of the clubs below.

If each reader accomplished this, and we are sure it is possible to almost everyone—
then our publications would have the largest circulation of any in the Dominion, and we would make
a number of improvements without delay—improvements that each reader would immediately

Four Subscriptions to the ‘Northern Messenger,” separately addressed, worth $1.60, for only $1.00,
One Subscription each to the ‘Northern Messenger’ and ‘Daily Witness,’ worth $3.40, for only $83.10.

three of whom must
be new subscribers.

“ “ “ ‘e o (13

‘Weekly
‘World Wide, .

$1.40,
$1.90,

$1.20.
B1.75.

“" " “

SAMPLES FREE —Agents and Club Raisers will get further information and samples on application.
NOTE. — These rutes will.be subject to our usual postal regulations, as follows:—POSTAGE INCLUDED for Canada (Montreal and suburbs ex-
Gibraltar,
Gambia, Sarawak, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Oyprus; also to the United States, Hawaiian Islands and Philippine Islands.
EXTRA to all countries not named in the foregoing list, as follows: ‘Daily Witness,’ $3.50 extra; ‘Weekly Witness,’ $1 extra; ‘Northern Messenger,’
B0c extra; ‘World Wi de,’ eubschiptiod price, including postage to foreign countries, only $1.50.

Malta, New Zealand, Transvaal, Barbadoes, Jamalca, Trinidad, Bahama Islands, Bermuda,British

POSTAGE

Note -New subscribers will get the remainder of this year free,

Note Subscribers getting up clubs are entitied to charge full subscription rates from new sub-~
scribers and to retain the difference between thase and the above club rate to cover their expenses.

Note-One’s own subscription does not count in this offer because it does not require canvassing,
Nota -Thosa working for othar pramiuma will not benefit by these offers.

Note—-To stimulate further effort, and as some will find it easy to get more than three or four
subscribers, we will in addition to the foregoing remarkable offers, commencing November 15th,
further notice,
amount of subscription money for our various publications on that day,

OUR RED LETTER COLORED PLATE

award each day to the subscriber sending us in the largest

ILLUSTRATED BIBLE.

These Bibles would appear to be good valus at four doliars each. §

It there should bhappen to be a tie for the largest amount in ahy given day the premium will be awarded to the one farthest away, because his .
remittance will have been mailed earlier than the other.
NOTE.— Sunday-School Clubs for the ‘Messenger’

one in particular 8 properly entitled to the premium; £
Neither will remit{ances cOunt from news agents, from publishers, Or from any one who is mot a subscriher to

will not count under this offer because they are not secured individually; because usually no
and Decause they are generally large, and to include them would only discourage tnose

poracnt (one halt) on new subacriptions,

where they have been taken.

Those who prefer, instcad of working on the basis of the above Club offors, may take .
tions at the full rates, and wa will allow a commiasion of twenty-five percsni (one quarter) on renewal subscri stions and fifty

. NOTE.—New -subscribers are people who have not been red ders of our publications, or who have not for at least

subscriptions for any of our publica-

But thase tarms are only avaiiable for those sending Five dotlara or mare at a time.
two years lived in homes
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chinking his little brass cups, has a cry which
makes us think of more than onme beautiful
passage in the Bible. His cry is an echo of
the words of Isaiah, ‘Ho, every one that thirst-
eth, come ye to the waters!’ as he shouts, ‘O
ye thirsty water!’ and then adds, ‘May God
recompense me!’ as if he felt that the tiny
copper coin given for his cupful was really
no payment for such precious refmsl}ment—
precious as life itself sometimesisin that hot
climate. We can hardly fail to think of the
better gift offered us ‘without money and
without price,) )

Sometimes the water-carrier cries merely,
*The gift of God!’ making the Christian lis-
tener feel sorry that this soul for whom Christ
died has mo knowledge of Him who sat once
weary beside a well, and told the woman, of
whom He asked water, the wonderful truth
that those to whom He gave drink should
never thirst again.—‘Sunday Reading’

A student missed learning but onme single
lesson, At the end of the year the
problem given to him in the examination fell
in the lesson he had missed, and he failed in
it. Then a hundred times in after years did
he stumble and make mistakes in problems
and calculations, because he had lost that par-
ticular day’s lesson. Thus failure in any
duty, any day, may fling its shadow to the
close of life.—J. R. Miller, D.D.

Acknowiedgments.

LABRADOR GENERAL FUND.

J. J. Lagache, Man,, 6oc.; Mrs. R. Jany, Fer-
guson, $1.00; Miss Lizzie Jany, Ferguson,
$1.00; Caroline Doniald, Cmdetm Place, C‘z.po;
Thekla Robincon, $1.00; R. ;.S. MacTavish,
Vernon, $1.00; Elizabeth Currie, Hull, $2.00;
M. J. B, Forest, 31700; total, $9.60.

: 4 JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, ‘Witness’ Building, Montreal.
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6ur | B‘aily —
Jubilee Award. < /

Probably none of those who secured the awards expected
them on such smpll remittances.

i We oonti.nu_e to receivg daily, most congratulatory letters concerning the ‘Witness’
pmmond Jubilee, all of which are heartily appreciated. These letters are being reproduced
in our coh{mns. :

Our friends all over the Dominion are joining with us in celebrating our sixtieth anni-
versary of the foundation of the ‘Witness’ In another place will be found the special
Diamond Jubilee club offers, including in addition to reduced rates THE GIFT of one of
our Red Letter colored plate illustrated Bibles. One of these handsome books is given
each day to the subscriber from whom we receive the largest amount of subscription money
(net), for our publications. R :

(Remit tances from news agents or from Sunday School clubs for the “Northern Mes-
senger,” or from publishers, or from any one who is not a subseriber to one of our publica-

tions, do not count in this offer.) 3 : 5

]
The Bibles awarded free appear good value for four dollars. :

The list of successful club raisers for last week, with the amount of subscriptions each
sent in is as follows:— P §

Nov. 27. Monday, W. H. Austin, Freeton, Ont .. .. .o «0 o0 o2 oo oo o0 $2.00
Nov. 28. Tuesday, Mrs. A, H. Brown, Hamilton, Ont .. .. .. «v &4 .0 o0 o0 2.00
Nov. 29. Wednesday, E. G. Dyer, Suttod, Que.. .. .. <o «v oo oo so ae oo 8.50
Nov. 30. Thursday, Robt. Darling, Toromto, Ont.. «. ee oo ws o0 vo v o0 oe 6.0
Dec. 'x, Friday, 'D.’ E, Copping, Joliette, Que.. .. i wode os ov ov oo os  5.00
Dec. 2. Saturday, A. L. Harvey, Totonto, Ont.. .. .. oo os o0 oo ¢s o0 o0 6.20

Each of the above will receive one of these red letter illustrated Bibles Free.
Wha will be the successful subscribers for next week? The smallness of the amounts
sent in should encourage others to go and d9 likewise or a little better.
See our JUBILEE OFFERS

A PLEASANT SURPRISE,

Dear Sirs,—The Bible premium came to hand last night, and was quite a sur-
prise I assure you. I }’ﬂ‘ld no idea T would get so handso‘ge a present (tl'oxl' sending
in so small a club. The ‘Witness’ was taken by both my grandfathers Tong be-
fore T was born, and the habit has descended to the present generation, who
i:?tfson:::eﬁt: t;;;g:gate a good thm;lzl. With jubilee congratulations and hop-

he ct may -ee as much d f rough [
of the * Witness s bas the past, I re main, yours tealy o o) ihe agency
J. E. McINTOSH.

‘Elmhurst Farm,” Breadalbane, Ont, Deec. 1, 1905.
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The Heart of God.

There is no love like the love of Jesus,
Never to fade or fall,

Till into the fold of the peace of God
He has gathered us all.

Thers is no heart like the heart of Jesus,
Filled with a tender lore;

Not a throb or throe our hearts can know
But he suffered before.

There is no voice like the voice of Jesus;
Ah! how sweet its chime,

Like the musical ring of some rushing spring
In the summer time.

Oh, might we listen that voice of Jesus!

Oh, might we never roam,

Till our souls should rest,
breast,

In the heavenly home!
1 —W. E. Littlewood.

All for a Joke.

‘Guess!” said Bert, rushing into the house
with the air of one who had a very important
piece of news.

‘Guess what?' asked Tom, excitedly.

“Why, the best thing that could happen.

‘Oh, I know!” Tom cried, his eyes shining.
‘Aunt Margie’'s coming! She said she would
soon,” and taking Bert’s smile for assent, he
hurried upstairs to tell the good news to his
sick mother. On the way he met Mary, the
servant girl, and he told her. Next he stop-
ped by grandma’s door to let her know, and
by the time he reached his mother’s room he
was so out of breath from hurry and excite-
ment that he could only gasp, ‘Aunt Margie—
_she’s coming!’

‘How do you know, and where ig she?’ cped
Mrs, Williams,

‘Why, Bert saw her, and I suppose she’s
walking up the street this minute’

How glad everybody was! Aunt Margie's
visits were few and far between, for she liv-
ed many miles away, and her coming was
quite an event in the family. Evn Mary
shared the general delight.

The minutes passed, and poor Mrs. Wil-
liams, lying upstairs on her bed, ‘waited pa-
tiently for her sister’s appearance. ‘Why @es
she not come to me?’ she asked herself again

~and again. She heard the outside door open
and close, but no one came near her, and she
was growing exceedingly nervous when steps
sounded on the stairs, her own door opened,
and she looked up to see no one but Tom.

‘Where’s Aunt Margie?’ she cried.

‘I don't know, Tom said in a disappointed
tone; ‘she didn’t come yet. I ‘watched and
watched by the door, and T can’t see lnyt'hmg
of her.

' ‘Why didn’t ywou ask Bert where he saw
her?’

‘I can’t find Bert, either. He ran right off
;lnd hasn’t been back since, I thought he'd
gone to meet auntie.” I'm afraid that he’s
just been fooling.’

Some hours afterward the missing Bert ap-

in peace, on his

?eared Tom happened to be by the front

gate, so was the first to see him.

‘Where’s Aunt Margie?’ he demanded.
Lo don’t know,’ carelessly answered Bert,

“Where did you see. her?’ :

o didn't see her! | -

"T‘his tune Bert llughed. s .».‘ S 4

‘But you 4aid so.

‘I didn’t. I said for you to gueu sametﬂing,
and you zuessed Aunt Margie. 1 didw’t say
yes. Fors

\

‘You didn’t say no, either, Bert Williams,
and that was the same as saying yes,’ Tom
returned in an injured tone.

‘No, it wasn’t} and Bert laughed heartily
as he ran to the house.

In the sitting-room he met his father,

‘Bert, said Mr, Williams, ‘I thought you
always prided yourself on being truthful’

The smile faded from Bert's face, and he
scarcely kpew how to answer,

‘You were untruthful this afterncon.

‘I didn’t say that Aunt Margie was com~-
ing.

‘But you let Tom believe it. Besides, your
words implied that something wonderful had
happened. Is that your idea of truth?’

‘It was only a joke, Bert said, meekly.

‘A joke! and for the sake of a joke you act-
ed deceitfully, you disappointed the whole
family, and made Mary stop her work and
begin to prepare a lunch that was not need-
ed; you caused your sick mother to so ex-
¢ite herself that her fever has returned—’

Bert started.

‘I didn’t know that,’
‘Observer.’

he said.—New York

A Piece of One’s Mind.

(Julia F. Deane, in the ‘Sunday School
Messenger.”)

I feel just like giving her a piece of my
mind, that’s what I do, and I believe I'll do
it, too,” announced Bethea Dexter emphatical-
ly, as she came in from school,

‘Do you think, dear, you can spare it?’ ask-
ed her mother gently.

‘Spare it! Spare what?’ asked Bethea in
astonishment,

‘A piece of your mind. Do you think you
can afford the extravagance, dear?

° ‘Mother Dexter, what @0 you mean? ’in-
quired the girl, with sudden interest.

‘Just this, daughter, There is a double truth
in the common phrase, “giving others a piece
of our mind,” and oftentimes, perhaps always,
the words literally and sadly fulfil themselves.
There are some so rich and healthy of mind and
soul as to be able to disperse pieces of their
mind, in irritation and uncharitableness, with-
out a corresponding loss of that serenity of
spirit which enables one to do one’s work pro-

- perly. Better count well ’ahe cost, dear, be-

fore you do it

Who that has lived long.but has come to
realize the enormous draft upon one’s vitality
and energy of this same process?  Probably
no one ever gives a piece of one’s mind in
the ordinmary current meaning attached to the
phrase, without actually squandering an un-
due amount of energy and vitality that was
meant to be used for a better purpose. In
fact, one who permits himcelf to become the
slave of such a habit, soomer or Iater finds
himself morally bankrupt.

The boy whose mind is full of thoughts of

~how mneatly he set out his comrade’s mean-

ness, isn’t the boy who hands in the best the-
sis. The girl who is planning how she can
phrase a cutting bit of rebuke to an offend-

_ing companion is mot, as a rule, the one who

stands highest in her class, The man whose
soul is filled with a personal grievance is not
the man we must depend upon to move the
world along. The woman burdened with a
sense of having been wronged has little heart

_ left to carry another’s burden. The individ-

ual whose eyes are focused on the smallness
and the weaknéss of the other fellow has lost
the clear, fine vision that makes him really

‘mother. '

useful in solving the problems of society. Ine
temperance of speech, or thought, as well as
intemperance of appetite, is certain to wreck
one’s usefulness.

There undoubtedly are supreme moments in
life when righteous indignation has its place,
when the personal element is eliminated and
one can deal with the sin without reference to
the offender, but in the experience of the
average mortal these occasions are rare, The
delivering of pieces of one’s mind, as a rule,
is only a display of inward irritability and
ill-temper, the undwe exciting of a super-
sensitive self-pride or conceit.

Truly the world needs the mind of every
young man and woman, needs them sorely, but
it needs and wants them only in their en-
tirety and sanity, and has small use for the
torn shreds and shatteréd remnants of pre-
judice and personal animosity which so often
are styled ‘pieces of one’s mind.

SRR Lo ARl

Abe, the Japanese Soldier Boy

In March, 1904, when the soldiers from the
Second (Sendai) Division were being hurried
to the front as fast as trains could carry
them, I stood on the station platform here
at Okayama with a omall Japanese flag in
my hand. A young soldier, his boyish face
full of earnest longing, beckoned me to the
car where he was standing and asked for
my flag. I hesitated, but he begged so hard
I put it in his buttonhole as the train moved
off.

A few days later came a long letter from
Hiroshima, where he was waiting for the
transport, telling his name, his fmme, his life
story, and why he had begged for some me-
mento of the first foreign woman he had ever
heard speak.

He told me he was the fifth son of his aged
‘samurai’ (father), who had lost all his other
boys. ‘He had just graduated from the law
school in Tokio when the call to war came
to the reserve, so he joined the colors in the
same regiment where he had been for his two
years of compulsory training before he went
to Tokio, P

Gladly his aged parents and still more aged
grandmother had given him up; gladly he had
gone for his dear country’s sake. But on that
long ride down from Tokio he had had time
to think; so, though he knew nothing of Chris-
tianity, his heart was tender enough to be
deeply impresséd by a few earnest words of

_ prayer to the loving heavenly Father; spoken

by the foreign women to the men gathered
around the fire in that rough dining shed,

And so began the letters which the soldier
boy, Abe, has been sending to his ‘Heaven-sent
mother,’ as he calls the missionary lady, from
Korea, from the Yalu River, from far-away

. Manchuria, where he has been all these weary

weeks and months in General Kuroki’s army.
Would not the boys across the wide Pacific
like to hear something of these letters?
‘Under date of roth j‘nly he says. —For for-

ty days I have b-een on guard in the front
line, unable to sleep for noise of canmnon and
musketry. Last night I returned to camp, and
asked, first of nll for letters, Of the two
hundred and eight letters and papers for Com-
pany Nine, one hundred and six were for me, '
and I opened fitst your letters, papers, tracts,
and photographs; thanks-for them  all; dear
Our. Company Nme has been in ai’x
battles, and also out on numberless sooutiwr
expeditions, and we have had four killed and
forty-five wounded. Thanks to your papers, J

s iy
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have escaped unhurt. Qur greatest trouble has
been the running away of the Russians; our
greatest admiration the way in which the Cos-
sacks rescue the wounded. Galloping owver the
ﬁeld, guiding his horse to his fallen comrade,
the big black-capped cavalryman stoops from
{he saddle and tenderly lifts his friend,
swinging him up before him almost without
drawing rein. ’

On 26th September he wrote:—‘To celebrate
the recent victory I fastened your little flag
o a ten-foot pole and stuck it'up in camp. I
was called away for something, and when I
returned the flag ‘was gone. I raced around
and around like a madman; I could not,
would not, lose that flag, my treasure for
nionths. I saw it in the hands of a little
Chinese boy, snatched it from him, and gave
him a slap that sent him home crying at the
,lop of his voice. “What’s the matter?’ called
out one of my friends. “I gave that flag to
the little fellow; I did not know you cared
for it” Sorty and ashamed, I followed the
boy home to a tiny farmhouse, apolugizing
to his father, gave the little boy a Japanese
coin, which pleased the father so much he
soon came into camp with a basket of veget-
ables for me. Then wasn’t I sorry I had lost
my temper? but I did not- forget to put my
flag carefully away in my knapsack, where
no other boy, big or little, could get my trea-
sure.

On 8th December.—From 24th November to

7th December I was on the fighting line, with
no rest day or might., Coming back to camp
my first request was for mail. Your three
large envelopes I opened first. From one came
a right-hand glove, from another a left-hand
glove, and from the third the ear-caps and
_the letter. Such things are not for common
soldiers, and the  tears would come. wh'lle I
read. 1 never heard of Christmas before but
om that day, with a clean heart and clean
hmds, I'll put on your g:fts, and thank God
for my mother’s love. My friends have laugh-
ed when I said your prayers saved me, dear
mother, but now they believe in you and your
God, even as I do. T have given up drinking
and smoking for your sake, and am trying to
be a worthy son of such a mother.

The copy of Matthew’s Gospel which I sent
him in the first detter has been his constant
companion, and in'a letter dated r4th January
he Says:—‘When T'am discourdged 1 take out
your little Bible and read the first eleven
verses of the fifth Chapter, and I am comfort-
ed. T have learned all the placeés you have
marked, This morning everything is white
with snow, and the mercury thirty below
zero. We fear General Winter more than the
Russians, though they are only four hundred
meters away.

In every letter comes a little Japanese poem.
One of the earlier ones is as follows:—

Pillowing my head in the ashes of the camp
fire, 5%

I look up at- the silvery noon and think of
spring.’

Another:—

‘Under the peaceful moon
I nightly wvigil keep,
Wattching with sleepless eyes
~ The lonely bivouac fires :
- Round which the Russians sleep.

= Sample Coples.

Any lubmbe: who would like to have speci-
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent
to friends can send the names with addresses
and we will bo pleued to supply them, free
of cost. ;
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The Night Watch,

‘Rap, rap, rap.

There was a winning, cheery confidence
about the knock, but Mr. Quentin . frowned.
Saturday was always crowded. There were
troubles of its own and the ravel edges of the
week all whipped in upon them.

The ‘Come in was curt; but Ike came in
and beamed.

He had a ragged hat swinging respectfully
at his side, and he bowed a tangled head.
Both were out of the common. The rare be-
longing was his smile. Not that it was ar-
tistic, being much too big for the size of his
face, but there was a glow of soul behind.
Under this Mr. Quentin’s frown hesitated.

‘You're Mr. Quentin, the manager?’ inquired
Ike.

Yes.

‘“Well, I heared ’bout the stealin’’

‘What have you heard of the stealing?’

‘Oh, nothin’ new; but say’—this in pleasant
comradeship—‘how ’bout us havin’ a night
watch?’

‘We might, assented Mr, Quentin,

‘Save the lead, an’ ketch the feller that’s af-
ter it said Ike,

YVes-s) The admission was tentative. Mr.
Quentin was a very considerate man.

But there was no hesitation about Ike. He
took an eager step forward and offered him-
self with a little wave of the hands and a
new curling up of the mouth corners that
stirred irresistible reflection in the face of the
manager.

I'd have been in before,’ continued the can-
didate, ‘but jes' now heared ’bout the place
needin’ me! The need was evidently a joyous
possession and had no shadow of doubt upon
Mr. Qt;ehtin le-aned back in his chalt “and
considered how best to deal with suoh a case.

‘Well, you see,” he hinted, ‘usually a might
watch is a man, a grown man.’

"Ike nodded his red head.

“We'll be gettin® out of the ruts’ he sug-
gested beamingly, and joined in when Mr,
Quentin began to laugh.

‘What is your name?’ came next

Tke Malone. Jes’ come to the mines last
week)

‘And your present business ?’

“Well, you see, it ain’t je¢’ a man’s busi-
ness, my present air’t’ Ike made the admis-
sion with a solemn courage in his eyes. ‘But
mother had to be helped so’—his woice low-
ered confidently—‘so—at present it’s washin’.
I wash an’ mother iroms. You wouldn't Jet
that make agin’ me, sir?’

‘Not at all, not at all’

‘The washin’ o’ daysuwhylwauttbo
night watch? =

‘T see. The obj-eetxon is you: inches.*

‘Inches?’

‘Yowre young, you m'
 ‘Sure I'm gettin’ the better of that every
day, sir) said Ike the undaunted, ‘An’ I'm
lucky, sir)

‘Lucky, eh?’ There was a touch of kindly
sarcasm in the tone and in the managers
glance as it went over him from the tangled
fiery head down past the ragged shirt and
trousers to the shoes. They might in some
far past have had a right to their name, those
shoes; but it was a strain on courtesy now.

‘Sures as a rabbit’s foot’ said Ike about
the luck. 4 :

‘pidn’t 1 get big emough to help ’fore fa-
ther died? Ain’t I strong as a mul-e? Didn’t
1 think of this mtuh business my own self?
Ain't T got a gun an’ a—say, Mr. Quentin, I
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clean forgot—Grit's waitin’ outside, an’ he
might, if he was put upon, he might give a
bite, sir.’

‘Well have him in,’ assented Mr. Quentin,

So Grit came in and drew up beside his
master,

‘H-'s nather yeller,’ admitted the master re-
luctantly, ‘but he’s got a jaw.’

‘I should judge so by his eye,’ Mr. Quentin
remarked dryly. ‘He is part, I suppose, of the
watch?’

‘Grit an’ Company,’ said Ike.

‘Well, said Mr. Quentin, ‘you may stay in
the furnace to-night if you like.)

And Ike repeated his wide undaunted smile,
Usually the furnace had been left to itself of
nights, considered safe enough with a big lock
and barred windows; but in the last week a
dozen pigs of lead had disappeared. Now this
was a small matter in money, but the idea of
a thief about was exceedingly uncomfortable,
The company looked solemn and requested
their manager to ‘investigate’ He felt that
way himself, but there was not a ghost of a
clew to begin at. The slag about the old
building showed mo tracks, locks and bars
were secure, and among all the miners there
was not one from whom suspicion would not
roll away like water from a duck’s back. The
absurdity of the theft was another point of
mystery. Aside from the awkwardness of
handling a dozen pigs of lead there was the
difficulty” of selling them,

‘Who could sell them,’ mused Mr. Quentin,
(without immediate suspicion?” He was still
upon the question when the men began to file
in for their week’s pay.

Rough, steady fellows they were. He took
a.keen glance at each and thought of the
water and the duck’s back.

He was locking the safe when one
alone, late. Lt

fAh, Mitchel, what detained you?

Mitchel held out a bandaged arm.

Tt’s not so much of a bite, sir) he explain-
ed, shamefacedly, ‘but me sister-in-law was
that worried I had to let her fuss over it a
bit, sir. I'd gone by with a plate of cake me
wife was sendin’ her, an’ in came her boy with
his dorg.’ -

‘A yellow dog? mqulred M. Quen;tm. :

‘A yeller dorg, sir, said Mitchel, ‘an’ he'd
be a dead dorg by rights’ :

“Dhe boy, I suppose, and Mr. Quentin smil-
ed, ‘got in the way of his being a dead dog?’

‘He did that, laughed Mitchel. ‘Sure he's
a broth of a boy.

Mr. Quentin felt hu theart warm and
ashamed within him. Here he had keenﬂnnk
ing how this man who could mustet a genm-
ous laugh over a dog hite was one of the car-
ters that took the lead to the station and
might easier than another dispose of an ex-
tra dozen pigs. Moreover he had seen him

A o TR

turn an eager eye toward the safe door, and

get it in his mind against™him!

He hurried to give him his pay and a cor-
dial good-night.

“Take care of yourself, he said.

‘It’s take care of the dorg, I'm thinkin’,
sir, laughed Mitchel,

This reminder of his watch decided him to
gv by the furnace on his way home.

Meantime Grit and Company had gone jubi-
lantly to their post; but at the door there
came a pause. Gnt wagged hxs ml and look-
ed questions.

‘I forgot to ask for the key, explained. 1ke
‘an’ it'll look mighty young, Grit, to go this

time o’ night an’ say “I forgot the Key? '

Grit expressed earnest sympathy,

. ‘There’s no way but bo ‘watch outsx&e, said
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Tke, and Grit having no better suggestion to
make, they hid together out of the starlight
in a near clump of witch-hazel

The night was very still and clear and a
bit chilly. Grit took a chum’s liberty and
cuddled close; but presently he was alert, his
ears pricked.

‘Easy now, coaxed Ike, with a hand on his
neck. :

A step came along the slag walk. There
came a rattle of a key in its lock.

‘Me fortune’s made,’ whispened Ike in breath-
less excitement, ‘if ye’ll be still and he clung
beseechingly; but Grit gave a yelp and broke
in pursuit.

The door opened upon a furnace of very
primitive type. A great firestone basin stood
against the wall that shut off the bellows
woom, and underneath, still glowing, were the
embers of the day’s fire. Their light glinted
on the nozzle of the TDbellows as it poked
through the wall and showed the smelter’s
ladle hanging to one side. On the floor was
the pile of lead ready for Monday, all the flint
and clay broken away and the tiny blocks
pure and shining softly in the dim light, Be-
yond were the weeks of pigs of metal.

<At the sound of that yelp, Mitchel, for he

it was, dashed inside, and Grit followed. By
the dim firelight the tussle before it was all
legs and breathings of great threatening, but
for some moments nothing definite. Then by
happy accident a chunk of cake fell from the
defendant’s pocket into Grit’s jaws; his tail
wagged truce,

Mitchel eyed the repast ruefully and then
looked to Ike who had done what he could and
now stood getting his breath alongside,

‘Would ye be still keepin’ the creature,
Ike? T'm thinkin’ ye forget it’s the husband
of ye're mother’s sigter I am)

‘What are you doing here?’ demanded Ike.

‘Och thin, am I to consult the beast hefore
I take a walk of an evening?’

‘We're the watch)

‘Presarve us,’ said Mitchel.

‘An’ Uncle Mitchel? white as the flint pile
outside, ‘ye’ll have to go to Mr. Quentin,

Mitchel stared for ome instant, then sat
sat himself down and roared.

' “Ye're a broth of a boy,’ said he.

“There’s no other way, Ike told him, and
put a hand on his arm; ‘Tm the watch’

‘An’ ’'m Pat Mitchel, with a bit of a frown.
 “Rom round now and start the bellows while I
get up the fire. We’ll talk after.’

But Ike stood white and still,

‘Then listen, ye little mule watch, The
dozen pigs is under the drush yonder in the
corner, see? They're to be melted over be-
cause they're done wrong, see? An’ daylight'll
be on us if we stay talkin’. Now will ye run
to the bellows?’

‘Why doesn’t Mr. Quentin know? was all
Tke’s answer.

‘Go and tell him, said Mitchel, who kept
his eye on the dog while he built up the fire.
‘Go and tell” Then suddenly he turned to the
boy. The new blaze was bright on their faces.
‘An’ will ye be pleased to name what ye're
thinkin’- of me, Mr. Watch?’ said he; and it

Ike gave a sob anﬂ flung his arms about
liim.

Whmheoamowkﬁommmebebd-
hufonxpngsofl#admbegmmgumﬂ-
alinﬂubum, and Grit had madehu apolo-
gy and lay blmkmg at the,ﬁxe ;

‘There’s more of that caha:, sauL Hmhd,
‘on the pantry shelf an’ the door's unlocked.
Tﬂmwﬁnlunwit.’omm

The regard of ecach for the other had
taken new fuel like the fire,

From the door Ike turned back.

‘Ought the watch’—

‘To be sure, broke in Mitchel smiling, ‘T'll
go meself and you’ll do the smeltin’, See,
ladle off the scum when it comes up, and
keep the fire, and off he ran, like a boy, for
his cake,

Thus it happened that Ike was busy smelt-
ing when the astonished Mr. Quentin walked
in. The clack of the bellows had hidden his
approach even from Grit, who was fortunately
asleep.

‘Good-evening,” said Mr, Quentin.

The watch took a step forward and bowed
to him. ‘I was gein’ to tell you in the morn-
in’, sir) he said.

‘To tell me what?’

‘That nobody’s a thief, sir!” The glow of
his eyes made it jubilant news. Again Mr.
Quentin felt his hea:t warm and ashamed.

‘It's ashamed I am of givin’ such trouble
and suspicion, sir, said Mitchel’s voice com-
ing in the door. ‘Will ye take a bit of cake,
sir, while ye hear about it?’

‘Yes, certainly.”

‘Thank you,’ said Mr. Quentin, and munch-
ed with them amiably while the story of the
pigs was unfolded to the bellows’ clacking and
the sparks of the fire,

‘Well, sir, the first pigs came out with
ragged taps on account of the moulds bein’
too full. Then, thinks I, you’ll be my work
an’ you'll be done overtime.

‘But why make a secret of it?’

‘Sure, I'd bragged of my smeltin’,
the men would make a laugh on me’

‘So you hid the ragged pigs?’

1 did, sir. An’ it'll be a fine joke on the
thief talkers when the whole number’s found
to-morrow—beggin’ your own pardon, sir,

‘An’ ye’ll not be wantin’ a watch, sir} said
Ike,

‘Tll be wanting Grit and Company, said Mr.
Quentin.

So the dimm}'ng of Tke’s smile weat by.—
‘Forward.

sir, All

‘Keep Your Lantern by You.’

The words were spoken somewhat sharply
by the conductor of an evening train: ‘Keep
your lantern by you. If anything should hap-
pen, you may be at one end of the car and
your lantern at the other The brakeman was
a new hand, who had just come on duty. The
conductor met him at the rear end of the last
car, and the above words were spoken. We
glanced forward as the brakeman passed to-
ward the front end; there, to our suprise,
we saw his lantern hung up in a corner. While
he was taking it down and suspending it
from his arm; instead of from the hook in the
corner, we began to think. We thought of
others besides inexperienced brakemen who
sometimes put their lamps where they would
be of little use in an emergency..

There are people who make a profession of
religion who seem like shining lights in the
church, but who do not take their religion with
them in their daily life, They leave the lan-
tern hung up somewhere where it can do them
little good in a special hour. There are young
people who go to places where they cannot
take their religion with them. And then, how
shall they be prepared to help others who are
in danger? How shall they give them light
to guide them or help them out of trouhle, if

‘their light is away in some other place when

the emergency arises?
‘Ye are the light of the woﬂd,' sud]«m to
his dimpler but they who are h give li:ht
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to the world must bear their light about with
them. ‘Let your light so shine before men,’
again said the Saviour, ‘that they, seeing
your good works, may glorify your Father
which is in hcaven.

Do not forget that if we negle»t to let our
lights shine brightly they are in danger of
being put out entirely, and other. light-bear-
ers put into our places—‘No:thern Advocate.

L o o S
Her Mother’s Negative.
(By Marcella Hayden: Crewson.)

In front of a large window in the fifth
story of a business block sat three girls be-
fore three easels. They were still girls,
though contact with the world had rubbed
off some of the freshness of youth.

On each easel was fastened a negative which
these photographic artists were retouching,
enlivening their work by divers comments
upon the faces before them, the originals of
which were unknown to the workers.

‘Oh, Daisy, do look at this face. Just see
the wrinkles, and Mr. Board said most of
them must come out,” calicd the girl with the
auburn hair,

Daisy Barradell leaned over and looked at
her neighbor’s negative.

‘A vain old woman, I should call her, was
her comment,

The door opened, and Mr, Board, the photo-
grapher, -entered. Nima Carr at once appealed
to him.

‘There’s a lot of work to do on this face, It
won’t look like her if you take out all those
wrinkles,’

‘Nevertheless, it must be dome. The old
lady has a daughter who has been away from
home for several years and the picture is for
her. The daughter is to be kept in ignorance
of her mother’s wrinkles and I promised to
humor the old lady’s whim.

‘Does she live here? queried the girl at the
third easel, looking at the negative with an
air of interest. Until now her abtention had
been wholly concentrated upon her own work.

‘No,’ answered Mr. Board; ‘she lives in
Keithsburg, thirty-five miles west, She said
she couldn’t get anyone there to take a pic-
ture to suit her. : :

But why does she want to look so different
from what she really is?’ asked Nina, ‘

‘Well, I suspect her daughter has been the
cause of some of those wrinkles, and she
wishes to keep the knowledge of that from
her) was the phobographer’s rvsponse as he
closed the door.

The girl at the third easel took her nega-
tive from its position and brought it to Nina,
saying in a voice that trembled a little " in
spite of herself, ‘Will you change with me,
Miss Carx? I'd xather do yours if you'll ﬁn-
ish mine.

Nina Carr looked at the likeness of a dim-
pled baby which Elsie Coen held in her hands,
and quickly made the exchange.. ?

Elsie fastened the negative on her easel,
and sat motionless while she studied the face
before her. Presently she took up her pencil,
and some of the wnnkles began graduany to
disappear.

Elsie Coen was a recént add!tion to their
force of workers. She was rather slight, with
light hair and blue eyés, and a face that al-
ways seemed ready fo break into smiles at
the slightest provocation. She was an ac-

; kmwledged expert in ‘her line, and had lxta,

ly arrived there from chicazo
‘My! she looks any amount better, doem‘t
m, girls? She doesn’t look so very old, now.
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remarked Daisy Barradell, coming up behind
Elsie’s chair.

‘T should say she didn’t, said Nina, cran-
ing her meck to get a good view of the pic-
ture without leaving her seat. ‘Isn’t that a
face. If my mother had lived, I should
want her to look just like that)

Elsie buried her face in her hands and com-
menced to sob. Daisy knelt beside her and
tried to quiet her. Neither she nor Nina felt
very much acquainted with Elsie Coen, but
they had the kindest of feelings for their fel-
low worker.

‘Miss Coen—ZElsie, tell us what is the
trouble,” they both pleaded, but her scbs only
increased.

Suddenly she steod up, and, brushing away
the tears, said, ‘That is my mother as she
loocked when I saw her last. Several times
since I left home, six years ago, she has writ-
ten me asking if I wouldn’t come home, and
every time I refused to go.

‘Oh, you poor dear!’ exclaimed sympathetic
Nina.

‘My poor mother, you should say,’ answer-
ed Elsie. ‘Girls, 'm going home to-might. I
can’t wait another day.

When Elsie Coen asked Mr, Board to release
her from her engagement, he was very much
astonished and refused to grant her request
without sufficient reason, Whereupon Elsie,
with the blush of shame upon her’cheek and a
little tremor in her voice, said, ‘That old
lady who wanted the wrinkles taken out for
her daughter’s sake is my mother.

‘And you are the daughter?’ asked the as-
toni;hed man,

‘Yes, sir; I never realized how much my
mother needed me until I saw that negative,
and I feel as if I must go home. .

‘To smooth out mother's wrinikles, stg-
gested Mr. Board, with a kindlly smile,

‘I hope s0.

‘Then I will be glad to release you, and may
God bless you’

To Elsie the intervening hours before train
time seemed imterminable, She sconm packed
her trunk and sent it to the depot three hours
before it was to leave the city.

While she sat in the waiting-toom, she
thought ‘of her mothér as she remembered
her, of her letters that had been answered so
tardily, and of gseveral urgent requests for
her to return home if only for a short visit.
But she had always spent her vacations at
some pleasant resort with merry companions,
and her mother's desires were unheeded,

As she sat there, her conscience was con-
tinually giving her libtle sharp pricks of re-
morse, and she was not sorry when the whis-
tle of the train interrupted her self-condemn-
ing reflections.

‘'She entered the car, and, with her bundles,
occupied an entire seat. Having actually tak-
en her place in the homebound train, she al-
lowed herself a little glow of anticipated joy.
Just to think, she would soon be home again!
How surprised and rejoiced\her dear mother
would be! ;

The car was rapidly filling up, but Elsie
did mot feel in the mood for a seat mate.
However, when an old lady went through the

aisle, vainly searchmg for'a seat Elsie cager- -

ly motioned to her.
“Thank you, dear, said the grateful re-
cipient of Elsie’s generosity.
The old lady proved to be very chstty.
‘Are you going far? she asked.
‘To Kelthsburg I'm gome home to my

motber’
‘Well now, ain’t that nice? I just know

she’ll be real glad to see you. I'm going
home to my mother, too.

‘Does she live in Keithsburg?’ inggired
Elsie.

‘No. She’s been in Heaven for fifteen years’

‘Oh!’ exclaimed Elsie, with a thoughtful
look.

“Yes, continued the old lady, ‘t's a straight
and narrow way, but I thrust I shall never
stray away from the right path. I hope you
are travelling the same road, with a selici-
tous glance.

‘I don’t know,’ said Elsie, hesitatingly; ‘I'm
going home to mother after being away six
years. Somehow, that seems more impertant
than anything else, just now.

The stations were called out one by one
by the vociferous brakeman, but Elsie took
little interest in the almost forgotten names
until near the end of the journey. Then with
feverish eagerness she gathered her bundles
together and sat erect on the edga of her seat.

‘The next station’s Keithsburg, she said,
while the tears weiled up in her blue eyes as
every moment brought her nearer home.

‘Good-bye, my dear. You are travelling in
the right direction’ when you are going home
to mother, were the old lady’s parting words
as Elsie left the car.

Depositing her bundles on a seat in the lit-
tle waiting-room, she walked up the road to-
wards home with as little comscious effort as
if she wore winged sandals.

Outside the familiar little white house two
small boys were playing. They looked at her
as they would a stranger, and she failed to
recognize them.

Surely she had not mistaken her father’s
house. No, this was the right place, for out
of a side door came a freckle-faced boy of
fifteen bearing a pan of dirty water. In spite
of his added imches she knew him.

‘Oh, David, where’s mother?’ cried Elsie, ap-
proaching the astonmished boy, who almost
dropped his pan of water.

‘Well, I think it time you were coming
home. I've had enough of dish-washing’ was
his doubtful welcome.

‘Who are thoss little §:bt)ys in front of the
house, she asked.

‘Cliff and Harvey. What’s the matter with
you, Elsie?’ :

Elsie hung her head. They were hér own
brothers, and she had not known them.

‘But where’s mother? she inquired once
more,

‘Upstairs, sick abed, Say, Elsie, have you
come home to $py on us or to help us out?’
‘‘’'m going to stay home and help mother/
angwered Elsie, entering the house,

‘Hurrah for sister Elsie!’ came from a pair
of lusty lungs, as David emptied his pan and
followed her into thé house. \

Another brother faced her at the stair door
and. zmpeded her progress.

“Thip is fine, Elsie. Mother has just been
fretting and wishing to hear from you. This
will do her more good than medicine; said
Ray Coen, a sturdy six-footer.

‘What's the matter with mother, Ray?’
asked Elsie, anxiously. 3

‘Overwork and worry, the doctor said. It

'does seem good to see you again’ and the

honest, kindly face of brother Ray glowed
with delxght

‘Elsie’s eyes oWwed as she flew upstam‘.

to mother, How glad they were to see her
mdwmemmwdhmwem
Hﬂhwtmhofuﬁwutte:amu
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in the bedclothes,
As for ber mother, she undnt;ood—,mgm,“

always éo—-and her own joyful surprise found
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vent in ;epeating over and over again, ‘Oh,
Elsie, Elsie! Mother’s only daughter! Mo~
ther’s dear, good girl.

And Elsie felt that no sacrifice would be
too great to atome for those years of selfish
neglect.

When the doctor came next day ke told El-
sie her mother would have no further need of
medicine, and as Elsie looked at her dear,
loving face, bwming with joy, she knew he
had told the truth.—‘Christian Standard.

The Crowns of England, and
King Alfred.
(Somerville Gibney, in the ‘Boy’s Gwn Paper.)

With many boys the chief attribute of a
king is, I suppose, his crown. In their minds,
it takes a more prominent place then either
his throne, his sceptre, the orb, or his robes,
in fact it is the crown that makes the king.
And this being so, it may interest some
‘B.0.P. readers at the present time, when,
after so many years, we once more have a
King to reign over us, to glance at the cx\owna
of Englamd.

It is a mistake to talk of the crown of
England as though there were only one, and
that one handed down from sovereign to
sovereign, as the sceptre and orb are, for each
monarch has his own crown or crowns much
in the same way as he has his own hat, and
when we come to think of it this must be
s0, fer the heads of our sovereigns caunot all
have been exactly the same size and shape, so
that the crown of one might slip over the
ears of his successor and bonnet him (a most
undignified position for a king), or it might
be many sizes too small, and only rest on the
top of his head like the apple on the head of
William Tell’s son, which would afiord an

equally. ludicrous spectacle. ‘And it is partly

for this reason, and partly because there is
a fashion in crowns as in most other, things,
that the crowns of England, from the earliest
times, show such a diversity of appearance,

But their design is a subject upon which we
have more pictorial illustration than almost
any other, from the coins of the particular
reign, the Great Seals, the tapestries, illy-
minations, pictures, tombs and monuments, so
that we have mo difficulty in saying what the
crown of any momna:ch was like. Under these
circumstances it seems hardly worth while
going through what is open to any casual in-
quirer, but a few particulars and incidents
respecting some of them may not be out of
place.

The first of the English crowns of which we
have any wvery definite or imteresting record
is that of Alfred the Great, and Alfred was
the first of our kings, who, as far as we can
judge, was cmowned, for in all previous in-
stances we only . hear of ‘election and conse-
cration,’ but never of ‘coronation’ as in his
case, and afterwards. In the inventory of the
regalia, which was removed from Westminster
Abbey to the Tower when Henry VIIL laid
a heavy hand on the religions houses, it is
described as of ‘gould wyerworke s2tt with
stomes and two little bells’ The little bells
sound curious, but that is mo reason why
they were not used in the decoration, and, to
my mind, there is further evidence to be
found in the costume of the Court Jester. This
official was part and parcel of the court, and
used to paredy and burlesque the monarch for
the amusement of him and those -about him;

his staff with the bladder attached was a

mockery of the sceptre, and in mahy instances
we find his lorg-eared headdress terminating

in little bells, Might not these have been
suggested by those on the crown of King Al-

2%
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fred—the crown ¢f England for many cen-
turies?

This crown, or Edward the Confessor's
crown, by which name it came to be known
through that monarch having come into pos-
session of it by descent, depositng it with
the Abbot and monks of Westuinster for
safe-keeping, was the one with which most
of the kings of England were crowned down
to the time of the Restoration, when it was
no longer available, seeing that during the
Protectorship, on August 9, 1649, the regalia
was ordered to be handed over ‘to the Trus-
tees for the sale of the goods of the late king,
who are to cause the same to be totally
broken, and that they melt down all the gold
and silver, and sell the jewels to the best ad-
vantage of the Commonwealth, and to take
the like care of them that are in the Tower’;
and in an inventory made at the time King
Alfred’s crown is stated to weigh 79% oz,
and with gold at £3 an ounce to be worth
£248 10s. So that, among many other van-
dalisms, we have to thank Cromwell for de-
stroying the first crown of England,

But while King Alfred’s crown was in ex-
istence, the Kings of England had other
crowns, workaday crowns, for they wore them
far more often than is the custom in later
times, and 79% o0z. would have been s crush-
ing weight to carry about onone’s head dur-
ing the long pageants and ceremonials of the
period. Edward I is reported to have made a
joke about his crown, when he refused to fol-
low the custom of wearing it on solemn feast-
days, saying ‘that crowns do rather omerate
than honor princes’ I wonder if his jester
put him up to the joke!

Concerning the workaday crowns there are
a few incidents worthy of note. Edward IIL
pledged his crown to the merchants of Flan-
ders to defray his expenses in the French
wars; he was in the habit of thus ‘raising
the wind,’ and on one occasion the Bishop of
Treves is stated o have lent him 25,000 floc-
ins on it. Henry V., too, pledged a crown of
Richard II. with the Abbot of Westminster,
The famous ‘Harry’ crown also ‘went up the
lpout’ but in bits, it being broken up and the
fewels pledged to different parties,

In the reign of Henry VI the crown grew
far more like what we now regard as the
crown of England, the circuit being arched
over by golden bands set with jewels, and
somewhat depressed a% their point of inter-
section. ' Richard III’s crown on his death
on Bosworth Field (as all boys should know)
was found by Sir Reginald Bray in a haw-
thorn-bush, and being taken by him to Lord
Stanley he placed it on the head of his son-
in-law, proclaiming him Henry VIL It was
this incident which gave rise to the provenb,
‘Cleave to the crown though it hang on a
bush. At George III’s coronatiom, when he
was walking with the crown on his head, the
great diamond in the wupper portion broke
from its setting and fell, and the finding of it
again caused considerable trouble,

The Restoration forms an epoch in the re-
galia of 'England, for, as I have already stat-
ed, Cromwell made away with our first Eng-
lish crown, and with it all the rest of the re-
galia, so that when Charles II. came to ‘en-
joy his own again’ he had to get am entirely
new rig-out, and from all accounts he did
himself well, considering his bill for the same
came to £31,078 9s. 11d. The master of the
jewel-house had orders to provide ‘Ynter alia’
twmwummhmusapommto
- be called St. Edwqd's Crown, wlﬂa w!lnch the
king was to be crowned (evidently after Ed-
ward the Confessoc’s crown), and the other

to be put on before the king returned to West-
minster Hall for the banquet; one jewel alone
in one of the crowns was”valued at £ 10,000.
These crowns underwent considerable altera-
tion or actual construction at the coronation
of our subsequent rulers. George IV.s crown
was made by Rundell & Bridge in 1821, and
was valued at [£150,c00, while the expenses
on it amounted to 60,000 more. Queen Vic-
teria’s crown was made by the same jewellers,
and weighed 39 oz. It contains, among the
other jewels, the famous ruby said to have
been given to Edward Prince of Wales, son of
Edward III, by Don Pedro, King of Castille,
and also a sapphire reported to have come out
of the ring of Edward the Confessor, the pos-
session of which was thought to give the
power of blessing cramp rings, or rings which
warded off the cramp from those who wore
them. The religious ceremony of blessing
these rings on Good Friday was am important
one in the olden time, and had a ritual of its
own, It was practised by monarchs down to
Edwanrd VI, and the ceremonial ended with
the prayer ‘that the ring might restore con-
tracted nerves’ The jewels in the Imperial
crown are as follows: 1 large ruby, 1 large
sapphire, 16 sapphires, 11 emeralds, 4 rubies,
1,363 brilliants, 1,273 rose diamonds, 147
sable diamonds, 4 drop pearls, 273 pearls,

The crown of England, in contradistinction
to the Imperial crown, is for minor State oc-
casions, and has few jewels. The velvet cap
turned up with ermine, which is seen in both
these crowns, was first introduced by Henry
VIIL

What I Have Known.

(Ship Steward, in the Trish Temperance
League Journal)

The old adage, ‘What’s bred in the bone
will e out in the flesh is alas! most
sadly true in connection with the terrible
curse of strong drink; and the danger of
once making acquaintance with it cannot be
100 strongly indicated.

It would have been hard to have found a
bhappier family than that of John Westwood,
which consisted of himself, his wife, five
sons, Jack, George, William, Fred, Harry, and
a little baby girl, May. They were in pros-
perous circumstances, and had everything to
make life happy and emjoyable, till the de-
mon entered their home, It was a very sad
and unfortunate day, when John Westwood
first introduced it to his family, and insisted
on itheir all partaking of it, The habit, once
acquired, soon grew, and proved their down-
fall. One night, after a carousal, John West-
wood, with some boon companions, were driv-
ing home in a high dog-cart. They all crowd-
ed to the front of the cart, and in their
drunken condition, did not notice that all the
weight was pressing on the shafts, And
when on the journey home the horse cast a
shoe, that also was wunnoticed. In their
drunken passion they flogged the poor horse,
so that as he raced down a steep hill he fell
and threw all the occupants out of the cart;
with the result that John Westwood’s neck
was broken, and all the others ‘were serious-
ly injured.

Mrs, Westwood was funtu: with grief, but

made the fatal mistake of trying to drown

her sorrow in the drink, with the result that
one day, after an extra heavy drinking bout,
she threw herself face downwards on her
baby’s bed, and both were suffocated. Even
this terrible exarmplo was mt emgh to
check the craving for strong drink wh{c;h the

‘'sons had acquired.

Jack Weotwood had obtained the povt of

dused to work, till at length,
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engine-driver on one of the American linesg
and a smarter man could not be found; bub
drink was his ruin. One day on presenting
himself for duty, he was suspended, as the
manager did not consider him in a fit condi-
tion to do his duty. Another driver was sub-
stituted and the train started. On a siding,
connected with ‘the line on which the train
was travelling, stccd a heavy goods engine
(with full steam up), and before Jack West-
wood could be préevented, in a frenzy he had
sprung on the stationary engine, and went
in pursuit of the train. Mile after mile flew
by, both engines travelling at their highest
speed; but the goods engines, not having such
a high rate of speed as ths passenger en-
gine, was fortunately unable to overtake the
train. But they were rapidly approaching
the terminus, at which the engines must
stop, and in one of his lurchings Jack West-
woed fell off his engine; but it still relent-
lessly pursued the train.

Just oprevious to reaching the terminus
there was a long and steep hill, and the
guard of the train (who was an extra smart
fellow), realized that the runaway must be
stopped before it reached the summit of the
hill, otherwme the steep descent on the fur-
ther side of the hill would increase the run-
away’s speed, and mean the destruction of the
train. Fortunately in the guard’s van were
several drums of oil, and the guard, with the
help of a mate (who happened to be travel-
ling with him), opened a couple of drums and
allowed a continuous stream of oil to flow
over the rails, making them so very slippery
that the wheels of the runaway refused to
bite, and before the top of the hill was reach-
ed she had come to a stop, with her wheels
rapidly revolving, but unable to make any
progress; then she was soon boarded and put
under due control,

George Westwood became an engineer on
a large liner, and might have risen high in
his profession had the curse of drink not
proved his undoing.. The coal trimmers on
the vessel had to wheel the coal from the
bunkers to where it was required, and this
was through an iron water-tight door, which
slid along on an iron frame. To save trouble
in getting the coal trollies over the raised
ledge of thius iron frame, ome of the men
placed a sort of bridge to rum the trollies
over. All might have gone well had not the
vessel come into collision with an iceberg,
which shattered the fore part of the ship,
and the water poured in rapidly,

George Westwood, who was below at the
time, tried to close the water-tight door, but
in his drink-befuddled state, he didn’t notice
the sheet of iron which formed the bridge
for the coal trollies, and so be slid the door
along with all his strength, so that the door
became, firmly wedged on the sheet of irom,
thus preventing its being closed; and it was
so firmly wedged that it could not be shifted
back again to clear it, with the terrible re-
sult that the ship rapidly filled and sank,
taking down with her the majority of her
crew and passengers.

Fred Westwood became a viewer in a coal
mine, but was soon reduced to the bottom
grade for drunkenness. Soon after a strike
occurred amongst the miners, and for many
months the men defied the masters, and re-
the strikers’
funds being exhausted and the men and their
wives and families reduced to starvation,
they were obliged to accept the master's

sterms, The night previous to the day on

~which the strikers were to resume wrk,
Fred Westwood, who was in a half-drunken
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eondition, thought in his folly that he would
be doing a grand thing, to have revenge on
the mine owners by wrecking the pumping
engine which kept the mine clear of water.
He did not realize, how such a thing would
react on himself and his comrades, but,
watching his opportunity, he exploded a dyna-
‘e cartridge (used by miners) beneath the
pumping engine, with the result that he
killed himself and the engine driver (who had
continued to drive the pumping engine all
through the strike), and completely wrecked
all the machinery, so that the mine became
flooded; and while new engines were being
obtained the water gained in the mine to
euch an extent that it was long before the
mine was clear and the starving miners and
their families, who before this dastardly out-
rage were on their last resources, suffered
terribly through a drunkard’s ‘folly and re-
venge.

Harry Westwood was ~a gumsmith, and
things were bright and promising with him,
till he made the acquaintance of the demon.
Harry Westwood had invented an improved
machine gun, of which he was very proud,
and on the occasion of a grand pageant the
route of which passed his premises, some
friends of his were going to call and view the
spectacle from his upper windows, and also
inspect his new machine gun. All might have
gone well had not his brother, William West-
wood, called on him with a case of vile
whickey, for the intending wvisitors’ use, and
to drink success (?) to the new invention.
Harry Westwood, who had previously been a
total abstainer, foolishly allowed his brother
to persuade him to have just one glass for
Juck (?) and that was followed by another,
and again and again repeated, and all night
after hig brother had gone Harry Westwood
continued to drink, till by the next day he
was raving mad drunk; and when on looking

out of the window he saw all the people in .

the street (who were waiting to see the grand
pageant pass), he thought in his delirium
that they had come to do him harm and steal
his new machine gun; so, fitting the cart-
ridge belt on to the machine gu'n, he opened
fire on the vast crowd in the street below,
mowing the hapless spectators down by
scores, and he did not desist until all the am-
munition was exhausted, He then began
throwing everything he could lay his hands
on out of the window, till in his frenzy he
overbalanced himself, ‘and falling to the
ground, was instantly killed,

William Westwood became a trader and
might have amassed a considerable fortume,
but, not apparently satisfied with seeing the
fatal and terrible result of the use of strong
drink in his own family, he must introduce
it to the Esquimaux (with whom he traded),
and thus exterminated a whole trible, as well
as himself. Their remains were discovered hy
a party of the North-West Mounted = Police,
who were going up to do duty in the Klon-
dyke regions in 1895, and from whose report
the following is taken—‘We landed on a small
group of islands called the Penucks, and had
no sooner landed than we saw a large mum-
ber of huts, approached by curious drain-like
passages, which had for the most part fallen
in. These passages were zig-zag in shape

and extended for some distance beyond the

entrance, The huts were built like mounds,
two-storeyed, and below the level of the
ground, thus showing that ‘they had once
been inhabited by Esquimaux.
Not a living soul was to be seen. We ap-
proached the huts with considerable curios-
_ity, and made our way into many of them.
To do this we were mostly obliged to knock

off the roof, as we had not time to clear out
the debris from the passages. Every on€ bore
manifest traces of having been inhabited,
There were even lamps, partly filled with
blubber, but in every onme which we entered
there were one or two skeletons of hruman be-
ings lying on the ground, some of them in
hideously distorted attitudes, showing  that
death had been accompanied with great
agony. It was a veritable city of the dead.
The huts also contained large quantities of
what we should call “objets d’art,” all made
of ivory, whalebone, or wood-drift, or wreck-
age. There were also raw hides, buckets of
walrus hide, and ivory fish-hooks, some of
hem bearing frozen bait. The ivory, taken
from the walrus tusks, was for the most part
petrified and by no means perfect. We re-
turned to the ship with a whole boat-load of
knick-knacks, and the skull of the only white
man that we found amongst the skeletons; all
the rest were undoubtedly Esquimaux,

‘One hut especially attracted attention; in
it there were two perfect skeletons of dogs,
with the jaws locked tightly together. They
had evidently died in the midst of one long
protracted struggle to devour each other, The
skeletons were complete; but fell to pieces
when we tried to bring them away .

‘On making enquiries at St. Lawrence we
got a clue to the tragedy. About three years
previously we learned these islands had been
inhabited by Esquimaux, who depended en-
tirely on hunting the whale and walrus dur-
ing the summer time. In tne winter they ate
the flesh, and fashicned those curious imple-
ments out of the skeletons and ivory, light-
ing their underground huts with the blubber.
American boats called in the spring and
traded with them for their stock as were suf-

ficiently perfect to find a market, and left. .

them to replenish it during the summer and
winter. Ome spring a schoomer had arrived
with a cargo of whiskey, which it exchanged
for the ivory. There history ends; imagina-
tion must supply the rest’

Evidently these poor wretches had spent
the summer in one long, protracted ‘drunk,’
the result of the spring’s trading. Autumn

“overtook them before the whiskey was finish-

ed. When they at last regained their senses,
they found the hunting season passed, the
sea frozen, and themselyes without any food
laid in for the winter, and with no chance of
getting any. There was no timber on the is-
land, and they had collected mo drift. What
provisions they had must have run out before
autumn had quite given place to winter, and
they must have found themselves reduced to
the awful situation of having to lay down
and wait for death, without food, without fire,
withowt light.

It is a horrible thought, that it was perhaps
the one white man whose skull we found who
initiated them into the deadly cult of spirits,
which caused their extermination.

Subsequent enquiries were made by friends
of William Westwood, and the captain of the
trading schoomer on which he sailed in the
spring of 1892 proved that he landed him,
along with a cargo of whiskey, on the Pen-
ucks Islands, and that therefore ng doubt
William Westwood was responsible for the
terrible and awful tragedy which caused so
~many dreadful deaths.

i

Wrong,

~ Wrong is forever wrong!

It may be glossed until we know it not

And painted till it glistens as the dev;s of
heaven;

Yeé! still ’tis wrong, and the Omniscient

Ve,
Discovers it.
—Selected.
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The Lost Bank Notes—A
True Story.
(By Alice Armstrong,)
(Continued.)

Days and weeks of illness followad for the
poor widow, when, but for the kindness of
neighbors, people not much better off than her-
self, she would assuredly have followed her
lost Willie to the mystic shores of the Great
Beyond. At this time of trouble, little Jack,
her eldest son, threw himself manfully into
the breach. With a basket on his arm he went
to the neighbors buying what they could spare
of fruit or vegetables, which he peddled from
house to house in the city, thus earning enough
to keep the family from actual starvation, un-
til the stricken mother, struggling back from
the shadowy border land, took up the burden
of life once more, for herself and her father-
less ones. The washtub and the needle, in
her frail hands, kept the raveming wolf from
her humble door, until the setting in of an un-
usually early and severe winter, when one by
one her thinly-clad, and ill-nourished children,
succumbed to colds and croup, adding to her
already heavy burden. Still she struggled on,
till the day before Christmas we find her
standing, in her little kitchen, looking round
with the expression of a humted animal in her
despairing  eyes. The wild ‘north . wind
shrieked round the frail little house, rattling

" dcors and windows as it sought to force an

entrance through every crevice. Little Mollie,
the baby, coughed hoarsely from a lounge be-
side the almost fireless stove, behind it, on
an old ‘mat, lay Jack, her brave little Jack,
tossing and moaning, almost in delirium; the
other two, a little boy and girl, wrapped in &
ragged quilt, crouched as close to the stove as

they could get, telling each other what they

would like Santa Claus to put in their stock-
ings if they had any. At times the thought of
that money in the bank, money stained with
her Willie’s blood, crossed her mind, always
to be dismissed with a shudder. Now it came
again, and as she Jooked round om the picture
of misery presented by her sick and starving
children, with a cry of bitter anguish and
despair she sank upon her knees and acknow-
ledged herself beaten, covering her face with
her rough hands she prayed for forgiveness if
she had dome wrong in mot using it sooner.
She must do so now, or see her children die of
cold and hunger. Having yielded, her mind
was quickly made up. Getting a neighbor to
stay with the children, she prepared for her
long walk to the bank. The day was cold, ike
icy winds seeming to turn the very marrow
in her bones to ice. She reached the bank just
as a supercilious clerk was about to close the
door. He stared at the poorly clad woman
who sought to enter, remarking in a surly
tone, ‘We have nothing here for beggars.

‘I am not a beggar, sir, answered poor Jen-
nie, timidly. “ want some money which has
been placed here for me.

I once heard a facetious gentleman remark
that ‘Bank clerks lived on airs for the first
three years of their service;’ if that is the
cage, this one must certainly have had more
than his share, as he positively seemed to ex-
Pand as he gazed with scorn on the poor
trembling woman, :

‘You have money in the bank’ he sneered.
Youw'll have to prove that my good woman,
and T have no time to wait on you now, its
time to close the bank’

‘Oh, sir, the money is indeed here, and I
must get it, or my children will die; wailed
poor Jennie, on the verge of tears. 1

3 (To be continued.)
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An Envelope Town.

(By Mrs, 1. M. Mullins, in the
‘Sunday-school Times.’

Harrison lay on his little white
bed. He looked wisttully out of
the window. There were days
when it was so hard to lie still and
wait for that time when the doctor
gaid he would be able to run about
again. He had been real patient,
mother said sometimes with shining
eyes, and when helooked into them

plan.  You may be sure Harrison
looked puzzled.

What did you bring me all these
envelopes for, Auntie ?” he said. ‘I
never can write this many letters’

‘Ot course not, said Auntie.
‘They're not for letters, but to
make houses.

That was more astonishing still,
but by this time Auntie had her
wraps off, and was ready to show
him. First she cut off the flap of
an envelope, then she crushed in

bhe wanted to try harder than ever.
Then there was Gyp——dear, faithful
little doggie—always by his side,

- who could hardly be persuaded to

take necessary exercise. And every-
body was good to him, but still
there were hard days, and this was
one of them.

Suddenl&l there was a rustle of
skirts in the hall. Gyp flew to the
door and barked in delight, while a

gay voice called before she came in -

sight:

‘Here I am, little soldier! And
what will you give for an idea ?
she added as she bustled in, in just
the merry way that Auntie always
came. :

‘The little soldier smiled brightly
and said, * A kiss” He knew what
kind of legal tender Auntie liked.

‘It is yours,” she cried, ‘it you
pay in advance.’ '

And from the merry smackinz
‘that went on, I think she was well
paid. But Gyp made up with de-
lighted suuggles whatever might
have been lacking. Then Auntie
drew out from one coat pocket a
package of white envelopes of vari-
ous sizes and shapes, from another

_coat pocket came a package of blue

envelopes, and from her muff she

~drew still another of yellow and
.brown envelopes of various shades,

shapes, and sizes, while from inside

her blouse there came'yet uhqther .
package of gray ones. Auntie al-
~ ways did things on the ‘wholesale

the back and folded it down to
make the roof. Next she folded
down the four corners to make the
ends of the house, and lastly cut
the windowsand folded the shutterg
back, cut the door and left it stand-
ing open. Then it was done, and
it looked like this:

D om

Harrison was delighted, and said
it was an idea worth having. =
‘I knew you would want to
build a whole town, so I brought
plenty of lumber,” laughed Auntie.
And sure enough, the idea grew
amazingly, as ideas had a way of
doing with Harrison. He devised

a plan to make sloping roofs by
taking a box-plait in each end of
the house for chimneys, which gave
a chance to push up the roof in the
middle. Then he built - churches
with steeples, by cutting down the
pointed tops of the ends; school-
houses and stores, by pasting the
pointed ends down or putting up
sigus; dwellings and barns ot all
colors and sizes, for which Auntie
had provided by bringing envelopes
of various siz2s and colors. Then
he found use tor his library paste in
gluing parts together, and putting
people in doors and windows. Alsg
for his box of paints, to make blinds
green and vary the trimmings of
the housesand ciothes of his pzople.

He worked over it for days, and
when he was done there was indeed
a lovely envelope town spread over
the bed.

When Auntie saw it she clapped
her hLands, and then hugged and
hugged him, while Gyp barked and
capered in joy and pride.— Louis
ville, Ky.

— e

The Acted Lie,

A little boy, for a trick, pointed
with his finger to the wrong read
when a man dsked him which way
the doetor went. = As a result, the
man missed the doctor, and his little
boy died, because the doctor cam:
too late to take a fishbone from his
throat. At the funeral the min-
ister said that ‘the boy was killed
by a lie which another boy told
with his finger.” It is presumed
that the boy did rot intend to do

The Shepherd. i

How sweet is the shepherd’s sweet lot!

From the morn to the evening he strays;

He shall follow his sheep all the day,

And his tongue shall be filled with
praise. :

For he hears the lamb’s innocent call,
And he hears the ewe’s tender reply;
He is watchful while they are in peace,
For they know when their shepherd is

nigh. ; —William Blake.




onion, isn’t he ?
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so much harm. Of course he did °

not mean to kill another little boy
wheu he pointed the wrong way.,
He only wanted to have a little fun,
but it was fun that cost somebody
a great deal; and if he ever heard
of the results of it, he must have
felt guilty of doing a mean and
wicked thing. We ought never to
trifle with the truth,
wrong and as dangerous to tell a lie
by pointing the finger in the wrong
way, by nodding the head when we
should shake it, by keeping silent
when we should confess a fault, as
to speak out with the lips an open
antruth, —* Michigan Christian Ad-
vocate.

The Onion Baby.

‘Here, little man, I think you
are ready now,” and off the little
fellow trotted, with a shovel in one
hand and drawing hissled with the
other.

Out in the snow in front of the
house he played a long time; but
he became tired, and called to come
in. His mother began to take off
his clothing—there were so many
little garments that kept him pro-
tected from the cold.

In the midst of the proceedings
grandmother came into the room
and said: * Why, he is just like an
You peel off one
layer after another, don’t you ?

The little boy played with his
blocks for a short time, then as he
looked up and rubbed his eyes, his
mother carried him upstairs for his
nap, saying, ¢ Well, here goes the
onion baby to dreamland.’—¢The
Sunbeam.’

The Bird’s Breakfast.

‘O mother, come and see all the
birds on our fence! cried five-year-
old Fidna, as she turned her bright
little face from the kitchen window.
‘What do you s'pose they want?

*Why, Edna, the birds are hun-
gry. They cannot find anything
to eat this morning on account of
the snow, and are asking you to
help them, Gather those crumbs
from the bread board and scatter
them outside, and see what will
happen.’ o : :

‘As the door opened, the birds
flew into the next yard. <O
mother!” eried Edna, ‘I've fright-
ened them all away,’

It is just as

‘ Wait a minute, dearie ; they will
be back,” mother said comfortingly ;
and sure enough, by the time
Edna’s chubby nose had flattened
itself against the pane, one little
fellow, braver than the rest, was
back on the fence. Seeing nothing
but some tempting brown crumbs
on the snow, he flew down, and in
an instant was joined by his com-
rades.

What a merry time they had, and
how they chirped their thanks to
the bright eyes in the window when
the last crumb had disappearad!

‘ Please let me feed them every
day ! cried Edna.

‘ Yes, dear; after each meal, you
may brush the table and so_help
mother and the birds at the same
time.'—Selected.

Little Foxes.

Among my tender vines I spy
A little fox named ¢ By-and-by.’

Then set upon him quick, I say,
The swilt young hunter °Right
Away.’

Around each tender vine I plant
I find the little fox ¢T can’t.

Then fast as ever hunter ran
Chase him with bold and brave
T Can,’

‘No Use in Trying!
whines
This fox among my tender vines.

lags and

Then drive him low and drive him
high

With this good hunter named ¢I’ll
Pry?

Among the vines in my small lot

Creeps in the young fox ‘I Forgot.

Then hunt him out and to his den
With ¢I Will Not Forget Again.

A little fox is hidden there
Among my vines named ‘I don’t
Care.’ : !

Then let *T'm Sorry,” hunter true,
Chase him afar from vines and you,

Pictorial Testament Premium

A very handsome Pictorial New Testament,
just published, with chromographs and engrav-
ings from special drawings made in Bible lands
by special artists, J. C, Clark and the late H.
A. Harper. The book is neatly bound in lea~-
ther, round corners, gilt edge, well printed on
fine thin paper, .naking a handsome book. The
colored plates contained in this edition are
particularly fine, SO

Any subscriber fo the ‘Messenger’ can secure
Ahis book by sending four new subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each, or
six renewal subscriptions at forty cents each.
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A New William the Conqueror.,

‘I hate this old grammar? The
book was really quite new and re-
spectable. The Latin language of
which it treated was old enough to
be called one ot the ‘dead languages’
perhaps, but the very newest
methods of study were in the book
that the young studentcalled ‘old.’
I wonder why young folks call
things ‘old’ when they wish to be
particularly spiteful 2 I never could
imagiue or find out,

The boy who hated the ‘old
grammar’ had so little regard for
the new book that he threw it
down in a sort of rage because the
lesson was so hard, and he did not
feel like studying.

Presently & young brother came
in with a ball that did not belong
to him, but which he had taken
quite innocently, feeling that he
was surely welcome to it. The
young student in the library
pounced at once upon his property,
snatching it rudely with unkind
words {rom his little brother, who
was angry in turn, and struck out
with his fist in a savage manner.
Father, in a hidden alcove, thought
it time to interfere now, and said
some grave words which made the
older boy feel sorry and ashamed.
He did not mean to allow his fiery
temper to get the better of him, but
he was so ¢ quick’ he said. What
he meant was *quick’ to be angry
—to let go all control.

In the evening the study was
history. The student likedthat.
He never spoke about ‘that old
history,” The topic for the coming
lesson had to do with William the
Conqueror. ‘I tell you he was
grand,” exclaimed the young stu-
dent. *1I like him no end.’.

‘It is a pity not to have a suc-
cessor of that name here and now,’
said the father significantly. ¢I
know a William not far away who
has about as much to conquer, ac-
cording to his position, as the old
king, if he only chooses to “rule
his own spirit.””’

‘It would be harder for this
William,’ said the boy, coloring.

‘ Hard things are not impossible,
if they are right. It is a pity to
have all the conquerors belong to
past history when we need them
now.’ '

‘Well, thero ought to be one
right here,’ said William after a
little silence, and he resolutely took:
up the Latin grammar. Presently
he said to Fred, with a little effort,
‘You may play with my ball to-
morrow,’—*‘ Boys and Girls.’




LESSON XIII.—DECEMBER 24, 1905,
The Character of the Messiah

(Christmas Lesson.)

Isaiah i, 7.

Golden Text.

Thou shalt call his name Jesus; for he
shall save Lis people from thedr sins.—Matt,
15 2% -

Home Readings.

Monday, December 18—Is. ix.,, 1-7.
Tuesday, December: 1g9.—Is. xi.,, 1-10.
Wednesday, December 20.—Ps. xlv., 1-17.
- Thursday, December 21.—Is. xlii,, 1-13.
Friday, December 22.—Is. lif., 5-15.
- Saturday, December 23.—Is. Ixv., 17-25.
Sunday, December 24.—Jer. xxiii,, 1-8.

(By Davis W, Clark.)

In the spirited style of Hebrew poetry, the
prophet throws himself beyond, in point of
time, the event which he is describing, and
®peaks of it as having already occurred. He
takes the mantle of night to represent the
moral state of the people. They were groping
in a deathly shadow. Leaders were as blind
~a#8 the led. All was rayless; cheerless, hope-
less. Suddenly, to the anointed vision of

. Istael's noble seer, there bursts through the

leaden pall sych a light as is mever seen on
1and or sea. He is ready to cry, It is the
Star, the..Star of Bethlehem!’ . The-great
darkness is métched by a great light. . It
floods not the plains alone, but penetrates

_ the deepest moral chasms of earth. How must

Isaial’s heart have glowed at such a goodly
sight. He was in a rapture. Hallelujah was
on his lips,

He sees a goodly company, an ever-increas-
ing throng, who walk in this new light. King-
doms of earth, islands of sea are steadily
merged into it. It spreads from the river to
the ends of the earth. And the joy of the
throng keeps pace with its ever-augmenting
proportions. It is joy like that when, after
all the heat and toil, the harvest is shoubed
home; or ,1;“ that after battle, when victors

ivide spoil.
“i:g ‘this deliverance from darkness—this
lifting of the ryoke of sin—is recognized by
the prophet as supernatural and. Divine. The
earthly means of its accomplishment are as
unequal as Gideon’s lamps and pitchers against
the grasshopper multitudes of Midianites and
Amalekites.

The earthly, historic means of victory is

: always through the awful din and carnage of

battle. But here is a weaponless victory in
which the very instruments of human warfare,
go far from being used, shall be burned up or
beaten into the implements of husbandry,

‘And all this because the Babe is born in
Bethlehem. Born to us—to humanity, The
badge of universal spiritual sovereignty shall
lie wpon His shoulder. Kingdoms of earth,
without of necessity losing their identity,
shall. become His kingdoms.

The Prophet-herald announces
titles. How dim the appellations of royalty
grow in comparison to His lustrous mnames,
,Wonderiul—the mystery of whose nature is
the amazement of angels and men. Counsel-
lor—the unerring, unfailing Guide in trut d
duty; uot of the few, but of the race. ﬁe
mighty God—the very Person of the Omnipo-
tent Deity. The Father of eternity, and the
peaceful and peace-producing Primce.

The spiritual domain of this lovely and Di-
vine sovereign, and its gracious concomitants
of assurance to the individual and quietness
of the multitude, shall unceasingly cover

His regal

larger aréas and included more people,

 orsanized.
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The pledge of this is the moral earnestness
of the glorious Being, who stooped to the in-
carnation, the cross, the tomb. Jesus is in

dead earnest to make His mediatorial work °

a triumphant success. And all the armies of
the sky are obedient at His slightest beck.

ANALYSIS AND KEY.

Isaiah’s Proleptic Wisdom.
Anticipates the advent.
Moral darkness of current life
Sudden irradiation of light.
The Star of Bethlehem in prophet’s eye.
The Kingdom of God: Composed of those
who walk to the fight.
Ever augmenting,
Social renovation supernatural,
Earthly means inadequate,
Prophet-herald Announces Regal Titles.
Wonderful, Counsellor.
Mighty God.
Father of Eternity.
Prince of Peace.
Badge of Universal Spiritual Sovereignty.
Kingdoms of earth His, without losing
their identity.
Pledge of this; His moral earnestness.”

THE TEACHER’S LANTERN,

Philosophy had proved an egregious failure.
Wisdom could not know God. The sage could
not save the ‘people who lived on the same
street with him, let alone the whole mass.
Culture was at one end of the beam and mor-
als at the other; as culture rose, morals sank.
Roman law, Greek refinement, had proved
equally impotent to save. It seemed as if the
advent was delayed in order that the ineffi-
ciency of all human expedients might be
thoroughly demonstrated.

A fine illustration this, of the nature, force,
and integrity of prophecy. Isaiah graphically
describes what the moral condition of the race
shall be at a given epoch. He describes the
sudden entrance of a new corrective force,
unlike any which had ever been used before;
a weaponless, but victorious, kingdom. He
becomes more explicit, He defines the person
of the King, enumerates His titles, describes
the spréad and ‘perpetuity of His kingdom.

The soldier is ‘a waning factor in current
civilization, The assertion may seem para-
doxical in view of the terrible war just wag-
ed. However, this very war has itself just fur-
nished afl incident of the possibility of avoid-
ing war altogether by arbitration. Wars have
become increasingly infrequent. The late war
may be the last. Isaiah’s blessed prephecy is
on the eve of fulfilment, ‘“For every boot of
those who tramp with boots in the tumult
of battle and (every) cloak rolled im blood
shall be for burning, a food of fire! (De-
litzsch.) All the accoutrements of war—its
weapons offensive and defensive, its blood-
spattered uniforms-—all shall be incinerated.
The horrid demon of human hate shall give
up the ghost. There shall yet be universal
righteousness, peace and joy.

The universal and millennial extension of
the kingdom of God does not involve the over-
throw of existing civil governments. Ingtead
of supplanting them, it will infuse them with
its principles. It does not even necessitate
the perpetuation of any existing ecclesiasti-
cal organizations. In its final analysis the
kingdom expresses itself in the moral quali-
ties of human souls. It is the universal
spread of goodness, and this may be achieved
without organized religion. |

The human means for the extension of the
kingdom of God seem utterly imadequate.
But the history of God’s ancient people fur-
nishes a helpful and inspiring analogy. ‘It
shall be as in the days of Midian’ The re-
ference is to Gideon’s breaking the seven
years' dominion of the Midianites and utterly
routing them. His band was paltry in num-
bers. His resources were grotesquely inade-
quate—trumpets, lamps, and pitchers, But
Ris victory was signal. 3

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, December 24.—Topic—The brother-
hood of man. I Jobm i, 7-rr; #i, 12-15. (.A_
Christmas missionary meeting.) . wI

Christianity was- the projection of a bravd-
new proposition in social life, individual and

It controverted all proverbial

philosophy and challenged the natural ime
stincts of man. Jesus first irradiated this
truth in His command, ‘Love thy neighbor as
thyself! Next to Jesus St. John is the most
forceful advocate of brotherhcod. He puts it
negatively, ‘He that hateth his brother is in
darkness” He puts it positively, ‘He that
loveth his brother abideth in the light, and
gives no occasion for stumbling’ More and
more the arbitrary boundaries of race and
political organization are overleaped, and
that, too, in no mere sentiment, but in the
practical heipfulness of Christian services.

Junior C, E. Topic,
GIFTS TO GOD.

Monday, December 18.—Offer thanksgiving.
g P e

Tuesday, December 19.—Offer praise, Ps.
¥,83.

Wednesday, December 20.—Qffer it contint=
ally. Heb. xiii., 15.

Thursday, December 21.—Give to His chile
dren. Matt. xxv., 34-40.

Triday, December 22.—Give yours:lvés wil-
lingly, II Chron. xvii,, 16.

Saturday, December 23.—Give service. I.
Chron, xxix., s.

Sunday, December
men’s gifts and ours.
xxiii, 26.

24.—Topic—The wise
Matt, ii.,, 11; Prov.

The Sunday School Teacher's
Upportunity.

(Daniel H. Martin, D.D,, in the ‘Christian
Intelligencer.’)

Sunday school statistics for the past few
years reveal the melancholy fact that a very
smaill portion of our Sunday school scholars
have united with the Church, Some one who
has taken the trouble to look this matter up
submits that only about one-fifth of the youth
of the Sunday schools of our Church confessed
Christ during a certain period. We tmay as-
sume that at leas{ sixty per cent. of those who
have passed out of the Sunday school will go
to their death beds without a saving knowledge
of Jesus Christ. May we not trace this to the
fact that large numbers «f Sabbath school
teachers have failed to present Jecus Christ to
the children as a living and present Saviour?
Instruction in Scriptural truth is important,
but it is more important to lead these young
souls directly t¢ Jesus Christ. When we meet
in the street some human wreck, whose face is
tracked with the footprints of sin, we realize
that he was once Aa innocent little boy, sus-
ceptible to the call of Christ to a holy life.
Wlen we see some lost creature in woman’s
shape, we are reminded that she was once an
innocent little girl. If we would save our boys
and girls frem a wrecked manhood or woman-
hood we must exert every power to lead them
to Christ early.

This, Sunday school teachers, is your op-
portunity. You, in a large measure, are the
moulders of the destinies of the children under
your care. Many of those tender plants have
no spiritual training at home, everything,
therefore depends on faithful work in the Sab-
bath school, and no other work excels this in
importance. '

What Paper to Order for Next
Year,

The annual question of Sunday School
papers is.up again and the teachers and su-
perintendents are considering all sides of it.
We are always glad to hear from those: in
charge of the schools what they think the
best features of our pa or wherein they
think we might make improvements., From
the Boys and Girls the verdict is clear. It ig
stories they want, and still more stories. ‘We
hate pictures withno story to them,’ the small
boys announced, and a big girl and boy add-
ed their word in favor of real stories, and
‘Please put in a Serial Story, they added, it
makes something to look forward t¢ on Sun-
day after school.’ <

Now we have got a serial story we think
will make every boy and girl unwilling to
lose even one number, and it only remaing for
the Superintendents to order in time to get
ths New Year number, in which the first
chapters will appear. :




The Doctor’s LLamentation.

In dressing gown tattered and torm, his thin
hair all lanky and grey,

A poor surgeon sat by his surgery fire, and
thus he was heard to say,

‘Oh, would I had never been borm, it would
much better have been for me,

For here I sit like a being forlorn, and no-
body brings me a fee,

‘It is wait, wait, wait! From ten till half-
past four,

And not a carriage has stopped at my gate,
nor a patient has rapped at my door.

Oh, it was not always thus: it was drive!
drive! drive! as fast as my horse would
805

It was drive! drive! drive! through hail and
rain and snow,

Tt was pill and blister and draught, and
draught and blister and pill,

Till the sight of a phial made me sick, and
the smell of it made me ill.

1 know what has caused the change, why
my rounds I so seldom go—

'Tis the Temperance cause, with its sapient
laws, that has left me nothing to do.

‘Alas that the people should know, what some
doctors took care not to say,

That if they’d abstain from the poisonous
drink they’d have very few doctors to
pay.

—‘National Advocate.

Girls’ Responsibilities to Girls

(The Hon. Mrs. Bertrand Russell, in the
‘Daily News.")

The modern girl has many privileges and
much greater freedom than was granted to
our. grandmothers, but she does not always
realize that increased oppertunities mean in-
creased responsibilities, and that the liberty
which gives to girls of wealth the safeguard
of a better education often gives to her poorer
sister only increased temptations. It is, un-
fortunately, a sad fact that drinking hasvery
much increased of late years among English-
women, and more especially among young
Englishwomen.  But even the number of
police court convictions of girl-drunkenness
konveys but a poor idea of the extent of the
evil, as none but the extreme cases are
brought before the magistrates. In their
homes and at their work these girls are sur-
rounded by temptations to drink to which
many of them succumb through ignorance and
lack of moral courage. To few of their more
fortunate sisters has been’ granted the vivid
imagination that will enable them to realize
how monotonous and wearisome is the daily
toil of the working-girl, or how squalid the
dwelling-place which sk calls ‘home’ Then
often does she know mote of the mother's
drunkenness and neglect than of her love, and
from her father’s brutality she shrinks in fear
and aversion. Inside the factory are many
snares set to entrap her unwary feet. In the
evening, her day’s work over, she longs, like
all young things, for a little pleasure and ex-
citement, and can often find it nowhere but
in the public-house, the new music-hall, or
the dancing-saloon,

A great responsMlity rests upon egirls of
education and leisure, whose own lives are
sheltered and happy, to help, their less fortu-
nate sisters, So. often it is girls, and girls
alone, who can help ome another, forming a
sisterhood of the happy and the unhappy, the
the sheltered and the tempted, the educated
and the ignorant.

I should like to be very practical, and of-
fer a few useful suggestions as to the way
in which girls can help in this grezt and
necessary work.
be ignoraat on thc subject. Ignorance of the
temptatans of other ,irls is mot innocence—
it is“an unjustif.ble want of knowledge of

First of all, let us no longer
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facts and a shifting of responsibility., Let us
face the facts of the temptations which be-
set these girls, and as we do this, and try
to get a clearer comprehension of the terrible
desolation wrought by drink in their lives, the
desire to help them will come as a burning
call which cannot be resisted.

And in trying to help them, we shall learn
from them many a valuable lesson, lessons in
unselfishness, and endurance, and generosity.
It is impossible to realize, without seeing it,
the courage of these girls, who perform the
work of the world so simply and without
complaint. When they have the good fortune
to work in a model shop or factory, and are
not themselves exposed to temptation, they
are ever ready to help a friend in trouble
without counting the cost to themselves, and
will cheerfully bear burdens that to us would
seem well-nigh crushing,

As a practical measure, I think we should
encourage all the girls we know to belong,
for mutual help and support, to a temperance
society, which is affiliated to some larger or-
ganization. Let each individual girl who 1s
tempted feel that she is supported in her ef-
+forts to resist temptation by her immediate
friends, and by the circle in which she lives,
and also that she is part of a larger associa-
tion. When a small isolated society will
droop listlessly, a Band affiliated to a Na-
tional Society will bring with it a sense of
power, of usefulness, and of sisterhood, which
is invaluable in sustaining interest. Speaking
from my own experience, I can testify that
much successful work has been accomplished
among working girls in London and elsewhere
by the formation of ‘White Ribbon Bands,
which aie affiliated to the National B.W.T.A,,
and through this to the World’s Women’s
(firigtian Temperance Union, which has
branches in every civilized country in the
world. It is an inspiration and an »ducation
to these girls in their narrow, monotonous
lives to be linked on to a world-wide sister-
hood of service, and encourages them in their
uphill fight with constant temptation.

The best methods and details to be adopted
vary according to the circumstances of those
who are seeking to help, but I want to im-
press upon every girl who reads ‘this article
the responsibility which is owed by her in
this matter to those around her who are less
favored than herself.

Two Thousand Seven Mund-
red and Forty Million
Cigarettes.

The above enormous figures were taken from
‘The Smokers’ Magazine,’ published in New
York, and represent the total number of cigar-
ettes on which taxes were paid in ten months
time.

It is impossible for us to conceive of what
such large figures mean, but far more impos-
sible is it for us to follow upon the consump-
tion of these more than two billion cigarettes.

Shorn of all descriptive adjectives it means;
lods of money, hedlth, intellect and( moral
sence to the men, women, boys and girls who
use them. 4

There haye lately come to my notice two
incidents which speak only too plainly of the
effect upon the moral life of boys. <

A mother told me that her little son had
learned to smoke cigarettes, having been taught
by a boy about the same age. As both hoys
were under the legal age to buy for them-
selves, the mother asked how the cigarettes
were procured. The answer was that an older
brother bought them and gave to these little
boys. When I spoke to one of these little fel-
lows he stoutly denied smoking at all until
made to understand that I actually knew the
facts, then he admitted smoking ‘just a little.
This emphasized to me a fact which T al-
ready -knew, that cigarettes made boys lie,

The next incident hurt deeper. In speaking
with a Sunday school teacher concerning cig-
arettes and her class of boys, the fact de-
veloped that one small boy who has acquired
the cigarette habit, was, each Sunday, tak-
ing a little from his class collecton. How.
my heart ached! :

What can we do when in our very homes
and Sabbath schools the foe enters? Were
Pt not that the cause is so great, were it
not for the bright eyes and rosy cheeks, were
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it not for the manhood to be of the dear boys
that we must see saved, we might be justified
in giving up the fight. But while their little
faces are before us we cannot stop and while
we have a greater and a stronger Power than
ours upon which to depend, we need not lose
heart.

But oh, may these stories (and there are
others sadder) only serve to spur us on te
greater activities.

Two billion cigarettes!

Ex.ren these, our untiring efforts, our un-
ceasing prayers can overcome.

What a Fall.

A minister of the Gospel told me one of the
most thrilling incidents I have heard in my
life, A member of hiscongregation came home,
for the first time in his life, intoxicated, and
his boy met him upon his doorstep, clapping
his hands and exclaiming, ‘Papa has come
home!’” He seized that boy by the shoulder,
swung him around, staggered, and fell in the
hall, The minister said to me, ‘I spent the
night in that house. I went out, bared my
brow, that the night dew might fall upon it
and cool it. I walked up and down the hall.
There was his child dead! There was his
wife in convulsions, and he asleep. A man of
thirty years of age asleep, with a dead child
in the house, having a blue mark upon the
temple, where the corner of the marble steps
had come in contact with - the head a5 he
swung him around, and his wife on the brink
of the grave! Mr. Gough, said my friend, I
cursed the drink. He had told me that I must
stay until he awoke, and I did. When he
awoke he passed his hand over his face and
exclaimed, “What is the matter? Where is my
boy?” “You cannot see him.” “Stand out of
my way! I will see my boy!” To prevent
confusion I took him to the child’s bed, and as
I tumed down the sheet and showed him the
corpse, he uttered a wild chriek, “Ah, my
child!” That minister said further to me, ‘One
year after he was brought from the lunatic
asylum to lie side by side with his wife in one
grave, and I attended his funeral!’” The min-
ister of the Gospel who told me that fact is
to-day a drunken hostler in a ‘stable in tpe
city of Boston. Now tell me what rum will
not do, It will debase, degrade, imbrute, and
damn everything that is noble, bright, glorious,
and God-like in a human being. ‘Thete is no-
thing drink will not do that is vile, dastardly,
cowardly, and hellish. Why are we not to
fight till the day of our death?—J. B, Gough.

The Drug Habit,

The ‘Presbyterian’ says: The . desire for
stimulants and narcotics in vanious fom’s 18
deep-rooted, and the growth of the habit is
insidious. The scientific researches of Dr.
Richardson and others. in England have result-

“ed in-a great decrease in the use of alcohol in

medical practice in Great Britain, and it is
stated thl;t the bills for alcohol in the British
hospitals are only one-fourth of what they
used to be. Temperance reformers have waged
war against the liquor traffic, but the evil
shows itself in other forms. There is an enor-
mous increase in the use of patent medicines,
the chief constituent of which is alcohol. An
eminent authority states that $200,000,000 are
annually spent in quack and patent medicines
in the United States alome. It is stated also
that wide-awake manufacturers of patent
medicines in order to cultivate the tastes of
their customers are introducing liberal quan-
tities of morphine, cocaine, and other nar-
cotics into their preparations. It is not a
matter for great surprise that the army of
drug fiends is alarmingly on the increase. The
drug habit is an insidious and /a dangerous oue,

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Mes;engerf at forty cents each for ons
year, and receive a nice Bagster Bi
in black pebbled cloth withg red edbgl:; b:nuil::
able for Sabbath or Day School. Po'sta’ge ex-
tra for Montreal ang suburbs or foreign coun-
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies ; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermudg, Barbadoes, Bri-igh H,onduru
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands:

and Zanzibar, No extra ch :
the countries named, . % for postage in
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BIBLE QUESTIONS.

The answer to the question: ‘What two
chapters in the Bible are alike’ was sent by
‘Ford H. Logan, S.J,, N.B,, Gertie E. Long, A.
- Edna Cohoon, H,, Ont.
The answer is II. Kings
- xxxvii.
- Elsie Campbell, Y., Mus,, came near enough
- when she said Psa. xviii, and II. San el xxii,,
- you will find one almost a repetition of the
~ The answer to the question ‘What did Jacob
- gee in his dream at Haran’ was sent by M.
- McFarlane, T., Ont, Virna C., Abbie Trueman,
J., N.B,, Ethel May Wright (14), M., Ont.
* The answer is a ladder from earth to Hea-
wven and angels coming down and going up.
~ Verna and Gertie E. Long ask where the
word girl is found in the Bible.
~ Ethel May Wright asks ‘What Joseph’s
dream was. Edna Cohoon asks ‘What is the
‘middle chapter in the 0ld Testament?’
Elsie Campbell asks ‘How far was it from
Emmaus to Jerusalem?

xix., and Isaiah
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know what Jacob saw in his dream as he
slept on the road to Haran. He saw a lad-
der to heaven, and angels going up and down
on it,

DELLA HETHERINGTON.

- S.Z., Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I have not seem many let-
ters on holiday trips, I thought I would write
and tell you about mine. My sister and I went
on a trip to Wallaceburg, which is on the Syd-
enham river, about twenty-five miles from
Ckatham. We took excursions to many places
such as Stag Island, Walpole Island, Dres-
den, and Detroit. We saw the Indians that
live in those parts, and the baskets that they
make were very interesting, They make
them from the size of your thumb to the -gize
of a market basket. We stayed in Wallace-
burg for about six weeks, and on our way
home we stopped at Newburg and Wardsville,
our former homes. We reached home after
a six weeks’ holiday, refreshed for another
year’s work., I saw some puzzles in last
week’s paper, and I think I can answer them.
The first one—Why is the king like a hook?
He is like a book because he has many pages,
The second one—When is coffee like the
earth? Coffee is like the earth when it is
ground. The third—What is full of holeg,

s My.’ Flora Forbes ), ¥y

. 2. ‘Christma
e B

: 0“3. ‘My Flower Basket’ Hazel I. Bates, I.,
~ Que.

4. ‘Primce.” Agnes Acton, H., Sask.

OUR PICTURES.

5. ‘Doggie’ Louis Diamond 8), C, P.EI.

6. ‘Tom’s Rubber Boots’ Ma(ry" M.,Snydeir,

o N Be

7. ‘The Little Skater,’
S, N. B. ;

8. ‘A Day’s Journey.! Floss M.Wilcox, H.Ont.

Mystle M., Snyder,

a2t i ) 1., Ont.
~ Dear Editor,—I am a cripple, and can’t get
~ around very well, but my brother pulls me
- o school when I can’t ride my carriage, which
I make go with my hands, and have had
for five years. I am in the third book at
school. I am very fond of reading and draw-
ing. I will tell you the names of some of the
books I have read: ‘Tvanhoe’ ‘Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress,” ‘Robinson Crusce,! ‘Swiss Family Rob-
dnson,’ ‘Without Fear and Without Reproach,
and so many others that I could mot begin
- to tell you their names. I draw even more
than I read. I am especially fond of draw-
ing locomotives and ships, and I also do some
~ painting. I will send you a picture of our
/"hoola

BERT J. EDMONDS.
et C., N.B.
- Dear Editor,—I am 11 years old, and go to
echool, and I am in the third reader. There
are sixteen in my class, and forty-two in tbe
school. My teacher’s name ig Miss B. I go
to Sunday school, and am a member of the
Thornetoun Baptist Church. I was baptised
this summer. My two brothers and one sis-
 ter were also baptised. Our pastor ig a fine
~ + preacher. We have prayer meeting every
-~ Thursday night. I like to read. I have read
~a number of books, such as ‘Uncle Tom’s
Cabin ‘Pilgrim’s - Progress ‘The Bessie
.~ Books, and also a number of others. My fa-
_ ther is a shoe maker and a fisherman. He
makes fine boots and coarse boots and shoes.
" He catches pickerel, shad and gaspereau. My
birthday is January 7. I saw in the ‘Mes-
genger’ where Elsie Campbell was asking to

yet bolds water? A sponge is full of holes,
yet holds water. Here is a puzzle: Why is
the letter K like a pig’s tail. I am going
Lo have a birthday party on the z2o0th of this
month, and I hope to have a good time,

MONA JOHNSON.

@

; S., Ont,
Dear Editor,—I seeing other letters, but
none from here, I thought I would write. I
g_et the ‘Messenger’ in our Sunday school, and
like reading the stories. I just read some rid-
dles in yesterday’s paper. I never saw them
before, but I am going to try and answer
them. Vishnu G. Govaude challenges us.
1st.—When is the king like a hook?
Ans.—When he has pages (page boys).

~ 2nd.—When is coffee like the earth?
Ans.—When it is ground. :

srd—What is full
water?
Ans.—The earth.

of holes, yet holds

I am not certain about the last one.
£ : WILLIE S. STEWART,

P.G, P.EIL

‘Dear Editor,—I have read a good many ot
the letters written to the ‘Messenger’ by the
boys and girls, and thought I would write one
too. We have been taking the paper for about
twenty years in our home, :

We live in the country, and have the post-
office in our own house, are quite near the
church and school house, and a new hall iy
being built on our own farm. This is a pretty
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place in summer. Our house is surrounded
by trees, among which are lime, elm, English
poplar, horse chestniuts,. choke cherry, willow,
,maple, mountain ash and oak.
I go to school every day. My teacher’s name
is Miss B. She boards with us.
JEAN DUCK (11).

F. Ont.

—-Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Northern Messenger” I don’t know what we
would do without it. We used to get it at
Sunday school when we lived near Arthur, but
since we moved here subseribe for it. I won-
der if any little girl’s birthday is on the same
day as mine, on the 2gth of July. I will be
eleven years old. I have five brothers and
oue little sister about three months old. I
think some of the drawings are very nice, es-
pecially little Chatterbox’s called ‘The little
Mother” I am going to send you a drawing
for the ‘Messenger.’

CLARA BYERS,

WINTER.

Ho, Ho, the ground is white with snow.

The children will have fun you know,

Will is already on his sleigh,

For he thinks the snow is but for a day.

The boys will make a big Snow-man,

They are working, too, as fast as they can,

For the snow is a precious article,

And they would not waste a panticle,

They want to play fox, and they want to play
goose,

And run around the ring just as fast as a
moose,

Winter is a joyous season,
And I think that it hath reasom,
For it brings to us old Santa Claus,
And that is mine, the children’s cause.
—A. I R

G. V., Alta.

Dear Editor,—~We bave a farm of 320 acres,
and my brother has one of 160 acres one mile
from here. We moved from Omntario three
years ago, and when wé came here there were
no neighbors close to us, but nmow we have
quite a few near ones, We have a small
school house a mile from here, and the tea-
cher boards with us. I have ome sister who
goes to school and one who is too young yet.
We ' had church and Sunday school all sum-
mer until a little while ago our minister went
away.” We have three cows and four horses,
The books I have read are: ‘Uncle Tom's
Cabin, ‘Beautiful Joe/ ‘Black Beauty,’ ‘Lit-
tle Savage,’ ‘Black Rock, ‘Oliver Twist’ ‘Was
I Right, and others that will take oo long to
mention. LUCINDA M. B.

H., Ont.

. Dear Editor,—I am now visiting my grand-
ma in H,, but my home is in B., Ont. T have
lived in four different places, but like B. the
best (where I have lived nearly ten years.)

I would like to guess some of the puzzles
given by Vishnu G. Govaude, and I think the
answer to the second one is, ‘When it is
ground’ I am 13 years old, and am in the
Fourth Book. I like drawing and reading
very much, and have read ‘The Wide, Wide
World,” ‘Elsie Series,’ ‘Oliver Twist and

* many others that are too numergus to men-

tion,

I have a very pretty tiger colored cat nam-
ed Max, which weighs ten pounds (1o Ibs.),
and a pony named Johnny, which I am now
learning to ride horse-back.

My grandpa is a Welshman, gmd came to
Canada when he was 3o ygars old, and will be
79 in December, and has been in the mercan-
tile business ever since,

FLOSS M. WILCOX.
—— e
IN THE NEW YEAR’S NUMBER
NEW 8TORY BEGINS.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS,

LABRADOR COT FUND,
e —————

‘Mrs. Mary Lamb, Tilton ,, ., e

$ .20
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&’ﬁ : a English Cocoa. become rusty. If they are not going to be
e PR . used for a long time they ought to be greased

Where the Burden Falls

If mother would listen to me, dear,
She would freshen that faded gown;
She would sometimes take an hour’s rest,
And sometimes a trip to town.

And it shouldn’t be all for the children,
The fun, and the cheer, and the play,
With the patient droop on the tired mouth,

And the ‘Mother has had her day!’

True, mother has had her day, dears,
When you were her babies three,
And she stepped about the farm and the
house
As busy as ever a bee,
When she rocked you all to sleep, dears,
And sent you all to school,
And wore herself out, and did without,
And lived by the Golden Rule,

And so your turn has come, dears;
Her hair is turning white, ‘
And her eyes are gaining the far-away look,
That peer beyond the night,
One of these days, in the morning,
Mother will not be here; i
She will fade away into silence,
The mother so true and dear.

Then, what will you do in the daylight,
And what in the gloaming din?
And father, tired and lonesome then,
Pray, what will you do for him?

If you want to keep your mother,
You must make her rest to-day;
Must give her a share in the frolic,

And draw her into the play.

And, if mother would listen to me, dears,
She’d buy a gown of silk,

With buttons of royal velvet,
And ruffies as white as milk;

And she’d let you do the trotting,
While she sat still in her chair;

That mother should have it hard all through
It strikes me isn’t fair. !

—New Zealand Farmer.'

Can we Help Unlovely
Children.

(Belle Sparr Luckett.)

We all kaow ‘unlovely’ childréen—unlovely
in disposition and characer. They are the

‘possessed of evil’ many times, and a source f
" 'heartache and perplexity to those who are re-

spongible for their training.

I have known such children. One especially
comes to my mind. Twenty years ago, a
more unlovely, perverse, unsmiling child it
would be hard to find.  Strange as it may
seem, these traits appeared strongest swhen she
was with her mother. For her to be punished,
As was absolutely necessary at times, was
tnough to give the whole family hysteria. To
most people, seeing only the seeable side of
the child without caring to look for what
might else have been found, she was almost
utterly without a ‘sweet side’ in her whole
make-up. But what an injustice, and an in-
justice to helplessness!

There was a friend whom this child loved
with all the intensity of a silent, deep, mis-
understood little heart. To this friend alone
she reavealed the possibilities of her nature.
To be with her softened and sweetened all
tl;e ‘hatefulness’ that were so glaring to most
eyes, : g

She had a little sister very near her own

~age, with whom she often quarrelled, it is
true, but towards whom there was never

visible a trace of jealousy or ill-will because
of the love and admiration called forth by her
exquisitely beautiful nature. I remember one
day the two little girls were standing toge-
ther when a caller was taking her leave. Like
many other thoughtless people, the lady stoop-
ed down and fondly kissed the little sister,
saying, ‘You are the sweetest child I ever
saw.” And then she went away, leaving one

smiling little face, and on which there was a
Pathetic little shadow, ; :

/As the door closed, the elder sister, with
¥are self-renunciation, put her arms around
ber little sister, saying, ‘She is sweet.’

‘Little sister’ is with God, but there still
lives on the earth the unlo:rely elder sister,—

el s

An admirable food, with all
its natural qualities intact.
This excellent Cocoa main-
tains the system in robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter's extreme cold.

~ The Most Nutritious
and Hconomical, ¥

no longer unlovely. She has ripened into a
deep-hearted, quiet, beautiful woman, loving
and beloved.

Another child comes to my mind, so unlove-
ly in nature that the most generous almost
despair of finding a place to begin te love
him. In many, many, almost indescribable
ways he is forbidding. People generally set
him down as ‘disagreeable, ‘bad, a ‘general
nuisance,’ according to their own tempera-
ment,

But who dares to desert such a child? ‘Who
helps a child helps humanity.’ Who helps
such a child does even more—he saves. Re-
cognizing his own unloveliness, this boy re-
ceives with an astonishment that has many
a touch of pathos in it any of the small kind-
nesses so lavishly bestowed on attractive
childhood. The sweetnesses thalt seem to be-
long so naturally to other children are denied
him, except on rare occasions, when some one
pityingly or with a deeper and kindlier dis-
cernment bestows them. It can only be
through long, loving-hearted, and unsleeping,
unwearying patience that the best his nature
is capable of will be revealed, and the unlove-
ly child become at last the useful and respect-
ed man, with some keen sense, let us hope,
of the deep need of pity, patience, and kind-
ness to all childhood, but most of all to that
which seems unlovely,

P,

Details in Laundry Work.

A Number of Old Hints Ever New to the
Amateur,

In no départment of the household does
economy of time and labor “count for more
than in laundry work; therefore here of all
places there should be attention to proper out-
fitting. That is, all utensils concerned there-
with should be strong and good, and if ma-
chinery is used it should be of the best qual-
ity, with few complications.

For the ironing flats are always best for
ordinary use or for laces when gas irons are

‘too clumsy. The latter are more expensive,
| and there is extra charge for fitting, but the

number required is less. There is a charcoal

iron, which is clean, and when once heated

will remain in condition for at least two
hours without remewal; but it is heavy and
needs to be supplemented by the small flats.

Care of the iroms is important. They should

SICK HEADAGHE

Positively cured
these Li!tle rm!.';

REFUSE ?UBSTITUTES-

¥

all over and wrapped in brown paper.

Where much ironing is to be done it is a
good idea to have an ironming stove with a
ledge to hold the iron bottoms upright to the
heat. Such a stove once heated with wood
may be kept up with coke, which is much
cheaper. But unless much ironing is to be done
a small gas stand is less expensive, and when
gas or charcoal irons are used mo stove is ne-
cessary. :

A strong, steady surface is a necessity of
the table, and the height is of such importance
as only one who has ironed can realize, To
have to bend the back in ironing is harmful
to the ironer, but if the table is too high
then the ironing suffers, for it is imposs-iblé
to use sufficient pressure. To have just the
right height the table should be specially
made, or else some ingenious woman must
Invent a table which can be regulated. The
table must also stand in a good light, and for
the covering there should be at least two
.thicknesses of blanket. The so-called ‘char-
ity’ blankets are good for this, because they
are hard. The ironing sheet should have tapes
at each corner to tie it to the table, and
seams or patches should be avoided.

Iron holders may be made of several folds of
blan}(et, with a cotton cover, and if a piece
of kid (the palm of an old glove) is laid be-
tween two of them, it will do much to pro-
tect the hand from the heat.

The ironing cloth and all the other fixings
should always be put away at once after they
have been used. The cloth should never be
allpwed to get wet, for fear of mildew; the
tymler should be wiped dry. Even the clothes-
line should be cared for, and clothespins wash-
ed once in a while,

Among other details wonth following it is
well to keep a large supply of soap, for it
improves with keeping, and does not waste
s0 much as fresh soap. That, and the bluing
as well, should be kept in some dry place,
and in laying in stores, soda, borax and am-
‘monia are needful with Ea;p&pel,l%‘u:

“in ose hands the strong washing powders
ought mot to be trusted.

Selected Recipes.

Walnut Creams.—Take the white of one
egg, an equal amount of water and three
pounds of confectiomers’ sugar, Sift the sugar,
mix it with the beaten egg and water and
knead it on a board, working in the walnuts,
Mould into balls the desired size,

Chocolate Caramels.—One cup of fine granu-
lated sugar, one cup of New Orleans molasses,
one-fourth cup of milk, a piece of butter the
size of an egg, one cup of chocolate after it is
cut up if made single quantity; if doubled,it
is as well- not to put the chocolate in ¢ill
about done, and then the same quantity of
this recipe will suffice, as it retains the fla-
vor if not cooked as much. Boil till it will
stiffen in water; pour into flat buttered pans
to the thickness of half an inch.

$12 WOMAN'S FALL SUITS $4.50

MADE TO ORDER. Suitsto $15.00, Jacke!

Ralucoats, “Waists and Skirts :3 mnuf:\gn Jndn::.'

Send for Fall Samples, Cloths and Fashions to 0,1
DUTHCOTT SUIT 0., Eondon. Cansians

2 BABY'S OWN

LEARN TELEGRAPHY

« And R. R. ACCOUNTING.
;950 to $100 pr month salary assured our graduates under’
t120:: d:n"lt pay us n_mtAd you have E‘n sition.  Largest systemn of
schools in America. rsed official
PR R ORSS Iva prionr DENMAND. " Lt omoials
mitted. Write for catalogue,

MORSE SCHOOL OF TELEGRAPHY,

Cincinnati, 0., Buffalo, N. Y,, At + s Crosse
3 Temhna'. Tex., San Fr:mchco Cul:.nm Ponn i

N. SOUTHCOTT & CO., Dept. 1, London,, Ont

CHE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published
every woek at the ! Witness' Building, at the corner of Cra
~and 8t Pelor strects, in tho city of Montroal, by Johe
Bedpath Dougall and Frederick Eugeae Dougall, both of
Monireal s SR
Al busin should. be ~addressed *Joha,
Douga!l & Hon,’ sad all letters to the editor should be

} addressed Editor of the ‘ Northern Messenger.”

: | M (19 Fancy M noerised Girdle and our Catalogne of
E, Ladies' Goods sent free for three 2o -stamps
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DIATTIOND JUBILEE CONGRATU LATIONS,

Among the great number of Diamond Jubilee arpreciations being received we have selected the following; partly because they
are from most eminent men, but chiefly because they are from men who have long krow nthe ‘Witness’ and its work intl-
mately, an dare at the same time eminently capable of judging its worth.

The Archbishop of Montreal and Primate of Alf Canada writes:

Principa] Shaw, of Wesleyan College, writes;

Teglepan Theological gottege,

.......

Q30 UniVERSITY OTREAT,
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_Rly. Johg Scrimger, D.D., Principal of the Presbyterian
. College, writes;

The * Presbytevian College

fMontreal,
Nov, 13, 1905.

: ‘Witness’ Office, City.
i ‘,ﬂ,émg. John Dougall & Son,

.~ Dear Sirs:—Allow me to congratulate the ‘Witness’ on reaching
~ its Diamond Jubilee. More or less regularly I have been a reader of
) the ‘Witness’ for some forty years or more, and have always re-
~ spected its earnest independent tone on all kinds of subjects. Many
1anges have taken place in that time, but it has remainéd staunch

to the principles which it then advocated. It has mever sacrificed
}xﬁlnciplm for the sake of popularity and has often had to suffer

or its fidelity to its own ideas. But it is that fact which has

- given it the unique confidence of a large number of the best people

in the country. Canada owes a debt of obligatign to the ‘Witness’

‘which it will never b: able to repay, however prosperous the paper
might become, for the persistent way in which it has held up the
highest and worthiest ideals of life and duty, even when the ma-
jority have been unwilling to listen. It would be a national mis-
fortune if anything should occur to interrupt its noble mission, It
- would be a great mnationai benefit if the people of Canada through
~a still more active support greatly enlarged the sphere of the ‘Wit
ness’ influence,
S Yours very truly,

The Honorable Sir Ielbourne Tait, Acting Chief Justice
of the Superior Court, wilies;

The Judge’s Chambers,

Montreaal, November 29th, 1g0s.

Messrs. John Dougall & Son,
Proprietors. of the ‘Witness, City.

Dear Sirs,—I would like to join with your numerous friends in
offering you congratu’ations upon the occasiwon of the jubilee of
your paper. :

I have heen a constant reader of it since I commenced to read
anything selid. Many hundred copies of it have I distributed to
subscribers in an Eastern Township village Post Office, where my
father was Post Master, and where it was a favorite, as indeed it
always has been throughout the Townships.

My appreciation of its educa\tional influence and general useful-
ness has increased fiom year to year, and this, among other rea-
sons, because of its high moral tone; of tne unvarying sound sense

_ and literary finish of its leading articles, which have rendered them
at once a fund of instruction and a source of pleasure to the

reader; of the general accuracy of its information and avoidance of
all that is sensational and vulgar.

 That it may long continue in its good and useful work is my
sincere wish,

I am, yours truly,

)
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A FEW MOST EXCELLENT PREMIUMS

To Stimulate Activity in Greatly Extending Our Circulation.

After examining a large number of articles, we selected the fol]owing as being the most attractive and' desirable’ Prem’ums that cou'd
possibly be offered. They are all such as will add to theAattmctwenesg of the home; some by way of useiul_ne§s zmd‘ beauty, qthe}'s by
way of joy and merriment. For instance, the game 'Din,’ and our Stereoscope will be like *bundles of joy’ and ‘loads of fun.” 1f
any one member of a family got to work at once, these premiums might be easily earned one a‘ltelj anof;her. _How much mnore quickly
if several m2mbers of the family started cut. And the friends who subscribed for any of the ‘ Witness’ publications, wou'd have fuil
value—and might be invited to enjoy the game and stereoscope, too. Other premiums will be announced next week.

New Subscribers.

When new subscribers are stipulated it means absowfely bona
fide new subscribers,  That is, people in whose homes the vaper sub-
scribed for has not been taken within the past two years, or whose
name appears in our subscription list of two years ago. We only Messenger.’
need to make this matter plain to have it faithfully carried out by
our canvass:rs.

Renewals.

In all of the following offers two renewal subscriptions will be
accepted instead of one new one, and one subsciiption to the *Weekly
Witness,” or ‘ World Wide,” will count as two for the * Northern
One reason is that remewals are not difficult to get, but
the chief reason js that renewal subscriptions are our main support,
and therefore we have to depend upon them.

Those working fo r the following premiums must, of courcse, send full rates for each subscripti on—and must mark NEW or RINEW-

AL opposite each,

REVERSIBLE SMYRNA RUG.
Siz» 214 x § rezt.

These Handeome Smyrna Rugs are made of the
best wool dyed in fast colors and  reversible be=
ing same on both sides. They are of the popular
eize, 2% x 5 feet, and are made up in Oriental
Medallion and Floral Patterns. Great taste and
harmony characterize the cvloring. Having made
a contract with the manufazcturer to supply us
with these Rugs at a very low price we are
able to offer them on very  reasonable | terms.
Though this Bug would be cheap at four dollars
in any of the ¢ity carpet stores, wo will give it
away to any subscriber ecrding fourteen abso-
lutely new subecriptions to the ‘Northern Messen=
ger’ at 40c each. ~For every subscription short
of the required number add 25¢ cash. That is,
if the club raiser can only get ten at 40e, he
will have to send one deliar extra.

The express charges will be collected of the re-
ceiver of the Rug bythe Wxpress Company,which
can be aecertained as the weight being under eight
pounds.

Each new subseriber will receive . in addition
a copy of our ‘1905 in Caricature,” being a selec-
tion of about a hundred and fifty of the best
cartoons on the most Impertant events of the
year,

ONE-=PIECE LACE CURTAIN
With Lambraquia Throwover,
This s the very fitest thing in Lace Cu g

Very Funny.

This is the very latest and the funniest %ame yet deviged. It consists of eighty cards represent-
ing the animals and fowls found in a barnyard. - y : e T
fe h ame is the mirth created by the wvarious players
lmltzt‘: tltl:!;[q:xﬁes '»fmtrl‘:eofli:'fe?egt animals.  The result is a side-splitting din. Just the game for these
10“% Dy lv i t with each game
3 aying een : " :
:!;ly dgxfst:::!r;’e}%;nphgvegthis great game of DIN free of charge who send $1.60 for four subscrip
tions to the ‘Northern Messenger,’ three of which must be new.

A Trip Around the World

s : BV MEANS OF
Laughable, Interesting and
Beautiful Co‘}ored Views.

rom all parts of the wborld. This trip will be
gn‘;g ed_:bpy ‘younf; and old, and can be taken at
- expense. i 5 2
mﬁ! an gﬁx‘::gemen i{h the manufacturers, we
.are able to purchase this handsome Outfit at a
price that permits ue to make our readers a very
(liberal premium proposition. This Outfit consists
of the following:

ONE STEREOSCOPY, with aluminum hood, and
bound with dark, rich, red velvet. The frame is
of fine finished cherry, with sliding bar holding

- . “the views, and with a pcrtent folling handle.

COLORED VII,WS$, made by a special process, a compinatwn of lithographing and half-tone work,
handsomely colore i in natural effects. The objects in the Dictures are shown In relief—not flat like an
ordinary picture— nd are so natural that you imagine you are right on the scene looking at them 1
reality. You W!] take as much pleasure in showing these views to others as you do in admiring
them yourseif, - -y

HEZRE ART THMZ TWO BEST PREMIUM PROPOSITIONS WE HAVE EVER MADE.

QUTFIT NO. 1.—Consists of one best Stereoscope and 24 colored views, and will be given to those
sending us $4.00 foy ten subscriptions to the ‘Northern Mes senger,” six of which must be absolutely
new subscribers,” For every subseription short of required pumber add 25c each.

OUTFIT NO. 2 Coneists of fifty views, and our best Stereoscope will be given for fifteen sub-

These Stereose res must not be supposed to be the cheaest kind usually peddled in the country.
The c¢heap kind was offered us also, but we knew our subscribers would appreciate the best. The
difference in price is chiefly due to the superior lense used. PN :

‘We mail to any address in Canada or United States post paid.

s A ; AR the booke will all be sent to the remitter of the
CHILDREN OF THE BIBLE SERIES. | fho bogke will all be . ;
¢ «(ByJ. H. WILLARD ‘ “The %oy WhoT%beyseé!'-—T‘:lthStory' of Isaac.
deomely bound. These Bible Storics cannot | ‘The Farmer'—The Story of Jacob,
?:lrlld‘;gmeu{nﬂtte in young prople a ‘desire for a | ‘The Favoﬂt.o_Snn’——Tge g:o‘ry of Jaseph,
turther knowledge of the Scriptures. : ‘The Adopted so:p-—'rbe _stm'r of Moses.
The language is within the “conprehension of ‘The Boy Gener: ho';'r e . ory of Joshua,
youthful readers. Kach story is complete Dby it- The Boy  at School'—T ; Story of Samuel.
%olf. The books will make attractive ~boliday | "The Shepherd Boy'—The Story of David. . ok
ifts, : he Boy Who Would be King” — The Story of
gF‘o-r three or more absolutely new . subscrip- Aabeglom.*_ gl -
tions to the ‘Northern Messenger' at 403 .esch, | ‘The Captive Boy’—The Slory of Daniel,
one may selcct omne > the following books, or ~ ‘The Boy Jesus.' p 4

Throwover, the entire Curtaln being woven in
one piece. This Curtain i{s strongly made, having
overlock edges, while the design is of a neat and
dainty floral pattern,

This unique. Curtain fits one window, being 4
yards long and 60 inches wide, divided down the
centre. It will at once appeal to the housewife
whose attempt at arfistic arrangement has often
proved an unsatisfactory ang trying task. Simply
throw the Lambrequin top over the pole facing it
outward, drape back the gides and it is complete,

One pair of these Lambrequin Curtains will be
given for a club of five absolutely new subsecrip-
tions to the ‘Northern Messenger' at 40c each,
post paid, to any address in Canada or the Unite
ed States,

S

TdAE SWEET STORY OF oLD.
A LIFE OF CHRIST FOR CHILDREN,

This CHILD'S LI OF CHRIST, by Mr. Hase
kell, 'with ‘an introduction by the Ven. Archdea=
con Farrar, D.D., for children, and its many
‘beautiful {llustrations, makes ‘a  very attractive
volume, The experience of many mothers
has proved that even from —
earliest years, the heart of-
childhood is capable of be-
ing moved by the ‘Sweet
Story of 0l1d.”

This book has 31 jllystra-
ticns, six in colors, by ar-
tists who realize that the
picture is as important as
the printed page, and have .
made this part of the.
book an important feature.
The book measures BlxT%
inches, and is printed from
large, clear type, on an
extra good quality of pa-
per. The cover is in cloth, — ;
beautifully decorated in gold and colors, with
title on the side and back, making a very at-
tractive looking book. % ke o ahls

We will give a copy of tlis beautiful book,post
paid, for only thres subscriptione to the ‘North-

‘ern Messenger’ at 40c each.

NOTTIRGHAM LACE BED SET,
- Consisting of Three Pieces.

THIS VERY HANDSOME = BEDROOM SET
consists of one Lace Bed Spread, size 72 by 84
inches, and one pair of Lace Pillow Shams, each
84 by 34 inches. This Set is a reproduction from
; bﬁz‘ Nottingham design ' overlook edges, with

n_effect, and Fleur de Lys centre. 3

- RZAD OUR VERY LISERAL PROPOSITION.
The complete Set, con-isting of Be read and
Two ang Shams, Will be a%n!,. post Sg: Lliie

only Ten New Yearly Subscriptions to the ‘Nor-
thern Messenger, at 40¢ each, - .

e




