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Greeting to You.

Greeting to you all, and may you

all be merry and full of joy in thig

Christmas season, and may the new
year be full of good things for you.

As wa were sure of your sympathy
when we were burned out of house
and home, we are sure of your sym-
pathy now that we are able to use
our own great new presses.

‘We did our best under difficulties,
and your letters of cheer and affec-
tionate good wishes helped much. Now
we want you to rejoice with us over
our new possibilities and spread the
news onf our colored plctures among
the children and the grown ups, who
even more than the children
color.

The color work is new to us and
to our printers, but we are sure of
one thing about it, which is .that we
will improve it with every new issue
of the *Messenger.’

‘We expect to have colored plctures
in every 1issue of the ‘Messenger’ in
the coming year, and to make it more
and move attractive to young and old.
Write and tell us how you like the
new departure and remember we pub-
lish the paper for you all, and cre
always glad to hear what you like
pest and want to have us put in fit.
May the new year bring joy and peace
and prosperity to you all and to the
‘Northern Messenger,” and so as Tiny
T!n}_observed, ‘God bless us every
one

His Birthday.

(Henderson Daingerfleld Norman.)

They bmltxagh't Him their binthday pre-
sents—
The dncense and gold and myrh;
The sumptuous Christmas roses,
The cedar and box and fir;
They made all His temple splendid
‘With tapers of purest ray,
And they said ‘'Tis a heavy burden—
This keeping of Christmas Day.’

The Child’s sweet eyes looked gravely

At glitter of wax and gold.

The gifts that were hard to bring Him
‘Were hard for His hands to hold.

Gleaming and hard and splendid
They all on the altar lay,

But the Child’s dear hands were

empty
As sadly He went his way.

He went where a single candle
G Burned clear on a window sill.
A cake at the door was ready
That the Christ Child might have
His fill,
Outside was the sheaf for Christmasg,
The barley and wheat and rye—
That the birds might enjoy the Binth-

day
.'l‘hogfghanawdrlm were white and

Within sat a girl-child, singing,
A doll held against her breast,
With queer little crooked stitches
The cherished gift was dressed.
For a child ‘had prepared the present,
Her heart with delight aglow
That a poorer than she should have

$t—
The thing she had treasured so.

the Lord Christ stood on the thres-
/ hold

And, watching, His dark eyes smiled
On thehleight, the cake, the Christmas

sheaf -
And the child’s gift to a child.
The weary feet were rested,
The heart from its sadness freed,
With gifts were the plerced hands

laden, R
His Birthday was kept indeed.
—Selected.

enjoy -
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In the manger at Bethlehem was
cradled the hope of the world. That is
why Christmas is the universal festi-
val. That is why the world rejoices.
But the manger must be interpreted
largely. In the babe is the promise of
the man and the Saviour. It is not
the birth alone that makes the gospel;
it is also the life, the passion, the
death, the resurrection, the ascension.
Christmas carries all this in its happy
content.

‘Jesus was born,” and in his birth the
whole world put off its old and help-
less self to begin with new energy and
new hope. He came to glve every
man the morning star—new ldeas, new
impulses, new ambitions, a new star
and a new sky. By this sign we know
that the Son of Man has come into the
world and into our hearts: all is new,
dewy, young, immortal! We cannot
tire, we canot die. In Christ we arc
young forever, for he has given unto
us ‘the morning star,’—Joseph Parker.

No sermon on prayer could be more
comforting and convincing than the
precious little story told of the late
Mrs. HMarriet Beecher Stowe. A young
friend of hers, studying in Germany,
had lost himself in a fog of specula-
tions, and bhad given up his faith in
revealed religion. Mrs. Stowe set her-
self to bring him back to the light
of truth, and for months, week by
week, wrote him long letters of argu-
ments and evidence. We know what
brilliant force that strong mind could
bring to bear upon such a theme;
what tender elogquence, what irre-
sistible pleadings; but it was all in
vain, The fog did not lift.

As the Christmas season drew near,
the old Christian shut herself inip her

own chamber, and asked to be undis-

turbed, that she might give herself
wholly to pleading for a gift from the
Father, even the salvation of that
young soul. Of those days spent in
gsecret prayer, none may know the his-
tory, but the first mail that could
bear a Christmas greeting from Ber-
lin said; ‘During the Christmas sea-
son my doubts vanished, and I now
seo Jesus to be the salvation of sin-
ful men.’

It was not that the Christian pleader
had ‘overcome God’s reluctance’; oh!
no. She had laid hold of his highest
willingness.—‘Forward.’

One Way to Keep Christmas
Sacred in the Home.

(By Mary Newell Youtz.)

There are three lively, wide-awake
children in our home—Charles, eleveq;
Josie, eight, and Eleanor, four. They
are fairly bursting with excitement
over Christmas secrets and Christmas
Jollity. How can we keep the spirit
and meaning of Christmas before them
without curtailing any of the merri-
ment? !

The idea of celebrating Christ’s
birthday looks toward the solution.
His birthday will be happler if we
are trying to please Him; so the day
before Christmas a box is made ready
for the ‘poor children.” This is pack-
ed by the children themselves, and it
is understood that all their little of-
ferings must be in good repair. No
broken things are allowed to go In;
so there is much putting to rights
and glueing and mending. There are
little sacrifices, too, and some not 80
little from the child’s point of view.
There is much wondering and exclama-
tion as to whether the ‘little poor chil-
dren’ will like this or that toy, and it
would do your heart good to see with
what zest the three go into it all. And
when at last the/lad carries off the
box, with it go many loving thoughts
for the'little unknown friends less for-
tunate than the senders.

v )

®

. kindling in

7
Dec. 24, 1909.

A more important event still, and
one quite as much anticipated s the
Christmas Day itself, is the trimming
of their beloved tree. It is only a
tiny tree, selected by the children days
beforehand, but it is made beautiful
by many candles and glittering orna-
ments, This tree is in honor of
Christ’s birthday, and the little people
try in every way to make it come up
to their ideal of beauty. The decora-
tions are saved from year to year, the
children usually adding some much-
admired ornament, purchased with
their own money. There is much
discussion and experimenting and sug-
gesting and rushing about before all
is ready. e

No gifts are put on the tree—all
that is left for Christmas Day. To-
night is the ‘Jesus baby’s birthday,
as Eleanor says, and the tree is de-
corated for Him, and with as much
enthusiasm as are their own birthday
cakes. As a last touch, a tiny fig-
ure, with outstretched arm as though
in blessing, is placed on the topmost
bough to represent the Christ Child.
Then the trio, their faces shining
with delight, proudly e8cort us in to
admire their work. The tree is, in-
deed, lovely with its glittering candles
and ornaments, with soft sprinklings
of cotton to simulate snow, Isn't this
better than the conventional Christ-
mas tree in which the children have
had no part?

In the early evening comes the pro-
gramme, which is arranged with a few
suggestions from Mother. This does
not require special preparation, for the
songs are familiar, the recitations from
‘memory work’ at school, and the
Scripture also from school work. Here
is last year's programme;

f{ark the Herald Angels Sing—All together.

Luke ii., 8-20—Recitation by Charles.

Luther's Childs’ Christmas Hymn—‘Away in
a Manger.” Sung 4y Josie and Eleanor.

There Came a Little Child to Barth—Recita-
tion by Josie.

‘Oh Little Town of Bethlehem.' Sung by
Mother in Royal David’'s City once.
—By the three childrem

Matthew ii., 1-12—Recitation by Mother.

‘As With Gladness Men of Old—Sung by all.

This last we sing, joining hands,
around the tree, in good German fash-
ion, with no lights but those from
the candles on the tree. Not a heart,
young or old, but is full of the Christ-
mas spirit and of love for the Christ
Child. This part of our Christmas
closes by father leading us all in a
prayer. Then there is a mad scamper
to hang up stockings before jumping
into bed.

You ask, ‘Do the children care for
all thie?  Last year, by way of ex-
periment, I proposed that we do away
with the tree and the little programme.
‘Why, mother, it wouldn’t be Christ~
mas without the tree!’ sald one. b
don’t believe Jesus would like us not
to notice his birthday,’ said another.
‘0, It's .80 lovely to sit up late and
have the ‘entertainment’ and all, said
the third.

So we shall keep Christ’s birthday

as usual, thankfully and lovingly;
we parents knowing that a day will
come when these little joys will be
for our children most precfous mem-
ories, and hoping that these memories
will carry the Christ spirit into other
homes.

The next morning all is hilarity and
fun, but we feel that Christ’s coming
has meant more to thesé children than

a mere exchange of gifts. It has
meant thought for Ee unfortunate;
doing honor to Christ with thelr own
hands and volces; and, W& lisve, a

their hearts of more love
for him, for he has been in our midst.
- Congregationalist and  Christian
World."
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- Their Christmas Wedding Bells.

Love or ‘Life’; Which?
(By Cyril Richmond.)

‘Ted Jackson!
Never!’

‘It is true. He told me so himself.
And it’s to be at Christmas.’

‘I don’t know how some fellows do
it. I have more salary than Ted, and
I can’t afford to marry.’

‘Nor I. Do you ever think seriously
of it?

‘Often.”

‘Really!’ /

‘Yes. When I was living at Brixton
there was a lovely girl in St. John’s
choir, I became very much attached
to her; but when I went into the cost,
it came out at a prohibitive figure.
So I dismissed the idea.'

‘And the lady?

Going to be married!

‘Oh, well! she may have been dis-

appointed. I know I was, But it was
of no use, I can spend all 1 earn
without being martied.’

‘So can 1. 'Well, what is the week’s
programme?’

‘I think I'll go to the Adelphi to-
night. = I'm going to the Wilsons" to-
morrow evening. On Thursday I have
to meet some fellows at the club for
a bridge party. On Friday I'm booked
for dinner again, and on Saturday,
if it i1s fine, I shall go up the river,
‘and most likely stay over Sunday.’

The work of the office went on, but
to John Daly it had lost its usual
interest.  The little talk which he had
had with Sam Williams had made him

* dissatisfied with himself and with
~ things In general. There was Ted
Jackson, a younger man than himself,
_getting £60 a year less salary,
‘about to marry. Tive years before,
the face of a girl who sat Sunday
" by Sunday in one of the choir. stalls
in the church he then attended at Brix-
ton had imprinted itself on his mind.
- Now that face was on the ledger,
and debtor and creditor entries became
. hopelessly mixed up with it, and John
could not enter or add up or do any-
thing with the book.

‘He closed the ledger and took the

journal, ' but ‘it was just the same.
- Hyvery column and line and total was
ia some mysterious way blended with
that beautiful face, with its reproach-
‘ing sadness. . John Daly could not
- stand this. He closed the journal
- with a bang ,and then went to the
. private office. ~ Mr. Thompson, one of
.the principals, sat at his desk.

‘I-——I--am very sorry, sir. 1 am not
- well. . T:shall have to go home, Will
you excuse me, sir? John said.

© _"Oh, Mr. Daly! I am sorry. Certain-
ly; g0 home at once. They shall
‘send for a cab.’ .

‘Oh, no! Please don’t trouble, sir.
It is not necessary.’

It was Friday evening. Ted Jackson,
by Mr. Thompson’s wish, had gone to

' Brompton, where John Daly lived to see
how he was. Ted was seated in the
little room which served as John’s sit-
ting room. They had talked of affairs
at the office, and now I:ad come a

pause. For a minute or two nothing
- was said. Ted sat looking into the
‘bright fire. John Daly was leisurely

king a favorite briar-root pipe.
_sn'll? 'sag, Ted!” John said at length,
- abruptly.
at’f?ez’;!yreplied Ted, as he turned his
eyes upon his collreague._

“‘However are you going to do on
~your salary when you are married?’
John asked, with a perplexed air.

{‘Oh, we shall be all right.”
'Yes, but how? I could not do-it,
“and I'm getting more money than you.’
‘Of course you could, Quite edsily.’

‘of the proper home sphére.
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‘No. It takes all I get to keep me
now.’

‘That proves nothing, except that the
money goes. You spend in one way
and live here in 'digs.” I shall spend
in another way and live with my—
cherie.’ Ted paused and smiled.

‘I—don’t-—see—it,” drawled John Daly,

Ted looked round. His eye caught
the decanters on the sideboard. One
was half-full of port wine. Another
was nearly half-full of whiskey.

‘Well;  see. ‘We are here alone;
just you and 1 Tell me; how much
a week does your port wine and whis-
key and stout cost you? said Ted.

‘It’s impossible to say.’

‘Ten shillings?”

‘More, I should say.’

‘Well, say twelve shillings. How
much is that a year ?’

‘Oh—well !’ \

‘ Thirty-one pounds four, ~How
long has it been that ?’

‘Oh, heaven only knows! Fifteen

years, at any rate.’
‘Very well, Fifteen years at £31
48. a year; how much is that ?

‘ Four—six-—eight. Four hundred
and sixty-eight pounds.’
‘And compound Iinterest; say an-

other hundred and fifty; that makes
six hundred and eighteen pounds.’

John Daly looked aghast.

‘Now, see. 1 could buy the house
we shall go to and furnish it well
for that money.

‘ You—could ?

‘Yes. You have drunk a house like
that and its furniture in the last fif-
teen years.

‘ That—has—certainly—been — 8o,
sald John Daly, perplexed.

‘What have you for the outlay ?’

A shadow came over John Daly’s

face. His brow hecame furrowed.
Then disappointment mingled with
the shadow.

‘ Not-—~a-—red-—cent,” he said slowly.

‘Very well. Now, suppose that
£31 4s.,, and such other money as you
could have added, had gone to pay
the rent of such a house as this—
would not the remainder of your sal-
ary have been sufficient to keep the
house and your wife and yourself
nicely 7 :

‘It might have been,’ replied John
Daly, thoughtfully.

‘It would have been. You could
have had a good house and a good
time on your earnings. We shall do
well on less, you will see. But not
one red cent of my earnings goes that
way,” said Ted, with 4 nod at the de-
canters. ‘And there is another
thing,’ he went on, ‘When a fellow
marries, he has the satisfaction of
knowing that he has made a sphere
as well as a home, for some bright
and responsive girl.

The cloud on John Daly’s face dark-

ened. For some minutes he did not
say a word. Then, musing, he whis-
pered : :

¢ It—is—too—late; too—late.

‘Nonsense ! It is never too late
to do better. You can start now
and have a far better start than we
shall have.’

‘But I have no —*“cherie,” as you

" have.”

‘Why, there are thousands of splen-
did girls just = wasting, absolutely

‘wasting; nay, worse, competing with

us men in the world, just for the want
Find
one ‘of them, and set up a home of
your own.’ i ;

John Daly’s gaze became fixed on
the glowing embers. Ted had led his
thoughts into a new channel.

‘T must go,’ said Ted at last.

‘All—right! Say that I shall be
down on Monday,’

3

‘I will.' ‘Good-day!’

How merrily the bells ushered In
that bright Christmas morning! It
seemed as if the sky was the purer,
the air the more ' transparent, and
everything the brighter and the gayer
because it was not only Christmas
Day, but Ted Jackson's wedding day.
The staff of Manley, Thompson . and
Co. were at the church. They had
come, as they said, good-humoredly,
‘to see Ted make away with himself’
John Daly sat alone at the end of a
pew in the shadow of a wall. He fol-
lowed - every word of the marriage
service with intense eagerness. A
great and overpowering sense of dis-
appointment, of failure, and of a life
burpose missed, took possession of
him, and he sat as one in a trance.
When the last strains .of the ‘Wed-
ding March’ had*died. away, and the
bride and. bridegroom and all the peo-
ple had gone, he reached ‘for -his hat
and stick, and walked slowly from the
pew and from the church like one in
a dream. ; i

Late in the day, - when the' worlg
‘without was all a-sparkle ‘with Christ.
mas merriment, and the sounds o1
song and laughter and ‘of the gladness
of children came from lighted rooms,
halls, and doorways, John Daly 'sat
alone, ‘with unlit lamp, gazing ° into
the ruddy embers of .the . fire, think-
Ing, thinking of things which were,
and of things which might have been,

At the office they noticed that John
Daly had ceased to talk as airily about
‘life’ ‘as he had been in the habit of
doing. A change had come over him,
Eut what had caused it they did not

now.

One Wednesday he had declded to
stay late to prepare for balancing, so
at half-past four he went out to have
tea at a cafe in Cornhill, As he en-
tered the tearoom he noticed a falr
girl sitting by a table, alone, His eyes
chanced to meet hers, and he saw that
it was Agnes Manville, of Brixton,
Without hesitation he walked towards
her and sat down by her side.

‘Agnes! How strange! I have been
thinking so much of you of late, ang
wishing so much that I could meet
you,’ he said warmly, -

‘Have you—really? ' There was the
old sweetness in her volce. - ;

‘I have, indeed. I wanted to see you
80 much.’ 3 gl 8

‘To~—~see—me!’ :

‘Yes, and to talk to you.'

In a minute John Daly had learned
that she, Agnes Manville, was still
free, to love and to be loved, and that
in her heart there was still the. old
regard for him. % ;

After that meeting he saw her of-
ten and said much to her. He ‘told
her how very selfish he had been and
that his life had been a ghastly, haunt-
ing failure,

‘That Is all past and gone.
mind! Begin again. You have your
true life to live yet. Begin now," she
sald, in words so sweet, and yat so
full of confident belief in him, that
they were an inspiration to him. -

He began again, as she had said.
And now, once more, she was at his
side, a veritable angel of light and
leading. His wine, spirits, and’ beer
was entirely stopped. In Agnes’s so-
ciety he found a truer pleasure than
in the society of those with whom he
had chiefly been associating. At last
he made a confession to Agnes. It
was one of whole-hearted love to her,
and with the confession there went a
plea that she would share his life and
help him to do better than he had done
alone. There were blushes, hesitations,
and smiles, and at last there came a
full and generous acquiescence.

‘When next the Christmas bells rang
out they ushered in the wedding morn
of John Daly and Agnes Manville,—
‘Alliance News,’ s el <00

Never
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SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSON..
Surnday, January 2, 1910.

' John, the Forerunner of Jesus.
Matt. iii, 1-12  Memory verses, 2, 3.
Golden Text.

“The voice of one crying in the wil-
derness, Prepare ye the way of the
Lord, make his patks straight.’-—
Matt. iii, 2.

Home Readings.

Monday, December 27~—~Matt. i1,
ln'll‘zﬁesday, December 28.—~Luke iii,
lh%ig‘édnesday, December 29.—~John 1.,
;S;I?l%ﬁrsday. December 380.—Mark i,

Friday, December 31.—Iuke vil, 19-
28.

Saturday, January 1l.—Isa. xi., 1,—“8.
Sunday, January 2.-—John f{ii, 28-30.

FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES. ..

Last Sunday we  were
nbout the birth of King Jesus and
how, although he was not born in a
palace and had no crown, there were
some people who knew that he really
was a king. Now, every king must
have a kingdom 1if he is really a king,
k0 Jesus had a kingdom then, altbough
he did not seem to. In our lesson
to-day we are told what the kingdom
{5, over which Jesus rules.  We havo
in oyr lesson the announcement  of
the great kingdom (verse 2), the herald
of the king (verse 1), his message
(verses 2, 3), the people to whom he
gave this message (verse §), the deg-
cription of those who can or cannot
get Into the kingdom (verses 10-12),
the road to the ' Lkingdom (verse
2), the gate to the kingdom (verse
11), and what the great king is like
(verses 11, 12),  This is the king-
dom of heaven, Jesus himself said so,
(Matt, 1v., 17; John ' xvill, 83-8%7);
John the Baptist is the herald of the
king; Ekis message was * prepare for
the king’; the ‘people to whom he
spoke were just all sorts .of ‘people
like any crowd you might see to-day;
. those who can get into the kingdom,
R 1 BAld, were those who served the
: king, those .who were not ready to
serve the king would be shut out; the
road to the kingdom was the road of

repentance, thke way of leaving be--
hind our wrong-doings and trying to-

do the right; the only gate to the

lingdom i8 through the power of God's
Spirit in our hearts; and the great
King, Jesus, says John, is very pow-
erful ‘and very just. We know now
u good deal more about King Jesus
and his kingdom than John did,' be-
cause Jesus -himself -has taught us,
but all that John said was very true,
50 let us study about tkis to-day.

: ik FOR /THE SENIORS.

il Since we are to pass a year in the
¥ atudy of Christ's life as told by Mat-
thew, it will be well to spend a few

e niinutes in finding out the object this
M particular biographer had in view, the
! people he had in mind, and something

uf the 'biographer himself. Although

. there is no absolute proof, the trend

.« of tradition which is generally accept-

~ wd, Is that Matthew wrote this Gos-

pel. It is particularly addressed to

* Jewish readers, and aims to show that
o

. king, his kingdom, its laws, and’ es-
tablishment on earth, can be followed
‘ail through this Gospel.

~¢lany, this is an inferesting

r

studying '

© Christ fulfils the Old Testament pro-
. phecles of a coming Messiah. Roughly,
he plan of Matthew to set forth the

(It will be. .
tmpossible here to enter into this more.
fully, but, in the Bible classes, espe-
subject '
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for diseussion, and inquiry. With this
in  mind, the same method as
suggested for the junior classeés may
bé followed in more detail by the older
scholars. John the Baptist, the herald
of the kingdom, is an interesting study
in himself; the home readings for the
week give'the principle referencés to be
looked up in this connection. A stern
man himself he apprehended, clearly,
the 'inflexible justice of Charist, the
stern laws of that kingdom, he came
to proclaim, but we must not forget
that John did not have a complete
revelation. However, just as surely
to-day as then, the only road to ‘the
kingdom 1s repentance. That defini-
tion of a soldier, that ‘repentance is
right about face’ is good, but it is
more than that, it is right about face
and forward march. Repentance is
not only a passive regret for the time
that is past, but an active endeavor
for the time yet to come. As John
expressed it in the rite of baptism, it
is a burial to the old@ life, ‘a rising
agaln to the new; a washing away of
the evil past, a cleansed heart for the
new ways of the future. The tree
must bring forth fruit if it is to be suf-
fered to stand. This is unalterable,
Christ reiterated it (John xv. 2, 6.),
but this is not by any means a Gospel
of  salvation by works. The fruit is
but the sign of that life, which only
faith In Christ can give through His
Holy Spirit (verse 11), yet to be estab-
lished only by the evidence of the fruit.
John the Baptist' did not preach a
Gospel of works.

(FROM PELOUBET'S ‘NOTES.)

Just as valleys must be filled in as
well as hills eut away in order to make
a_level highway, so good deeds must
be done as well as evil deeds avoided,
in order to open that highway for the

King of Kings,

Every| duty carried out, every right-
eous deed wrougit, every kindness
shown, every day rightly lved, im-
proves the Royal Highway. As Dickens
says In his inimitable way, ‘Possibly
we might even improve the world a
little, iIf we got up early in the morn-
ing, and took off uvgir coats to the
WOFK o, A ‘

- Verse 6.-~~They were baptized of
him. Among the eeremonial washings
common among the Jews., probably the
one to which they attached the great-
est importance was the baptism = of
proselytées. When a pagan desired to
become a Jew, he was immersed in
water as a sign that he washed away
his old sins and his old superstitions
and ‘emerged a new man. He ceased
to be 4 pagan; he became a Jew
When John the Baptizer began his
ministry, it was with the declaration
that the Jew needed cleansing no less
than a pagan. = You call yourgelves,
he e¢aid, .children of Abraham. d
could make out of the stones at your
feet as good children as you are. To
emphasize ‘his teaching he called. on
them to be baptized and re-enter the
Church of' God, as though they had
ben pagans—Lyman Abhptt, in the
‘Outlook .’ y

i
Verse 8.—‘Fruits meet for repent-

ance,—A hardened criminal was ied by
Mrs. Maud Booth to sincere repentance.
He became a member of a prison league,
and the change in his conduct and
even in his-face was soon marked by
all. He had only one more year to
gerve for the crime for which he was
imprisoned, and then he would be free.
But years ago he had committed an-
‘other crime, and for that crime an in-

‘nocent man was suffering punishment,

As his conscience became educated, hé
could not rest, and at last he told Mrs.
Booth his wretched story. Could he
confess to the authorities and give up
his approaching freedom? ' It was a
hard struggle, but he won.
to the warden and confessed, though

~ kings have In heathen  lands,

He went
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he knew this act meant ten years more
of imprisonment for him. ‘Warden,”
he said, ‘What I have told you is true.
I'll take my time like a man. They
can imprison my body, but now my
soul is forever free.’

Verse 9.—'Think not to say within
yourselves. We have Abraham to our
father.” A peasant was driving some
geese to town, to sell them. The
geese did not like to be hurried, and
they poured out their complaints to a
traveller whom they met.

‘Where can you find geese more un-
happy than we? = See how this peasant
Is hurrying on, this way and that, driv-
ing us just as though we were only
common geese. Ignorant fellow! He
never thinks how he is bound to re-
spect us, for we are descendants of
the very geese that saved Rome S0
many years ago.’ ‘But for what do
you expect to be famous yourselves?'
asked the traveller. ‘Because our an-
cestors™~'Yes, I know. I have read
all about it. But what I want to know
is what good have you yourselves
done?', ‘Why, our ancestors saved
Rome. ‘Yes, yes; but what have you
done?  ‘We? Nothing.’ 'Of what
good are you then? Do leave your an-
cestors at peace. They were honored
for their deeds; but You are only fit
for roasting’—A Russian Fable.

Verse 11—~With fire. ‘Fire con-
sumes and purifies; the Messiah will
remove from the hearts of men all
that is evil’ (Holtzmann).

Everywhere are the blessings to man
which King Jesus brought with him
when living on earth in human form.
The miracles of Christ are the types
of what Christianity is doing on a far
larger scale than could be done in
Palestine, The kindly feeling, the de-
sire to help, the Increased skill which
springs  up under Christianity as
flowers and fruits grow in the sun-
shine, have made Christ’s works
through his peoples greater than those
he wrought In person. They are not
miracles, but are better than the power
of miracles, as the prolonged sunshine
1s better than a flash of lightning .

' Blind asylums have opened many eyes,

and caused people to read and work
even without sight. Hospitals have
cured and cared for multitudes of sick
ard insane. We cannot raise the dead

to life, but the average length of life
nas been greatly increased. The day
laborer has more of the best things in
the world, books,’ libraries, churches,
railways, telegraphs, newspapérs,"-ltl';mn
‘Christ
1s making a reality of the Oriental
legend of the fountain into whose
waters a good angel infused the mys-
terlous power that a new fountain rose
and gushed wherever some drops fell
on the barren plain, so that g traveller
carrying a portion of this water could
safely traverse any  desert however
wide or dry, because he took with him
the secret of unfailing springs; and he
could impart their waters to others, .

Junior C. E. om0 £.0 My
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Wednesday, Dec. 29~—The wag
S CH
to;rag:}n g:é) gil;gedied for our:.
s’.’élturﬁaﬁ””&aﬁ‘.'"',;?;ne takes ldWa‘ :
o e o
need a Saviour ? Rom. xxiil, 23 s
(Consecration meeting.) ~~ " ° S
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ledge myself
B 'f‘o speak kindly to others,
To spea kindly of others,
To think kind thoughts,
To do kind deeds.

Anyone may become a member of the
R. L. of K. by copying out the above
piedge, signing and sending it tg the edl-
tor. /

PLEDGE CARDS—For those who wish
to have them, we issue neat and durable
pledge cars, 4 inches by 6, printed in pur-
ple and white, and ready to hang on' the
wall, Single cards, five cents, and two
cents for postage; six cards to one ad-

NORTHERN MESSENGER

‘What a time of the year this is for
thinking kind thoughts and doing kind
deeds, and for planning them, too,
for the whole new year that is such a
little distance off. Oh, there is plenty
for our R.L.LK. members to do at this
time, and one of the very best things
they can do is to get othens to join
this league. It really seems, though,
as If everybody just about Christmas
time belonged to some league of kind-
ness, doesn’t it? What a ~rand lovely,

happy time Christmas is! And with
all the giving, there is one thing
that everybody will appreciate, that

will not make anyone’s purse any the
lighter, and that everyone can give,
that is a smile. After all, it ‘s the
smiles that make Christmas happy.
All the gifts in the world wouldn’t do
that unless smiles went with them.
Whatever else you see to, get a good
supply of genuine hearty smiles on
hand for free distribution, and may
you all have a very happy Christmas.

OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Up North.! Douglas G. Martin.
(Age 8), L., P. Que.
2. ‘A House. Audrey C. Phillips.
(Age 8),B., Ont.
3. ‘Apples”’ Belle Marshall.
(Age 8), C. C, N.S.
4. ‘A Thoroughbred Stallion” Fred
Bergman. . P.N. S, .. .
6. ‘My Pair of Bunnies’ Freddie

Biggs. (Age 6), N.B., Ont..
6. ‘Our Billy Goat’ Marguerite
Marshall. (Age 6), C. C., N8

7. ‘Flying Kites.’ Bertha O. Graham.
(Age 12), G. N.S.
8. ‘Crocodlles.’ Gracle Biggs.
(Age 11), N. B,, Ont.
9. '‘Our House.” Joyce E. M. Procter,
(Age 11), W. S., Sask.

dress, twenty-five cents and two cents for
postage,
. BADGES—We also lssue for sale with
the pledge card, it desired;a neat brooch
pin of fine bard enamel, In the above de-
sign of a bow In our own league colors,
purple and white, Single badge with
viedge card, and postage ineluded, twen-
ty-ive cents; five badges with pledge cards
and postage Included to one address, one
dollar,

Mark all orders
letter with the three lettera R.L.K.

What a good time of the year to join
the league! We have four new mem-
bers this week: Eva P. Jones, F. M.,
Ont.; Elizabeth Johnston, M. Man.:
Frank Ritchie, M., Ont.; and Kenneth
E. McConnell, C., Ont. \

Some time ago we received a letter
from Mary E. Roddlek, out in the, west,
either in Saskatchewan or, Alberta.
She signed the pledge and ordered
badge and pledge card, but forgot to
send her address. We have been hop-
ing to hear from Mary again, but as
we have not, we ask her now to send
her address so that we can forward
the badge and card. WiIill anyone who
knows Mary please bring this to her
notice? :

on both envelope and .

.colt called ‘Jessie,

O 0Ont,

Dear Editor,—It s quite a while
since I have written to the ‘Messen-
ger,” so I thought I would write again.
I am going to school yet. We are
practising for a little Chnistmas con-
cert in the Sunday-school. I have a
recitation called ‘My Stocking,’ to say.
We have new shops and coal shootes
here, ' The shops are made of cement,
and ‘there are eeuihﬂc lights in them.
There s a ‘steam-shovel here filling
the engines until the new shootes are
ready. There is good ice on the river
now, and lots of people skate on it.
I have not been down yet, as It is too
far away. They are talking about mak.

ing a rink here.
\ RUTH WILSON.

F., Que.

Dear Editor,—I am a little boy eight .

years old, and I have two brothers. I
am golng to school, and I am .in the
third reader. We have been building a
new kitchen this fall. I live on a farm,
My brother Stuart hws a two-year-qld
and I have a year-
‘Ruby.’

ling colt called ;
MURRY STALKER,

. the Annapolis Valley.

5

¥. M., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl 12
yvears oldgeand go to school every day.
My sister teaches the school T go to,
so I have it quite handy. I live in a
little wvillage and like it very much.
We used to live on a farm, but now
we are keeplng store. *All of us yvoung-
sters at school thougnt it was great
fun when our first snowstorm came,
We got out our sleighs and played
around with them, and we ali had a
nide on a big sleigh. But next day all
our fun was gone, for whea we got up
there was all the snow gone, and we
felt bad, I guess. We are going to
have a Christmas tree at the school-
house, so we are very busy practising
for it. Hoping I will be able to keep

my pledge. I will close.

FROM A VILLAGE LASSIE,
W. S, Sask.

Dear Editor,—I thought 1 would
write. to the RL.K. I got my badge
a few weeks' ago and thought it was
very pretty. I go to school in the sum-
mer, but the school is closed now, for
there were only two going, so they
couldn’t keep it going very long. For
three days 1 was the only one at
school. I am in grade 4. Next sum-

mer I will be in grade b.
JOYCE E. M. PROCTER.

Age 11,

P, L., N.S.

Dear Editor,~I have three brothers
and two sisters, and we live on a farm.
I live a half a mile \wway from the
school-house, and like to g0, and like
my teacher. In the norning school
takes in at nine o'clock, and at night
it lets out at four o’clcck.

JESSIF THOMPSON.,

S.,. N.s:
Dear Editor,~Sprirgfield is a small
town situated thirty miles south of
| In the town
there are two/ churciies, one school-
house, six stores, a Iotel, a station, a
blacksmith shop, and two . post-offices.
My home is situateé on a hill over-
looking a small and very pretty lake.
On the other side of tre hill is a large
mill owned and opera‘ed by the Da-
vidson Lumber Company. My mam-
ma and papa intend got\g to Boston at
Christmas on a visit. T have a grand-
ma_and grandpa living there, and sev-
eral aunts and uncles and cousing. I

was thirteen years old in October.

SADIE B. R.
We are sorry, Sadie. that we cannot
publish addresses in full.. We have

had to make that a rule~—~HEd. :

o —

OTHER LETTERS.

Beatrice Moulton, 8., Nfld.,, savs: ‘I
have two bridges to cross going to
school. We are practising for an en-
tertainment now.’

Bertha O. Graham, G, N.S., is also
thinking about Christmas. ‘It will
soon be Christmas holidays.’

J. Carswell, D, Que., sends a riddle,
but it has been asked before. {

Tottie S. May, B, Ont. says: ‘We
are golng to have a Christmas tree
this year. s
. ‘Willlam Fleming, D. Que., has a
horse named Topsy. ‘She is a very
pretty anlmal and is very much afraid
of automobiles.’

Marion Smith, Evelyn Chapman, and
Pearl Gray, write together from F.
J., N.S, They are school friends,
Evelyn Hves ‘In a brick house. I don’t
know how old it Is, but papa says It
Is about a hundred years old. I like
to live here. A

We also received short letters fror‘n‘

Dorothy Hopper, C., Man, Belle Mar-
shall, C. C, NS, and Kitty Starg-
meare, C,, Ont.

R,

-
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Christmas Night.

Sometimes I think that Christmas
night’s the best,
‘Before the nursery fire, when
we’re undressed
And all the toys are put away,
I except
Perhaps my engine and the
baby’s bear,
Then Mother comes away from all
. the rest A
- Downstairs to tell our Christmas
story there.

She takes the baby on her lap and

we
Sit ’round her on the hearth-rug
‘80 We see :
The pictures in the fire, and
then she tells
About how Shepherds watched
. their flocks by nicht -
And what the angel said, and how
the three ‘
Wise Kings came riding—and
the big star’s light.

And then she tells us how it show-
ed the way

To just a stable where the oxen
St.a’y" ; 4 \

And there they found Him in
His Mother’s arms,

A little Baby Christ-child—and

Al He smiled ; =

. And that (she says) is what made

. Christmas Day_

~ For you and me and

. child.

_ Before the nursery fire ¥hen we're

. undressed

“

every little

Sometimes I think that Christmas
night’s best.
—Theodosia Garrison, in the De-
cember ¢ Everybody’s.’

‘We had a merry Christmas,
hadn’t you ? ‘We took holly to
grandma and our sick aunty, and
Molly and baby helped stir a pud-
ding for Mrs. O’Brien, that
washes for us and has no time to
cook, and at dinner baby was
scared she’d have to eat the holly
on the pudding, and made us
Jaugh and we got just heaps of
things and baby got most 'cause
ghe is the littlest, and she wanted
to give them all to us. Isn’t she

"a dear !

Her Dearest Dolly.

In a Western mining camp a
little girl had prayed for a doll,
and the men, who loved and pet-
ted her constantly, declared she
must have one.

They dseided to make a doll, But
of what ? Potatoes ! And pota-
toes were S0 scarce in camp that

 BEFORE THE NURSERY FIRE.

 Whisper de po’
R AR R

~ —Atlanta ‘Constitution.” | bl

T T

their

worth
So at night,
while the little girl slept, the big
men worked, their clumsy hands
and big knives held close to the
candle while they carved the won-
derful doll from potateos and fas-

almost
gold.

they were
weight 1n

tened the parts together. They
painted cheeks, eyes and hair, and
then arrayed in clothing of mar-
vellous masculine manufacture.
There was a happy little girl in
camp next morning, but there
were no potatoes for the Chrits-
mas dinner. ‘And it was really the
dearest dolly I ever had,” says
Mrs. Alden, so well 'snown to
boys and girls as * Pansy.”—'Home
Herald. : :

* A Tip for Santa.

Ef any I’ feller :
(Can’t reach de Chris’mus limb—
Tf Santy Claus don’t know his
name,
‘Whisper 1t ter him !
Tell him : ‘ Stop dar, on yo’ way;
Whar de 1’1’ fellers stay !’
Dunno what dey’ll hang up
W’en Chris’mus Eve begin
Ain’t even got no stockin’s
What any holes is in !
Let Santy Claus keep min’ o’ dat,
An’ stop dar, whar dey livin’ at.
De shiny Chris’mus winders
Is sayin’ things ter you :
¢ De Chris’'mus trees is plenty,
An’ de po’ folks—dey is, too !’
W’en Santy Claus' fill hall an’
AR e s e
floks’ name fter
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It was at a big toy-shop in a
busy city that, one October day,
Jack spied the furry bears, black,

- brown, and white, sitting 1in a
cheerful row facing the door. They
looked as natural as bcby bears
would look if they had stolen away
from the Zoo to sit politely in doll-
chairs in a toy-shop.

You see, their legs were jointed,
and it was most interesting to
work them up and down. Then,
too, they were all soft curls from
the top of each funny head to the
tip of every plump little paw.

Five-year-old Jack was with
Big Sister, and she was looking at

. some: baskets, when she heard a
soft little ¢ Ah-h-L!” of delight,
then a rapturous giggle, and then
she turned to see Jack standing
in the midst of a little crowd of
other boys, with his sturdy legs
far apart, watching the bears.

2

“Merry Christmas,girls and boys?
Santa Claus, with team and toys,

Was just starting on his way
With an overladen sleigh 5
Never heeding cold or wetting,
- Not one single town forgetting.
‘But a puzaled look he wore

~And I doubt if cver yet

NORTHERN MESSENGER

(By Alix Thorn.)

¢ Like
Eig Sister.

“Oh! breathed Jack. “Oh,
Margaret ! I don’t just like ’em.
I guess T "most love em !’

He patted one brown nose, shook
the black paw of another, but he
smoothed softly, with a kind lit-
tle hand, the head of the small
white bear.

Jack was very quiet that even-
ing, pretty quiet the next morn-
ing, and at last he told his mo-
ther and Big Sister of a wonderful
plan. He was going to save his
pennies until Christmas, yes,every
one, and then go straight to that
toy-shop and buy the little white
bear for his new cousin.

. Jack had not seen this cousin,
but two weeks before the postman
had brought a thick envelope ad-
dressed to Jack himself and inside

them, bhoy ?’ inquired

As he murmured o’er and o’er ;

‘Was Santa Claus in such a pet.
See ! he purses up his lips,
Snaps his reoy finger-tips ;

All in vain he scans his store,
Names the children ¢’er and o’er.

THE CHRISTMAS BEAR.

was the picture of a merry little
baby, who appeared to have more
skirts than he knew what to do
with.  On the back of the picture
was written, ¢ William Hamilton
Catheart, jr., aged five months
and four days.”  This picture
stood on the shelf in Jack’s room.
Every day he saw William Ham-
ilton Catheart, jr., looking down
upon him, and he felt very grown-~
up indeed beside such a tiny boy.

The weeks passed by, and twice
Jack had been to the toy-shop to
see 1f the bear was @ still there.
Once he went with his mother,
and later with Big Sister.  He
watched 1t and stroked it and talk-
ed to it, yet he always noticed the
other bears some, too. He didn’t
want them to feel neglected, you
see.  But he felt almost as if the
dear little white bear was his own.
The bank was growing, oh, so
heavy!

!

—The ‘Home Herald)

Tust ouwe doy deserved a switchy

And he has forgttoen which §
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The first week in December Big
Sister went again with Jack to
look up the white bear, and when
they reached the shop nothing
could be seen of him.

¢ Oh, Margaret,’ cried Jack, im-
ploringly. ‘ Oh, Margaret, some
one has bought him,some one has!
Oh, ask ’em where it is !’

The clerk was almost as much
interested as they were, and said
she was quite sure that especial
bear had not been sold. She re-
membered one of the brown ones
had been sent out that morning.
Sure enough, hiding behind a doll
carriage, at last they found the
missing bear, cheerful and white
28 ever.

‘ We'll open your bank to-day,
Jack,’ said Big Sister, ‘and see 1if
vou haven’t money enough to buy
that bear.’

And so that very afternoon the
pennies, dimes, and quarters were
counted, and there was enough to
huy the little white bear, and five
cents over.

fo the bear came to Jack’s home
next morning. He sat up very
straight in Jack’s camp chair, and
he held wup his furry paws high
above his head, as if to show how
tall he was.  Later he was packed
in a strong box, and on the cover
was printed :

‘For Master William Hamilton
(‘athcart, jr.’

Jack watched the expressman
carry 1t away, and only Big Sister
saw the tremble in his lips and the
tears in his eyes.

Well, when Christmas morning
came, and Jack hurried to see his
presents, he hardly glanced at his
hulging stocking, for there by the
fireplace sat a small something,
white and furry, with paws held
high above his head—what but a
little white bear!

Jack lifted up his treasure, cud-
dling it in warm loving arms. He
smiled blissfully as he whispered,
‘ I guess I know just how William
Hamilton feels this day, mother,
“fore his letter comes—I know.’—

 ‘Sunday-School Times.’

Abby Jane’s Stocking Journey.
‘(By Helen M. Richardson.)

‘Oh, dear! seems as if there
“vere more holes than whole
places!” Abby Jane held the
- stocking ball to the light and
‘One—two-—
three—four—five—six holes!

And all of ’em to bs: cross-stitch-

NORTHERN MESSENGER

ed!” Then followed a discotr-
aged sigh, as Abby Jane's brows
drew together in fretful pucker.
~ ‘Did you ever go on a stocking
Journey?’ asked Great-Aunt Leta,
who was also darning stockings.

‘No, I've never done anything
but darn ’em—the holes, I mean,’
Abby Jane replied, bending to
her task.

‘You'll be surprised to see how
it helps,’ Great-Aunt Lefa re-
marked as her needle flew in and
out on a cross-stitch trip.

Abby Jane let her hole-decor-
ated stocking-ball drop to her
lap and began to study Great-
Aunt Lefa.

‘Is that the way you do it ¥’ she
queried, watching the flying
needle.

‘Yes; I've just started for Bos-
ton. The train goes at half-past
nine, and this lazy horse will
never get me to the station unless
I urge him,” was the hurried an-
swer. ‘There’'s my ticket to be
bought and my trunk to be check-
ed, and only five minutes to do
it in. If the reins should get
tangled, or Dolly should take a
notion to slow up, the journey
must be deferred, for there isn’t
another train until to-morrow
morning.

Great-Aunt Lefa held her
darning cotton taut the while she
skilfully  guided the  shining
needle in and out through the net-
work of stitches that was rapidly
bridging the yawning chasm of
a hole in the heel of the stocking
she was mending.

‘There I’ she exclaimed, as the
last stitch was taken, ‘good old
Dolly didn’t fail me, after all.
And ‘now, while the train is
speeding me from town to town,

/
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I shall have time to look my
stocking over and decide what
Places to visit while i Boston.
I shall want to take some electric
1.‘1d<;s, of course; ang while en-
Joying them I hope to get several
more holes neatly mended. You
have no idea how interesting a
stocking journey  is until you
have taken one,’ Great-Aunt Lefa
declared.

Abby Jane seized her stocking-
ball and set to counting holes
again, .'One*—two-three—four
—five—six delightful journeys !’
she cried, gieetille rhaes was
no trace of the dolefu] tone with
which they had been counted be-
fore Great-Aunt Lefa had made
stocking journeys possible. Who
could be doleful with 2 Vvisit to
Ncw York,_a trip up Mt. Wash-
mgton, a picnic in the Glen with
some school friends—oh, and an
automobile ride down in the vil-
lage in Uncle Dexter’s new run-
about; and—Abby Jane had to
pause and draw a long, deep
breath before she could think up
the rest of the places she would
visit before those six big holes
should be neatly bridged over
w1‘th darning cotton,

Qb dear! - ' Thera goes the
dinner-bel] 1! sighed Abby  Jane
reluctantly running her needle in
and out upon her magic stocking
to keep it from unthreading. ‘f
shall have to wait now for the
afternoor} train to New York
and I did so want to catch thé
noon express.  What fun stock-
g journeys are! T wonder if T
can't find another hole after these
six are darned,” she pondered a5
she reluctantly laid aside her
stocking and danced to the diﬁ
ner table.—‘Zion’s Heralq? :

SANT& @LAUS—I'm kept ot of many Homes
sorry for the Kiddies,

20
e d

: —The ‘Ploneep®
In this way, |t makes me
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ifferences due to temperament,
IT(;‘%E&%{}? and invironment, but by }')oth‘
approximately their li.yes and acﬁmusi
to their same Master's. The anahor
was scarcely down when a boat row-
ing off in great haste from the shore
hailed us, inviting us to follow at once.
Arrived on the wharf we soon learnt
the cause of this urgency—a little lad
of eleven had sét fire to his flannelette
nightgown. His screams had roused
his brother, who lay asleep in a nei_gh-
boring room. He had bravely seized
the burning child in his arms and
plunged him into the puncheon of cold
water that stands always as the water
supply of these homes. Here in this
far-off village, with no possible gkilled
help, where no doctor —or nurse
ever visits—for there is here no doctor
on the fortnightly mail steamer—Ilay
a really peautiful boy with an enorm-
ous superficial burn, p;’obably the
most difficult possible condition to deal
with where neither anaesthetics, nar-
cotics, nor antiseptics existed, and
where the slightest move of the bed-
clothes wrung a wail of agony from the
wan little figure of the child. A little
later, packed in an old packet case,
he lay on the ‘Strathcona's’ deck on his
way to the hospital at St. Anthony,
of a Johns Hopkins nurse, whose gkill
where he is now under the skilled care
is only edqualled by the joy afforded
her in this additional opportunity of go
manifestly doing what the Christ.would
approve. ~ The hospital is absolutely
full—there are five patlents crowded
out, lodged under & canvas tent;  two
more able housed in the old bunk house,
and we have only just  cleaned .up
the beds we had been forced to occupy
in our little jail. Only if you have
ever nursed a burned child can you
really know. the time, care, sympathy,
and nervous strain it involves. We
have but two trained nurses at this
hospital: At this time of year their
strength is never more than equal to
their needs yet if vou ventured to ask
this nurse if she. wouldn't prefer an
1dle life, awvouldn't find more pleas-
ure in, say, fine dresses, rich orga-
ments, social attentfons, I can only say
you must be no reader of faces, or a
more bold person than the ordinary.

WILFRID T. GRENFELI~
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Address  all  subscriptions for Dr.
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of John Dougall & Son, "Witness’
Office, Montreal, stating with the gift
the object toward which it is to be
applied. !

Dr. Grenifell.

Just here we would Itke to answer
a  query with regard to the doctor.
Some friends ask. if his wife is not an
Ontario lady. Dr. Grenfell is only

- yecently married, on Novembear 18, and

his wife was Miss Anna McClanahan,
of Chicago, Ill. = The doctor and his

. bride are returning to make their home

in: St. Anthony, Nfld, the headquar-

‘[ tersof D Grepfell's work, i Lwe

are sure the west wishes of owwr rgad-
ers follow him =nd nis wifc aw Whey
enter on the work together. :

Adult girls’ class of Ander- :

Religious News.

A Scotch missionary, William Wad-
dell, who accompanied M. and Mme.
Coillard to the Zambesi Mission, hag
just gone to his reward. r Mr.. Wad»
dell went out as carpenter, builder and
man of all work; and erected build-
ings at four mission stations besides
training the ‘natives:of those places
as .carpenters ana  builders. After
ten years of ungrudging labor he was
compelled, in 1894, to seek rest, but
not without the hopre of returning to
his post. It was found, however, that
in his work among the natives he had
contracted leprosy, and for fifteen
years he has suffered continuously,
during which time he has been de~
votedly nursed by his sister. To the
last, though blind and infirm, he con-
tinued his Interest in the Zambesi
Mission, and counted it the privilege
and \honor of his life to have. given
those ten years to mission service in
Barotseland.

No Christian society has a finer rs-

cord than the London City Mission,
Like the law of gravitation, it makes
no noise, but its work is none the less
effective. These Dbrave missionaries
are engaged year in and year out in
‘excavating souls from the slums; and
God only knows the result of theis
unselfish labors. Tt is a hand-to-hand
fight with the hosts of darkness, but
wo are all assured that the tide of
battle will turn! Some 409 mission~
aries are engaged in this work; and

last year over a million and a quarter !

visits were paid to houses, and over
a million - conversations were
with persons in public-houses and fac-
tories; moreover, 39,089 meetings were
held in coftages and mission’ rooms,
and 7,607 meetings were conducted in
the open air. The workers were
enabled to reclaim 1,271 drunkards;
they obtained 1,018 situations for men,
and rescued 126 fallen women. This
is good news, for which we thank
God, ' and take
‘Christian’.

It is gratifying to learn from owm '

Jewish contemporaries that there i

solid ground for an anticipation  of
better times for the Hebrew people Ir
has

Russia. The ‘Jewish Chronicle’

held 2

courage.~~~London

published the full text of a long and

remarkable document, a minute: of the
which
although it offers a defense of the

Czar’s Council of Ministers,

administration respomsible for the pre-

gent unhappy condition of things, may
points of °

be regarded from weveral
view as an official admission that the
cruel persecutions o1 the Jew have

been a grave social and political mis~ .
take. We pray that this tardy re- |

cognition of the view held in England

and other civilized countries will :
followed by drastic reforms; and if
those which have been suggested are
o CtHeIRY s

not particularly striking i
liberality, their adoption may, never-
theless, usher in an era of compara-
tive peace.—London ‘Christian.’

i

‘Love produces devotion, and devos -

tion brings happiness, even though we
may not understand it.
feel we are beloved; and the love of
God, oh, if only you knew how it com:
pensates for the indifference of
‘fellow-creatures !’

{

In prayer we:'

our

74
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= Instead of Alcohol.

(By J. J. Ridge, M.D,, and M.D. (State
Med.) B.S. B.A., B.Sc. Lond)

" (Concluded.)

One might go on to speak of the re-
lief of pain by such drugs as phenace-
{ine, ‘antipyrine, etec. But these must
not be taken very often; they are mis-
chievous if they relieve 8o as to. per-
mit the individual to persist in his un-
healthy habits. The resort to opium,
morphia, cocain, and other narcotics
cannot be too strongly condemned.
No person should administer them to
himself. Their seductive power is too
great and has been too terribly mani-
fested in thousands, many of whom
were apparently little likely to suc-
cumb to their influence. They should
be strictly confined to medical use.

2. To remove flatulence,

In many cases there is too much
acidity. For this half-a-dozen tabiets
of soda mint may be given. Or, as a
home remedy, a small teaspoonful of
carbonate of soda, a drop or two of oil
of eucalyptus, or even a pinch of herbs
or some peppermint water. Almost any
antiseptic may be taken In very small
doses, and any chemist can supply a
snitable pill or dose of carbolic acld,
thymol, menthol, sulphocarbolate of
goda, ‘ete., for this purpose. A tum-
bler of hot water will also act quickly
and even more powerfully than a dose
of alecohol; but the frequent repetition
of hot water is weakening to the
coats of the stomach, and relaxes the
gystem.

3. To steady the heart and render it
lese susceptible to reflex irritation.

This result will be largely accom-
plished by the removal of flatulence
and attention to the diet, avoiding too
much fluid and the use of tea and con-
diments. One of the commonest
causes is the use of strong and hot tea
especially the rough Indian and Cey-

. lon teas, which contain so much tan-
nin. When these are taken with meat,
they convert the gelatine into & kind
of leather, which is indigestible; and

ihey also = hinder the, digestion of

starchy food.
Suitable exercise, increased by de-

mrees, 1s the best thing to strengthen ,

 the heart, as it does the other muscles
. of the body. Use such exertion as will
bring you to the verge of breathless-
ness, then stop until this passes off.
Repeat this again and again, and in
. a few ‘days you will be able to go a
. preat distance without getting out of
 breath, / g
4. To give ‘tone’ to the system,
. 'The measures required for this may
' be summed up thus:—Fresh air, exer-

. cige, cold sponging or bathing. ‘Change

of air’ is so beneficial largely because,
away from home, people Waik
jive in the open air much more than
#t home. Mountain air often works
‘wonders, because the diminished pres-
‘gure of the atmosphere
every particle of the body, and there
1s necessarily & good deal more climb-
ng and exercise. :
5. As a stimulant.

‘gtimulant does not ‘glve” stremgth, it

what strength it bas, and so, of course,

influences

It ought to be understood that a -
only excites the system to use wup-

sxbausts it more rapidly. A  pin-
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prick may meke a body very lively
for a time, but will not replace food;
you cannot feed and strengthen a
horse with a whip or a spur.

Alcohol in acting as a stimulant
does so chiefly in an indirect way. A
very small dose will irritate any
tissue it comes into contact with; but
one of its earliest effects is to relax
blood-vessels and allow more blood to
reach the various parts, which can
then aet more freely for a time. But
on the nervous system it begins to act
as a narcotic at once, and first of all
on the highest faculties of the mind.
By paralysing the higher centres their
control or check over the lower cen-
tres is weakened or removed, and
hence they are more susceptible to ex-
ternal or internal stimuli which may
happen to come along, and so act more
violently and seem to be stimulated.

But as direct stimulants we have
ammonia, either as smelling salts or in
sugar and water (ten drops of ‘harts-
horn,” which is weak solution of am-
monia), or non-alcoholic sal volatile;
also hot water (simple or flavored),
and camphor (one or two grains or
five to ten drops of spirit of camphor).
Flapping the face and chest sharply
with the corner of a cold, wet towel
fs another effectual stimulant. Of
course sal volatile (aromatic spirits of
ammonia) is even stronger than
brandy, because there is more alcohol
in it and ammonia beside. This ig an
alcoholic remedy, and is not to be
taken frequently,butitismnot used asa
bewverage, nor is it likely to be. The
non-alcoholic sal volatile may be used
instead.

Perhaps there is no stimulating
measure more powerful and useful
than the injection of hot solution of
galt. A hot saline injection into the
Jower bowel consisting lof thirty grains
of salt (half a small teaspoonful) in
half a pint of hot water (105 deg. to
110 deg.) will act very quickly.
Larger quantities are apt to be ex-
pelled, but the half-pint may be re-
peated in an hour or so. Of course
children require less, according to age.
This injection is sometimes given
under the skin, but the bowel injec-
tion is generally sufficient. Medical
men may also use a sixtieth of a grain
of strychnine subcutaneously and re-
peat in four hours.—From ‘Medical-
Temperance Review.’

Discovering Our Gifts and
Limitations.

Our first concern in the right use of
our talents should be their discovery.
Every man, and every man’s position,
age, and so on, are unworked mines
of talents, All a man’s numerous re-
lations to life are fields in which lies
hidden treasure.

A great deal of life is spent in dis-
covering one’s gifts and one's limita-
tions. Our gifts are not always in the
line of our efforts. We often prize
the things which we laboriously
achieve, rather than those which we
easily accomplish, We prize that
which has cost us something, whereas
that which spontaneouslv snrings
from our life i «ssen of the most
value to the cowssaunity. What we
achieve with difficulty has the value
to us of disciskime, but frequently

¢
2
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does not enrich the community. One
sometimes hears good and laboricus
men in certain fields of activity mur-
mur at the suceess of those who do

not seem to toil.  Work ought to be .

rewarded, they think, especially hard
work. But quality always counts for
more to the community than quantity.
Toiling and spinning cannot produce
a glory equal to the natural loveliness
of a lily which simply grows.

‘What is hard to us can never equal
what js natural, and however much we
may take a pleasure in what we win
by arduous and admirable toil, it by
no means follows that this is our real
talent. On the whole, we may con-
clude that our mental endowment is
in that sphere wherein we move with
most ease and joy. In our very plea-
sure in certain forms of work we have
the truest indication of ‘talent.’

Many men’s lives are spoiled be-
'c‘auxse they are misplaced early on.
Their uncongenial sphere certainly

offers a field for sublime moral strug- ;

gle, and a life of perpetual and suc-
cessful resistance of circumstance has
in it heroic elements, but it is limited
by the failure to discover early, or use
such a discovery when made, of the
real talent.

Amnother important matter is the
discovery of our limitations. Nothing
is truer of life than ‘Time will fail.’

The selection of the best of many

alternatives, with the deliberate sacri-
fice and sometimes painful excision
of others, is vital-to real success. The
dilettantl are men whose talents are
in a litter. They are badly invested,
and yield mno true usury, because they
are not used, but merely enjoyed. The
effective man necessarily narrows his
field of endeavor. *This one thing !
do’ is his motto. The total concentra-

tion of a rich nature on one line of =
activity implies much sacrifice, but it .

s the sacrifice of all he hath to buy
a pearl of great price. Happy the
man who early in life catches a
glimpse of the gleam and concentrates
all his powers into pursuit. ‘

‘O, young mariner, ;
Down to the haven; .
After it. Follow it,
Follow the gleam!’ :
~Rev. J. E. Rattenbury

~

Why We Fall;

No man was ever unfairly t_émbted

since the world began. ‘There is only.

one reason for failure, though we like
to believe otherwise. A minister re-
cently prayed in public: ‘Sometimes we
stumble and fall because the tempta-
tions are so strong.’ Nonsense! No
one ever fell because the temptation
was so strong; we fall because we will
not lay hold on the Strength that is
right at hand and that we wilfully de-
cline to use. We fall because we want
to; because we work with the tempta-
tion instead of against it. Whenever

we really want to win, enough to sur-
render ourselves absolutely into Christ’s
keeping, the strongest temptation that

the Devil ever conceived becomes limp

and flabby and impotent. ‘“There hath
1o temptation taken you but such as .

man_can bear; and the manly thing to
do is to admit it—'S. 8. Times,
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‘ Unto Us.

(By H. Louise Burchell, in the ‘Sunday
School Times.’)

'"Tis a story told of the long ago—
A tale of the days that used to be,
Of shepherds watching their flocks
by night,
Of an angel song, and a vision
bright,
And a sleeping Babe in a manger low.
But what does it mean to you and
me?

It tells of the light of a wondrous star,
This tale of the days that used to be;
And wise men guided o'er deserts

wild,
Who came to worship a royal Child,
And gave Him gifts which they

brought from far.
But what does it mean for you and
me?

It tells of peace in our toil and strife,
This tale of the days that used to be;
of crlysta,l streams for the thirsty
soul,
Bread for the
made whole,
Instead of death, everlasting life,
Does 1t" still mean this for you and
me?

Ah yes!

hungry, the sick

for however we doubt and
sin,

Christ tftlll Is the same as He used
0 be.

If we heed not ‘the ¢ross and the
One who died,’
Our souls can never be satisfied:
If we open our hearts to take Him in
It will just mean heaven for you and
me.

The Baby from Wonderland.

A Fairy Story.

(By Rosalie M. Heiser, in the New
York ‘Observer.’)

Up in the beautiful hill country, far
removed from neighbors, lived a shep-
herd and his wife. In the valley be-
low lay a little town where the shep-
herd occasionally went on market or
festival days—but few people ever
came up by the shepherd’s cottage, and
his wife often wished she had some
one with her to love ang care for while
her husband was with his flock in the
fields.

But she was a cheery little woman
and never complained, but tried to
Kkeep her home happy for her husband
and herself. Sometimes when a lamb
was sickly or hag been hurt, the

the sheepfold. When he returne
(vivlfe heard him call as he openeg 3:2
00T

‘Oh, good wite, good wife, bri
shawl and come quickly by the nﬂgr:
I have the funniiest little lambkin for
you to care for that you ever saw.’

His wife ran to her ‘closet, got g
shawl and sat down on a low rocker
before the blazihg logs. The shepherd
put his hand deep down in the big
pocket of his fur coat and brought out
the dearest, darlingest little baby and
laid it in her lap. He was sound
asleep.

‘Where on earth did he come from!
There never was a baby with such
clothes in these parts before,” exelaim-
ed the shepherd’s wife. He was dress-
ed In a suit of yellow flannel, richly
embroidered with silver thread and on
his head was a funny round cap em-
broidered in silver, with a curiously
wrought silver bell, which tinkled
sweetly at the slightest movement.

‘Where did you find him?" The shep-
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herd told his wife that when he came
back to the cottage from the sheepfold
there, on the path just by the door in a
spot where the moonlight was shining
most brightly, lay the baby. He took
It up and searched all about to see if
he could find any one who could have
left it there, but tound no one. The
talking and the glow from the fire
woke the baby and he opened his eyes
and looked up in the little woman's
face with such a smile of joy and love
that she caught him up in her arms
and hugged him.

‘Oh, you precious darling,’ she cried,
‘I am so glad to have you.” They got
some warm milk and gave him his
supper and finally tucked him up in
a little bed. for the night. Then the
shepherd’s wife said, ‘Let us hang up
a stocking by the chimney—maybe
Santa Claus will bring something for
the baby, as this is Christmas eve.’
So she put one up and in the morning,
sureé enough, Santa Claus had been
there, for in the stocking were a nest
of blocks, a rattle, a beautiful woolly
lamb and a pair of little shoes.

The shepherd went down to the
church in.the town for the Christmas
service, and when it was over he »sked
the people if they had seen any
stranger with a baby the day before,
but no one had seen them. The shep-
herd’s wife had a happy Christmas
day. She thought of the Christ-Child,
whose coming had blessed the world
for so many ages and she was very
thankful for the little baby who had
come to brighten her lonely days.
The shepherd was down in the church,
but she was not lonely—no, indeed—
with that blessed baby to love and
play with. While he was having his
nap, she got out her finest lamb’s wool
flannel and her softest linen and cut
out some clothes for him, as she want-
ed to put the ‘outlandish suit,’ as she
called it, away, ready to give back
if anvone ever came to claim the
baby.

When he woke up she spread a large
sheepskin mat, all soft and woolly, on
the floor, sat the baby on it and gave
him *he blocks to play with? They
were beautiful blocks, all shiny red
and yellow, and the baby was delight -
ed witn them. He cooed and gurgled
and talked baby .talk, that no one
could understand, excepting that it
meant joy. The little woman sat by
and sewed and watched the child with
a ha»+ heart. The baby took a block
in each little hand and clapped them
together. Oh, what a beautiful noise!
Clack, clack! Baby laughed and clap-
ped again and again. The little woman
vatched him and laughed too—when to
her utter amazement she saw the baby
rise from the floor and go sailing
through the air up to the ceiling.
Clack, clack, went the blocks as the
baby clapped them together and he
was $0 happy. The little woman flew

" to see if door and window were shut

for fear the child would float out, and
could not speak for fright, when by a
turn of the baby’s hand his blocks
struck his little fingers and his happy,
laughing face changed to a pitiful
pucker, and down he came, straight
to the outstretched arms of the anx-
fous woman. She hugged and kissed
him and called him ‘Wonderboy' und
marvelled where he could have rome
from that he could do such a strange
thing.

‘Bﬁt.‘ sald she, ‘some day I will lose
my Wonderboy if I do not take care.
So, after that she got a strip of strong
linen and fastened one end to his dress
and tled the other to the table leg
or some other safe place, whenever
she did not have him in her arms. She
and the shepherd became so accus-
tomed to seeing him go sailing about
in the air that they almost forgot that
it was not the usual way with chil-

dren. Wonderboy, as they called him,

Gk

was o beautiful baby-blue eyes shin-
ing like stars and bright, golden hair
curling up in rings all over his head.
The dayvs flew by and when the spring -
time came and the shepherd’s wife
worked in her tiny garden, she would
tie Wonderboy to a bush and he would
roll and play on the Brass or go sail-
:)ngttm?“in thedaitr lz:”thl the birds and
utterflies an a his funn
talk to them. L
One day the shepherd's wife had a
great fright. She had been busy in the

self down on the ground sobbing angd
heartbreken. Soon she felt little arms
about her neck, and there was her
garllng gomfortlng her, but you may
© sure he was more sec
b Ay Securely fastened
Time went vn, and it was Christ-
mas eve again. The shepherd’s wife
was 11, so the shepherd gave Wonder.
boy his supper and had a romp with
him and put him in his little bed. Then
he hung a stocking by the chimney
place, for he said ‘Santa Claus may
Pay us a visit to-night.’ Then he
left Wonderboy and went in to his poor
sick wife. Wonderboy watched the
fire a while and then fell asleep. He
Wwas awakened by a slight nolse. The
fire was low and down the chimney
came Santa Claus with a blg pack of
toys. He went straight to the stocking
and began to fill it with- beautiful
things, first a big orange, then a lovely
ball, and a trumpet and a soldier, and
right on top of all he put a Teddy
bear. " Wonderboy sat up in bed and
watched Intently. Then Santa Claus
took from his pack a little fur coat and
¢ap and fur-lined boots and went to
Wonderboy and said:

‘Come, little one, I must dress you
warmly, for we will take a long journey
to-night. I am going to take you
back to Wonderland. I brought you
here a year ago to make this Iittle
woman ‘happy and you have done your
work well, but she will not need you:
any longer and all the Wonderland
babies are longing to have you back.

‘Now,’ said he, ‘all ready, follow me!’
and Santa Claus took his pack and -
up the chimney he went and out flew
Wonderpoy after him, up to the roof
where the sleigh and reindeer were
waiting.  Santa Claus tucked Wonder-
boy safely in, took up tke reins and
off they started for Wonderland. The
shepherd watching by his wife's win-
dow saw them as they turned by the
corner of the house The moongigh:
fell full on Wonderboy's face, but the
shepherd ran into the next room to see
if he had not been dreaming, but no,
the crib was empty; Wonderboy was
gone. The shepherd cried and the
little woman cried too the next day
when they told her, but she had a great
comforter, for nestled closely by her
side was a tiny baby boy that God
had given her for her very own that
Christmes eve She loved her little
&on, but often and often as the months
and years went by she would g0 to
the chest of drawers where she kept
the funny embroidered clothes and the
cap, with the tinkling bell and take
them out and kiss them and say:

‘Oh!  'Wonderboy. I wonder whont
you are making happy now.’
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‘The Good Shepherd,” Blaikie & Son, Ltd.

A Song.

(By Marie Hemstreet, in the ‘Out-
look.")

The Christmas Angels sang to me
(And it was Chrigtmas morn),

‘If Christ dwells not within thy soul,
For thee He is not born; ‘

If thou hast Not His life in thine,
Then must thou go forlorn.

A fear for my imperfectness
Upon my spirit lay. ‘

‘Bu: Peace on Earth, Goodwill to Men,
O Angel [ can say!’

‘That is the Song of Songs,’ he cried,
And smiling 'went' his way.

How to Keep Christmas.

But there is a better thing than the
observance of Christmas Day, and that
is, keeping Christmas. 5

Are you willing to forget what you
have done for other people, and to
remember what other people have
done for you; to ignore what the
world owes you, and to think what
you owe the world; to put your rights
in the background, and your duties in
the middle distance, and your chances
to do a little more than your duty in
the foreground; to see that your fel-
low men are just as real as you are,
and to try to look behind their faces
to their hearts, hungry for joy; to
ogwn that probably the only good rea-
son for your exigtence is not what you
are going to get out of life, but what
you are going to give life; to close

your book of complaints against the /

management of the universe,. and to
look around you for a place where you
can sow a few seeds of happiness—
are you willing to do these things even
for a day? Then you can keep Christ-
mas.

Are you willing to stoop down and
consider the reeds and the desires of

little children; to vemembes the weak-

« stronger than

ness and loneliness of people growing
old; to, stop asking ‘how much your
friends love you, and ask yourself
whether you love them enough; to
bear in mind the things that other
people have to bear on their hearts;
to try to understand what those who
live in the same house with you really
want, without waiting for them  to
tell you; to trim your lamp so that
it will give more light and less smoke,
and 'to carry it in front so that your
shadow will fall behind you; to make
a grave for your ugly thoughts, and s
garden for your kindly feelings, with
the gate open—are you willing to do
these things even for a day? Then
you can keep Christmas.

Are you willing to believe that love
is the strongest thing in the world—
stronger than hate, stronger than evil,
death~-and ‘"that the
blessed life which began in Bethlehém
nineteen hundred years ago is the
image and brightness of the Xternal
Love? ' Then you can keeép  Christ-
mas. ! ;

And if you can Kkeep ii for a .day,
why not always? | i S
But yotican mnever keep it alone.—'

‘Henry van Dylke. e

’




a

2 .0, NORTHERN MESSENGER 13

The Mistletoe Bough: ek

The Origin of the Christmas Custom.
(By Rev. John A. Hamilton.) &
Have you ever asked how it is that think a little, you may see that it was %
we hang up mistletoe in our houses not. very strange after all. ' Imagine A
at Christmas ? Because the Druids & savage man (and savage means a :
used to do so, you may tell me, but man who lives in a forest), who ‘has
then we come to the question, why they little knowledge ' of anything outside
7 did.  Perhaps you may. tell me again' ' = the forest in which he lives. He does
¥ that their reason was that they believ- not even see much of the sun, scarcely
ed the bright God, Baldur, had been anything of the stars. He knows noth-
killed b% a dart of mistletoe. I do not ing of the cause of the change of sea-
think that was the. real reason. I sons. The winter is a had time  for
} think that story—and a very pretty him, for then there are no fruits to
story it is—was made up to explain gather, no nests with eggs that a man. -
the custom when the true reason had can find to ‘eat, few roots to be adug up, "
been forgotten. and the ground is hard, and the light is
‘I believe that the custom of hang: shoit, and the darkness long, and the
ing up a bough of mistletoe is one. of cold is terrible. = How is it that the
¢ the very oldest customs in the world, bad time comes ? The first sign almost 5
and has come down to us from the that he sees of it is when the leaves PR
time ‘when men worshipped trees. It begin to fade and fall, and he notes i

seems to you a very strange thing that that when the trees begin to die, then
men should do that, but if'you will the day shortens and the wind blows
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cold and keen. That seems silly to
you, and quite the wrong way of put-
ting things. And it seemed to him to
be proved every spring that the trees
caused his comtort and the gladness of
the world.- The first sign and promise
of better days was when the trees
came into leaf and life again. That
happened long before the warm, bright
weather came, and what appeared first
in order of time would be taken by him
as the cause of what followed.
the trees began to live again before
the sunshine came, he fancied that
they were the cause of the lengthening
of the day and the growing warmth.
80 men, some men, at least, used to
think, for they worshipped trees as the
great lords of life. :

You think I am a long time in com-
ing to the mistletoe. Have patience
tor half a minute. Savages believe
that every living things has a soul. In-
side a man there is a little man; inside
# beast is a little beast, the soul of
each. When a man dies, they think
that the little man has gone out of the
man. And savages used to think that
inside every tree was a little tree, its

soul. Now imagine a savage out in
the forest in the winter. The trees are
leafless, all is bare and dreary. But

he gees a green something in the dis-
tance. He hastens forward to know
what it is  And it is a little, living
trea on a dead one. What wonder is
thig 2 A tree high up above the ground
not touching the soil at all. It is the
only living thing in all the dead wil-
derness.  What can it be but the soul
of u tree—perhaps the soul of the lord
of all the trees of the forest? He
trembles with awe, and kneels down
befare it, praying it not to s_mite him
with death for coming into its secret
and gacred place.  'L'hen he goes to the
men of his tribe and tells them that he
has seen a tree-goul alive and beautiful
in the loneliness of the forest depths.
And after talking it over, they think it

will please the tree-spirit if they bring .

it carefully to their camp.

1t is well to keep up the old customs,
it may remind us that our forefathers,
when they were savage and ignorant,
tried to find God. It may remind us of
how Jesus told better things of God
than our poor forefathers ever dream-
ed, = After your mirth and laughter

under the mistletoe bough, you may do

a. little thinking about the old meaning
of it—'Christian World.' ;

Ah Choy’s First Christmas.

A Story of San Francisco’s Chinatown.
(By Jessie Juliet Knox.)

Ah Choy did not know anything
about Christmas. When she had lived
in China, in the old happy days, she
dimly remembered that her dear Mo
Chun (mother) had mentioned such a
time and that it had been something
about the birthday of a little child,
but that was far away and intangible,
and had never counted in her life at all.
She often wondered if there were any-
thing good in the whole big world, but
there was no one to say. There had
been a time when she had known a
mother's kiss, and been free to do as
the heart of a child dictates, but the
jnother had died, and Ah Choy had
peen sold to a Chinese man and his
ife who came to America and settled
n Chinatown, San Francisco.

And now Ah'Choy was out on the
bal%ony of a dark tenement, next the
roof. :

‘Oh, I am so lonely,’ she murmured
to herself, for to whom else could
she address the remark ? Her inno-

cent heart longed for something—a

mother’'s love, a kind word-—someone
who cared.

‘Perhaps it is because I do not un-
derstand. Perhaps every one is lonely
and unhappy. ‘Oh, b‘f Joss (god) if
you can liear a poor little Chinese slave
pleaﬁt'a let me die! let me get away from

all!’ /
= Far down on the narrow streets she
could dimly watch the hurrying crowd.

rd

Since

- darkness,

| ness..

NORTHERN MESSENGER

The people looked as if they might be
happy, and as if they might be free.

‘I would like ta be free,” she said,
‘May be next time I will be; maybe-—
I cannot tell.” :

The world of ‘little China’ was beau- .

tiful at night, when the shadows hid
the unpleasant places, and the great
lanterns of the joss glowed in rows on
the flower-laden balconies, and in front
of all the doors, whereon were inscrib-
ed happy greetings to all who entered.
It looked so beautiful to one who only
saw the surface, ahd knew nothing of
the sad hearts and the bondage back of
it all. It would not have seemed so
perfect to one who had seen the pitiful
little slave girls, doing the bidding of
the hags who guarded them, and liable
to a beating at any time, whether busy
or idle.

‘I do try so hard; I work all day.
Why do they beat me? the little one
was saying, but no answer came.

It was Christmas Eve! She knew
1t this time, because she had heard her
cruel master and mistress talking of it,
but it was nothing to ‘her, so why
should she rejoice over the birthday of
a little child of whom she knew noth-
ing ?

But as she sat thus thinking and
talking to herself her mistress awak-
ened from her opium stupor, and rush-
ing out upon the balcony grasped her
{rail little arm and pulled it out of
Joint. She was more cruel than usual,
for some reason. Perhaps she was
afraid the little one would get some
Christmas joy into her life; at any
rate, the poor child went to her bed
with bruised body and breaking heart.
After évery one was asleep she crept
out of bed and felt around in the dark-
ness for something which would put an
end to this life of slavery and suffer-
ing. She had once heard of a slave
girl committing suicide by drinking
pow fah, a hair-dressing used by Chi-
nese ladies; so why could she not do
the same? There was no need for her
to ltve—no one wanted her; ghe was
only fit to be beaten. And who could
tell ? = Perhaps in the next life she
might be happy; might even be one of
the pretty maidens in the moon, who
were always making cakes for good
children. At Jeast it was worth try-
ing, so the poor half-crazed thing crept
to the jar of poison, and giving one
last, long glance down at the 'lantern-
hung streets, and then upward where
the Christmas stars twinkled in ‘the
she gdasped the jar and
dralned its contents.

‘Now I will be free!’” she gasped, but
somehow her plan failed, for instead
of going into oblivion she only grew
deathly sick. Fer master and mistress
were aroused. As they did not wish
to lose a valuable slave, they gdve her
a Chinege antidote, and saved her.

There must be a little bird hovering
over Chinatown asg well as other places,
for the very next morning—Christmas
morning, the news by some strange
chance reached the ears of Miss Cam-
ernn, superintendent of the Chinese
Mission Home. She was an angel of
light to poor slave girls. and had many
ways of finding out things.

So on this Christmas morning Miss
Cameron, in compary with a big po-
liceman, and a Chiness girl who was
the mission interpreter, started out on
her errand of love and mercy.

. A rescue in the vast Chinatown of
San Franecisco is no easy matter at
any time, and always may mean death
to the one who undertakes it. But

Miss Cameron knew not the meaning -

of fear. Up the narrow, tortuous steps
they climbed, through the half dark-
There was no light save that
which came up through the stret door.
Almost any one would have been badly
frightened, but these brave people went
as calmly as if they were going to a
tea party. They knew just where to
go, for the little bird had told them,
and at last reached the top story of the
tenement house where lived little Ah
Choy. Nothing could be seen but a

y

; herself enter a building, and heard a

B 2 ik ,/.: X
door, with a small grs
therein. Sfaten rening

The interpreter said in Chinese: ‘We
want to come in!’

Then the mistress
crack in the door, so that she might
hear more clearly, and that gave the
rescuers just the chance they desired,
Without any ceremony they all three
pressed against the door and rushed in,
searching hastily in every direction for
the slave girl.  Noise and confusion
reigned. Everything was in an up-
roar, and all who lived in that part of
the tenement seemed to be in the fight.

What chance could the poor child
have with so many against her ? Thera
were low Chinese mutterings and ime
precations. Fortunately Miss Cam-
eron could not understand it all but
the interpreter could, and her heart
almost stood still, but she bravely call~
ed as loudly as she could, through all
the din aild confusion: ‘Ah Choy! Ah
Choy ’'ingau nay lie gow nay!" (We
have come to save you!)

The joyous message had penetrated
the mysteries of the place, and from
a dark passage-way came the sound of
an opening door, while from the door=
way cautiously peeped the tousled head
and pale sad face of the one they
sought. The excitement now became
intense.

‘Little fool!’ hissed the
‘Don’t you know they have come to
kill yvou ? Don’t you,know they will
break your bones—and-—'

But someway the child’s heart knew
differently, and she looked inteqtly at
Miss Cameron, and saw real love shine
ing from her eyes, as with outstretch-
ed arms she advanced toward the child.

Ah Yuen, the interpreter, had whise
pered: “This must be the one for whom
we seek,” and, without a moment’s
hesitation, the big policeman reached
down tenderly, and catching the poor
trembling one in his kind arms, starts
ed for the doorway, The heathen werae
beside themselves with rage. Should
they stand calmly by, and see a three=
thousand-dollar slave torn from thelr
grasp ? In their anger they tried to
drag the child from his arms, but all
to no avail. The officer was big and
strong, and he was fighting for the
right. With one mighty effort he re-.
leased himself from the clutches of the
many grasping yellow hands, and dash.
ed out of the door, down the narrow
steps, and out into God's pure air and
freedoin. :

Ah Choy lay trembling in the pro-
tecting arms. The group were obliged
to go first to the eity prison, as the law
required it. There were no dry eyes
while the little one was telling her
story, it being interpreted as she talk-
ed, and stopping every few moments
to inquire of the interpreter ‘Are you
quite sure they will not beat me at the
mission?’

On” being assured many times that
no beating awaited her, but only love,
she said: '‘Oh, take me there quickly,
then, before they find me!’

At the mission there were mysterious
doings. Delightful odors came from
the vicinity of the kitchen, where Chi-
nese girls were displaying all thelr
skill in cookery. The door-bell was
kept tingling constantly and strange
packages of all shapes and sizes were
smuggled into the house and slipped
into a certain room the door of which
had been locked for several days. No
one but Miss Cameron and a favored
few were allowed to enter this room.

Bright and early on Christmas morn-
ing, Ah Choy left the jail, and was
taken safely in a carriage with the
same big policeman and the interpre-
ter to her new home. The horrors
through which she had passed had so
filled her childish mind with fear that .
she did not even dare open her eyes
or see anything at all, until she felt

opened a tiny

mistress,

great door shut her in, but it seemed
to her that even the closing door had
a kindly sound. :
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‘Open your eyes now, dear. You
need not tear!’ said Miss Cameron, and
opening wide heér slanting eyes the
child saw that she was in a bright,
cheerful place, full of pretty things and
all around her—could she be dream-
ing ?>—were Chinese girls, with bright
happy faces. She was soon surround-
ed by them, and all talking to her in
the tongue she understood, and were
teiling ner the most wonderful things.
She could hardly drink in so much joy
all at once, for her little brain was still
dazed with the sorrows she had known
but she knew that she was safe—that
was enough. There were many things
here which she had never known. She
was put into a delightful hot bath;
her hair was washed and arranged
neatly, and she was slipped into a
clean warm bed, where she soon forgot
her sorrows in the deep sleep of child-
hood. When she awoke, feeling like a
new being, she was given some lpvely
Chinese garments, and when they al-
lowed her to look in a mirror she did
not even know herself It is strange
what a little love and eare will do.

When she was dressed she heard a
bell ringing. She did not know what it
meant, till Miss Cameron said to her:
‘Come to your first Christmas dinner,
little one. :

Holding tightly the slim fingers of
the gentle lady she entered the dining-
room, full of chattering girls. In the
centre of the room was a long table.
On this table there surely was every-
thing in the world to eat. Such an
air of peace and good will was there
that the tired stranger soon forgot all
fear, and felt herself one of them.
But her starved heart was to know
more happiness before the day was
ended.

Soon after dinner the darkness fell,
and then the whole company of eager,
laughing girls was admitted into the
mysteries of the room with the closed
door. Entering they saw a beautiful
green tree, and on its topmost bough
shone radiantly a great star, while
gifts hung from its branches.

‘Is it really growing? and did the
Christ-child really put those pretty
things on it?’ asked the child.

There-were many gifts, but never did
any gitt bring such rapture as the doll
that was given to Ah Choy. It was a
sight never to be forgotten to see the
poor thin arms clasping 1it, and the
pale face lighting up with budding
mother-love. As she pressed it close
to her heart she looked up at the star,
from which. the pure rays of light
glowed tenderly, and said: ‘It is so
beautiful; what s it? And Miss Ca-
meron replied, with tears of gratitude
in her eyes: ‘It {s the star of Bethle-
hem, Ah Choy, and it will guide you
into perfect peace ‘—“The Standard,

Her Own Place.

(By Sydney Dayre.)

‘She’s not coming!’

Mother dropped a letter with a face
of dismay. 2
Y \:Wtho's not coming?’

Bunice.
‘Not ooming for Christmas?
‘0-0-0-0-0!" A wall of distress from

s Ty, ot

‘But why, m r? Do tell us what
she says. Why! at can't belleve it.’

‘It won’t be Christmas at all, went
on the wail. !
\ ‘She says—'

ter, ‘that Miss Marian Ford, her great
friend, has invited her to spend the
holidays with her in the city.

A howl of discontent from the small
ones, : ¥

‘I didn't suppose any place would be
ll))gg:ler than home to her, sald Eliza-
‘It isn’t only the nice place and the
city,’ continued mother, ‘chere  are go-
ing to be some concerts that she wants
very much to attend. So she says

mother took up the let-

she’s very sorry she can’t be in two .
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places at once, and love, love, love
for all of us, and we musn’t miss. her
much. Of course the concerts will be
a real benefit in her musical study.'

‘But I wouldn’t have believed it of
Eunice,” repeated Elizabeth. And mo-
ther to herself echoed the words as
she went about with an ache at her
heart.

Eunice could scarcely, In anticipa-
tion, have believed it of herself. The
home Christmases were so dear, so
precious, the idea of spending oneany-
where else seemed almost a sacrilege.
But this Invitation was a temptation.
Even mother, through all her heart-
ache, could understand the allurements
In the visit of a great city.

‘I haven’t any spirit for a tree,’ sald
Elizabeth, as the day drew mnear.

‘O, we mustn't say that, said mo-
ther, betraying her sympathy in the
feeling. ‘The children could never bear
it to go without i{t. We have always
had one since Eunice was a year old.’

‘It was always fun when she was
here to help. But now it seems a good
deal of trouble.

‘Never mind, dear.
things just as usual.’

It had been with many misgivings
that Eunice had decided on the Christ-
mas away from home. At the first re-
ception of the invitation she had re-
fused to consider it at all. But as days
went by the persuasions of her friend
began to have their weight, and she
had yielded.

We must have

-
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“‘There are plenty at home to smake a
merry ‘time. . They will be glad I am
having such a good time—with so
much that is of real benefit in it.

And still Eunice, with all her rea-
soning, could newer fully persuade her-
self that the vseancy at home could
be filled.

‘O, Miss Bunice!’

Passing through: one of the halls of
the dormitory on the day before
Christmas Eunice turned at the sound
of a call behind her.

‘What is it, Hannah? It was one of
the malds, who approached her with
a shining face.

‘Miss Bunice! See what I got. She
Yeld up a new $5 bill. /

‘That's good, Hannah. A Christ-
mas present, I suppose?

‘Yes’'m. From the teachers. A dol-
lar from each, only they put it all in
one. Now, Miss Eunice, you couldn't
guess what I'm goin’ to do with this?

‘Well, T am a pretty good guesser.
I should say you are going to spend
it In presents for the home folk.

‘Wrong. You'll have to guess again.!

‘Something nice for yourself.’

‘Wrong agaln, Miss Eunice!’ The
plain, honest face was fairly radiant,
‘I'm goin’ to spend this money—every
cent of it—in goin’ home for Christ-
mas—"

‘Now, Hannah!’

‘Tt's so. It'll take it all, but what
o’ that? They don't want no pre-
sents, they just want me . They'll

~—'American Messenger,’
Don't Forget to: give the Birds their Christmas Dinner.
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think I'm the best present In the
world. Miss Grantley, she’s goin’ to
give me a week’'s leave 'cause so many
of you goes home. ILast Christmas I
couldn't go ’'cause some of the young
ladies had the measles. Think of its
bein” Christmas and folks not to home
with their own folks, Miss Hunice!
But O—I must hurry! I'll get there
by the night train—just in time to say
*Merry Christmas.”’

She hurried away with a song on
her lips, and Eunice turned into her
own room with a sigh. All her doubts
had come back-—indeed they were no
longer any doubts. ‘Think of it bein’
Christmags and folks not to home with
their own folks!” The force of Han-
nah's artless words pressed heavily on
her. ‘Their own folks” From the
depths of a very loving heart BEunice
was beginning to realize that no other
‘folks’ could make her dear festival
what it should be. And if there would
be, among all the attractive things
planned for her, still an emptiness,
how much greater must it be for those
who were longing for her and to whom
Christmas would not be Christmas
without her.

‘If I get off on the five o’clock train
I can, like Jane, be there in time to
say ‘‘Merry Christmas.” It won't be
pleasant to reach it in the dead of the
night, but I Know everybody so well
it won't matter. Now--for Marian.
‘What will she say?” The next mo-
ment she was In the next room, where
two or three girls were chatting fn
doyous anticipation of the home-going.

‘Marian—if you'll forgive me for ask-
ing—will you let me off-—?'

‘Let you off—? Why, what do you
mean, Eunice.

‘I mean, from going with you/’

‘Now, Eunice!’ A blank expression
settled over her face. ‘I woflildn't
have thought it of you. After promising
me. After all my plans are made. To
treat me go. No," with a vigorous shake
of her head. ‘I won’t let you off.’

Eunice sat down on a couch and
burst into tears.

‘It's—I want to go—home. I didn’t
realize—and now I do, how' they’re all
longing for me. And as to any one g0~
1513' to your home—-if you go it’s all
they want.  You know if yourself—'
BEunice was sobbing broken-heartedly,
and after a short pause Marian was
beside her with her arms about her.

“You dear! ' I do know. It's going
gimply to spoill my Christmas— En-
nice gave a gesture of dissent, ‘but I'll
stand it. What time must you go?

‘On the five o'clock train or not at
all.” “And it goes in less than two
hourd.”

"We'll all help you. Em, you run to
the telephone and get a cab.

A lively hour, and with kisses and
good wishes Eunice was hustled away.
And now, as she sped awayv in the un-
expected direction, what a lightness
filled her heart.

‘I should never, never, have felt right
about the other thing. Not for one
moment.’

The brightness of the winter sky had
become overclouded, snow had begun
to fall and fell heavily as the train
made its way among the mountains
which must be passed. = In deep cuts’
the running became slower until, after
geveral short delays, a longer one call-
ed forth a clamor of inguiry from im-
patient travellers as train men came
through. gy

‘Blockaded, Can't get any further

" till the snow plough reaches us.’
,“When do. we reach B.? ;

. *Not before morning.' :
S 'And this
. chorus of discontent arose.
s n}ght to spend in thi
"~ Eunice looked -&fﬁuﬁ*gﬁ‘[in
: They were at a flag" ttion,
. Eunice prgzgntly, followed a few w.
. sought a little relief from the closeness
~of the car. Outside, in the dead hush
. mnd loneliness, her impatient thought
" moon underwent a change. ;

only nine o'clock’ . A
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All about her arose motintains, lift-
ing their sublime heads to meet the
stars gazing down upon them.

How had it been that she had here-
tofore had so little realization of the
profound mystery of the blessed season
—the God-child come to earth; and so
little of earth awake to it, so small a
welcome given to' this bringer of the
gift of peace and good-will.

Into how many hearts ever enters a
real thought of the sacredness of the
day ?

The cold silence, the stars and the
mountain read their lesson to her, and
she went inside, soon engaging hersslf
in helping a tired mother to pacify the
complaints of some restless children.

‘Now, its’s Christmas Eve—' she pre-
sently remarked, cheerily.

‘And such a Christmas Eve!' arose
in variously pitched walils.

‘Yes, how much fun there is in it.
Think of all the people who are having
a happy time at home, with not any
journey at all.  Or, of the people who
are having just a plain, humdrum
journey, no snow blockade or any oth-
er exciting time to tell about /after-
wards. Christmas HEve is right hers,
you know, exactly the same as at homae
or at grandmother's. Let us sing on
this Lord’s birthday.’

Other voices jolned hers In some
hymns, after which a man told stories,
ending with a prayer as one by one
children sank to sleep and there was
quiet in the car:

At nine o'clock the next morning
Eunlce rang at the door of her fath-
er’s house. Elizabeth, who opened, it,
opened also her lips for a shriek of
delight, which was suppressed by the
new arrival as she whirled into the
pestibule to get a hand on her mouth.

‘Oh, Hunie, Eunle! But no—it can’t
be. She said she wouldn't come. .

‘Sh!-—Never mind that. She’s here
now.’' i

‘We're just golng in to the tree,
sald Elizabeth, under her breath.

‘I was afrald I wouldn't be in time

for it. Oh, Lis’, is it in the same old
corner?

‘Yes.' |

‘With the closet behind. Get me in
there—first—"

And before long came the merry lit-
tle group to see the Christmas tree.
Mother would not let the shadow on
her own heart fall on the others. Bright
wondering eyes gazed their fill.

‘But, Lizzle—why didn’t yon light the
candles on the back in the corner?"

‘And Lizzie—what's = that behind
there ? Oh, mother -- somebody’s
there—"

But ‘somebody’ was no longer there,
but in mother’s arms, and to every eye
and heart had come the bright f}llness
of thankful Christmas joy.-—The ‘Stan-
dard,’ |

There is an old-fashioned wverse by
an old poet which very aptly expresses
the feeling prevalent at this season:
‘Lo! now is come our joyful feast!

Let every man be jolly, !

Each room with ivy leaves is drest,

And every post with holly.
Now all' our mneighborsg’

smoke, '

And Christmas blocks are burning.
Their ovens they with bak't meats

choke,

And all their spits are turning.’

God’s ]Christmas Gifts.

Bethlehem’s first  ‘Christmas ' Day
brought something morer than a Per-
fect Example down to earth. If Christ
nly our Pattern, then he only
ed our hoplessness. He came
10 greater ;c_)himgq than to show us

chimneys

‘pectant children 'are these: the re-
»gﬁis&om : ,’a‘f} ‘the death’ penalty of sin
hat is past, and the power: to over-

fe. God's Gifts ' of

§ Perfect I : oL g
Christmas Day to all His eager, éx- el b

| in the present. and future.

v
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%
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That 1s the twofold Christmas salva-
tion, the good tidings of which the
angels are still singing.

And while these Christmas Gifts can
come only from God, He lets us have
the priceless joy and privilege of bear-
ing them to others. Shall we help to
make this season of true Christmastide
to some who have never yet opened
their hearts to these, God's Gifts?—'S.
S. Times.

A Christmas Rush.

(By Susie Bouchelle Wight.)

Merry went spinning down  the
street on the morning before Christ-
mas, full of joy in his work, glad that
holiday time had come so he could
work all day, and anxious to be help-
ing out in the big rush that was al-
ready beginning at the office.  The
sweet winter wind was rustling the
leaves of the double row of palm trees
that ran down Main street, and the
houses were gay with wreaths and
decorations. The very alr was full of
Christmas, and as Merry rode whistling
blithely along, he had many pleasant
thoughts. . Tony Harris had told him
how last Christmas Eve he had taken
seven dollars in tips, and not a single
complaint from anybody. ‘You see, it
is this way, Park,’ he had said.
‘Some folks send out their presents on
Christmas Eve. Fact, most of them
do it, and then if there is nothing com-~
ing to them from the other side, the
other side’ll still have time to get at it,
Well, a present more'n usually puts
folks in a good humor, if ’tisn’'t more'n
a box of candy, and so Christmas is
money to us Trotters,” Merry remem-
bered all this now, and although he
knew he would not be as fortunate
ag Tony had been, for Tony was a
little poor-looking fellow, and Merry a
broad-backed youngster with a most
independent one-sided tilt to his head,
still if luck should set his way, he
would know exactly what to do with
all that might come. He would spend
every 'bit of it for presents-—a pair of
long, soft gloves for his mother, and
trinkets for the aunts and cousins back
in the country. It wouldn’'t take such
a great deal for all of these plans, and
Merry was secretly rather glad that
there was something about himself
that kept him from looking as if he
needed and  wanted tips. He might
heed them as much as any other boy
in the office, but though his clothes
were always mended more or less, they
were kept nice and clean, and those
immaculate trousers were never with-
out a very conspicuous crease down
their frents—a crease that would fade
a little by nightfall, only to be back
in, sharp as ever, when morning came.

‘Here, Parker, hurry, hurry!’ Mr.
Campnell was all a-frown, and the of-
fice in a hubbub. The boys were run-
ning in and out, and people crowding
in with packages. Hurry calls were
coming in thick and fast over the tele-
phone, and the boxes clicking one num-
ber after another with scarcely a pause
between. d

‘Here, you Parker, take this note,
and go out to the waterworks!’ Mr.
Campbell did not look toward him
again, end Merry soon was making his
way down Malin street, hoping that his
next errand would be something more
seasonable than a trip to some dull
office or other. The man at the water-
works sent him on another trip, how-
ever, and it was nine o'clock before
he reported at headquarters again.

‘Forty-nine? Forty-nine? Has forty-
nine ever come back? ‘' He heard in

. impatient exclamation as he entered X
Sl

the door. ‘A man down on the viadu ;
hag beun ’phoning for Forty-nine every
0 L

ie
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compliment to his efficiency, and in a
moment more he was speeding away,
with his head down well to the wind.

‘Well, young man, have you plenty
of stick-at-itiveness and grit? the
gentleman inquired. ‘I have herp a
day’'s work for you. I really believe
there are more of these letters than
you can manage before night. I think
mafbe I would better call in a Postal
Telegraph boy as well. It will be a
good time to prove to myself which
service is better.

‘Oh, don’'t do that!’ objected Merry
instantly, as he tried to count the pllq
of letters all at once. ‘Just try me—

‘This isn’t a Christmas job, boy,’ Mr.
Gormah went on steadily. ‘It isn’t a
Christmas job. It is my custom to
have all my January rents paid in full
on the twenty-fourth of December.
My collector is sick in bed, or says
he 1s, through this note here, but I
have no intention of giving up a good
habit of mine on his account. Ex-
perience has taught me that people
are prone to give away on Christmas
Day what ought to be reserved for
paying honest debts on New Year's
Day. Now, do you think you can man-
age it, or shall I get a postal boy to
help?

A pile of duns fully a foot thick!
All-day’s trotting, indeed, and none of
the pleasant Christmas smiles and
words; no tips. If the P.T. boy came,
it would still leave some other time
before night—but no, an A.D.T. would
never put work in a P.T.s way, even
iIf it was disagreeable work. This was
a matter of principle, and so Merry
repeated hoarsely that he could feel
Christmas rushing down through his
bones and out of him through his
toes.

‘Very well, then. Now, young gentle-
man, I know more about Jacksonville
right now, than you are likely ever

to learn,’ Mr. Gorman looked closely

at him, from beneath some very bushy
brows, ‘and if I didn’t, it is your place
to follow instructions. I ‘hope  you
understand this fully.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Mr. Gorman slipped two broad rub-
ber bands about the packages into
which he had divided the bills.

‘Carry this lot first, and whatever
else you do, don't mix these bills in
the packages, for I have arranged them
in the way that will be easiest for you
to go from one place to the other.
Collect the rents and every time you
get as much as forty dollars, g0 to
the nearest respectable store, Dresent
this little certificate, and ask the
proprietor to let you deposit the money
with him, giving you a due-bill slip
made out to me, in its place. See?
Everybody in this town knows who
Will Gorman {s, and you will have no
trouble about it.’

Merry merely glanced at the top-
most address. It was. for a place
many blocks away, and as he rode out
there, he did not whistle ag was his
custom. He had to get all those di-
rections very: clear in his mind, and
besides, when one is very young and is
swallowing a big disappointment, there
is no breath left for whistling. Merry
had done some collecting before, and
he knew it to be a thankless job.

It was a tedious day's work, going
from one place to another, and mak.
ing constant trips to stores to deposit,
but at last the day wore away, and
it was scarcely nightfall when he
wheeled back to Mr., Gorman’s office
with a pocketful of due-bill slips, and
more unpaid bills in another than he
cared to remember. He made his re-
port as briefly as possible, for he haq
already learned that A.D.T. boys are
not valued for their much speaking,
Mr. Gorman nodded and looked  wise,
as he proceeded. {

‘Just said no, eh? he commented, as

Merry laid down the bills not t(akeb'
up. ‘Said no, did they? Their 'rent

J
.
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contracts said plainly, too, “January
rents payable the twenty-fourth of
December.,” Well, Forty-nine, you
did your part all right. Let’s see. You
were out nine hours, at forty cents an
hour. That will make me owe your
manager three dollars and sixty cents.
He placed three dollars and seventy-
five cents on the tablé by him. ‘He
take this down with you and puy
Campbell, then keep the change; yes,
keep the change,’ he said magnificent-~
ly. ‘I don’t believe in this tipping
business, but you've done a good day's
work for me, yes, a p-r-e-t-t-y good
day’s work!’ and he natrowed his eyes
down to little grey slits, as he nod-
ded good-night. ‘But, say, come back
New Year's Day. I'll Kave another all-
day job for wyou, or perhaps you’d
rather have me call a P.T. boy.’ Mr.
Gorman looked at him quizzically.

‘No sir-ree! Just call up our office,
and we'll accommodate you. Merry
tried hard to speak with the enthus-
lasm of the morning, but his smile
was a sickly one. He touched his cap
and turned away.

As he entered the office, little Tony
slapped his pockets until they rang
and jingled, winked one eye, and
stuck out his tongue joyfully.

‘I've minted money to-day, Park!’
he sang out. “What did you get?

The other boys crowded up to hear,
Merry was ready for them. He held
up a nickel and a dime. ‘Fifteen cents,
and a good day’'s work-—a p-r-e-t-t-y
good day’s work.” He narrowed his
eyes, and pursed his lips. The mimi-
¢cry was unmistakable, for every boy

in town, indeed, knew his employer
for the day.
‘Gorman! Old Will Gorman!’ shout-

ed Terry Ellis. ‘But what did he want
an A.D.T. all day long for, close-fisted
as he {s?

‘And that’s for me to know, and
you to find out if you can, returned
Merry. If the boys knew that he had
spent Christmas Eve collecting, how
they would laugh!

‘Here, Parker!’ called the boss.
‘Here is a stack of Santa Claus as
high as your head. The orders are for
it to be left very quietly at the back
door, and waste no time about it.

Now Merry held the ancient saint
in high regard, but before that Jjob was
finished he wished as he never had
before that the reindeer and sled were
still in commission. Doll carriages are
knubbly things, prone to poke through
their wrappings and prod one in the
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eye.  Now and then a small parcel
would work its way out, and then
Merry would have to go through a
regular performance of scrambling for
1t, and piling up, and starting all over
again. When at last he came in sight
of his destination, he was almost des-
perate, and even there he saw a crowd
of children down the front steps and
swarming with happy cries about the
feet of a pretty young lady: so he
wheeled circumspectly past, until they
turned the corner on which their home
stood. Then turning about, he went
through the performance with the doll
carriage again, and passed through the
area gate to the back door. A pleas-
ant-faced woman was walting there
for him. ‘Oh, I am in such a hurry to
get off with the children to sister's
tree!’ she exclaimed. ‘I was so afraid
these things were going to be late!
Can't you help me upstairs with
them?

‘Sure!’ Merry felt that this was moras
like Christmas, as she slipped a half
dollar in his hand, and smiled at him
brightly.

‘I wonder if you wouldn't like a bit
of my frult cake, and a cup >f tea, she
sald. ‘The kettle is hot, and the cake
right there under that napkin, already
sliced.’

‘T'd thank yvou,’ sald he heartily, for
hls dinner had been but an apology.

‘Well, then, you just sit down there
and help yourself,  All the rest of the
house will be locked, so when you
finish ,you can just go out of this kit-
chen door and shut it after you. The
night latch is on, and it will lock itself.
Good-night now, and a merry Christ-
mas!’ She waved her hand gaily, as
she disappeared through the door that
led to the front of the house.

A scurry and scamper of padded feet
up and back steps. ‘Woof! woof! came
an angry bark. Bang! went the door,
and then Merry took time to realize
that he had left the area gate open
when he wheeled hig load through, and
that here was a member of the family
unexpectedly coming home, and not
knowing tr¢t the A.D.T. boy was San-
ta Claus in disguise, quite ready to

take a piece out of him. ‘Woof—woof
—Woof-—row—row—row!’ How that
big dog did carry on! Merry stood

inside the door, and whistled and
teased. It was fun. He hadn’t heard
a 'dog conduct himself like a real coun-
try-yard dog before in so long a time
that he couldn't resist the temptation

WITHOUT A BACKWARD GLANCE.
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to prolong it. But that wasnt work
80 when Merry changed his tune to
one more conciliatory, he was discon-
certed to find that the dog did not
respond.

He ralsed the window near

NORTHERN MESSENGER

Merry. ‘Why don’t you shut up that
big mouth of yours? No, don’t-—just
keep on, and maybe a poligeman will
come.

No policeman came, and that part of

~—New York ‘World’

YOU BOYS'LL HAVE TG HAVE UNIFORMS.

the door, and made various friendly
advances, but the mastiff only bared
his teeth, and growled more than ever.
Dog talk was of no more avail than
was the bit of fruit cake that lay un-
heeded between his paws whers it had
fallen .
T wish 1 hadn’t wasted that’ sald |

the street seemed entirely deserted; so
the boy had: to set his wits to work
to get out of the scrape, and back to
the office. There was no. chance to
get out of the window by the door,
for the dog would grab him at once.
The lady had locked the door on the
other side, and the/ only chance was

+ no tree for refuge,

f

¢
{
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to climb out of the window that opened
on the street just beyond the area
gate, and make a grand rush for safety.
To wait until the family eame back
Wot;ld be to risk staying a prisoner
until twelve o’clock, calls missed, and
worst of all, office to look: him up:
The whole thing would come out, and
he Wwould be sure not to hear the last
of it for many a day. Now, if any-
one’ thinks it is any easy matter to
climb out of a window, stand on the
Same sill, until the sash is lowered,
and then shut the blinds, just let him
try it Besides, such a performance
places one in a compromising position,
and when a big dog is secarcely five
yards away trecing one, the situation
is positively painful. Merry risked
it. He, first tried the snap of the
green blinds to be sure that it worked
easily, and then with great caution,
%e hung by his fingers and toes until
the  sash was down, and one leaf of
the blinds fastened. Now for it! He
hit the pavement with a bang, slammed
the other blind hastily, and made off
without a backward look, for there
was angry ‘woof——woofing, and row-——
row-—rowing,’ at his very heels. No
friendly fence was near. no open door,
bit just at the
corner a gentleman was slowly backing
a big carriage out into the street ,and
Merry made a frantic dash for it, land-
Ing in.a heap in the back seat, safe,
but very much embarrassed.

‘I just jumped in!' he panted to the
astonished owner.

‘So I 'see,” returned that gentleman
dryly with a glance from the boy to
the dog left behind. ‘And now' I
want to know 'what you were up to,
back there on that window!’

Merry tried to explain, and concluded
a very-much-mixed account with, ‘And
I'am'an AD.T. you know.'

Tlie gentleman eyed him suspicioug-
ly. ‘You look very much like it," said
he. Merry felt the rim of his cap.
That badge had fallen off again, prob-
ably ‘wben he jumped down. ‘You look
very much like it,' repeated the gen-
tleman. Tl just take you to the down
town office, and I rather think you'll
have the further pleasure of a ride to
the police station—but if you'are a

‘messenger boy, you are just what I

am looking for at this particular in-
stant. ‘
Merry knew that he wag ail right
now, and full of conscious innocence
he folded his arms across his’ chegt
and leaned back to enjoy this niost
unexpected ride. He distinetly liked

. the sensation. As they came to g stop

at the office door,
out:
| ‘Where's your wheel, Parker?

' ‘In mighty safe Keeping,” .
Parker, grandly, and then ‘he 123223
to the ground by the gentleman’s gide
glad that Mr.: Cam%bell happened to
be near enough to the door not to he
called out' especially, }

'Oh’v yes, he is an A.D-To &u l"jght

Terry Ellis called
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enough,’ said Mr. Campbell, ‘and his
story is probably correct. But, Parker,
this settles it. You boys’ll- have 'to
have uniforms, and that quick

‘Here, you, said the owner of the
carriage. ‘Hop in.' We will just go
around to Hallam & Well's for my
Christmas offerings to about fifty de-
voted relatives, and you may carry
them Into the houses, while my coach-
man drives for you. We will have to
go back to my house after we get the
things.

‘Mister,” said Merry with a sudden
thought of Ned McGinniss that made
him grin broadly, ‘there’s the Postal
Telegraph place—our boys are all busy.
Couldn’t you send one of the P.T.s
out after my wheel—I left it behind.

The man threw back his head and
Jaughed, for he knew enough about
messenger boys to see through the lit-
tle plan.

‘Have you any particular choice for
that job? he asked.

Merry made a show of reflection.
‘There’s a fellow there named McGin-
niss,” he said slowly. ‘I think he’d be
fine for that job, and I'll give 1t to him
for a Christmas present. You know
we A.D./T.s don’t throw business their
way, as a regular thing.'—‘Wellspring.’

Helen’s Christmas in Alaska.

(By Adeline M. Jenney.)

Far away on Cape Prince of Wales,
Alaska, lives a girl of sixteen, who
had 400 persons on her Christmas list,
a1 every one of these a foreigner,
whom she had never seen until two
years ‘ago last Octcber.  This . girl,
Helen Cross, planned a gift for every
inan, woman and child ¢f two Esqui-

maux villages.

! Helen Crosa went up to be with her
father, who is the missionary. The
mission house is on the Cape itself
and is the westernmost house on the
North American continent, it is
perched on top of the mountain, over-
looking the sea, and on fair days Helen
can see Siberia from her window. The
Esquimzux villages nestle down in the
valley along the beach.

There is not a white girl nearer than
Nome=. The postmagter’s wife, across
the roountain in Tin City, is the near-
est white woman, and most girls of
sixteen would feel that there was no:
much fun in a Christmas thousands of
miles from chums and mother and
sisters.

Helen loves these as dearly as any
girl; vui she went to make her father
a home and to help him as much as
she could, and she has thrown her-
self so earnestly and heartily into the
work /that she gets a great deal of
fun out of it. \

The Christmas of 1908 was an ex-
periment and Helen wrote, ‘I have had
@ very pleasunt Christmas, but d very
ditte‘rent one from any I ever had be-
fore!’
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About three weeks previous, she and
an Esquimaux girl tock a dog sled and
went over the mountaln to visit Mrs.
Harvey, the postmaster’s . wife, and
she showed Helen how to make her
first rag dolls. They made fifteen, and
when Helen went back home she in-
vited four of the colder girls to come
up to the mission house and help her
dress them. They also made bags for
t} 3 candy.

Besides all this sewing, Helen and
her father had a busy week, for there
was the Sunday School entertainment
to plan and a great Christmas dinner
to prepare for the two villages! In
this last, the four Esquimaux girls
helped out, though even then it was
a task that experienced housekeepers
would hesitate to undertake, espezially

as not one of the girls, Keatkone,
Ta-ma-kna-not, Weyana, Anourak,
knew anything about white men’s

dishes.

Helen (Panea, that 1s, the Daughter,
the Esquimaux call her) had to play
the double part of teacher and cook.
But they must have been ready pupils,
for they managed to turn out 300 gin-
ger snaps, seventy-five pies, sixteen
gallons of pork and beans, and as
many of ralsins and rice, besides bread,
rolls and some 500 cookies. They pop-
ped corn and roasted peanuts into the
bargain.

Early Christmas morning, these
Esquimaux girls trudged again over
the frozen tundra, or moss, and up the
steep, slippery path to the mission
house, and all that morning the tive
girls worked as fast as they could,
filling each bag with c¢andy, popcorn
and a ginger snap. At five, after the
Christmas entertainment, Mr,  Cross
distributed them.

When the people had all gone home,‘

the five girls took a reindeer sled and
carried the dolls around to some of
the village babies.
a gloriously bright Arctic night and
Helen had the gayest time, though
the babies did make her think of the

' precious curly-headed sister at home

who  perhaps was just then putting
a chubby forefinger on the red cross
on the wall map of Alaska and trying
to explain that papa and Helen were
there.

They had the dinner ' down ‘in the
village at the government schoolhouse.
The guests arrived early—fur-bundled
Esquimaux, men, women and children,
each one bringing his own dicshes and
spoon. There was nothing monotonous
about the 'dishes, which ranged from
tin and pottery basins to tooth and
shaving mugs-——things that had struck
their fancy when they were Jdown in
Nome bartering fish and furs.

Mr. Cross placed the people by ce-
lays at long tables, set  on trestles
down the middle of the schoolroom.
A dozen Esquimaux boys walited on
the tables, and the feast consisted of
Helen’s pork and beans, rice, biscuits

Fortunately it was «
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and cookies, washed down by limit=
less. gallons of tea, which the Hsqui=
maux drink on every occasion.

When 'the serving was well under
way, Helen gathered all the young
girls into one corner and they had
a merry little banquet by themselves,
which pleased the Esquimaux girls
greatly, Mr. Cross wrote; for Helen
likes them so genuinely that she seems
to know what will give them the great-
est enjoyment.

The feasting began and closed with
a prayer meeting and the Esquimaux
seemed to enjoy this part quite as
well as the eating. It made the ban-
quet very different from the usual
village feast of which they are so fond
and which always ends in a drunken
riot. Xvery one went away thorough-
ly happy, carrying what goodles werae
left In their funny array of dishes, and
realizing, as they *perhaps could@ not
in any other way, what is the life of
service and joy to which Christ’s com-
ing calls men.

The novelty of the 1ife has, of course,
worn off for Helen during the year
past, and there are times undoubtedly,
w-'n even more strongly than last
year she longs for mother and sisters,
for she 1s only seventeen now. But
in the place of the novelty has come a
strong individual interest in every one
in the villages. She has nursed some
of them In sickness and been with
them in all sorts of emergencies. She
has gone out to help women whose
children were small to bring in the
walrus meat from the beach, and she
knows the things that they care for,
80 that she has been looking forward
to n king Christmas the brightest day
of their lives, And in this she has
found the surest cure for homesick-
ness.—'Congregationalist and Chrige
tian World.”

Blessed Christmas.

(Carolyn 8. Bailey.)

How many shining tapers to light a
Christmas tree,

How many toys and dollies for little
folks to see,

How many prancing reindeer to dash
across the snow,

How many little stockings all hangs-
ing in a row,

How many merry carols, how meny
presents, say-—

To make for little children a blessed
Cheistmas Day? ¢

Ah, listen, once on Christmas 'there
came a baby boy,

The stars his Christmas tapers, and
mother’s love his joy;

With only hay to wrap him and cat-
tle by his bed, [
And yet he heard the angels come

singing overhead. d
A wery little loving - and grateful
hearts alway 3
Will make for little children a blessed
Christmas Day.

—=Selected.

N '
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. Yuletide Babies. v

‘(An Old English Christmas Custom.)
Yuletide babies ! Yuletide bables!

| Who will buy ? Who will try ?

| Shap’d so neatly, bak’d so featly!
' Children sweete, buy and ete,
Buy and ete.
To youre' playferes spread the joyful
{ ory!

‘Yuletide babies ! TYuletide babies!

Tost for you—browne their hue!

*‘T'was no sloven watch'd the oven;

"Twas no knave, prone to save-—
Prone to save—

Roll’d and cut these Christmasse cates

for youl

Fuletide bables! Yuletide babies!
Would ye knowe what they shewe ?
Mary Mother (‘tis none other)
And that Love from above—
From abbve

kowly lald in manger long agoe.
' wyuletide bables! Yuletide babies!
‘ As ghe stands, her two hands

(Joyn'd in meeting) clasp her sweet-
! ing,

Who at rest on her breast—

On her breast—
Throwes one arme from out His swad-
dling bands!

Yuletide babies ! TYuletide bables!
Boy and girl, where's the churl
On this morning would be scorning
Nowel fare—but would share—

Were he childe of yeoman or or earle!
~-Edith M, Thomas.

Have You Done Your Share?

YWhen the Christmas piles are all
paked and the turkey awaits in the
pantry the offices of the hot oven on
the morrow, when the tree is trim-
med and the little stockings hung in
a row and the children tucked into bed,
it down in the quiet and darkness,
and take stock of yourself ,or, rather,
pf your deeds, which are but the re-
flection of your character. You have
flone well by your own, you say, every
little heart under your roof will be
made happy on Christmas morning,
the old folks will receive the things
which are so comforting to age and
will’ renew once again their youth in
the joy of the children, the guest with-
In thy gates and the servant in thy
house will share in the bounty of your
Christmas generosity. Even the wo-
man who will come in to-morrow to
help with the dinner, because you are
kind and do not ask too ‘much of the
cook, will go away with a full basKet
and a lighter heart, for you have made
it possible for her to make happy her

Premiums for New Subscribers
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‘Horthern  Messenger.

This is the time when our young read-
irs can most easily get new subscribers
lor the *Messenger.” = Get all you can at
‘orty ‘cents each, GENUINE NEW SUB-
3CRIBERS, and we will award yon the
rery best possible value in premiums.

Two new subscrintions at forty cen's
would secure three beautiful MAP'.IS
JEAF BROOCHES, to be used separats-
g’, or as a blouse sst. Maple Leaf Scarf
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1andsome leather bound Y
Teacher's Bible, with refere:
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Afetime.

Other premiums on the cama o
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CHRISTMAS PICTORIAL FREE

or, if the Christmas Number is exhaust-
ed when your letter comes, we will send
you a6 copy of the New Year’s number
of this dellghtful illustrated monthly
magazine.

Woman’s Fall Suits 31.53;‘22‘.15

Your own cloth also made up. Send for
free sample cloths and styles.
SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO,, London, Ont.

Premium Dent,

little ones. You had a generous share
in the Christmas offering to foreign
missions and you spent hours and
hours at the church, decorating for the
children’s festival. But if this is all
you have done, you have not done
enough. One poet has written that
the purest form of unselfishness lies
in the heart of the father and the
mother., A ecynic has said that the
average mother is tlie most seitisn pe-
ing on earth ,for her heart is drained
of charity, mercy and pity in doing for
her own. The cynic is wrong, since
no statement is true unless it is whol-
ly true; but there iz a lesson in his
words. If you have not gone out of
your way to find the needy, if you have
not sacrificed yourself, and, if need be,
your own, a4 bring a little Christmas
sunshine into some darkened home, no
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How to Help the ‘Messenger.

Do you know how you can help the
publishers to make the ‘Messenger bet-
ter and better, that you and all its many
readers may find it more and more en-
Joyable? Just get more people to take
§ If every ‘Messenger reader got
JUST ONE NEW SUBSCRIBER within
the next three months, think what an
army of new readers that would make!
Do not sit still and merely wish you
could get a lot of new subscribers to
Join your favorite paper, but go to work
and get one anyway. You ke the
‘Messenger.’ Say so0; tell your friends
about it, and interest them in it. We will
tg}iadly send you sample copies to show

em.

But, above all, if you know a Sunday
school that does not take it, and, per-
haps does not know how good the ‘Mes-
senger’ is, and how cheap, show them
your copy, and tell them they can have
& supply sent FREE OF CHARGE for
three weeks to try it their school if
they will only send us the name of their
secretary or superintendent, and the
number of copies they would need to
put one in every family represented in
the school.

You would help still more if vou
would send direct to us the name and
P.0. address of the superintendent and
ecretary, and 'pastor, if any, of any

unday school in Canada (outside Mont-
real) that you know does not take the
‘Messenger.’ Mention the denomina-
tion and state about how many scholars
attend, and we will gladly send them
samples, and our lowest terms. Then,
in recognition of your kind introduc-
}mrt" we will send you, as long as they
ast, a

matter how you have worn yourgelf in
doing the things that came to your
hand, yoeu have mnot done enough.—
‘Home Herald.’ f

To the Christmas Cake.

From far and spicy islands,
From gentlest southern meads,
The ships of commerce swift and brave
Have waited on thy needs; 7
And haught that I was wishing
From twice ten thousand mileg
Has walited for its coming,
Nor stopped for siren smiles.

The fragrant balm of Araby
Breathes forth within thy realm;
To bring thy dusty sweetness here,

Bold sallors grasped the helm
The pride of snow-white dairies
Its richest gold makes thine;
For thee, the grape and citron,
The product of the vine,

Behold the rites of measure!
The weal of cup, of spoon;
The ancient roll of beaten bowl,
Eve's hand had sounded soon;
Thus I, the race’s daughter,
Obey the mothers’ word, i
To keep the time of agelong rhyme,
And stir as they have stirred. /

Now see, thy plastic snhstanee
Waits one more gift, the fire; ¢

I kneel as prone as priest of old
To test thy last desire,

Oh, may there be, I swift decree,
Such slow and tender heat

I 'As in my grandsire’s oven brick

Once made thee dark and sweet!

HIGEEST FOOD-VALUE.

FSD

BREAKFAST SUPPER

in sirenth delicacy of flavour, nutritiousness
=ngd weonomy in use “ Epps’s” is unsurpassed.

is 4 treat to Children, a sus-
tenant tothe worker,aboon

C@COA to the thrifty housewife.

CHILDREN
THRIVE ON
‘“EPPSS.”
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@ Handsomely
& Dressed Doll

in latest Paris doll
fashion,including Ha
Under Garments an
Btockings, given for
selling 16 packages of
our - famous STAR
SHEET BLUING st
T0C¢ ,rer package, We
tru you with Blue
until sold. Write to-
dn{ for Blue, and we
will also send our Pre-

mium Catalogue show-
ing number of Hand-
some and Valuable
FREE Premiums which we

give for selling our

HOUSENOLD SPECIALTY CD., Montreal

Watch, wateh the hours slow going,
Each yielding gifts benign;

The oven’s pride shall still abide,
And this shall be the sign:—

When firm and true and high shall rise
Thy noble structure brown,

And richly, deeply, darkly hued
Shall shine thy sgides, thy crown—

Then shall I bear in triumph
Thyself, O Christmas cake!’

To wait the coming of the day
‘When all shall thee partake,
And bits of thee for love and luck

Shall travel over seas;

Let all who eat our goodwill greet;
Heaven grant them joy and ease!,
—QGrace Jewett Austin, in the Spring-

field ‘Republican.’

The Christmas- Dinner.

By all tradition the proper bird for
Christmas is roast goose, and whatever
vegetables are served with it, do not
omit fried apples and the most deli-
cate of white turnips. Goose is a very
rich meat, and is hardly sultable for
children, so if tradition is to be pre-
served there must be another meat
dish on the Christmas table.  Fried
chicken, Maryland style, will be ac-
ceptable to the average child.

To prepare roast goose, singe, draw,
and wash well, wiping out the inside
with a damp cloth. Fill with a chest-
nut dressing. After trussing the goose,
envelop In a buttered paper and place
in a moderate oven. -Cook for an hour

| =

EXPIRING SUBSCRIPTIONS

‘Watch Tour Address Label.

‘Subscribers whose renewal is' due at
the end of December, or, indeed, any
time during the wintér months, are re-
spectfully urged to arrange for it with-
out delay, either by sending direct to
us,or by paying it in promptly to your
local club raiser. This will materially
help us in the rush of year-end business,
and at the same time will prevent pos-
sible interruption of service or loss of
a copy, when the revision of our lists
are made, - Our subscribers need to re-
member carefully that such revision is
largely automatic, and names are cut out
by reference to the date on the address
label only, so that even our oldest sub-
scribers may be cut off quite without
our knowledge, just because they have
forgotten to watch the date on the la-
bel.. Better renew a little before the
time i8 up, for you lose nothing by fit,
since renewal always dates from end of
present subscription. The change of
date on the address label is our acknow-
ledgment that the renewal has reached
us, so if the label is not changed within
two or three weeks, better write us and
Inquire, to be sure the money has not
gone astray. Remit by money order,
p{)ﬁ{tal note or registered 'lefter, at our
risk.

John Dongall & Son, Publishers, ‘Wit-
ness’ Office, Montreal, e {

See announcements elsewhere about
elubbing offers and premiums,

- was a new discovery.

NORTHERN MESSENGER

The British
Political Struggle
Interests Everyone!

5 Cents a Copy.

abroad.

The British Press and Platforms will be
echoed in “WORLD WIDE” week by week.

Readers of “WORLD WIDE” will get the
very best thought on both sides.

Makes a splendid Christmas or New
Year’s Present for friends at home or

- $1.50 a Year

(outside Montreal
United States, namely -~

(stamps accepted) to

A SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER
is made to NEW SUBSCRIBERS anywhere in Canada
suburbs) in Newfoundland, or in the

25¢ FOR 10 WEEKS

Cut out this advertisement and send with 25 cents

OHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, Montrag)
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and a half, if the fowl weighs no more
than four or five pounds, basting fre-
quently. Remove from the oven. Skim
all the fat from the gravy, and add a
thickening of flour and butter rubbed
together. Let this boll up once, then
strain into a sauce howl j

The cooks in the bhest Hebrew and
Roumanian restaurants ‘n New York
are practically unsurpassed in the art
of cooking a goose. When roasting
the bird, instead of filling it with dried
erumbs and herbs they stuff it with
dried apricots or prunes . that have
been tuoroughly freshened by standing
in water.
ments are added, and while it is prob-
able that more geese are cooked In
that way in New York than in any
other fashion, epicures are just be-
ginning to talk about the fact as 1250
Thereln is a
hint for those who desire to improve
the domestic cuisine.

In the South the only thing to be
thought of for the principal dish is
roast pig. A Kentucky recipe calls
for a breadcrumb dressing, seasoned
Wwith summer savery, onion, and pars-
ley. After the dressing has been put
in the pig it 1s rubbed well with but-
ter, sprinkled with salt, pepper, and
flour. 'The skin is cut in squares with
a sharp knife, and the pig is put into
a roasting pan with a little hot water.
Roast In a moderate oven, basting fre-
quently for three hours and a half.
Have the dish on which the pig is

served a bed of parsley or water cress,

and send to the table with a lem
in the pig's mouth. /

There are so many ways of stuffing
or rather making a stuffing for a tur=

No spices or . other condi- .

key that it is difficult to choose which
one to follow or to tell which is best,
One of the best the writer remembers
to have tasted was made by an olde
fashioned cook in Virginia. First the
bread was' sliced and toasted a light
brown, then put in cold water to soak
for a few minutes. While the breaa
was soaking six strips of bacon were
being fried out on the stove. A large
onfon and some parsley and one little
stalk of celery were being chopped
fine in the chopping bowl. When the
vegetables were chopped the toasted
bread was lifted from = the water,
squeezed rather dry, and put with the
vegetables 'in the chopping bowl and
thoroughly chopped and mixed with
the vegetables; then the fat of the
fried bacon was poured over the mix-
ture, after that a very little powdered

A Splendid Chance for Boy$s |

Any boy reading this advertisement
.can easlly earn fine premiums, or add to
his bank account regularly, by sélling
the popular ‘Canadian Pictorial’ Cane
ada’s national illustrated monthly ma;
'zine, at only 10 cents a copy. Nine
copies sold secures you your choice of
three splendid pocket knives, a pair of
good scissors (as a gift for your mother)
or a rubber stamp and pad—your own
‘name and address. A watch and ehain
for selling only 256 copies. Other
premiums in proportion. Generous cash
commission if preferred. Write us a
posteard to-day for a package to start
your sales on, and we will send them on
at once; also full particulars of our plan.
Address Boys’ Sales Dept., John Dougall
& Son, Agent for the ‘Canadian Pictos
rial) ‘Witness' Block, Moatreal,

§
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rt 100, 3 money Bengd
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MOUSEHOLD SPECIALTY CO., MOKTREAL,
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sage and sweet marjoram, some salt
and black pepper ~were added, the
whole thoroughly mixed and the tur-
key stuffed with it.

Nothing is better to begin the Christ-
mas dinner with than an oyster cock-
tall, that 1s, if the dinner is the aver-
age American affair, without wines.
A Boston Cooking School oyster cock-
tail 1s made as follows: Two tea-
spoonfuls of grated horseradish, one-
fourth of a teaspoonful of tobasco
sauce, two tablesspoonfuls of tomato
catsup, the juice of two lemons, and a
teaspoonful of salt. Mix these and
allow the mixture to get very cold.
Just before the oysters are served di-
vide into six portions and put into
cocktall glasses, and set in the centre
of the oyster plates, the stems of the
glasses half buried in cracked 1ce. Ar-
range the half sghells around the
glasses. As the oysters are eaten they
are dipped in the sauce. Little brown
bread and butter sandwiches are serv-
ed with the oysters.

Appropriate salads to serve with the
various roasts served on Christmas:
With roast pig, apple and water cress;
with turkey, celery farci with lettuce,
or celery and orange; other combina-
tions being celery, apple, and English
walnuts, or plain celery and lettuce;
for roast goose nothing is better than
plain blanched lettuce or escarole. Oth-
er delicious salads for the holiday are

£

MADE i CANADA

HLAETTS GO0

ARE

STANDARD JRTICIES

It is to the advantage
of every housekeeper
in Canada to use them

MagicBaking Powder.
Gillett’s Perfumed Lye. s
Imperial Baking Powder. fii
Qlllett’s Cream Tartar. it
Royal Yeast Cakes, e
Gillett’s Mammoth Blue. [
Magic Baking Soda. e
Gillott’s Washing Crystal. fih

MADE FOR OVER
50 YEARS
(taupu-m 1852)
€. W. GILLETT (0., LTD,, Toronto, 0ot
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the list on page 23.

only, - “

page 23.

Good for all postage paid countries as included in

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’

With the ‘Daily Witness,” worth $3.40. for only $3.10

With the ¢Weekly Witness’ and ‘Canadian
Pictorial,” worth $1.40. for only -

With the ‘Canadian Pictorial’ worth $1.40, for

With the ‘World Wide’, worth $1.90, for only $1.75

For further particulars of the * Witness’ (Daily or
Weekly) ‘World Wide® and ‘Canadian Pietor('ial' yssee

Per Annum

$1.20

- $1.10

Homestead”’ . .

addressed for only .

tered letter at our risk.

A SPILLENDID GROUP

‘The Northern Messenger’ . .
‘The Weekly Witness and Canadian $1.7 5

‘The Canadian Pictorial’
Three Copies of the *Messenger ’ separately

Four copies or more, addressed, per copy .

Get your friends to join you ina ‘Messenger’ Club
Show them our clubbing offers. For Premium offers
see elsewhere in this issue.

Remit all monies by money order, postal or Regis-

Only

worth
$2.90

® L] 5 L]

$1.00
40

Witness Office, -

\

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

- .  Montreal.
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bar-le-duc cream cheese, and lettuce;
green pepeprs cut in long ribbons,
blanched walnuts, and lettuce hearts;
and grape fruit and English walnuts
served on lettuce leaves.

These are all familiar except possibly
celery farcl.  There are several vari-
ations of this, but this recipe will be
found satisfactory: ‘Wash well and
chill the white stalks of the celery,
and fill the hollow of the stalks with
a mixture of cream cheese, very finely
chopped green peppers, and a seasoning
of salt and paprika. These are serv-
ed really as an hors d'oeuvre rather
than a salad, and need no dressing.

The men who had recognized the
star recognized also the Lord of the
star. Nothing else in the story so de-
clares their wisdom as their kneeling
down before this little speechless child
and offering their gifts. The star it-
self was not so wonderful as that.—
George Hodges.

. ity galore.
‘from Sunday school because they do

e

The Boy and the Teachers.
(By Eleanor W. F. Bates.)

‘How can I get the boy into the
Sunday school?” ‘How can I keep
him in it?” This is the refrain which
riges constantly from teachers of de~
pleted classes with small and irregu-
lar attendance. How do you attract
friends to your house? How do you
get anybody anywhere? By cordial,
repeated {nvitations, by hearty wel-
comes when they arrive, and hospital=-
It is said boys stay away

not want to be ‘preached at, using
this phrase in its colloquial sense.
This may be true, and it is also true
of adults. 'But instructions under

-that .name, and the gaining of in-

teresting - knowledge are to -a boy’s



stern Sunday-schools

v of a NEW Sunday-school
school worker in the West
would like to introduce the
st send us the name and
address, and we will gladly send a pack-
age free of charge, and our very liberal
terms specially made to new schools in
the West, and to you we will send the
‘Canadian Pictorial,’ as indicated above.
Address: John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness’
Office, Montreal, Dept. S.

senses two widely different things.
A boy is in this world to learn; he is
learning something all the time, he
can’'t help it; the point is, shall he
take in useful and desirable know-
ledge, or shall he spend his time as-
similating something which in later
years he far rather, perhaps, would
not have known, but cannot dismiss
wholly from' his memory?

Why can’t we remember that boys
are embryo men, and hate tyrants,
despise deceivers and loathe hypo-
crites now as much as they will ten
years later? We don’t value boys, as
boys, enough. We love them to distrac-
tion while they ars dimpled, pratling
bables; when they reach manhood,
we are mightily glad to lean on them,
profit by their strength, appeal to
their judgment, rely on their common
sense; but between times, so to speak,
they are either turned off to shift for
themselves, or preached at, snubbed
or scolded till it is remarkable that
their brains are not addled.

‘When looking around this indiffer-
ently-governed world with its incom-
petent mothers, careless fathers and
weak or tyrannical teachers, one won-
ders, not that some boys turn out
badly, but that any boy ever amounts
to anything. The grace of God will
turn the most unpromising boy into
an upright citizen and a good Chris-

Synopsis of Canadian Northwest Land

Regulations,

ANY person who s the sole head of a
fandly, or any male, over 18 years old,
may homestead a quarter-section of avall-
able Dominion land in Manitoba, Saskat-
chewan or Alberta. The applicant must
appear in person at the Dominion Lands
Agency or Sub-Agency for the distriet.
Entry by proxy may be made at any
agency, on certaln conditions, by father,
mother, son, daughter, brother or sister
of intending homesteader.

Dutfes.-~Six months’ residence upon and
cultlvation of the land in each of three
years, A homesteader may lve within
nine miles of his homestead on a farm of
at least 80 acres, solely owned and oceu-
pled by him, or by his father, mother,
son, daughter, brother or slster,

In certaln districts a homesteader in
good standing may pre-empt a quarter
section alongside his homestead, Price,
$3.00 per acre, Dutlies—Must reside six
months In each of six years, from date of
homestead entry (Including the time re-
quired to earn homestead patent), and
cultivate fifty acres extra. i

A homesteader who has exhausted his
homestead right and cannot obtain a pre-
emption, may take a purchased homestead
in certaln districts. Price, $3.00 per

(Acre. Duties—Must reside six months

in each of three years, cultivate fifty acres
and erect a house worth $300.00,
; W. W. CORY,
Deputy of the Minister of the Interior.
N.B.—Unauthorized publication of this

- Qdvertisement will not be pald for.
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tian; but that does not abgolve all
mothers, fathers and teachers from
first cultivating and then exercising
in the boy’s behalf, love, patience,
sympathy and all their kindred vir-
tues.

A well-intentioned Sunday school
teacher is-no rare bird; you fall over
him on every corner; but a really
good and successful teacher is a pearl
of great price. He is born, not made.
Such a teacher is fitted to govern
cities and States, he is broad, sane,
has poise. He neither scolds, coaxes
nor preaches; he has the gift of in-
struction, but his chief hold on the
boy is his own life and character.
He sends out waves of influence in
every act and motion, nay, in every
thought, since ‘thoughts are things’;
and his spoken word, though mighty,
is perbaps his last important gift to
the boys. He has no trouble in get-
ting the boys into Sunday school, nor
in keeping them there.. A magnetic
word, \a vivid glance from him, and
the boys follow with gladness.

And this teacher, wise and ex-
perienced, says that the best way to
keep a boy in Sunday school is never
to let him leave it. Introduce him to
it very early, in the kindergarten
stage; let him see you expect his at-
tendance as you expect him to come
regularly to his meals. It constant
attendance in his class be the normal
thing, absence not being allowed for
in the scheme of the universe. The
time will probably never come when
he will wish to drop out, particularly
it his Sunday school is one of those
wise and fortunate ones which do not
close during the summer. The long
summer vacations, every superintend-
ent will declare, mean every year a
certain percentage of loss in attend-
ance; and although most of the ab-
sentees return on the appointed day of
reunion in the fall, a few never do.—
The ‘Standard.

‘At Christmas-tide the open hand

Scatters 1ts bounty o’er sea and

land.
And none are left to grieve alone,

For Love is heaven and claims its

own.

I do not know of any way so sure
of making others happy as of being
80 myself, to begin with.—Arthur
Helps.

‘A happy, happy Christmas,
Be yours to-day!
O, not the failing measure
Of fleeting earthly pleasure,
But Christmas joy abiding,
‘While years are swiftly gliding,
Be yours, I pray,
Through Him who gave us Christmas
Day!’

NAMES WANTED

How many readers of this paper will
gend us ten names and addresses In Can-
ada, outside Montreal, to whom we can
send samples of the ‘Messenger’ and the
“Witness' ? They should be names of
adults, heads of families preferred, and
no two residing in the same house. If
you will do this, we will send you in
recognition of your services a ecopy of
the ‘Canadian Pictorial,’ Canada’s popu-
lar illustrated monthly, price 10 cents a
copy; exquisite pictures, good fiction,
good music in every issue. Please give
names and addresges accurately, using
the full name where you can in prefer~
ence to the initials. "Address, Dept. S.,
John Dougall & Son, ‘Witness’ Office,
Montreal. /

MESSENGER
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Songs, Recitations, Dialogues.

150 Songs with music, 15 cents; 110 Comio
Recitations, 15 cents ; 20 Humorous Dialogues,
15 cents; Famous Dramatic Recitations, 18
cents. 2 books for 25¢, 4 for 50c, postpaid. i

USEFUL NOVELTIES CO,, Dept. “N,”
Toronto, Can, 1949

The NorTHERN MESSENGER

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance.)
Bingle Coples .. .. . $ .40 a year

Ten Coples or more, ;;o' ;m.e' ad-
dress, per COpPY.. cveees

.20 a year

Six months’ trial at half the above
rates.

Postage included for Canada (Montreal
and Suburbs excepted), Newfoundland and
the British Isles, also for Bahamas, Bar-
badoes, Bermuda, British Guiana, British
Honduras, British North Borneo, Ceylon,
Cyprus, Falkland Islands, Fijf, Gambla,
Gibraltar, Hongkong, Jamalca, Leeward
Islands, Malta, Mauritius, New Zealand,
Northern Nigerla, Sarawnak, Seychelles,
Sierra Leone, Southern Nigerfa, Trans-
vaal, Trinidad, Tobago, Turk's Island and
Zanzibar,

U.8. POSTAGRE, 10¢ RXTRA, to the
United States, Alagka, Hawallan and Phil.
fppine Islands, except in elubg, to one ad-
dress, when each copy will be fifteen
cents extra postage per annum.

Sample and Subsecription Blanks freely
and promptly sent on request.

A SPLENDID GROUP—TRY IT.
TRY ONE—TRY ALL!

The ‘Witness.” TFor over sixty years
unrivalled in the confldence of the
Canadian public. ILatest news, mar-
ket reports, etec., financlal and liter-
ary reviews, good stories, home and
boys’ pages, queries, etc.,, ete. Valu-
able departments devoted to farming
interests. A clean, commercial, ag-
ricultural and home newspaper. (Send
for a sample.)

‘Daily Witness,” $3.00 a year.
"Weekly Witness and Canadian
Homestead,’ $1.00 a year.

(Foreign postage extra.)

‘World Wide.” A weekly reprint of
the best things in the world’s great

journals. Reflects the thought of
the times, Best cartoons of @ the
week. The busy man’s paper. No=

thing like it anywhere for the money.
Send for a sample, $1.50 a year.

, ‘Canadian Pictorial.” Canada’@anop.
ular illustrated monthly. Hig o
paper, high grade pictures, interest.
ing to young and old alike. Many
of its full page pictures suitable for
framing, $1.00 a year,

The ‘Northern Messenger’ gpeaks
for itself. A favorite for over forty
years, and increasingly popular. A
potent influence for good.—Subsecrip-
tion rates above.

THE ‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ s
printed and published every week at
the ‘Witness' Bullding, at the corner
of Cralg and St. Peter streets, in the
City of Montreal, by John Redpath
Dougall and Frederick Eugene Dougall,
both of Montreal,

All  business communications should be
addressed ‘John Dougall & Son,” and
all letters to the Editor should be ad-
dressed Hditor of the ‘Northern Mes
BELEATY J




J

: {
24 NORTHERN MESSENGER Dee. 24, 1909,
ST %

y
| ALTHAM WATCH

FOR CHRISTMAS

Whom do you know that wants a Watch for Christmas ?
Tk “We'll sell a 15-Jewel'ed Waltham Watch for $7.95
and give you a handsome watch chain absolutely free!

If you know of any better opportunlty to buy a watch than this one we
have arranged for 500 mail order customers, we sincerely advise you to
take it. But really we don’t believe there is another chance like it or
equal to it.

This store sprcnalxzes on Waltham Watches. We sell hundreds of them every year.
We believe in Walthams. A customer ordering a watch by mail from a reputable store
] ‘a* knows exactly what to expect if it's a Waltham.

.b..\.ux NS

We have a 500 lot for Mail Orders—15-jewelled Waltham Watch — ladies’ or gentle-
men’s.. The cases are gold-filled, made by the American Watch Case Company. A wnt-
ten guarantee from this store accompanies each watch.

Order at once—write to-day. We'll sell these watches while they last
—ladies’ and gentiemen’s——at ST .00
A s a\HLA %, )b 30 SIS

- SIMPSON=

TORONTO.




