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The Hon. Kenkichi Kataoka.

When this eminent soldier, statesman and
Christian passed on to a higher service, Japan
lost one of the most remarkable men of this
generation, but his memory and his influence
are a priceless legacy to the’ Church and to
the nation.

He was born in 1843, and had the advan-
tage of being trained by father and grand-
father, of whom the latter especially, being
a man of great force of character, exercised
strong influence over the lad Kenkichi.

At the age of twenty, both father and
grandfather being dead, he was already head
of his house, and soon became a government
official and a commander of various military
forces in his district.

The Rev. H. Loomis, in ‘The Missionary Re-
view of the World, writing some time before
his death, gave the following interesting ac-
count apropos of his first meeting with Mr,
Kataoka:—

‘Spending the Sabbath in Osaka some years
ago, I went in the morning to worship at one
of the Presbyterian churches.
~¢After waiting some time beyond the regu-
lar hour for the services to begim, ome of the
officers of the church went forward and an-
nounced * that, for some unknown reason, the
preacher who had been expected had not come;
but, he continued, “we have with us to-day
Mr, Kenkichi Kataoka, and we shall be glad
if he will speak to us.”

“Mr. Kataoka then went forward, and in a

quiet and modest way made a very helpful
and interesting address. No ome would have
thought, from his humility and religious fer-
vor, that this was the vice-president of the
Liberal Party, and one of the most prominent
political leaders in Japan, whose influence and
reputation are not only national, but a credit
to his country. g '

‘He first came in contact with Christianity
in 1871, when on a visit to the United States
and Europe. The modesty, kindness, and
faithfulness of the missionary who acted as
interpreter and guide made a deep impression
upon his mind. Also the effect of Christianity~
as seen in the homes, schools, and benevolent
institutions in America. And when in Eng-
land, he discovered that the larger part of
the middle and upper classes, including such

. men as Mr. Gladstone, were sincere believers

in Ohnstlamity, and their faith was in direct

; moﬂmn to the nobility of their character.

The result of his observations was that he
wﬁi back to Japan filled with the idea that
maagy and very important reforms were need-
ed to secure the highest welfare of his coun-
trymen, and with a true, patriotic, and self-

. sacrificing spmt ‘he set about the introduc-

tion of a new and better state of things. Im
1373, he and his friends started a political as-
oocutwn. of which he was made the presi-
dent, and through magazines, newspapers and
lectures, he propagated his principles of re-
form. Missionaries and evangelists were wel-
comed to his province, and, together with some

' of his political friends, Mr. Kataoka began the

study of Christianity. In May, 1885, he made
‘a profession of his faith in Christ, and from
the first took a decided and promment posx-
tion in religious matters. z

‘Some time after his conversion, he went to
Tokyo with one of his friends, to petition the
government for freedom of speech and of the
press and other important objects. Just at
that time there was a regulation passed by
the government excluding all men from his
province from the capital, except such as were
permanent residents. Mr. Kataoka and his
companion felt that the order was unjust, and
refused to leave until they had accomplished
the purpose of their visit. They were, there-
fore, arrested and imprisoned. This seemed
at the time a most unfortunate affair, because
Christians would consequently be accused of
being unwilling to obey the laws of the coun-
try, and thus the work would suffer,

But God overruled it all for the best. These
two men were permitted to have a Bible, and
the time spent in priscn was devoted to a
careful and prayerful study of God’s Holy
Word. Others were instructed in its truths;
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and when Mr. Kataoka and his companion
were released, they came out thanking God
that this season of freedom from the cares
and duties of ordinary life had brought them
such a new and wonderful revelation of the
riches of God’s grace as revealed in the Gospel
of Jesus Christ. From this time forth they
testified, as never before, of the joy amnd
comfort that they experienced in the study of
the Scriptures and in daily communion with
God. e i .

‘In the course of time, the Liberal Party be-
came the most powerful political organization
in the country. Mr. Kataoka was .the vice-
president for many years, and steadily grew
in the respect and esteem of the people of all
classes. He was a member of the House of
Representatives at every session of the Diet
from its first establishment, and a trusted
and recognized leader. In three sessions he
filled the office of president.

‘There was some fear that in the important
position which he was thus called to fill, he

would be less zealous and faithful as a Chris-—

tian. But the true and noble quahtxes of the
man shone forth as never before. Like Daniel
in the court of a Persian monarch, he did not
deny his Lord, but in the face of every obsta-

cle, went boldly forward in the path of duty.!

He was known always and everywhere as
an earnest Christian.” He said that he never
entered the hall of Parliament and took his
seat to preside without bowing his head in
silent prayer for God’s presence and guidance,

For some time he opened his official resi-
dence in Tokyo on each successive Sabbath,
for a Christian service, and sent cards per-
sonally inviting men of rank and influence in
the capital to attend, securing as the speak-
ers for these services the ablest and best in
the city.

A few years ago when he was being sought
after as the Speaker for the Lower House,
his political friends wanted him to resign his
official position as elder of the church where
he was a member, urging that it was scarcely
consistent with the dignity of so high a gov-
ernment office. His noble answer was: ‘If I
am to choose between them, I would rather
be elder in the church than Speaker’ But he
filled both offices with equal honor and ability.

Two years ago, though in spite of his own
modest protests that he was unfit for such an
office, he was made President of the Dashisha,
the great Christian University of Japan. The
Rev. J. H. Davis, referring to the occasion upon
which Mr. Kataoka took the oath of office,
says: ‘We were all standing round the table,
when he said, “I want to pray,” and thereupon
offered one of the most touching prayers to
which I ever listemed, and I think there ‘was
not a dry éye in the room.

Mr. Kataoka’s desire’ was to lay down in
time his political offices and devote himself to
the University, but it was ordered otherwise.
After six months of ever increasing suffering,
borne with all the strength of a ripe Christian
character, he passed away on October 31, 1903,
just a little over a year ago. Let us thank
God for such a life, for such a death, and for
a rich heritage of high example.

Fifty Years in India.

PIONEER MORAVIAN WORKERS IN THE
WESTERN HIMALAYAS.

When Mr. Heyde left Germany in 1853 for
India, little did his friends think that he
would work there continuously for fifty years,
but such was God’s gracious plan for him.
Mrs.-Heyde joined him in 1860, and remained
at work then without once visiting their na-
tive land, ;ill 1903; Mr. Heyde has therefore
broken most records of missionary service,

The Moravian Mission to Tibetans was |
founded in 1853, in which year one other mis-
sionary with Mr. Heyde arrived in India with
the intentiom originally of establishing' a mis-
sion in Mongolia. The first year was spent
in Kotgarh—fifty miles from Simla—in order
to prosecute the study of Urdu and Mongolian
while maturing their plans for further pro-
gress into the regions beyond. In those days
the Western Himalayas were little known,
They had only recently (1849) come under
British rule, and travelling among them was
difficult. Having completed their preparations,
and themselves attired in the red dress of
the Lama or Buddhist priest, the mission-
aries proceeded on their journey through Ku-
lu and Lahoul as far as Ladakh or Western

—
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Tibet. Here they found that the way onward
was barred. Stupendous mountain ranges and
sandy wastes extended for hundreds of miles
between them and their goal, and they then
realized that an impossible task had been set
them. Mongolia has, as we know, been en-
tered with the Gospel in more recent times,
but the honor of the first attempt rests with
the Marovian Church.

Finding their endeavor to enter Mongolia
frustrated, the missionaries turned eastwards,
and travelling along the borders of Tibet pro-
per, they made the first attempt to enter
that fast closed land. Here, too, they met
with failure, for the door into Tibet was fast-
er closed them than ever now. Nothing was
left them but to retrace their steps into Brit-
ish territory, and they returned through the
Sutlej Valley to Kotgarh.

In due time the sanction came for them to
make Lahoul the headquarters of the mis-~
sion, and with this sanction also the welcome
news that a third missionary was being sent
out to their help. After his arrival the three
missionaries set out on their journey once
more, and after careful examination they se-
lected Kyllang, in Lahoul, for the permanent
location of the mission. In this lonely spot
a house was presently erected, and it is in-
‘teresting to know that while this work, un-
der the missionaries’ personal supervision, was
peacefully going forward, the Mutiny was
raging on the plains. Only once did danger

come near them, when a bard of mutineers,.

probably from Peshawar, approached to the
top of the Bara Lacha Pass near by, but from
that point they turned away in another di-
rection, and the mission was saved. Though
a resting place was now found, it was never
regarded as_a permanent goal, for the hearts
of the missionaries were fixed on the districts
yet further afield, and these, after a protract-
ed time of waiting, were in God’s providence
opened, as other workers arrived to labor to
them,

Mr. and Mrs. Heyde returned to their home
in Germany without expectation of returning
to India. Many years ago they sent to Ger-
many a little son less than ten years of age,
and in 1gog themselves returned to see their
son, a man of forty years.

The difficulty of occupying such a distant
station as Kyllang may be partially realized
by the fact that the passes being blocked with
snow, there is mno communication with the
oulier world. [Letters are lsometimes kept

. waiting for months for the melting of the
snows. Also breathing the rarefied air at such
a high altitude has been a serious trial to
the wives of two of the missionaries, and has
made it uecessary for both families to leave
their beloved work.—‘The Baptist Missionary
Herald., !

e .
Success or Failure,

The Rev. G. Campbell Morgan, in an address
to clergymen delivered at Northfield, had this
wise word to say to those wko asked him
such questions as, ‘What was the secret of Mr,
‘Moody’s success?’ :

‘If your question means that he whom God
found and put forward and sent throughout
the world to call thousands into the kingdom
was a success, and that man there whose
name has never been in the paper, but who
has for twenty-five, thirty or forty years been
in one pastorate, feeding the flock, caring for
them, training them, teaching them, that that
man is a failure, I want to say to you that
you are liable to make a very great mistake.
If God has given you, my dear brother, the
gift of the pastor, and he has put you down

over some flock away there in the wilderness,
when presently you meet him, if you are faith-
ful to your gift and your opportunity, your
reward will be as great as the reward of the
man who has been in the front of the public
gaze,'—‘Presbyterian.

—_———————

The Completed Life.

‘The Christian life is the omly life that will
ever be completed.’—Prof. Drummond.

(Phebe A. Holder, in the ‘Christian Herald.’)

§
The Christian life—the only life

That ever can completed be™—
The life that’s hid with Christ in God,
Shall open in eternity.
Apart from Christ, this life of ours
Is but a broken pillar found.
Unfinished pyramid the race
Of man upon this earthly ground.
In sight of vast eternity,
Human ideals short must fall;
Still one by one befores the grave :
Dissolve the cherished hopes of all.
The broken arcs of earthly life
In heaven lecome the perfect sound;
So faithful lives of lowly ones
By the dear Master shall be crowned.
Complete in him, our all in all,
He takes us in our nothingness
Faultless before the Father’s throme
Enrobed in his own righteousness,
Complete in thee, O blessed Christ,
Kept by thy loving, faithful power,
From glory unto glory still,
To rise with thee forever more.

‘"Where Perfect Happiness
was Found.

THE STORY OF A VISION,

A long time ago, in what were called the
Dark Ages, when the world was full of strife,
sorrow and sin, and the few good people who
remained were almost tired of life, because
they saw so much of evil and found so little
to help them towards God, a certain man went

forth, as many others did, in search of happi-
ness. -He quitted the busy world and the so-
ciety of men, and betook himself to a silent
and great lone desert, where the wicked would
cease from troubling, amd where all his
thoughts could be of God.

There he made his abode in a mountain
cave, and tilled the soil around, living upom
such simple herbs as it yielded, and spending
much time in prayer.

But he was not happy, for the silence made
him afraid, and he missed the sight of hu-
man faces, and his heart was empty because
he had no one to care for and no one to love.
Day by day he prayed that God would give
him a vision of perfect joy, and one night,
as he slept and dreamed, an angel appeared
to him and said:

‘Thy prayer is heard; follow me, and thou
shalt see what thy heart has longed for.

Then the angel moved om swifter than the
wind, and the dreamer followed, as if his

feet were wings, over the silent country, waste

sands, mountains, and valleys, until they
came to the great, sinful city from which the
man had fled, and the din of its restless, busy
throngs rose on their ears. -

And first the angel stopped near a crowd
of laughing and excited people who were sing-
ing and dancing in mad merriment among
flowers and fruits, and tables covered with
wine and rich dainties; but happiness was
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not there, for the angel touched the eyes of
the dreamer, and showed him strange things.
He saw that the wine was hot like fire, and
burned the hearts of those who drank it; and
the fruit, though luscious to the taste, turned
the brain sick and the body languid; and
the flowers were not real, but made of paper;
and what seemed laughing faces were only
masks. The faces underneath were weary,
and fierce, and ugly, for they covered emvies,
and jealousies, and hatred, and all sorts of
unlovely passions and hideous thoughts.
Then the angel led the way to a palatial
temple, adorned with choicest works of art,
Here were gatheted the broad-browed think-
ers and wise men of the city, who knew all
things in heaven and earth amd seas, -and in
the mind of man, or thought they did, and
they were discussing great themes, and talk-
ing loftily about all the deep mysteries,
But happiness was not theirs, for these
men, in pursuing knowledge, had left the
child’s - heart behind them. Their great
thoughts had pushed out sweet and tender
feelings; their philosophy had made them
proud and ambitious; each one wished to be
deemed wiser than his brethren, and they were
ever contending among themselves which of
them should be the greatest. Nay, there was
4 weary and hungry look upon their faces, as
if they were ever searching for what they
could not find. For though they knew so many
earthly things, they knew nothing about God;

“and, though they had learned the secrets of

the stars, the heaven above was more hidden
from them than from the eyes of a little
child. ;

Once more they passed on, until the angel
brought the dreamer to a Royal palace, where
a king sat enthroned in splendor, with thous-,
ands of servants and soldiers waiting to do
his bidding. He called himself king by Divine
right, and ruled with unlimited PoOwer over
millions of people, and flattering lips called
him great and glorious, and men prostrated
themselves before him as if he were the Al-
mighty. :

But happiness was not there, for the king
knew that, though all men feared him none
loved. He had a host of gec-et enemio;, and
some were plotting to take hig life, and he
lived from day to day in fear as if 5 sharp’
sword was suspended over his head ready at
any moment to fall, -

Again they moved on through the crowded
streets until they came to that quarter of
the city where the hovels of the poor were

packed together, and where the wails of the

hungry were often heard. The angel stopped
at the door of a little cottage. They; entered
in silence, and there, in one bare room, was

a widow kneeling by the bedside of her sick

and crippled boy.
He had been lying there for monfhs in a
great deal of pain, and for months she had

nursed him, and toiled for him, ang every day

brought him flowers, and day by day she had
prayed with him, and talked to him about the
place where children would be no more sick
and crippled, but would walk in white robes
among fadeless flowers, and see the face of
God. He had become all the world to her, and
she was all the world to him. There was a
happy look upon his face already, such as the

angels wear, and in her eyes there gleamed

a light like that which shines in heaven,

Then the angel turned to the dreamer and
said: ‘There is the vision you asked for. Per-
fect happiness is where perfect love is’ Yes,
love is the greatest thing in the world, and it
is the greatest thing in heaven, for God is
love, and where love is God is, and where love
is strong and pure there heaven is.—‘Sunday
Companion.’
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Molly.

A SKETCH.

(L. Crofts, in the ‘Sunday Magazine.’)

01d Molly Sorrel drew her shawl closely
round her as she came out of the church. Her
eyes were sad and troubled, and her footsteps
faltered.

Life had seemed very hard of late, and Mol-
ly was tired and confessed to herself that she
‘couldn’t reckon things up.

The sermon had been about the duty of
love towards God. It had been delivered in
very eloquent, and to Molly, very obscure lan-
guage, and she was sore puzzled.

‘Well, well, she said to herself, ‘if it is so,
it is; but I can’t understan’ it. I can’t make
meself love a person I'v’ never seen nor even
known. They say he's here, but I'v’ been a
seekin’ him all me life and never found him
yet!’

On her way home from the day’s charing
the following night she had to call at one of
the big houses for some washing.

The kitchen was warm and bright and
comfortable. Molly had had a hard day. She
sat down near the fire glad of a few minutes’
rest while she waited for the bundle.

The cook was making preparations for the
dinner.” The soup smelt very good and appe-
tizing. Molly thought of the eighteen pence
in her pocket, and was wondering if she could
afford to get ‘a bit of something’ as she went
home, when suddenly voices were heard com-
ing from the drawing room. A man’s harsh
tones, loud and angry, and then a woman’s
pleading voice which broke every now and
then into a-sob.

‘Ah said the cook, as she paused with the
soup ladle in her hand, ‘it’s master and mis-
sis; mercy on us! they’re at it again!’

As Molly went out with her bundle of
clothes the tears were in her eyes.

‘Even there,’ she said, ‘is sorrow and mis-
ery!’

She trudged along. Presently she began to
hum a scrap of a song she had heard some-
where.

Against some railings was a woman with
a baby in her arms. She was leaning up
against them as if weary, and something in
her face made Molly hesitate a moment and
then stop.

‘Why,’ she said, ‘’tis cold ye’l be a-standin’
there like that, and the child an’ all, why
don’t yer get along home?’

~ The woman raised her eyes in surprise to
Molly’s kindly ones.

Tm only resting a bit, she said.

‘Have yer walked far?’ asked Molly.

_ $’Most all day.

Mol’ly looked at the little pale face of the
child beneath the shawl.

‘Is she asleep?’ she inquired.

‘No, I don’t think so; she’s always like
that. I can’t get her food; we’v’ had nothing
since yesterday,’ and the woman straightened
herself as if to move on.

‘Why, let me carry the bairn a bit for yer,’
said Molly. ‘Yer looks just fit to drop, and
tucking her bundle under one arm, she took
_thé child with the other, and they trudged
“off together.

At the corner of ‘a narnow street Mony
stopped, and, putting the child back in its
mother’s arms, fumbled in her pocket,

‘See, me dear, she said, ‘it’s only a trifle,
but it’l get yer a bite for to-night’ And
thtlisting her earnings into the woman’s hand,
she hurried away into the darkness.

. She climbed the stairs to a little room at
the top of some old buildings. It was very

~

bare and comfortless. She found some sticks
and some pieces of coal, and kindled a blaze
in the grate; them .he sat down in front of
it and watched the light flicker on the walls.

She fancied that somehow the room did not
look quite so poor and shabby as it did on
other nights. The fire seemed to burn bigger
and brighter than it usually did. She felt

quite warm; and a feeling of wonderful peace-

and rest came over her.

Suddenly she became conscious of someone
in the room, standing beside her chair, and a
voice, exceedingly soft and ‘tender, seemed to
say to her ear—

‘Molly, Molly, “The Kingdom of God is with-
in you.” Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
these ye have done it unto me, Lo, I am with
you alway!’

The face of the woman with the baby pass-
ed before her and smiled.

Molly opened her eyes. The tears were run-
ning down her cheeks, and a great peace,
such as she had never felt before, filled her
soul,

‘Lord,’ she cried, ‘stretching out her wrinkled
hands, ‘dear Lord, I have found thee at last!’

—_———

Little Words.

(L. M. Montgomery, in the ‘Camadian
Churchman.’)

Just a little word that bore
Comfort to a heart grown sore,
Filled a day with better cheer
That had else been dull and drear,
Was that gentle little word.

Just a little word of scorn
Sharper than the rose’s thorn,
Spoiling gladness with its smart,
Rankling long within the heart,
Lightly spoken, sadly heard -
Was that bitter little word.

Oh, the power of little words.
Swifter they than winged birds,
Messengers of joy or pain,
Heavenly kindness, anger’s bane,
Borne on one fleet breath, they may
Hurt or help for many a day.

Let us make them brave and true,
Speaking none that we must rue,
For in some eternal year

We our words again may hear,
Echoing back to you and me,
Fruitage of their ministry.

¢ Give up Your Sin!’

This was the advice given to a London loaf<

er the other day by Mr. Charles Alexander,
the singing evangelist. I was accompanying
him down Paternoster Row, when a dejected,
disconsolate fellow came up and said: ‘Ex-
cuse me, sir, but I must ask you for help—I
have nothing in the world.’

‘Do you drink?’ said the evamgelist.

‘T sometimes take a glass of beer, tgplied
the pale-faced man.

‘I thought so. Looking at the hands of the
suppliant, Mr. Alexander added: ‘And you also
smoke cigarettes; both these thinxs bring a

man down.’.

Changing the note, the evangelmt said: ‘T
want you to know that God loves you. Mind,
I am not talking down to you; I love your
soul. The onmly reason I.am occupying the
position I am, and have a little money in my
pocket to give you, is found in the fact that
I have given my heart to God.

‘Why does not God make me love him?’

\quened the man, uuhgmntly, and with ill-
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feeling. ‘I am without food, and have not &
shirt to my back.

‘My friend, you must first give up your sin,
If you do not, you will doubtless remain as
you are. On the other hand, I am able to tell
you that in all my travels I never saw a live
Christian without a shirt to his back. God
clothes and feeds those who leave their sin,
and surrender themselves to his will.

Handing the man a piece of money, more
substantial than the usual charity gift, Mr
Alexander said: ‘Now remember that the man
who gives you this money is a Christian, who
tells you that God loves you. Do not spend
it in drink, but heed my words.

The man was broken down, and the tears of
gratitude flowed as he hastened to apologize
for ‘the rudeness and impertinence which he
had shown earlier in the conversation.

Continuing, the evangelist pressed home his
message: ‘Christ says: “Him that cometh unto
me, I will in no wise cast out.” You may fool
men, but you cannot deceive God. He says
he will be found of them that seek him with
all their hearts. But nothing short of a full
surrender will avail, and you must not ex-
pect God to take care of you—to feed and
clothe you—until you leave your sin. As a
Christian, you will find the promises and the
power of God working for your good.

The man asked for direction as to further
instruction and help, and was commended to
the care of well-known workers.—F, S. T,, in
the ‘Christian.’

Two Men and a Moral.

A pale young man sat down on a bench in
the park. He put a torn bag of tools under
the bench,

A small, red-faced man came behind him, He
stooped to steal the bag.

The pale man turned and said in a slow,
tired way: ‘Drop that. It ain’t worth steal-
ing.’

The ruddy man said, ‘Not if you're lookin’.!

The pale man set the bag at his feet and
said:

‘It’s poor business you’re in.

“You don’t look as if yours was any better.!
He sat down. ‘What is your callin’?’

‘I’m an iron worker bridge work.!

‘Don’t look strong enough.

“That’s so. I'm just out of the hospital;
got hurt three months ago.

‘I'm just out of the hospital, too, he grin-
ned.

‘What hospital?’

‘Sing Sing.

‘What? Jail?

‘Yies; not bad in winter, either. Theré's a
society helps a fellow after you quit that hos-
pital. Gives you gocd clothes, too.

‘Clothes? 1Is that so?’

‘Gets you work—"

‘Work! I wish they’d get me some.’

‘You ain’t bad enough, Go and grab somes
thin’. Get a short sentence; first crime. Come
out_and get looked after by nice ladies.

‘M&!,

‘Didn’t they do nothin’ for you when you
got out of that hospital?’

‘No! Why should they? I'm only an hon-
est mechanic. Are you goin’?’

‘Yes. I've got to go after that job. I+l
give me time to look about me. You look
bad. Good-bye.

The ruddy man rose, looked back, jingled
the few coins in his pocket, hesitated, and
walked away whistling,

The pale man sat still on the bench, star-
ing down at the ragged bag of tools at his
feet.—Dr. Weir Mitchell, in ‘Century.’
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On the Road to the Poor=
house,

(Miss Minnie Jones.)

It was on the afternoon of November 24.
The air was cold and damp. A gray mist
hung in shadowy clouds over the deep slug-
gish river that crept under the high iron bridge
and gurgled through the meadows. Down it
swept by the rich alluvial fields of corn and
laughed in the sunny pastures, where, in the
summer, the sleek cattle of Ezekiel Manlin
ate and drank their fill.

Uncle Zeke, as he was familiarly called,
had died in the spring; just as the crops were
finished planting he went to his rest, and an-
other must reap his bounteous sowing. The
bright days of spring-time were filled with
darkness and sadnéss to the gentle Elizabeth,
who had walked with him for thirty years
and shargd his joys and .sorrows. ' She had
borne her loss uncomplainingly and endured
her grief in silence.

As the days of summer came and went, the
duties of caring for the interests of the large
farm and the productive bank account par-
tially filled her mind.

She was a model of neatness in housekeep-
ing. Her kitchen the brightest, her rooms the

' most orderly in all the country arcund. No
books and papers lay in profusion upon her
sitting-room table, for no papers came; she
hadn’t time to read, and the books of half
a century ago were safe behind the glass doors
of the old-fashioned book-case. The apart-
ments seemed perfection in taste and refine-
ment., The carpets were beautiful but not
to be walked upon; the chairs and sofas lux-

uriant, but one looked around for somewhere”

to sit that these might not be disturbed.

On this day before Thanksgiving there weas
much baking, steaming and boeiling going on
in the bright kitchen. Dainty layers of snowy
cake, long rows of pumpkin pies and huge
dishes of amber jellies and preserves were
placed upon the pantry shelves. And when
they would kold no more, Elizabeth and the
faithful servant, Jerusha, ceased their baking.

The kin would come to-morrow. This was
a handed down custom with the Manlins.

There was . old Ezekiel's two brothers,
Thomas and William, who lived in the com-
fortable Manlin homestead in the next coun-
ty, a distance of sixteen miles. In early life
William had been a great traveller and been
much from home. When he did return he
lived with Thomas, whose home was open to
the wandering brother. They were fine old
gentlemen with precise and courteous man-
ners. Their coming always brought out the
best the house could command. Then there
was their sister, who lived at Elmville, six
miles distant, and Elizabeth’s two rieces,
daughters of her only brother who had died
years ago. 2 g

These said families assembled year after
year to partake of the hospitalities of Ezekiel
Manlin, Their coming brought no warmth or
gladness. Everything in order, every word
in place, every action 'dignified. This was

the prospect. Matters had gone on for years

in this same way, why change them?
There would be a vacant place to-morrow.

Elizabeth thought of this as she cut the meat

for the mince pies and added the fruits and
spices. This new grave out in the family
burying ground seemed fresher and the wound
in her heart more painful,

But the dinner must be finished. ‘Jerusha,
bring in the flour now. It is time the pies
were in, Tell Philip to fill the wood-box,

She went on giving orders, trying to banish
the sad thoughts of her mind. A swift
prayer was sent from the depth of her heart.
Poer weary soul, she did not know that God
was sending relief in a very different way
than she had asked or thought,

The night drew on and the clouds grew
more dense.
among the heavy boughs of the Norway
pines. Now laughing in glee, now dropping
to a dismal whigper that murmured in cadence
as it died away among the leafless trees of
the avenue. The house seemed empty and
lonesm{xe in spite of its handsome furniture
and bright lights. The wind grew wilder and
the chilly rain came against the windows in
gusts. Bedtime came and the household re-
tired. Quiet reigned. Peaceful sleep entered
and rocked to rest the weary ones.

Morning dawned clear and frosty. The sun
had not risen before Jerusha had cleared away
the remains of the morning meal and was
making sundry preparations for the dinner.
She brought out a great fat turkey ready for
the roasting pan. She lighted fires in -the
wide open fire places. Everything must be
in order before the first guest arrived. The
sister from Elmville usually came early. The
great house fairly beamed with expectation.

Nine o’clock came and Elizabeth was get-
ting into her gray poplin when there was a
loud ring at the front hall door. She hastened
to go to the door to receive her guests, To
her surprise, there stood a hack driver, from

"Elmville, surrounded by what seemed to her

a swarm of ragged children, with pinched
faces and pale blue eyes. The man spoke be-
fore Eliabeth could inquire his errand.

‘We've had a break down over by the
bridge. I'll have to take the waggon back to
Elmville to be patched up. I brought these up
here. (Pointing’to the group.) It’s teo cold
for ’em to stand out. I hate to bother you,’
he added, as a sort of an apology.

Llizabeth, fearful of the delay to the sour-
tempered Jerusha, told them to go around to

the kitchen where they could warm them-

selves.

A timid knock at the back door caused
Jerusha to set the pan of potatoes she was
paring on the table and open the door hur-
riedly. She surveyed the group. ‘Sakes alive,
what do ye want and who be ye any way,
prowling around people’s premises!’

The frightened group backed off a few
steps, the children clinging to the poor little
mother, who said in trembling tones: “The
lady said we could come in to get warm.

She drew her faded shawl closer about her
wasted form while the tears gushed from her
sunken, faded eyes. I do not know what
would have happened if Elizabeth had not
come into the room just then.

‘Let them in, Jerusha.’

‘What will we do with such a gang, when
we’re so busy?’ said Jerusha with some heat,
as the chilled and shivering forms gathered
around the kitchen fire, e

Elizabeth found real pleasure in bringing
chairs, and helping them to recomve their
scanty wraps.

There was the broken-down mother in fad-
ed calico, her wrinkled face and bony hands
telling plainly of toil, exposure and starva-
tion. There were five little ones who looked
old and worn even in babyhood. The starved
look went straight to the warm heart of
Elizabeth. She replenished the fire and mak-
ing them as comfortable as possible, went to
the front part of the house, Jerusha having
vanished into the pantry with her notatoes,

The wind howled and moaned *
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where she snorted in contempt for several

minutes. The group by the fire were left
alone and as they began to be warm the
chairs were moved farther from the fire.

Presently a boy of seven looked toward the
others with a roughish twinkle in his eyes,
while he rubbed his red swollen hands toge-
ther: ‘My, something smells good to eat, he
said with his little nose high and turning
his head, covered with tangled hair, from side
to side in survey of the bright room.  “It’s
turkey. I hear him bumping the sides of the
boiler.”

‘Look’ee there,” howled baby Milt, and five
pairs of longing eyes were turned toward the
half-closed pantry doors, where pies, jellies,
cakes, fruit, doughnuts and cranberries sat
waiting to be placed upon the dinmer table.
Even the shrinking mother gazed in contem-
plation. ‘And there’ almost shrieked Milt as
he stood up and stubbed around to his mother
as fast as his benumbed limbs would move.
‘May I bave one?’ he said coaxingly, point-
ing to a large basin of rosy apples.

‘No, you must be still) whispered the mo-
ther. ‘The man will come for us soon and we
will ride a long distance to—’

She stopped suddenly, took the hoy upon
her lap, while the tears flowed afresh. Si-
lIence fell and Jerusha came in and put the
potatoes to cook—then went into the dining-
room to set the table, thinking in her heart
that she ought to give them sofnexthing to eat
but determined in her mind she would not.

As she lifted a huge dish of doughnuts
from the shelf she heard Milt say in a ra-
ther hoarse plaintive tome that brought the
tears to her eyes: ‘Mother, will we eat our
breakfast when the man takes us to the
house for the poor?’

‘Yes, Milt.

‘I wish he would come now, I's drefful hun=

gry.

He sighed heavily as he looked toward the
apples. Jerusha slipped away to where Eli-
zabeth was selecting a great bundle of warm
wraps, shawls and blankets from the closet
under the ster.
ning, the two women went to the kitchen
where a large square table was moved out
from the wall and spreaq with a generous
supply of food and Jerusha Placed plates for
each, Milt counted as she put them down.

‘That’s for mamma; that's for me; them’s
for Bud and Nell and Beth ang George!”

The pt‘;or m:hbher tried in vain to keep him
interested in the antics of i i
b e e 4 tiny gray kl‘tte’n,

Elizabeth said kindly to them: ‘Would yot;
like a lunch? You will pe hungry; if yoﬁ
have far to go. S

The starving family needed no second in-
vitation. After they began eating u;é v:vo-.-
men went to finish™ the preparation for the
dinner. Little Milt between hiteg with his
mouth very full said he guessed this was
the place after all where the folks kept good
things for poor people.

‘I specs this is our Fanksgiven dinner, ain’t

it, Nell? 1 fink that lady must be Mrs, Santa

Claus, but she didn’t wait tij Christmas to
give’s things.

‘I wish we lived in the country yet, said.
Bud, who had been too husy to talk.

The mpther wept silently and Nell put o \

a sober face. ;
At length they again gat by the fire; the
poor woman shivered in the genial blaze,
‘Why do you cry?’ said- Elizabeth kindly.
‘My heart is brokenm, I have nothing to do
but weep. We are poor, wretchedly poor.
: ¥

After a few minutes’ plan-
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You are kind. We had no breakfast this
morning. There was nothing in the house to
eat. The landlord put us into the street,’
said Mary Wildon rapidly.

‘We were not always poor, she said. ‘Un-
til three years ago I did not know what want
was. See how rapidly we have gone to the
bottom. We lived on a fine farm just north
of Elmville. We sold it and went to live
in the city. My husband lest in a specuia-

 tion. Poverty came. It was more than his
proud nature could endure, We buried him
among the graves of the poor.

‘Since, I have been trying to support these.
My health failed. It was useless to try in
that wicked city—I see it all now. I would
not give up. We are being taken to the poor-
house. God have mercy on the poor who
have seen better days! At first I rebelled,
but I could get no work and did not want
to starve. I was so cold and faint this morn-
ing I did not think I could walk when the
wheel went to pieces. You have been very
kind to us. Cod will reward you!’

A sturdy knock at the door announced the
bhackman who had brought them there. Eliza-
beth tucked the thick blankets around the
wasted forms and kept back the raw east
wind with woollen shawls. While she was
doing this, she told the driver to take this
woman and her children back home, and that
she would drive over later in the day and
make arrangements for their comfort.

The puzzled driver started for the city,
while tears of joy streamed down Mary’s face,
and the children shouted with delight.

The relatives came at noon. Dinner was
served with the same dignity as usual. But
a joyous spirit seemed to pervade the at-
mosphere. Such a flowing of genial good
humor.  Elizabeth almost forgot about the
change that had come into her life.

‘When she related the events of the morn-
ing, her action was applauded, and the plan-
ming for Mrs. Wildon and the desolate chil-
dren was beautiful to hear. Elizabeth was
to carry the things to her.

I think Mary must have been glad she
started for the poor-house on Thanksgiving
morning, for it all turned out for -the very
best. I know Elizabeth thanked the Great
Giver, who said, It is more blessed to give
than to Ieceive.’-—txchange.

e <

Stick to the Farm,

The above advice is gratuitous, but we are
sure it is good. The city has many attrac-
tions for young country people, but it has,
as well, many snares and pitfalls for unwary,
inexperienced feet. Hundreds and thousands
of the unsuspecting youth who rush from the
farms into the cities, with pure intentions,
noble ambitions, and high hopes, land in the
slums, the dens of infamy, the penitentiary,
and go down to premature graves with blast-
ed lives and broken hearts. /'

‘This is no fancy picture; it is an awful,
deplorable fact! Had they stuck to the farm
they would have become prosperous, thrifty
citizens, lived pure, happy, healthy lives, and
gone down to honored graves, Going to the
city was their ruin. Why? A secular paper
answers this question graphically, yet truth-
fully, in the following: :

“Thousands of boys and girls and young men
and /women are coming to the cities. They
are attracted first by the commercial idea, the
earning of wages and the making of a for-
tune, all of which are right in themselves.
Their intentions, when they arrnive are gen-
erally laudable. They never think one mo-
‘ment of going wrong or landing behind the
bars; but on the start they are not guarded

enough in forming their associations. They
drep into low levels, and are mever able to
rise above them. Many of them fall into
pit-holes at the very beginning, and are not
able to extricate themselves, They are trap-
ped by their surroundings, and swallowed up
by evil companionships, They come from
Christian homes but fall into tempting dives.
They ars swep?t from their feet by the first
attack of temptations. The boy from the
country who arrives in the city to stay must
fortify himself with courage as with a coat
of mail, if he would withstand the assaults
that the visions will make to win over
to them.

But, our young friends, suppose you do
leave the farm, go to the city, keep straight
socially, morally and religiously, engage in
business and make a very fair average Suc-
cess of it; will you then be happier and have
a better, easier time than you would have
had, had you remained on the farm?

‘It is not 211 gold that glitters’ The resi-
dents of the ‘cities have their special advan-
tages, advantages of church, society, literary
enterbainment, free libraries, and all that;
but think of the heart-burdens, the weary
brains, the sleepless nights spent in planning
how to tide over financial crises, how to make
business a success, how to satisfy the de-
mands of employees, the demands of society
and social position, and a thousand and one
other perplexing problems of which the far-
mer knows nothing.

The farmer is a king,  He reigns over his
farm and his home. He has at his command
the resources of subsistence for himself and
his. He has his days of recreation, especial-
ly during the winter. The merchant, the
mechanic, the manufacturer, the professional
man are all dependent upon him. He can
stay at home or go to town, one day or an-
other, as he pleases. They must attend to
business promptly and diligently, day in and
day out, or they fail; and this all through
the live-long year. The farmer, having sown
his seed, then, as the rhymester puts it:

‘He stamps his foot and claps his hands,

And wheels around to” view his lands.

When night comes, the farmer, as the re-
sult of the day’s toil in the open air, and hav-
ing had plenty of pure, wholesome food  te
eat, retires at an early hour to enjoy a night's
healthy, refreshing sleep. The business man,
the clerk, the professional man whose name
is famous, the editor, these reach their homes
at a late hour, mervous, perplexed, with no
appetiite for food, and retire not to enjoy a
refreshing sleep, but to toss nervously on a
restless bed, lie awake striving to solve a
knotty problem of business, or, tortured with
insomnia, spend most of the night in a vain
effort to find rest in the embrace of ‘Nature’s
sweet restorer, balmy sleep. :

Boys, girls, the above is mot an imaginary
portrayal. On the contrary, it is the picture
of things real, drawn firom a long life of ac-
tual experience and practical thoughtful ob-
servation.—‘The '?elesco-pe.’

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for one
year, and receivé a nice Bagster Bible, bound

“in black pebbled cloth with red edges, suit-

able for Sabbath or Day School. Postage ex-
tra for Montreal and suburbs or foreign coun-
tries, except United States and its dependen-
cies; also Great Britain and Ireland, Trans-
vaal, Bermuda, Barbadoes, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,
and Zanzibar. No extra charge for postage in
the countties named.

THE MESSENGER. ' 5

Boys That are Wanted.

(Charlotta Perry, in the ‘Australian Christiam
World.”)
‘Wanted—boys,’ this want I find
As the city’s wants I read of
And that is so,—there’s a certain kind
Of boys that the world has need of.
The boys that are wanted are steady boys,
Unselfish, true and tender;
Holding more dear the sweet home joys
Than the club or the ballroom’s splendor.
Boys who have eyes for the sister's grace,
Swift hands for the household duty;
Who see in the mother’s patient face
The highest, holiest beauty.
Boys of earnest and noble aim,
The friends of the poor and lowly;
To whom forever a woman’s name
Is something sacred and holy.
Boys are wanted whose breaths are sweet,
The pure air undefiling;
Who scorn all falsehood and smooth deceit
That lead to a soul beguiling,
Boys who in scenes that. are glad and
bright,
Feel their pulses beat the faster,
But who hold each animal appetite
As servant and ‘\not as master,
* Boys are wanted whose strength can lead,
The weaker upon them leaning;
Boys whose ‘No’ is a ‘No’ indeed,
| And whose ‘Yes' has an equal meaning,.
Who are strong not only when life decrees
Its bitter. and heavy trials, :
But can practise its small economies,
And its everyday self-denials,
e SR s S

David Hodge’s Inspiration.

A STORY OF THANKSGIVING DAY,

(Lena Blinn Lewis, in the ‘Union

Gospel
News.’) 5

. David Hodge was ‘well-to-do,” but some peo-

ple spoke of him as being ‘a little close’ If
that was true it was due to inheritance and
not intention. David was sometimes a little
slow to comprehend the meaning of, ‘It is
more blessed to give than to receive, but he
was never known to refuse to help a good
cause if only in a small way. He and Mary
Anne had lived happily and comfortably on
the old farm for many years, and had been
satisfied with whdt life had brought to them.
Their friends were few, but they were com-
pany each for the other and their interests
had always been the same.

There had been talk at one time of a possi-
bility of Mary Anne’s looking with favor up-
on a likely young man from the city, but
that was twenty years ago. To Mary Anne
it was only a bit of color in the setting of
her life, for she had been true to the promise
to her mother to ‘look after David,” and, al-
though Mary Anne had been a spinster for
forty years or so, she did not look it. Her
round rosy face and gentle ways gave one
the impression that she was fitted to mother
the whole world as well as David. She was
wondering if she had failed in any detail, as
she put the finishing touches to the supper
table, and her brother’s cheery voice broke in
upon her dreaming, 2

‘They’re all ready, Mary Anne; don’t yo’
want to take a look at ’em?’ and holding the
lantern to carefully light the path, he led
the way to the great shed near the barn,

“‘Well they do look\fine, David, and she
raised herself on her toes to peep into the
waggon. Barrels of apples, bags of potatoes,
huge yellow pumpkins and green hubbard
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squash, to say nothing of the saucy looking
cabbages and pink cheeked turnips, all in
holiday attire, for the next day was market
day and the day before Thanksgiving, and
to David it was doubly important because
Mary Anne was to ‘go ’long.’

‘Yo’ see I've fixed the seat comfortable like,
with the blankets and this here bucket will
do for a foot rest, and’—

‘You're always so thoughtful o’ me, David,’
she answered as she pressed his arm, ‘But
come, supper’s ready and those flannel cakes
won’t improve with waitin.’’

The stars were still twinkling when the
“well loaded waggon left the lane which led
from the quaint old farmhouse to the road,
and it seemed that every rooster on the place
had a pleasant good morning and a sad fare-
well for the gebblers and chickens which were
perched on the top of the load and taking
their last ride to town. ‘Well’ said Mary
Anre, ‘this is comfortable, as she settled her-
self for the long drive to Dover. R

For some distance both were silent, then
David said earmestly, ‘Do you know, Mary
Anne, I've been thinking about Thanksgiving
day and what good times we used to have
when we were youngsters, and it’s been sort
o’ lonesome late years, don’t yo’ think?’

‘Why, yes, David, but we haven't any re-.

latives near here and Thanksgiving is a sort
of relation day, and there isn’t any one in
our - neighborhood we could ask to come to
dinner. So we have sort of let it slip along,
but if there was any one who would like to
come, why I am sure we'd enjoy asking them.’

‘Then let’s do it, Mary Anne.

‘But we don’t know any one, David.

‘That’s so, but do you know, these vege-
tables and birds have been in my mind for a
week, and it seemed I could hear ’em all say-
ing, “Freely ye have received, freely give,”
and when I went to sleep last night those
words were dancing before my eyes, “Freely
give, freely give.”’ :

“What ails you, David?’ and his sister look-
ed at him anxiously from over her spectacles.
That anything had disturbed David’s comfort
of mind, was a serious matter.

Yo' know we've read a lot in the paper
lately of the good the Salvation Army are
doing, right here in Dover, and of their great
need of funds, and they say as how they just
as soon have provisions as money. I've made
up my mind that I will give this load cf
vegetables to the poor, as our thank offering
to the Lord.)

Mary Anne’s face was a study; this gen-
erosity was overwhelming, but there came

' to her mind the want and need in many of
the homes and the scant supply with which
to feed so many hungry little souls, and she
wondered why she or David had not thought
‘to do this thing before. A whole load of win-
ter vegetables! but then, the Lord gave the
vegetables in the first place, and who had a
better right to them than his poor, and so
the long habit of saving and economy was
hidden behind the true feeling of helpfulness.

‘It is a grand idea, David, and I am glad you

want to do it, but how will you know where
to go?’

They were soon in the city and the streets
were full of the hurrying, busy people and

no one seemed to mnotice the two country folks

on the well loaded waggon, but David had
sighted a poke bonnet.

“There’s on2 o' those Salvation people now.
Whoa, Bill, whoa Charlie,/ and he drove up
to the side of the curb, and called out cheer-
ily, ‘Good morning Are you an Army lass?

The girl turned and looked wonderingly at
the farmer, but answered pleasantly, ‘Yes, sir,
is there anything I can do for you?’

_ paper.

David told their story, and tears filled her
eyes, and grasping his hand she said rever-
ently, ‘Praise God from whom all blessings
flow,’ and soon she was seated between them
and they drove to the Army headquarters,
where they could learn what was best to be
done. David insisted that he wanted to ‘ped-
dle’ the things out himself, so he and Mary
Anne could get a glimpse of the poorer dis-
tricts of their offering. Two assistants were
sent to accompany them and from house to
house, tenement to tenement they went, leav-
ing here a basket of potatoes, there a few
turnips and a cabbage, and always receiving
the grateful thanks of wretched mothers and
hungry children, and Mary Anne’s heart ached
to take them all into her own tender care.

Here it was that David received his inspira-
tion. Why not take a load of these little
children and tired mothers home with them
for Thanksgiving? Mary Anne was delighted
with the proposition, and at once she could
see where each would find a corner in the old
farm house, and perhaps real happiness be-
sides; it was discussed with the helpers, and
after some planning and much discussion as
to which of the needy ones should be chosen,
and a promise to those who were left that
they too should have a turn, four mothers and
six little urchins were stowed away in the
big high waggon, and a joyous party set out
for the country.

Such a Thanksgiving as it was! It seem-
ed that each child thought he was in fairy
land, and the worn, pale faces of the mothers
fairly shone with the gladness in their own
hearts, and, best of all, Thanksgiving was a
whole week long, and when the guests were
gone and David drove home, he said to him-
gelf and to Mary Anne, ‘It surely is more
blessed to give than to receive, and Thanks-
giving joys were theirs. i

—el————

Pretty Trifles Easily Made.

There is much to be said in favor of such
simple things as blotters, shaving pads, and
match scratchers for Christmas gifts. For one
reason, they arc not hard to make, take very
little {ime, and can be fashioned for the most
part of material easily procured, and, fur-
ther, in the nature of things, they need com-
stant remewal, so that, though you made a
number last year, fresh omes for this seasoa
will be quite in order.

BLOTTERS.

For these the indispensible thing is four or
five leaves of blotting paper, large enough to
more than cover an ordinary sheet of mnote
If you get half a dozen large sheets,
you will be surprised to see to what good
advantage they cuf up. You may put an un-
der-piece of stiff pasteboard to give your blot-
ter form, if you chose. If you do, and the
pasteboard is discolored, cover the upper side
with a sheet of blotting paper pasted onm, and
the underside with a piece of unruled letter
paper. . »

You may fasten the leaves to the founda-
tion with ribbon or silk cord, punching two
holes for it, er you can use one strong paper
fastener, to the top of which you will fasten
a bow of ribbon. In the former case the leaves
are thrown back in using the pad, in the other
they are turned round. Two strong brass
rings cut and put through the holes at- the top
instead of ribbon form a fastening that prob-
ably some would prefer, ;

There are many ways of decorating the top
sheet. Natural leaves, cak or maple, may be

pasted on, or some appropriate motto put on -

in fancy letters, such as ‘Blot out my faults,
‘Impressions from the pen of......,) ‘Pen and
ink sketches,” or something similar. :
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If you wish to make a more elaborate af-
fair, you can cover two sheets of pasteboard
with linen or other suitable material.  Join
them by means of a narrow band of the same,
and you have a strong cover, into which you
c¢an sew as mamy leaves of blotting paper as
you wish. You can ocutline anything you de-
sire on the linen cover before putting it on
the pasteboard, and you cam add pockets for
Paper and envelopes, if time and materials
permit, or fancy dictates.

SHAVING PADS.

These need not be pads at all, but pretty
balls of colored tissue paper, so well known
as not to need describing. It is a questionm,
however, if father or brother would not pre-
fer a real pad, for a ball half-used is not a
very tidy-looking arrangement, and it gets
dusty and faded before it is all finished.

A liberal number of sheets of tissue paper,
of any available color, and cut whatever size
and shape you choose, can be fastened secure=
ly on the back of a rather stiff piece of paste-
board, the whole furnished with a ribbon or
ring by which to hang it up. The chief point
in these articles is to be sure that, while each
sheet of paper may be quickly and easily torn
off, the pad itself will stand a vigorous pull
without coming to pieces.

The pasteboard cover may be deccrated to
suit the fancy, by painting. Applied pictures,
or flowers, or stamp work. Leather, too, would -
make a very pretty top. Three or four extra
bunches of paper for ‘refills’ would be 2
thoughtful addition.

MATCH SCRATCHERS.

These are truly endless in variety, yet all-
seem to turn round some play upon the words
‘match, ‘scratch,) or ‘strike’ Colored fashion
plates furnish a happy hunting ground for the
handsome young ladies ‘waiting for a match,
or for the ‘striking girls' (with tennis raquets
or golf sticks) that figure so largely in these
useful—indeed, almost necessary—neighbors to

the parlor match-box. :
A piece of sandpaper forming some part of
the costume and a suitable motto inked on the
foundation card is all that is needed besides.
Another line shows a rear view of the small
boy in overalls with all sorts of variations.
The chief point is the sandpaper patches on
the overalls, though very comical touches are
added by representing one button hanging by
a thread, ome of the suspenders ifastened by
a bent pin, or a tuft of hair coming through
the top of the big hat. Quaint lettering on the
card invites you to ‘Scratch your matches on
my patches, or ‘Don’t scratch your matches
on the walls, but scratch them on my overalls.
A third group of ideas might be developed
from one pretty design that showed a bustling
hen, surrounded by her newly hatched chicks,’
and announcing to the public that she and
they were ‘out for a scratch) The discolored
egg shells were of sand paper, and the figures
painted ; but they could be either painted or
applied according to taste and resources.
e P

NORTHERN MESSENGER PREMIUMS

A reliable and handsome Fountain Pen, usually
woid at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
nett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of five new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

The People's Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine
Doctor. This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep aund Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be glven to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a list of four new s ubscriptions to the ‘Nor=-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER’S MINION 8I BLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School. Each boy and
~girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
onme. Given for threenew subscriptions to the
Northern Messenger’ at forty cents each.

BAGSTER’S LONG PRI MER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
ppges, containing the following Valuable Bible
Helps, Concordance, A Iphabetical Index, Maps,
and Dlustrations, wit h other ailds to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northern
Messenger’ at 30 cents each or ten new sub- -
gcriptions at 40 cents each,
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How They Were Reconciled.
(Mary Sweet Potter, in the ‘Morning Star.’)

‘Let’s see—it’s two years this month since
we spoke to Hetty Cline—two years ago last
Friday.

‘I guess yowre right, Selina. ’Twas the
day befere I was fifty, and I was fifty-two
last Saturday. A pretty long time to go
without speaking to our nearest neighbor, Se-
lina.

‘Well, I know, ’Liza, but Hetty was dread-
ful aggravating and I couldn’t stand it an-
other minute.

‘That’s so, Selina, Still I don’t know as
twas of quite so much account as we thought
'twas then. I declare I can’t think just what
'twas that made the fuss, can you?’

‘Well, I rather guess I can!’ was Selina’s
prompt reply. “‘She would keep chickens and
they kept coming into our garden and some
of ’em got drowned in a shower one day and
she said our Peter caught ’em, and everybody
knows he’s been so stiff and blind for the
last three years that he couldn’t catch a
snail, let alone chickens.

. ‘Oh, yes! I remember now.’

‘And she threatened to have Peter Kkilled,
and then we had words and we haven’t spok-
en together since.

‘Yes, yes,, I remember it all now, well
enough. Words was all there was of it; our
cat didn’t kill her chickens, nor she didn’t
kill our cat, but for two years we have been
sulking at each other, just as if we had good
reason for it/

Eliza was potting her geraniums and Selina
sat just inside the doorway, shelling sweet
peas for next year's seed. Eliza’s tone and
manner cause her sister to look up with great
surprise.

‘Seem’s to me something’s come over you,
Eliza. You was jest as bitter as I was at
the time it happened.

‘Well, it’s time something come over me,
‘an’ you too, an’ we both professors! Did you
know she’s sick, Selina?’

‘Who? Hettie Cline? No, I didn’t know.
Selina arose from the border of the geranium
bed to look over into the yard of the neigh-
bor who was the subject of their conversa-
tion.

It lccks awful quiet over there, she said.
“There isn’t a soul stirring—oh, yes, there is.
There’s Kitty, the hired girl. Eliza Jane!
She’s just hung crape on the door-knob, as
sure’s you're alivel’

Eliza’s whole collectlon of seed peas were
allowed to drop to the floor and roll into var-
ious hiding-places while she eagerly craned
her neck to see the dreadful symbol of which
her sister had spoken.
the mournful sight, they turned and looked
into each other’s eyes.

‘We've let her die without ever making
up friends,’ almost whispered Eliza,

- ‘I'm afraid so,) replied Selina. = ‘What on
earth’s Kitty doing? Looks as if she was
taking up plants or gathering seeds.’

‘I guess not, with a death in the house,
Eliza said, trying to collect her scattered
peas, but with little st..ess, for her eyes
were full of tears. ‘What have we been
thinking of all this time, Selina?’

“The land o’ pity knows, I don’t; she ans-

wered. ‘I wouldn’t have been hard towards
Hetty for all the world, any more’n you would
_bave. :

Then thtey went into the house and sat
‘down in their little dark parlor with folded
hands as if already attending the funeral
of Hetty Cline.

‘I suppose we might as well try to be a lit-

Both having beheld

tle like human folks, and go over, Eliza said
at length. ‘There might be something we
could do. It must have been a very sudden
death. Mr. Andrews said she was sick, but
I thought it was a cold or somsthing of that
kind. I don’t think she even had a doctor.

In a short time the Lane sisters were walk-
ing up the path that led to Mrs. Cline’s
front door, their minds filled with thoughts
of regret and self-blame.

At the distance of a few feet from the door
they stopped short and looked in each other’s
faces.

That which they had taken to be crape tied
upon the docr knob was simply a black wor-
sted hood carelessly hung there, the owner
of which now appeared with a smiling face,
her hands filled with flower seeds of various
sorts, It was Kitty, Mrs. Cline’s maid of
all work.

‘How do you do?’ she said. ‘T'm gathering
flower seeds. You'll find Mrs, Cline right in
there. Throw my old hood down on the floor
or anywhere; 1 thought as the wind was a
little chilly I'd need it, but I didn’t, so I
hung it there.

‘For a moment Eliza and Selina Lane stood
irresolute, but soon deciding that they could
not retreat they went forward, and shortly
found themselves in Mrs. Cline’s sitting-room
feeling like bashful school girls. Mrs. Cline
in her astonishment appeared quite as ill
at ease as they when she greeted them, but
quickly regained self-possession and showed
her delight at seeing them very plainly.

‘We heard you was sick—'

‘We thought you was dead!” said the Lane
sisters, in ungrammatical concert, and then
Hattie Cline laughed outright for she under-
stood the situation perfectly, or thought she
did.

‘Well, 'm a little sick, but I ain’t dead,
she replied. ‘It seems too bad that we three
who used to be such good friends should have
become such enemies that only death could
bring us together in peace.

" “That’s so, responded Selina heartily.

‘And all about nothing, too, added Eliza.
‘It’s a burning shame, and I was just saying
so to Selina——'

‘When we saw Kitty hanging crape on the
door— ‘

‘Or we thought we did, and then we started
right off. 'm so glad you're alive, Hetty!’

‘And so am I said Selina, and the duet
ended and was succeeded by a flow of tears
quite as profuse as if the occasion had really
been one of death instead of reconciliation
and happiness.

_ Happiness, indeed, for the three friends re-
alize more ard more each day, as their lat-
ter years are passing, how much of gwiet hap-
piness they lost during those two bitter years

when they were estranged, and they try by

all the simple means they possess to atone
to themselves and each other, finding, how-
ever, that spite of all they can do they can
never bring back the golden time they spent
in thinking and saying bitter things.

Prizes Easily Earned.
The result of the second week’s competition

in the gold comlieti't'ion is announced in this

jssue. It would appear that the boys and
girls do not realize what an opportunity is
open to them to secure $200.00 in gold or at
least one of the weekly prizes of either $10.00
or $5.00, which are offered up to Dec. 24. Full
particulars of the compeutwn will be found in

- this issue
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Steadfast or Stubborn?

There was a man who thought he was 8@
steadfast and persevering, when he was only
stubborn, When anybody opposed him he was
unyielding, but when there was a long road
to travel, or a hard piece of work to be done,
he very soon grew tired.

‘When I start out on any new venture,’
said a young’ man, proudly, ‘I never give up
or make any changes till I carry it through.’
But when an engine is off the rails, the far-
ther it goes the more damage it does.

If we refuse to change our methods when
more light chows them to have been wrong,
it is not loyalty, but stubbornness. Some-
times conditions change, and we must change
our methods to meet the new conditions. But
underneath all changes, and greater than all
krowledge, are the eternal principles which
God has revealed to men. In loyalty to these
we may be defeated, but they will triumph
at last, and if we stand true to them God
will strengthen and establish our work for
him, ;

This is steadfastness,
steadfastness that
‘Christian Age.

not stubbornness—
is' sure of its reward.—

Life a Plan of God.

(The Rev. James Learmont, in the ‘Examiner.’)

There is a story told by Amdrew Fuller of
an incident in his early days. He says: ‘My
father was a farmer, and in my younger days
it was a’great boast among the ploughmen
that they could plough a straight line across
the ridges or furrows of the field. I thought
I could do this as well as any of them. One
day I saw such a line, which had just been
drawn, and I thought, “Now I have it.” Ac-
cordingly I laid hold of the plough, and, put-
ting ome of the horses into the furrow which
had just been made, I resolved to keep him
walking in it, and thus secure a parallel line.
By-and-bye, however, I observed that there
were what might be termed wriggles in this
furrow, and when I came to them they turn-
ed cut to be larger in mine than im the origi-
nal. On noticing this, I threw the plough
aside, and determined never to be an imita-
tor” And I think he came to a wise con-
clusion.

I have heard of a frog that was hunting for
flies one day in a meadow. Close by a cow
was quietly grazing. The frog said to him-
self, ‘I should just like to see whether I cam’t
be as big as that cow if I like’ So he puffed
out his sides until—he burst! So the frog
wanted to be something greater than he was,
really meant to be. A great many people are
very uninteresting to-day because they try
to copy somebody else, instead of being them-
selves.

I want to say a word or two to you about
this. If you copy others you will usually fall
short of the copy; in fact, the tendency will
be to copy the worst in others. The best
plan is to live your own life as inspired and
helped by God.

T‘he Rabbis used to say that before the
stone and timber were brought to Jerusalem
for the Temple, every stone and piece of tim-
ber was marked, so that before they started
for Jerusalem the architects knew where every
stone should be placed. It is like that in life,
We are all made by God to fit imto sOme one
place in the world. And it is only by geing
on doing the next duty that comes to us and
trusting in God that he can lead us into our
right place. : Only God knows where and what
that place is.

Let me tell you a story. T don’t know whe-
&«itum,butitinmdmomtobo

~
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troe. It is about two boys, Franz Knigstein
and Albrecht Durer. They were brought up
together in Nuremberg, and both intended to
be artists. With this purpose in view they
attended the study of Michael Wohlgemuth
for instruction. Thé parents of both boys
were poor, and it was a hard struggle to keep
their sons at their work until they were able
to take care of themselves. The master soon
found jout that Albrecht possessed genius, but
Franz would never make a great paimter. But
both were imdustrious and frugal and affec-
tionate. They loved each other dearly, and
were kind and true to those at home. Years
passed away; one went to Italy, and the other
continued his studies in Germany. Soon Franz
married, and after a time Albrecht also. The
old people died, and times were bad, and art
as a profession was dull. Albrecht feared
that Franz would never succeed as am artist,
as did their former master. Once they plan-
ned together to make a picture of the Pas-
sion of our Lord; and when they met to show
each other what they had dome, the picture
of Franz was cold and lifeless, while that of
Albrecht was a masterpiece and full of beauty.
It was a revelation. Franz himself saw the
difference. He was then in middle life, and he
saw that as an artist he was a failure; saw
that he must give it up, as he could never suc-
ceed. He Was a brave man; he did not com-
plain; only for ome awful moment he buried
his face in his hands. Then he said, with a
sob in his voice, though he was still full of
courage, ‘The good Lord gave me no such gift
as this, but he has something yet for me to
do; some homely work will yet be found for
me; I have been blind so long. I have lost
0 much time; be you the artist of Nurem-
berg, and I ;

‘Oh, Franz, be still an instant!” cried Al-
brecht, and a quick rush was made to the pa-
per before him on the table. Qnly a few lines
with a skilful hand he sketched. Franz really
thought he was addirg another stroke to his
drawing, and waited patiently, leaning over
the mantel with his fingers twined and clasp-
ed. Next day Albrecht showed his friend the
sheet. ‘Why, those are only my own hands,’
said Franz: ‘where did you get them?’ And
he answered, ‘I took them as you stood mak-
ing the sad surrender of your life so very,
very bravely, and I murmured to myself, those

* hands that may never paint a great picture

-

can now almost certainly make one. I have
faith in those folded hands, my brother-
friend. They will go to men’s hearts in the
years to come’ Amd the prophecy was true;
for all round the artistic world has gome the
tale and the picture. And the ‘Folded Hands,
by -Albrecht Durer, in the Gallery at Vienna,
are but the hands of his friend Franz Knig-
stein, once folded in sweet, brave resignation
when he gave up his heart’s wish, and yet
believed God had something for him to do.

There are some things, my dear boys and
girls, you will never be able to do. Pray to
God every day to open your way for you, that
you may reach the sphere he intends you for
—that you may be yourself and yet not your-
self, but that Christ may live in you. Thus
you will be God’s original and will be helped
to do what he would do were he in your place
to-day.

Wholeaﬂearfed 5

Half-heart is no better than half- hot. A
passenger asked the engineer, when the train
stopped, whether he was short of water, and
was answered, ‘Oh, no! There’s lots of wa-
ter, but it ain’t bilin’’ Many lives are held
back for the same reason. John made his re-
marks about' the luke-warm Christianity of

Giving Money Away.

T'wo weeks ago we gave $15in cash prizes
for $22.85 of subscription money.

Last week we gave $15 for only $8.35 of
subscription money.

This week we give $15 for only $15.90 of
subscription money.

The six people who have won the three
$10 and three $5 prizes for sending in most
subscription money for the ‘Witness', “World
Wide’, and ‘Northern Messenger’ in the last
three weeks have also received about
$25.00 in commissions, between them.

That looks like an easy way of making
money, doesn’t it ?

Why don’t you try ?

We are giving these cash prizes, one
of $10 and one of $5, every week until
Christmas, in addition to our very liberal
commissions, which alone are enough to make
canvassing for the ¢ Witness, ‘ World Wide’
and ¢ Northern Messenger' a very profitable
occupation for your spare time.

Besides, there is that prize of $200 com-
ing on June 1, 1905, to the one sending the
largest amount of subscription money (ex-

cept SundaySchool clubs for *Northern Mes-
_senger’) before that date. Everything you

send in now counts towards that prize, be-
sides giving you the chance of one of the
weekly prizes.

So far, Mr. Newcomb, who sent us $12.25
and got $18.23 in prizes and commissions
for himself, heads the list for the $200 prize.
You can beat that record.

Try your neighbors. Why shouldn’t they
appreciate our publications as much as you
do?

The following are the successtul competi-
tors in the gold competition for the week
ending November 5th :

First Prize —$10 to Archie A. McNaughton, Ontario,
who sends $10.15 worth of subscriptions, on which Mr. Me-
Naughton is entitled to $8.60 commission, making a total of
$18.60 cash secured for his list. »

Second Prize—$5.00 to A, L. Harvey, Ontario, who :

sends $5.75, mostly renewals.

The fourth weekly competition will close
Saturday, November 12th. There is ample
time to have a list secured before that date,

The lists must be marked ¢ Gold Com-
petition.”

.~ These Prizes were despatched on/
Monday.
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the Laodiceans sufficiently pointed to be clear-
ly understood.

Many times all that a man needs in or-
der to be a success in the work of God’s King-
dom is to go on doing exactly the tltings he
is now doing, but to do them with all his
might instead of only with his little finger.

‘

Plainest, simplest Christian lives can shine
like the apostles’ when they get their bap-
tism of fire. In the trecords of Istael we are
told that when Judah sought Jehovah ‘with
their whole desire,” he was found of them. In
God's service the holy heart will be the whole
heart.—‘S. S. Times.



The Disobedient Frog.

There was once a little frog, and,
like some little people, he did not
always do as he was bid, and he
gometimes did what he was ex-
pressly forbidden to do. He was
strictly forbidden by his mother, a
very wise old frog, not to go near
the turkeys in Farmer Watson’s
yard; but the turkeys were so beau-
tiful, so unlike common turkeys, he
thought there would be no harm in
forgetting his mother’s warning.

The turkeys certainly were beau-

tiful ; they were a deep copper color
with white tips to their wings, and

white tails, and a little black tuft
on their breasts; they had a fleshy
pointed flap hanging over their bills
like other turkeys, and bare heads
~and necks. There were a large
number of them, and several of

them came to the front of the shed

to look at Master Frog as soon as

-
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' : THE LITTLE FROG STARED ON.

they heard his croak ; no doubt they
all longed to have a peck at him,
but they could not reach him, so he
was not afraid, but stared out of his
bright eyes at them.

One of them was very angry and
gobbled furiously at him; the old
turkey-cock pretended he would
not take the trouble to peck at the
frog if he could; three young tur-
keys strained every nerve to reach
him, but the little frog stared on
and thought how silly it was of
his mother to be so nervous, the
turkeys could not possibly get him,

~ there was no danger——

* Crash! lqang! gobble, gobble!
A hob-nailed boot came crushing

down on the little frog—all that

was left of him was a flattened mass <

‘he never saw . turkeys or anything

else again, for Farmer Watson had
Killed him. \ i
So Mrs. Frog was the wiser after

FOLK S

all, and the moral is, it is never
safe or wise to disobey your parents.
—¢Sunday Reading for the Young.’

The Power of Sympathy.
The memory of a kindly word
For long gone by,
The fragrance of a fading flower
Sent lovingly,
The gleaming of a sudden smile
Or sudden tear,
The warmer pressure of the hand,
The word of cheer,
The hush that means, ‘I cannot
speak
But I have heard,
The note that only bears a verse
From God’s own Word—
Such tiny things we hardly count
As ministry,
The givers deeming they have
shown
Scant sympathy ;
But when the heartis overwrought.
Oh, who can tell
The power of such tiny things
To make it well!
—*League Journal.’
s R EREA T
The Children of the Wood.
Morlling and Kvening.
(By M. S. M, in * Canadian Baptist,”

¢Oh, dear ! sighed Mother Earth,
‘T have so much to do and so little
time to do it in. There are creep-
ers to make for Arbutus, a frock for
Jack (in-the pulpit), and Violet has
been crying all week for a dress
like Mrs. Rainbow’s. There are so:
many of the little darlings, and
they all have their own notions
about their spring clothes. I de-
clare, I am almost distracted,

But Mother Earth managed to
get the creepers made in time ; and,
just as-Arbutus was starting out,
she called after her, ‘Now dear,
don’t stay away too long, because
‘you cannot all be off at the same
time, and some of these other rest-
less little folks are anxious to be
out making the pootr old world
brighter” Then after a moment
ghe continued, a‘s she felt a tugging
at her new green skirt. ‘Whatdo
you want, Lily? Do not pull at
‘my dress so. Thirsty? Never-
mind, dear, I will ask Mr. Cloud if
he has any water to spare.’

¢ You are most welcome to any-

\

f \
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thing I have, Mrs. Earth,’ answered
Mr. Cloud. ‘I will send some
water down in the morning. Thére
are so many of your little ones, that
I find it hard to keep track of them
all, but,” he added with a twinkle
in his eyes, ‘I think they all know
me, and like me, even though Iam
old and cross.’

‘We like Mr. Sun, too,” piped
little Marguerite, who had been
known to sit in a field for hours and
gaze up into that gentleman’s face,
‘He smiles so sweetly, and when
he gets tired and goes to bed, we
all feel sorry ; and sometimes we
cry. Then in the morning when
he wakens, we all cry again because
we are so glad to see him.’

‘How quickly this summer has
passed I’ exclaimed Mrs. Earth, as
she looked up and saw, one by one,
her children coming back to her.
‘Here it is time to put them all to
bed again, and it seems but a little
while since I dressed them and sent
them off. Mr. Northwind told me
that Mrs, Cloud was intending to
send me another white coverlet like

the one she sent me last autumn. :
- Firstin ye booke, and nexte in thee.

Mr. Sun took it last spring, and I
shall need one for the children’s
bed.’

So Mother Earth tucked all her
tired little ones snugly away for the
winter night. Mr. Sun’s face took
on a stern expression to hide his
real feeling of loneliness for his
little flower-friends, Mr. Cloud hur-
ried away from the desolate scene,
only pausing a moment to drop a
few tears on the spot where, a little
while before, a merry group of
Violets had smiled shyly up at him.

¢ Hush, hush, crooned Mother
Earth. ‘Sleep, tired little ones,
sleep, Mot®er will call you early
in the Spring.

Little by thtle.

Little by little,” & small boy said,
And each day the littles he stored
in his liead ;
Little by little i in wisdom he grew,
Learning ecach day a little that’s
. new,
Till at last the world in amazement
cries
‘How great is the man, how won-

drous wise.’

Sample Copies.

Any subscriber who would like to have speci-
men copies of the ‘Northern Messenger’ sent

to friends can send the names with addresses -

and we will be pleased to supply them, free
of oosf. ¥
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The Song of the Cat.

The cat! ~ The cat!
She sits on the mat
All day a-winking and purring ;
The lazy cat,
She’s blind as a bat,
When the rats and the mice are
stirring.

Our sleepy cat!
There’s never a rat
Or a mouse afraid to wake her,
QOur harmless cat,
For the matter of that,
Is the very cat for a Quaker.

The cat! The cat!
What would she be at
If left as her own provider ?
Poor cat! Poor cat!
She’d starve on the mat.
And the mice would dance beside
her,

—Waif.

Found in an Ancient Bible.

When thou readest what here is
writt,

Let thy best practice second it;

So twice each precept read shall be—

- Ada’s Victory.

(By Rose K., in ‘The Canadian
: Baptist.’)

In the little village of H s
few years ago, lived Ada Smith, a
bright faced romping little miss
with light yellow curls, and laugh-
ing blue eyes. She was nearly
always dressed in blue, for she
was very fond of what, in her still
earlier days, she had called her
‘b’ue d’ess,” so much so, that no
dress was pretty in her eyes unless
there was some blue in it. Papa
called her his little . blue bird.
When she was thirteen years old
she gave her heart to Jesus, that

-dear Saviour who longs for the

hedrts of all the boys and girls,
that he may be their Lmdest truest
friend for ever.

Having taken him as her Master

she earnestly desired to serve him.

truly every day of her life; but lo,
right in the path, almost blockad-
ing her way, was a great strong
giant! She tried to find some way
of getting around him, but in vain.
There he was, and evidently meant
to remain right in her way.

Other smaller giants there were,
too; but the one in particular which

Nov. 18, 1904.

gave her so much trouble went by
the name of Bad Temper. Per-
haps you are acquainted with
some of hig relatlves of the same
name,

This Bad Temper kept a great
many servants. Three, Sharp
Tongue, Spite, and Pout, he al-
ways kept at his side, ready to do
his bidding; others he kept a little
farther off, but within easy calling
distance. Although she had known
it was not right, Ada had been to

& great extent simply obeying this

giant’s directions. Now, when she
found that he was hindering her
so much, from walking the path in
which her new Master would have .
her walk, she longed, oh, so much,
to escape from him, but, ah, how
firmly seated she found him to be.
Often he would seemingly cast a

~ spell over her, and Sharp Tongue,
Pout, or one of his other servants,

would fly right to her side and tell
her what to do, and she would un-
thinkingly obey; and by so doing
bring tears into the eyes of her
dear mamma, or a sorrowful,
troubled look on the face of her
papa. Then she would go away
and cry about it, for she was really
a loving, kind-hearted little girl
when not obeying this giant, and
did not want to give them pain.

‘Oh, how can I ever be even a
little bit like the gentle Jesus, SO
meek and mild, she would some-
times ask herself when her mamma
or her Sunday School teacher
talked of how even little Chris-
tians should strive to become like
their Saviour. -

On the way home from school
one day she and four or five of her
girl friends planned to go imme-
diately after tea and gather chest-
nuts from the big tree which stood

on the edge of her uncle’s woods;
but after tea, Ada’s mamma asked

“her to help her with the dishes,

that she might have time to call on
a friend that evening. Ada took
the wiping towel, and made her,
little hands fly as fast as she could, -
standing first on one foot and then
on the other to hasten the process,
and tripping lightly to and from
the sideboard and kitchen table, *
chatting all the while about the
lovely time she and the girls would
have gathering chestnuts. © When
the dishes were nearly finished her
brother Eddie ecame into the
kitchen, and seeing Ada’s haste,
went and playfully stood in the
doorway as she started, with a
pretty plate in her hand to gO to

the sideboard.
(To be contxnued)

-
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Aunt Becky’s Advice.

Josiah, put your slippers on,
And cease this needless clatter;
I want to have a word with you
About a little matter.

I heard you on your knees last pight
Ask help to keep from straying,

And now I want to know if you
Will vote as yowve been praying?

Josiah, look me in the face;
You know this town’s condition,
Yet you have never cast a vote
Right out for Prohibition,

s You've prayed as loud as any man
While with the tide a-floating;
Josiah, you must stop such work,
And do some better voting.

-“We women pray for better times,

And work right hard to make them;
You men vote whiskey with its crimes,

And we just have to take them.

How long, Josiah, must this be?
We work and pray ’gainst evil;
You pray all right, for what I see,
But vote plum for the devil.
—Exchange.

Point.

000,

in great abundance.
judge, proposed ‘the temperanca cause.
pretty drunk.
get. He said:

cognize its fitness.

alty with a period of punishment.)

and Mr. Bantram said:
‘I hear the popping of corks.

dangers the State.
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A Brave Man Speaks to the

An addition was made some years ago to
the jail in Paterson, N.J., at a cost of $30,~
When it was completed the county offi-
cers and contractor celebrated the event by a
banquet in the building. There were liquors
After a number of toasts
had been drunk, the gentleman presiding, a

was probably done because they were getting
‘Mz. Bantram, a temperance
man, was called on to respond to the toast,
and did so in the following stinging speech,
which some of them perhaps will never for-

‘I thank you for this invitation, and I re-
You have assembled to
celebrate the enlargement of this jail, render-
ed necessary by the use of strong drink, in
which you are so freely indulging this day.
Downstairs the cells and corridors are crowded
with criminals who have but changed plage.s.
A few years ago they were respected citi-
zens, some of them occupying as responsible
positions as those now occupied by yourselves,
but they commenced as you have commenced,
and they comtinued as many of you are con-
tinuing, and to-day they are reaping the har-
vest in a career of crime, and paying the pen-

At this moment another ba’ctlg was opened,

I listen to
~the merry voices, and the praises you are
singing to the infernal spirit of wine; but
there comes to me the refrain, from the pris-
oner’s cell, who is shedding penitential tears
over his folly, and accompanied by the sti
sadder wail of anguish uttered by the broken-
hearted wife, worse than widowed through
the traffic of strong drink, which, as a judge
in. your courts said, “is the great promoter of
crime,” a traffic licensed by your votes, and
sustained by the patronage you are this day
‘giving it. It is with inexpressible sadness that
I discover that there can be found in this
county so many men with hearts so hard-
ened, feelings so calloused, sensibilities so
blunted, that in a place like this, under cir-
cumstances like these, they dare raise to their
lips that which depraves the citizen, and en-
Thanking you, gentle-
men, for this unexpected privileg'e,‘.l take my
- seat, fully conscious that you will never call
 on me again under similar circumstances.
: e s

. “Northern Messenger’ subscribers may have
their own subscriptions extended one year, free
_of charge, by remitting eighty cents for two

What It Costs.
(N. E. A, in the ‘Chicago Journal’)

Taking the lowest possible view of it whis-
key does not pay. :

The story is told of a successful' business
man with a salary of $7,500 who believed
that good feilowship no less than the neces-
sity of business required that he should drink
with his customers. But the end of each
year he discovered that he was saving no
money. After paying his living expenses there
was nothing left.

Then he decided to keep an accurate ex-
pense account.

Without changing his bibulous habits he put
down the price of every drink. ‘At the end of
thirty days he was amazed to find that he
had spent $300 for liquors. The little mem-
orandum hbook showed precisely what he had
spent over the bar, ‘treating the house, wine
suppers, cabs when he was unable to walk,
cash spent in treating.

He gave up whiskey drinking altogether.

The motive in his case was not the highest
in the world, but it was effective.

Mr, Workingman:

If you drink, have you ever counted the
actual cost in dollars and cents? Saloon
keepers say their largest support comes from
men who labor. Is that-true? It is stated
on good authority that from ome-third to ome-
half the wages of working-men in this coun-
try go over the bar. Is that true? If so, how
much are you contributing?

If one-third to omne-half of your wages go
to the saloon proprietor you are spending pro-
portionately as much as the man who spent
$300 a month. Can you afford that?

Keep an expense account for a month.

Figure up how much you are taking from
your wife and children to give to the wife
and children of the saloon man.

The amocunt will probably surprise you.

All Bad.

I do not know one good thing about the
galoon. It is an evil thing that has not one re-
deeming feature in all its history to commend
it to good men. It desecrates the Sabbath;
it profanes the name of religion; it defies pub-
lic order; it tramples under foot the tenderest
feelings of humanity; it is a moral pestilence

. that blights the very atmosphere of town and

country; it is a stain upon honesty; a blur
upon purity; a clog upon progress; a check
upon the nobler impulses; it is an incentive to
falsehood, deceit and crime.

From such a hateful fountain head can there
ever flow a clear stream? Can you name one
good thing the saloon has ever dome for hu-
manity—one good thing—but one instance in
which it has brought forth fruit unto right-
eousness—one influence, sweet and healthful,
and pure, gracious and beautiful which will
linger lovingly in the memory of men, when

you have buried the rum power, to make them

say, ‘God bless the saloon for the good it did?’

Look through the history of the hateful thing

and read one page over which some mother
can bow her grateful head and thank God for
all the saloon did for her boy. There is no
such record. All its history is written in
tears and blocd, with smears of shame and
with the stains of crime, and dark blots of
disgrace, 3 :
Men, are you going to stand for this thing?

Are you going to vote for it? Are you going

to put men into office, in city or county, men
who will be the tools of the saloon power?
As you love the fair name of your city get

together and make your lives and your united

strength tell for all that is best and for all
that is cleanest in good government.—Robert
J. Burdette. : S

{ —_———

Another Cure.

Many and varied are the cures for drunk-
enness, but in spite of them all the evil goes
on as extensively as ever. The latest theory
js that the craving for drink can be destroy-
ed by the adoption of a certain diet. Ac-
cording to an ‘experienced physician, whose
name, however,we are not permitted to know,
4t is morally and physically impossible for
any man to remain a drunkard who can be
induced to forego the use of tobacco, tea, cof-
fee, spicy condiments, common salt, flesh

- meats, and medicinal drugs. If his diet con-
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sists of grains, fruits, and vegetables, sim-i
ply cooked, he cannot retain an appetite for
strong drink. The desire dies out of him, and
in its stead comes up -a disgust. This dis-
gust is as decidedly moral as it is physical.
His better nature revolts at the thought of
drinking, and the power in him to resist is
strengthened thereby.’ The cure seems sim-
ple enough. Those afflicted with the terrible
craving might give it a trial. If it does no
good, it is sure to do no harm.—‘Temperance
Leader.
Pl o L AT

An Appropriate Name.

Near Harlem there is a brewery called the
‘Hell Gate Brewery’ That is a proper name.
It is conveniently situated, for it is opposite
Blackwell’s Island, the place where many of
its customers go as prisoners after they have
been skinned of their earthly possessions. And
it is also near Potter’s Field, where the pau-
pers are buried.—New York ‘Witness.’

Boys and Girls,

Show your teacher, your superintendent or
your pastor, the following ‘World Wide’ list
of contents.

Ask him if he thinks your parents woxld
enjoy such a paper,

If he says yes then ask your father or
mother if they would like to fill np the bl.ak
Coupon at the bottom of this column, and we
will send ‘Worll Wide’ on trial, free of charge,
for one month. :

COUPON.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Publishers ‘World Wide,’
Montreal.
Dear Sirs,
Please send ‘World Wide’ on trial,
free of charge for one month, to

Name

Address

‘World Wide’ has been recommended
to me by .

Rev,, Dr., Mr, Mra. or Miss

who knows ‘World Wide' by reputation
or is a subscriber,

#

The following are the contents of the issue
of Nov. 5, of “World Wide':

ALL T WORLD OVER1.

Balfour Congratulates all the Nations on Averting War— -
k * World.'

""The New Yorl
In Behllf‘ of Peacs--Sccretary Hay Issues Call for Second
Hague Conference - American Papers.
At the Front with Kurcki—Lhe Fighting near Yen-tai—The
‘ Standard,’ London. 2
Russin's Next Loan -- The New York ‘ Times."
The Trend of Political Affairs in Canada By Agnes C.
Laut, in the * mer.can Monthly Review of Reviews,’
Does Mr. Balfour Repudiato Mr. Chamberiain ?- The Man-
cliester ‘ Guard an,’ s
Notable Ggaeech lg M . Churchill -The Cr.owth of Public
Expenditare -4 he Manchest r * Guard'au.’
The Presidential Elections in the United States—The' Ameri-
can Mu’m,hl‘g-i eview of Roviews,'
Lippe-Detmold ~The Munchester  Guardian,'
The Feastof All Souls in Mexico —~The New York ‘ Tribune.’
The Scottish Church Crisis—Negotiations Broken Off—
English Papere,
Tho yening of the United Free Church Colleges - Address
y Princijal Rainy—The ‘Standard,’ London.
s¥m¥‘u’.chy for the Frees—The ‘Standard,” London.
The Warfare Betwe:n the Scottish Churchas —The *People’s
Journal,” Dundee,

SOMETIHING ABOUT THS AR'TS.
‘Modern Musical Drift'—Mr. Hend ? i
* Parsifal’ and Richard Strauss—The ﬁ?\?lnYnur;hF ;:m:,n-
Saturday Review.'
SirLoE%wnrd Elgar—A Mcnograph—Tae * Daily Telegraph,’
ndon. 4

CONCERNING THINGS LITSZARY
Prayer-Perfect - Foem, by James Whitecomb i
e
ouse —Poem, by rt Louis
The Art of Thanks ~The ' Spectator. o g
Bevere cism ed—Ellen Thorneyeroft F !
StoryTh 8t Jamos's Gazette,” London, - " " NoW
Marie Corelli's New Book—The *Onlooker,” London,
The American Tragedy —The Opmgzn Lot—~Robert Herrick's

Latest Story—The ‘ Outlook, :
Gihost Stories 01d and New—The * Standard,’ London,
HINTS OF Tilit PROIREIS OF KNOWLEDGE,

‘asks of the New Bducation—The New York *Eveni 3
 Stars in November—The ' Times,” New York.  © Fout.

THINGS NEW AND OLD

-



LESSON IX.—NOV. 27.
World’s Temperance Lesson.
Isaiah xxviii,, 1-13.

Golden Text.

. They also have erred through wine, and
through strong drink are out of the way.—
Isaiah xxviii., 7.

Home Readings,

Mbnday, Nov., 21.—Is. xxviii, 1-13.
Tuesday, Nov. 22.—Is. xxviii.,, 14-22.
Wednesday, Nov. 23.—Is, lvi, 1-12.
Thursday, Nov. 24.—Num. vi,, 1-12.
Friday, Nov. 25.—Jer. xxxv., 1-1I,
Saturday, Nov. 26.—Is. v., 11-25,
Sunday, Nov. 27 —Hab. ii, 5-17.

(By R. M. Kurt.)
INTRODUCTION.

This is the temperance lesson and <. a0 not
have to go out of the portion of history we
kave been studying to get the facts and state-
ments we need to emphasize the principles- of
temperance.

As we saw last week, the Jews, both in the
southern and northern kingdoms, had been very
prosperous in temporal matters, and had been
led into luxurious living, so that a moral de-
cline had followed, and the people had drifted
into drunkenness and debauchery. 2

At the time of the message in to-day’s les-
son, the northern kingdom, Israel, was in its
cloging days. A few years later and it had
passed away from among the natioms of the
earth, Already the great prophet, Isaiah, sees
it passing into the shadow of natiomal death,
and he also perceives its cause, Drunkenness
is the cause.

A NATION’S FADING GLORY.

1. ‘Woe to the crown of pride, to the drunk-
ards of Ephraim, whose glorious beauty is a
fading flower, which are om the head of the
fat valleys of them that are overcome with
wine!

2. ‘Behold, the Lerd hath a mighty and
strong one, which as a tempest of hail, and a
destroying storm, as a flood of mighty waters
overflowing, shall cast down to the earth with
the hand. %

3. “The crown of pride, the drunkards of
Ephraim, shall be trodden under feet:

4 ‘Amnd the glorious beauty, which is on the
head of the fat valley, shall be a fading flow-
er, and as the hasty fruit before the summer;
which when he that looketh upom it seeth,
while it is yet in his hand he eateth it up.

Isaiah uttered his prophecies for the greater
part in Jerusalem, but in this lesson he is
calling upon Judah to observe the weakened
condition of - Israel, owing to their drunken
and immoral condition as a nation, Judah’s
_ position, between Egypt and Assyria, the two
great world powers, and Judah’s departure
from - following the laws of God, were toge-
ther full of danger to the natiomal existence
of Judah, and Isaiah is earnestly exhorting
the people to take a lesson from the kingdom
of Israel.

Ephraim, by whose name the kingdom of
Istacl was called, was the leading tribe of the
ten that had revolted, and the ‘crown’ evi-
dently refers to the capital, Samaria, which
crowned a hill. Samaria’s beauty was noted;
it had palaces, gardens, vineyards, and olive
yards, and there was much luxury in the lives
of its people. ‘Plain living and high think-
ing’ have always teen associated.

But the Lord had ‘a mighty and a strong
one,” Assyria, that should come down as a ter-
rific storm and punish the rebellious people
of the northern kingdom. Their  glory should
fade, and they should be devoured as one
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snatches and eats the ‘first ripe fig’ (Revised)
that he may find early in the season.

A RAY OF LIGHT.

5. ‘In that day shall the Lord of hosts be
for a crown of glory, and for a diadem of
beauty, unto the residue of his people.

6. ‘And for a spirit of judgment to him
that sitteth in judgment, and for strength to
them that turn the battle to the gate.’

In studying the prophets you will see that
no matter how severe God’s message is, he al-
ways sends with it a word of hope. His final
plans are not to be broken by Israel’'s wick-
edness, they were his people and he loved
them, even though their sins brought down
punishment upon them. .

There would come a day when Israel should
look upon the Lord as their crown of glory,
rather than to their own buildings and cities
and wealth and splendor. Justice should he
give to rulers and strength to the armies that
contended with their enemies. As yet unful-
filled, that prophecy is to-day a source of
hope to the scattered people, and to devout
Christians as well.

A WORD TO JUDAH.

7. ‘But they also have erred through wine,
and through streng drink are out of the way:
the priest and the prophet have erred through
strong drink, they are swallowed up of wine,
they are out of the way through stromg drink:
they err in vision, they stumble in judgment.

8. ‘For all tables are full of vomit and filthi-
ness, so that there was no place clean.

The Revised Version says, ‘But these also
have erred,’ etc. The prophet had been direct-
ing attemtion. to the northern kingdom, but
now he turns to Judah and shows that they
also are guilty of drunkenness.

Even the priest and the prophet in Judah,
Isaiah boldly charges, are guilty with the rest,
amd their vision and judgment indicate their
condition. Isaiah dces not hesitate to speak
also, in direct and homely phrase, of the filthy

~condition of the scenes of drunken revel.

THE PEOPLE'S RESENTMENT,

9. ‘Whom shall he teach knowledge? and
whom shall he make to understand a doc-
trine? them that are weaned from the milk,
and drawn from the breasts.

10, ‘For precept must be upon precept, pre-
cept upon precept ; line upon line, line upon
line; here a little, and there a little;’

Thege two verses are understood to be the
reply of the drinkers in Jerusalem to the re-
buke of Isaiah. They mock his continuous
worlls, everywhere and on all occasions con-
demning their drunkemmess. To whom is he
talking, to children just weaned? For he
gives them precept upon precept and line upon
line.

ISATAH REPLIES.

Revised Version. 11, ‘Nay, but by men of
strange lips and with another tongue will he
speak to this people: .
© 12, ‘to whom he said, This is the rest, give
ye rest to him that is weary; amd this is the
refreshing: yet they would not hear.

13. ‘Therefore shall the word of the Lord.

be unto them precept upon precept, precept
upon precept; line upon lire, line upon line;
here a little, and there a little; that they may
go and fall backward, and be broken, and
snared, and taken.

Isaiah amswers the sneers of the drunkards
by reminding them of the coming of Assyria’s
hordes that were already beginning to over-
run Israel and soon destroyed it. God had
showed them how they might have rest, might

escape, yet they would not hear, and now

destruction was at hand. - ;

. With the coming of the Assyrians they
should learn ini sorrow and precept upsn pre-
cept the lesson they had refused before.

The warning, as personally applied, is to
the one who is babbling in drink, who will not
take heed, and léarn from the end of those
who have gone the way of the dfunkard, but
‘who sneer at the preacher and the temperance
advocate, and belittle their counsel. On this
point of moderate drinking the ‘Herald and
};nesbyi;er’ gives the experience of one nation

us:

‘If moderate drinking led to more modera-
tion, and that to total abstinence, it would
not be dangerous. The trouble is that it leads
to more drinking and intemperance. Fifty
years ago in Framce, the people drank- freely
of light wines, using little strong drink. But
the Fremch people have learned a sad lesson.

-
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The wines created a thirst for intoxicants,
and now strong drink has a firm hold of that
people. Light wines are no longer satisfac-
tory; distilled liquor and drunkenness are the
ccmmon thing. The average consumption of
alcohol is thirty-three pints a year to each
inhabitant, twice as much as in any other.
country in Europe, except Switzerland; eight
times as much as in Canada. It is a sad
commentary on mederate drinking, but a very
suggestive one.’

The lesson for December 4 is, Hezekiah Re-
opens the Temple.” II, Chron, xxix., 18-3I.

C. E. Topic.

Sunday, Nov. 27.—Topic—How intemper-
ance hinders missions. Rom. xiv., 13-21.

Junior C, E. Topic.
THE PASSOVER.

Monday, Nov. 21.—Preparing the Passover
feast. 'Ex, xii., 1-10.

Tuesday, Nov. 22.—Why they kept the
feast. Ex. xii, 13-20,

Wednesday, Nov. 23.—The sprinkled blocd.
Ex. xii.! 23X, 22 4

Thursday, Nov. 24.—‘The Lord will pass
over’ Ex, xii., 23.

Friday, Nov. 25.—Telling the children. EX.
xii,, 26-28,

Saturday, Nov. 26.—Jesus at the Passover.
John ii.,, 13-25. 7 :

Sunday, Nov.
feast and what it meant.
Matt. xxvi.,, 17-30.

27.—’i‘opic—-The Passover
Ex. xii, 11-14)

Why 1 Attend Church on a
Rainy Sabbath.

I attend church on rainy Sundays because—

1. God has blessed the Lord’s Day and hal-
lowed it, making no exceptions for hot or
cold or stormy days.

2. 1 expect my minister to be there. I should
be surprised if he were to stay at home on ac-
count of the weather.

3. If his hands fall through great weakness,
1 shall have great reason to blame myself un-
less I sustain him by my prayers and my
presence.

4. By staying away I may lose the prayers
which may bring God’s blessing, and the ser-
mon that would have done me' great good.

5. My presence is more needful on Sundays
when there are few than on those days when
the church is crowded.

6. Whatever station I may hold in the church
my example must influence others. If I stay:
away, why not they? :

7. On any important business, rainy wea-=
ther does not keep me at home, and church
attendance is, in God’s sight, very important.

8. Among the crowds of pleasure-seekers T
see that no weather keeps the delicate female
from the ball, the party or the concert. :

9. Such weather will show me on what
foundation my faith is built; it will prove’
how much I love Christ. True love rarely
fails to meet an appointment. . :

10. Those who stay home from church be-
cause it is too cold or too rainy, frequently
absent themselves fair Sundays. I must not
take a step in that direction.

17, Though my excuses satisfy myself, they
still must undergo God’s scrutiny, and they
must be well grounded to do that. e

12. There is a special promise that whers
two or three meet together in God’s name he
will be in the midst of them. e

13. An avoidable absence from the church i8¢
an infallible evidence of spiritual decay. Dis-©
ciples first follow Christ at a distance, and
then, like Peter, do not know him.

14. My faith is to be shown by my self-deny-
ing Christian life, and not by the rise or fal
of the thermometer. : ;

15. Such yielding to surmounting d1ﬂi.gu1-
ties prepares for yielding tg those merely im=-
aginary, until thousands never enter a church,
and yet think they have good reasons for such
neglect. S e e ;

16. I knyw not how many more Sundays
God may give me, and it would be a POoT
preparation for my first Sunday in heaven to
have slighted my lase Sunday on earth.
—Frances R. Havergal. ;
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Correspondence

Macdonald, Man.

Dear Editor,—The nearest neighbors Wwe
have live a half-a-mile away. For pets I1have
a dog and a cat. My cat’s name is Tabby,
and the dog’s mame is Ringing. We have
fifty chickens and thirty-five hens, seven Pigs,
three cows and one steer, amounting to exght
head of cattle, and eight horses. 1 am going
to see my sister, Mrs. M., who lives twenty
miles from Macgregor. My school teacher’s
name is Miss G. We have only been here
two years amd a-half. I like it better than
Portage \la Prairie. Two of my brothers are
married and have families, so I have lots of
nieces, nephews and other relatives. My other
brother works for farmers and men that own
threshing machines. My other brother 1s
working in the United States. I close my let-
ter, hoping success to our club.

{ PEARL C.

Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger, and

T like it very much. I thought I would write

for the first time. I am the second oldest in
the family. I have two brothers and two sis-
ters, and one little brother in heaven. I have
a pet cat and I call her Topsy. I am nine
years old, and my birthday is on August 4.
I go to school every day. I like my teacher
very much, as he is not cross. My teacher

/ is going away this year. I wish he would not

go. I live four miles from Fenelon Fall, and
twelve miles from Lindsay. I live in the
County of Victoria. I will now say good-
bye for this time. HATTIE M. P.
Economy.
Dear Edjtor,—This is my first letter to the
“Messenger.” We live on the seaboard, close to
the harbor. We have a good view of the bay
and of Blomidon. There have been a number
of vessels loaded here this past summer. My
papa used to sail vessels, but he left going
to sea, and he works at the carpenter trade
now. We have taken the ‘Messenger’ nearly
a year now, and think it is a very good pa-
per. I like the page for ‘Little Folks’ and the
Correspondence. We have no farm, but we
keep a cow. Her name is Jersey. I milk her
everyday. I have three brothers and ome sis-
ter, all younger than me. Papa was away
shooting to-day, and he got two partridges
I will close now, and wish
you good-bye. I will write again, and try
to do better if I see this in print.
RUSSELL A. E.

Dear Editor,—I saw a number of letters in
the ‘Messenger,! which my cousins have writ-

_ ten, and I thought I would write one too. I

live on a farm about eight miles from a town
called Listowel. A few years ago a cyclone
swept through the country about two miles

from our place, doing a considerable lot of

harm, 1t destroyed many farm houses, and
left everything that was in its way in a ruin-
ous comdition. I was at London Fair this
year, -and had a grand time. When we got
to London we had our dinner and then took
the street car down to the grounds. I saw
many different kinds of enjoyment, such as
merry-go-rounds, California swings and others.
y 2T ; . ,1M. D.

X

I?ear Editor,—My hpme is in Windsor, On-
tario, on Dougall avenue. We have been tak-

/ing the ‘Messenger’ for about a year and could

not do without it. I go to school every day
I also go to
Sunday-school. There are five sisters and one
brother, and mother and father. We have two
nice rabbits, also four chickens, two white
; I am nine years
old, and my birthday is on May 10. We had
a dog, but we lost him. We have a cat nam-
ed Tom. ; GLADYS N.

£ Birch Ridge.
Dear Editor,—I enjoy reading your paper
very much. I have two sisters and one bro-
ther. Their ages are fifteen, thirteen and three
years. I wonder if there is any other little
girl’s birthday the same day as mine, ‘which
is August 4. I was ten years old on my last
birthday, soI must close, as it is getting late,

R 0 P o

St. Ives.
old, and I

\Dear Editor,—] am eight years
A ' :

7
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live on a farm of two hundred acres, situated
on the river Thames, sixteen miles from Lon-
don. I have three sisters, one older and two
younger. I have two pets, a pup and a kit-
ten. I go to school every day and I am in the
third reader. Our teacher’s name is Miss H,,
and we are all very fond of her, as she is a
good teacher. About a month ago I was very
ill, and was home from school a week and
three days. KATHLEEN R. S.
Smith’s Mills, Que.
Dear Editor,—T like to read the stories in
the ‘Messenger’ very much. I board -at a ho-
tel in a little village. There is a store, a sta-
tion a mill and a church. I am a. little girl
of eleven. My birthday is on April 21. I g0
to school. I am in the fourth grade. There
are twenty-one scholars in the schoff. My
grandfather owns a farm up in East Hatley.
I like to read the letters of Sadie B. H.
EDITH P. R.

Dear Editor,—I am a little girl ten Yyears
old, and go to school every day, which I like
fine. I passed into the fourth book this sum-
mer, in the month of July. I go to the Bap-
tist Church, which is about four miles from
where I live. I live on a beautiful farm of
one hundred and fifty acres. My home is sit-
uated on a hill, where we can see for miles all
around. I have been on the train once, to the
United States, about four years ago. So you
see I do not remember much of my journey.
I took eighteen music lessons from a lady
teacher, so I can play a little on our organ.
My father is the choir leader in the Baptist
Church here. My father was at the World’s

/ Fair in St. Louis this year. He thought it fine.

My brother went to the West, and he arrived
home a short time ago. We take quite a
number of papers of which some are ‘Citizen,’
‘Press, ‘Baptist, ‘Journal,” ‘Advocate, ‘Work-
man’ and ‘Messenger, which I like best of all.
It comes every Friday evening to our home.
My sister takes it. She also likes it very
much; in fact, all of us do. I like the Little
Folks’ Page and the Correspondence best.
CATHERINE M.

Carholme. "

Dear Editor,—I have taken the ‘Messenger’
nearly five years, and like it very much. A
little girl, whose letter I saw on the Corres-
pondence Page, said that arithmetic was her
favorite study. T do mot care much for it. I
think literature is my favorite. I can say
nothing about the scenery around here, as it is
but & plain country place. I have one brother,
but no sisters. My brother is in British Col-
umbia, and as I have no one to play with at
home, I read a great deal.

BESSIE A.

Grand Forks, B.C.

Dear Editor,—My grandma has subscribed
for the ‘Messenger’ for me for two years. I
live in the mountains in British Columbia, ten
miles from a town named Grand Forks. I have
a little heifer called Eno, and two chickens.
We have two cows and four calves, and one
horse. I go to school; the school is a half a
mile away. I have three sisters and five bro-
thers. My mamma is in Ontario mow, visit-
ing her mother. My eldest sister is married,
and* she has two children, a boy and a girl.
They live in Grand Forbs.
‘Pacific Railway runs through the mountains
about a mile above the house. There are lots
of black raspberries on the mountains here in
the summer, \ IDA C.

Cataraqui, Ont.

Dear Editor,—As I have never written to
the ‘Messenger,’ 1 thought I would write now.
I live in Cataragui, three miles from King-
ston. My father is the doctor here. I am
twelve years old, and was born in Souris, Man.
1 have two sisters and one brother. I passed
the entrance examination this summer, and 1
walk in to Kingston to the Collegiate every
day. The chief occupation of the people here
js gardening. There is a lovely cemetery in

ataraqui. There are many visitors who come

- from Kingston and other places to visit it in

the summer. A ’bus comes from Kingston to

. the cemetery three times a week. I have been

taking the ‘Messenger’ for two years, and now
I would like to have it sent in my brother’s
name (Warden). My mother says that mo
family should be without it, and I am sure we
would not. = EDNA E.
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13
Good to Think Over.

‘Lost time is never found again; and what
we call time enough, always proves littie
enough.’

‘Drive thy business, and let it not drive
thee.

‘There are no gains without pains.

‘One to-day is worth two to-morrows.!

‘Never leave till to-morrow what you can do
to-day.’

‘C(_mstant dropping wears away stones.’

‘Little strokes fell great oaks.
th‘K§ep thy shop and let mot thy shop keep

ee.

‘The eye of the Master will do more than
both his hands. .

‘Want of care does moye damage than want
of knowledge.

Enjoying Girlhood.

She was a woman whose sympathy and
enthusiasm drew girls to her wherever she
went. It was from one of these girls that
the letter had just come; she laid it on her
desk with a little sigh.

‘If only girls wouldn’t keep pulling them-
sel‘vyes up by t;he roots!’ she exclaimed.

ou mean the morbi 2! i
Aty orbid ones?’ her companion

T mean often the most comscientious and
sweetest ones,” was the quick response.

‘But yow're right—it is morbid. They all
weigh and worry over every little trifle till
@he_’:y lose all sense of proportion and power of
]ugigment. Here’'s one child who seems to
‘t‘hn?k thdt it is positively wrong to emjoy
things,” as she -alls them, the nonsense and
the gay times and pretty gifts that make so
lar.ge a part of the happy girl life! She
th}nks that she ought to care for nothing but
f{llth and hope and love! As if God didm’t
give a girl her happy things as much as he
gives the trees sunshine! If only she’d take
them and be glad, and let her gladness make
her strong ‘and joy-giving to others! She
has no idea that she is selfish, but it’s the
most subtle form of selfishness—selfulness. If
only she would let herself go, and think ‘of
God and othet people instead, she would have
no time to worry over her faults and failings.

God and other people! It is the secret of
all the rich and radiant lives. To get from
God gladness, strength, love, to pass it om to
others—the soul busy with so royal a task has
no time to waste in worry over itself. Will
not God take care of his child ?>—‘Forward.’

Boy’s Set Up in Business.

Johnny had a lot of marbles in his pocket
and Frankie had none. So Frankie asked
Johnny to give him a ‘set up,” which Johnny
goodnaturedly did. In just the same way the
firm of John Dougall & Son will /give to any
school boy or girl who asks at once a ‘set up’
of two dollars and forty cents’ worth of
‘World” Wide,” which sell at three cents a
copy in Montreal, and usually five cents a
copy elsewhere. But in this case, whether our
young merchants get three cents or five cents,
they keep the entire proceeds for themselves,
thus getting two dollars and forty ,cents in
perhaps two hours.

The newsboys ia Montreal buy copies of
‘World Wide,” which sells at three cents a
copy, and make 2 good dcal of mouney in a
short time every'Saturday.’ :

School boys and girls all over Canada and
the United States could do the same thing.
But to them wgill GIVE TWO DOLLARS '
AND FORTY CENTS’ worth of our publica-
They need only fill out

. . . we
will immediately send them the latest issue.

It is our hope that we will in this way dis-
cover boys and girls all over the country who
will act-as our permanent agents, and to such
we will send free of charge a rubber stamp
with their name and address, also a bag and
other agents’ accessories.

Messts. John Dougall & Son, !
: Publishers, Montrea
Dear Sirs,—Please send me a ‘set up'Lof
‘World Wide’ copies, which I will sell at the
rate of three cents a copy, on condition that
all I make I keep for my own, i

WA Susspssonsscassesanssines
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HOUSEHOLD.

A Little Help.

There’s help in seeming cheerful
When a body’s feeling blue.
In looking calm and pleasant,
If there’s nothing else to do.
If other folks are wearing,
And thinks are all awry,
Don’t vex yourself with caring:
Twill be better by and by’.’
There’s help in keeping tally
Of our host of happy days;
There’s never one that dawnetl_l,
But it bringeth cause to praise
The love that ever watcheth,
The Friend that’s ever near. °
So, though one trvst with sorrow.
One needs must dwell with cheer.

When troubles march to meet you,
Salute them at the door.

Extend both hands to greet them,
Their worst will soon be o’er.

Beat down taeir stormy bugles
With your rejoicing drums,

And, mailed in lofty courage,
Accept whatever comes.

~—Margaret E. Sangster.

i

Personal Work and Thought
in Gifts.

(Mrs. Henry Wright.)

Last summer, while staying at a hotel, I
saw several ladies who employed all spare
time making collars and drawn work table
covers which they told me they put away as
they finished until when the gift season came,
they did not need to hurry and scurry about
thinking up this thing and that for various
relatives. The idea seemed most semsible, but
for those who have not been so provident there
still remains plenty of time to accomplish a
great deal. :

The housemother will do well in her plan-
ning to see that she can utilize the quiet hours
after the children are in bed, and for these it
is best to have work not too trying on the
eyes. I do not know of anything better than
crochet work. Many pretty and useful arti-
cles may bte made of the soft bright wools.
Slippers are getting to be a back number, but
there is scarcely a holiday when one will not
think of some relative who would appreciate
a pair. A crocheted sweater is handsome and
easily made. One of the nicest gifts for a baby
is a cap crocheted of white knitting silk, and
with ribbons run through and tied in flufiy
bows on top. Afghans are always acceptable,
and for larger children Tam o’ Shanters and
hoods are easily and quickly made.

It is getting to be more and more custom-
ary to make gifts of magazines and news-
papers, and I think the idea exzcellent. These
are always appreciated, and serve as a sweet
reminder of pleasant thoughts twelve times in
the year, when a present ome might buy for
the same money might bring but momentary
enjoyment. Books are mever inappropriate,
and a sense of individual thought may be con-
veyed if in selecting them, one bears in mind
some fad or especial fancy of ‘the recipient,
nature bopks for nature lovers and technical
ones for life’s real workers, I know an aged
minister who was delighted last Christmas, be-
cause his daughter, who lived away from home,
thought to send him a mewer and better con-
cordance than the worn volume of Cruden’s he
had used for years, His wife, an enthusiastic
mission worker, was equally happy over the
prescribed books for the reading course for the
.

18 ng in mind‘of personal char-
aqwuties_w_hiqh makes the really graceful
gift, even if it is shown in something of slight
,material value. Without it the custom of holi-
day giving degenerates into a mere matter of

exchange or perfunctory observance, and loses |

all of its significance.—Exchange,

Selected Recipes.

Real Scotch Shortbread.—Of all the cakes
for which Scotland is so well known, short-
bread is the most famous, and the following
recipe for making real Edinburgh shortbread
was given me by an expert. Put six ounces
of fine flonr and two ounces of rice flour into

a bowl with a small teaspoonful of salt. Beat
eight ounces of butter into twelve ounces of
casbor sugar and rub it into the flour. Make
a hole in the centre and beat in three eggs,
dissolve a small piece of soda in a spoonful of
boiling water and add to the egg. Make the
whole into a smooth paste, and roll it out to
about half an inch thick, cut, and place on
a buttered baking pan. Bake in rather a slow
oven for half an hour.

Graham Cookies.—Three cups of flour, three
cups of oatmeal, one and ome-half cup of su-
gar, one cup of butter, a pinch of salt, three
teaspoons of baking powder. Mix with cold
water, having the dough stiff enough to roll
thin. Bake in quick oven.

Mashed Beets.—Boil and skin young and
tender beets, mash together with new boiled

Electricity
is your
Opportunity

There is no profession open to the average

than Electricity,
very high salaries.
position ag Electrician, Electric Railway, Elec-

It 18 uncrowded and pays
We can qualify you for a

81 tric Lighting or Dynamo Station Superintend-

ent, Wireman, etc. Write for free Electrical
Booklet, stating which position or positions in-
terest you, :
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Box 1341 Scranton, Pa.

potatoes, season with a generous amount of
butter, salt and pepper to taste.

NORTHERN MESSENGER

(A Twelva Page Iliustrated Wealkly.)

One yearly subseription, 40c.

Three or more copiss, separately addressal,
2bc each,

Then or more to an individaal address, 20c
each,

Teu or more separately addressed, 23¢ each

The above rates include postage for Canada (ex~
cepting Montreal City), Nfid., U.S. ard its Colon-
ies (excepting Cuba), Gire at Britain, New Zealand,
Transvaal, British Hornd uras, Bernwda, Barba-
does, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Is-
lands, Zanzibar, Honkko ng, Cyprus, Fiji, Ja-
'x::ica, Maita, Trinidaa, British Guiana, Glbra's

For Montreal and fore ign courtries not man-
tioned above, add Ko a copy postage.

4 Sample package supplied free on applica.
ion,

JOHN DOUGALL & 80N,
Publighers, Montreal.

il Hammend Pub. Co.,

YOU M LHIS BOUK.
THE BUSINESS END OF A SUNDAY SCHOOL,
BY THEO. M. HAMMOND,

A helpful instructive treatise on 8. 5. work and methods.
Full from cover to cover with descriptions and illustra
tions of valuable ““ways and means” for increasing the efi- §i
ciency of Sunday School work.. Sent entirely FREE

pgipeguest Dept. 9, Milwaukes, Wis.

THE OLIVER ||

TYPEWRITER |

FACTORY has been re- '

moved to more commodious
and suitable premises.

THE OLIVER is the most
largely sold typewriting ma-
chine in the world to-day.

THE OLIVER is a Cana-
dian machine through its in-
ventor, aud its being manufac-

tured in Canada as well as in the UnitedStates.
THE OLIVER, being manufactured in Canads, pays no duty as

all other Standard machines do.

THE OLIVER is the Standard Visible writing machine,
The record of THE OLIVER has never been equalled.
Active and reliable agents are wanted, to whom will be given

steady employment if found competent.

You should send for our SPECIAL OFFER.

CANADIAN OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY,

TEMPLE BUILDING, MONTREAL,

This Magnificent

FUR CAPERINE
J=T IR E IE

Worth
$10.00

Lady’s or Girl’s Size

We trust you with 32 of ou t nd-
s LS t?seu i r beautiful Turnover Collars, hand.
fashion in neckwear and sell at si:

3 mouey and we will promptly send
| Caperine, made from specially sel
soft, b!;&k Coney Fur and fine fmitation Sable with e:
well over the shoulders, high
extra long,
st; Tt is warmly pada

Dot attes sk

gain.  Don't delay.
for our Collars will gtht,{

' receipes free with the Ca;
thig winter with this warm, comfortable fur.  Addrress at
THE HOME ART CO., bept. 444, ¥

long
storm collar (fur on "
1 fronts, tho very latest

beaugn‘ﬁlly lined with heavy purple

with six long full brush tails. For warmth,
is nothing to compare It is &

handsome Cook kook, cont:
perine. _ You won't feel {]

young man that has a greater assured future §
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FOR SALE. F R E
A 45 h. p. Laurie High Speed Engine / : -
in very good condition, will b; so;d b“ & Ladies and Girls, You
a 4
bargain, as she is being displaced by Can Earn This
larger engine.
Cylinder, 9 inches diameter. HANDSBME Fun scAnF
Stroke, 15 inches. : :
Revolutions, 250 per minute. In a few minutes by selling
Fly Wheel, 4 ft, 6 in. diameter. : our BEAUTIFUL STONE=-SET
Driving Wheel, 3 ft. diameter, 13 in.
face. GOLD BRACELETS
h 25¢., at only 15¢, each, The; o th t lar B
Apply to o e koantily GaM-ulned and moutial, with tws. very
I ok i e prriog B ey e S
jOHN DOUGALL & SONQ Montrea * te'.eantyiful'x Bracelet, and ours are I.O hlndiogil;, :: .u'r.’c'ﬁ?:,“-ﬁ
fashionable and so wonderfully cheap that they =elllike hot
cakes. Wesend the Bracelets in assorted stounes, Rubies, Ame-
thysts, Turquoise, Opals, Sapphires, ete,
- SEND NO MONEY
o
\’ We trust you. Simply write us that you would like to have this !
handsome, latest style Fur Searf and we will mail, postpaid, 14 of our 1
beautiful Stone Sct Gold Bracelets, to sell at only 15¢c. each. When }
Fﬂ 0 T B A LL F H E E ' s0ld regurn the money and we will immediately send you this ‘_
Beautiful Fur Scarf]
L e eautiiul rur Scarf] |
g 0F. Bls e » ade of fi Jity black F o
m‘ﬁf ou can easily ' / - 21 el iie A Bam i Rah et WS et TR :
up-to-date 1905 style, fit for the finest girl or lady, soft, full, rich, and ¢
looks exactly like 8 $10,00 Fur Scarf. Ladies aud glr‘n H Yyou 'm(
to be warm and comfortable this winter, writens to-day sure,
Address, THE JEWELRY CO., Dept. Toronto
ther cover: ?‘z
l
warrsnted to stand rongh Woe:k- Send your ad- o
dress. We trust you with the Bluise. Satisfaction T = n " F
gnnntud. ‘We also give other athletic goods. 00 ANY, win Dols rree
UINE ACTURING MP . :
834 MtAr:‘ogFConoord Junction, Mass, We trust you with our 4
(The Old Reliable Firm.) 5 l %
Gold Bracelets ,

Braeeleis on Credit

frust you
wnh 7ofour
tiful G

Gold fin«

“’5:1& a

 magnificent,
ling, imita-
on Diamond, 50
be told from
dsome, t.t-

u a8
mo: e.;"-?ix them as they are the

Bracelets
e o wolry Cow Dot 405 Toronto, Ont.

FREE,

nma Rubies, Emeralds, Sapphires, elc.,in &
¢ ‘I{G“m ‘setting, and they can be w\nlcdto dnn’
-lnwrh ey are 5o handsome, 5o faghionable and o cheap
that they selllike hot cakes, When so'd return themoney and
we will promptly gend you a powerful sweat-toned Violin, full
lhe Stradivarius model, made of old seasoned wood ol'
yopnlncrlch red eolor, hand rubbed in oflto -M;h phnoldﬂl.
withfull ebony trimmings—fully worth $5.00. You wiil find
thateelling -uv Bracelets is the easiest work you ever aid

y sndsome Instrument wil you

&o::.:g:{h&glkﬂ;‘tmuoh -mu:r: o :”{ v%
4 fir .

TEWELRY CO.. DR 470, Toronto,

WE TRUST YOU @

With stxteen bea

Collars to sell forus at nnly 15c (b

each. For your trouble w

g.ve you a beautiful lmle W stch

with gold hands on which a large

rose with budsand leaves is oleemm
amel! lors,

0 n me mlm i
oM ANY, T .nent. rn. 'ro'm“”to. ont.

ONLY $1.00|

Pown will buy an Edison Plienograph, a §
Zmlwvhonﬁ::: By otl‘x,:r‘:ﬂw Gm%’o mak;
nce can be
S S in smnll mtmtln{ puymgl.u
Outfits from $10 to $1C0,
Th ‘y sing, talk and pay
u.g. cyl(miar md
:0rds, best makes a

All you bave to do ll'ﬁ
'ﬁnsawd-ndwewl
m

a. ly 15¢ e.u: They are
beautifully Gold finished,
can bo adjusted to any size
wrist, and each oneismount-
ed with two very large Heark
l)u.ped Gems (Opals, Rubies,
raua e, etc.) in a fancy
Go Claw Semn§ Theyars
chenpelt

T q ln Cunu!&
¥ :: | y Evcryl.ad and Girl willbuy
ﬁh m-e d the

we w! i you
most, featutifal Dolls
you h.vo ever m Th?{
both nearly 1} ft. tal

Then wri
Xrlmlcf‘ ﬂ‘ll hka welr!
LY .De’&lgs Toronto

winBe GIVEN FREE

: ully colored -illustrated covers, It is regular
; lswgaegxx Mu;i,c and at our introductory price, only 10c, you

THIS HANDSOME FUR SCARF

Lady’s or Girl’s Size

To ,m:mne-who will sell only 20 piwos of our

SHEET MUSIC

n ¢ latest p lar songs:—‘I'm_ Wearing My

ﬂ‘:igtd :&5&?‘1’01' ‘?\%m here the Sbgd‘inz Maglea Grow,”

“Stnr of the East o “Old School Chums,” “My O Kentucky
Home,” “Narcissus,” etc. The words lmd music are a

tively printed on sheets of fine white paper (11 x 14 in. ). w;;};

will find it & wondermlly fast seller.

Send No Money

Simply drop us a card with your name and address, and
we will mail the 20 sheets poctﬁald When sold return
the money and we will promptly send you this beauti-
ful Fur Scarf, made of rich, fluffy, black Coney fur,
over 40 inches long, and 6 inches w:dé, with 6 large
full length brush tails, and a handsome neck chain.
The regular price in all fur storvu is $3.00, and they
fully equal in appearance any $10.00 ¥Fur Scarf. The
only reason we can give them away for go little is be-
cause we bought the last of a manufacturors stock at

a greatly reduced price. This is afr‘n chance for any-girl or
lady to get a handsome ltylish for the Winter without
spending one cent, Write to-day and be the first in your
nexghbonhood to sell our new musie.

Address, The Royal Academy Publishing Co.,
Dept. 465, Toronto,
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VALUABLE PRESENTS FREE

I
sister d.lls, Cinders
cilaand Alice in Wone
doriand, are the new
arrivals trom far away doll-
land, and are roal beauties,
nearly one and once
half feet tall.

Cinderellaisthenew
wonder bionde doll,
with bisque head, curly hair, .
Iace-trimmed dress, hat, rib- g
bon sash, ete. ¥

Alice in Wonder-
1and jsabandsome brun-
ctie beauty doll; with
dark curly ringlets, bisque
head, lace-gimmed dress,
hat, shoes, stockings, etc.,
complete,

Girls, would you like to
own Cinderelly and Alice in
Wonderlond, the ) refty twin
sister dolls, for a littie pleas-
ant work after school hours?
If so, writs usiat once and
we will mail toyour ad

paid, sixteon
turnovercollars hand.
somely 1 ade of fine qu-lity
lawn and lace, tosellat 15¢
each. They are the latest
fashion in neckwear and sell
at sl,ﬁbt. When sold return
us the money and we wiil
anmptly forward you this
andsome pair ot twin sister
M dolis, also a béautiful Opal
Ring as an extra present if
you write to us at once. §

R -member, you will
receivo the two dolis,
Cinderella and Alice In Won-
derland, for disposing

This lovely l)nir of twi
'y

We Trust Wouwithisof
our Beautiful Gold Finished
8tone Set Bracelets worth 25¢,
to sell forus at only 15c. h.
Rach one is mounted with
two very larlge Heart, Sh:,sped
Gems, Opals, Rubies, Sap
phires, etc., and they can be adjusted to fit any size wrist.
nothing so handsome nor so cheap hag ever been sold in this
country, Every lady and girl will want one. When sold,
yeturn the money and .we will pmmpﬂg gsend you this
Dalnty and Reliable Watch with gold hands
fancy dial, stem wind and set, jowelle

movement and Silver nickel case, beauti.
fully enamelled with roses and leavesin colors.
‘Also, 1f you will write us to-day and will seil the Bracelets
and return the money within a week after you receive them
we will give you free, in addition to the Watch a handsoms
14k gold finished Ring, any size, set with a large
ma, cent flashing imitation Diamond. Don’t=faiss this
extra present but ‘write at once. _ Address ]
JEW&BY €0.; DEPT. 479, Toronto, Ont.

10, VALUABLE RING

)\l

Al wo ask you to doisto
ul‘l 7 of gur Turnover mlzn:z.lxte_&x; }(;%l'l::: A‘r:
Oollars made of beautiful o Dep? 3 LA

Lues and fine Lawn,
worth 253,, at 15¢c each,
They ars the Iatest fash.
fon in neckwoar and se!l
like hot cakes. YWhen
sold return the moncy &
snd we will promptly B
send you this beautiral g5
Ring finished in 14k W
Gold and ses witn 1arge B

~ magnificent Pearis and
sparkling imitation Dine
monds that can hardly
be told from the real
stones, If you write at

Handsomg Fur Searis FREE
to Ladies and Girls

togant i Tona P Seart, tade
7 elegant full lengt! ur Scarf, made
wiil :ﬁe“;:nc:l"orspx in the latest style for.1905 by shilled
tanity to get, an elegant Gold.finished deubls Hunting Case § wko’rkmfe% frg‘m kl ll.UyF ‘nrelercifehd
Watch, Lady's or Gentleman's size free in addition to the Ring. : ;lu;; ovcrt;ewsﬁn a.l?;.gomlfou'mb!a'
Address at once The Home Art Co., Dept, 491 Toronto e v 1°"Sv£‘l‘lrll god Fpniies ‘“}i‘

ted" it d sile

or a han
vered neck chain, for selling only 14

LADIES’ WAICH F o o o L
> at 15¢, 3 ficat
o opa R ° PE S \ T

fashion in neckwear. They aie

bandsomely mado of the finest

quality l.wn and lace, and are fully

worth 26c. You can sell then all in

v & few minutes at only 150, each, We
% trust you. Send us your and

AT address and we will mail the collars

postpaid.  When =old, return the
mouney, and we will send youa
handsome Ladies’ or Girls’ Fur Scarf
Just as described. When you see it
we kuow you will say it is one of
the handsomest furs you have ever
seen. The only reason we can give

( S g such an expensive fur is that we {
, had a large pumber made up specially for us at & reduced price in the

d M summer, when the furriers were 1ot busy. This is a grand clance to
sen “o onﬂy y wt a beautiful warm fur for the winter without slgendlng oue cent.

< rite at once and we will give you an o;:Ponunity &Eat an eleﬁnt

Muff FREE, as an extra present,  Address, ‘T HOME

Just your name and address, and we will mail you postpaid
2 doz, pieces of our popular Sheet Mugic, including the latest
sensational songs, ‘ I'm wearing my heart away for you,” *Where
the Shading Maples Grow,' *Star of the Kast,’ ‘Old School
Chimes,” ‘My Old Kentucky Home, *Narcissus,’ etc. The
words and music are attractively pri on sheets of fine wllie
paper (11 x 14 inches), with beauti’uw’ly Colored Illustraied
Covers., It is regular 95 sheet musio, You sell it for only 10c.

ART CO, DEPT. TORONTO, ONTARI

Return the monaey, and for your trouble we will give you this teatn
beautiful litt e i.ndy's Watch’with fancy gold hands, on . i Boiler Freo. Pow- dl i¥
which a large rose with buds and leaves is elegantly enamelled i ; erful, smooth run-€ ¢ e T 6

in seven colors, and if you rend us your name and address at ning, easy to
once and sell the Music and return the money within a week : o HL
after you receive them, we will give you free in addition to
the watch a handsome gold finished ring set with a Inrge,
magnificent ¥ ire Opal that glistens with all the beautiful
colors of the rainbow. Ladies and girls, write us to-day. You
can easily sell the Sheet Music in half an hour and weknow you -
will be more than del‘i;ht.ed with these two beautiful presents,

; Address THE ROYAL ACADEMY PUBLISHING

/ CO: Dept. 434, Torento.

GIVE CONCERTS T0
(%) YOUR FRIENDS AND
NEIGHBORS

fragrant

able Perfame in the
world. Writous a
Post . to.
dayand wo willsend 4
tho Lockets Jmat.- i 1 i {
paid. A Certificate 5 x: {

worth50e given free “ :
with each Locket. 3 gz &3
HOME SPECIALTY CO., Dept. 462 , Toronto.

BOY’S WATCH FREE

We will give this handsome watch free toany
boy for selling only 1} dozen of OuT Dew one-
- piece King Collar Luttonsat 10¢. vich. Acers -
tificato worth 50c. givenfree with cach one.
The watch his a beautiful solid silver n‘ek;; 2] %

case, handsomely polis.ed, o hard enamell

dial, heayy bovelled crystal, hour, minute
and gecond hands, and reliable American
movement. With care it willlast ten yea';s.

. = ‘
4 e ‘he Collar Buttms are the best ade, i
= = heavll): gold plated and burnished so that 3
A : they wear 1 ke solid gold. They sell 80 !ust R 4 :
7 thut bl(xl: rncwwra .un‘ nn,'\;; néalﬁn.; g“:.t ml:-i;: i
X = every day. te for the Collar Buttoi -
We Trust You with Our Gold Bracelets. gﬁ{%&}yvg‘ﬂ orl ll?ggp%x; :a& earn thil.; grand day. The Canadfan Preuiium Syndicate Dept. 455, Turonto.

Talks, Plays and Whistles, All you have to do is to send us your name and address and we e :
, .""“‘E‘d“%”‘ﬂ Stomo ot Eraceais, worihtse. to sl at onlf T, each They can bedjusted to 5 atyotss welet and cach onole S ——————C———
; ﬁo&llx' co\‘x; : f\\%\;gyy m; eart-shaped gems. They are the handsomest, most fashionable and the cheapest Bracelets ever sold OHE 'NORTHERN MESSENGER' is printed and published i

and girl will buy one, cn sold mmmthemonex and we will promptly send you this real Selfs every Week at the * Witness' Building, at the corner of Craig

Playing Graphophone. Itisa handsome instrument, strong, wellinade and suitable for any parlor. It h full 8 -

ﬂn:gmm reprodncer,nx every respect the same as those furnished on the high:st priced machi ¥ padory 1849 full e eter treal, by John

for $5. The speed regulator, governor springs and bearings are exactly th:ag lamepl.'l on $50 é::ﬁ?uuﬁge%gh;gowg:: l%: MR T obnp S 'dt’ = u‘],;bugdl. ;o&‘: of

mg. u% I;\;t aTiaTe ;e]rgpmal\&ne.tzhﬂ s!ctureo;: e m::;d ?d‘h(w gg the people listening to a concert given bya%oy and Redpath Dougall and Frederick Eu,eac

every Graphophone ve free usical and one nBeco,;om- rom 4 Montreal : s
- ing, Hiawatha, Bedelia, Dixie Girl, Annio Laurie, Just Beoauseghe Ma?a em cﬁg‘.’e’?eﬁ u%‘;n'?x?d’c&;.:m‘ gl':: ;

Mountaina with Bolls, The Mocking Bird, Farmyard Mediey (with farmyard fow) and animal imflations), O1d Black Joe, The All business- ications should be addressed ‘Joha

Ox & eat g Dougall & Son,” and sil létters to the editor should bs

T @
Holy City, Nearor My God To Thee, The Vacant Chair, Home Sweet Home, etc., ete, . a
Eifmb Rt ld ko Beyng gl Wlior pemills soibvaf il € Fo o et e o
our family ani e 2 r O ks > = > $
Soe’ aelehbornood: | WANE JEWELILY CONPANY, DEPARTMENT 405, TORGNTO. ONI sddreased Editor of the * Nerthern Messongex




