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HIS FELLOW

Fred Steven’s Dinner Party,
and Other Sketches,

When Fred Stevens became converted: his
fellow-workmen gave him rather a hard time.
Menry and full of life he had been, and was
gtill, for the matter of that, but now they
delighted to hush up every joke and pull a
long face if he were nigh, pretending he
thought it wicked to laugh.

But that which hunt him mest was the
charge of bad fellowship. ‘He couldn’t take a
glass with them now, he was too good for
that’ or the implied meanmness that ‘refused
~to stand treat as once he did.’

Fred was not mean. He was a frank-heart-
ed, generous fellow, and the men kmew it
only they wanted to get him back to the old
ways. But Fred stood his ground, sometimes
guietly went on with kis work, and sometimes
laughingly turned the tables against them.
But he feared God. It was a real change in
him, and he knew that whoever laugied he had
tbo.hit of it, and was by far the happier. -

< ‘At last, one day when the fun was keen-
”b and the taunting pkas were flying about,
eontmuuy pmwkm huahtex from the men,
Fnﬂ turned round, saying, with one of his

Imght smiles, ‘Look here, mates, it's quite

t::m 1 ‘have trimfe.ma my custom from the
beerhouse to the butcher's, and I like it bet-
ter. Now, I've often been with you and tried
your fars will vou come with me and try
mine ?’ : :

R

RATHER A HARD TIME.

WORKMEN GAVE HIM

The men stopped working, and turned to
him, with an inquiring smile on their faces.

‘Yes, I mean it he continued, ‘To-mor-
row’s Saturday, and if you’ll come to my
house in the evening instead of to the Black
Bull I’ll stand treat. But, mind, it’ll be
meat, not beer.

The men were profuse in disclaiming their
taunt of meanness. It was only to tease him
they had spoken. Yet Fred stood top his in-
vitation, and finally they agreed to come to
‘Fred’s dinmer party,’ as they dubbed it among
themselves.

There were five of them hbesides Fred, and

kind-hearted fellows as you can find. They

were surprised to find what a comfortable
home Fred had got, and how pleasantly his
wife received them.

The dinner was goed, too. Roast pork, ap-
ple sauce, and potatoes, and a substantial
pudding to finish up with. They had good
appetites, and enjoyed it, although there was
no beer, and a pleasant, -mm'ry party it prov-
ed.

" As soon as they had finished Jim Clifford
goi up. He was always the leader, bright,
and full of life, and, holding a tumbler of
water prominently before him, he said that
he had an old duty to discharge in a new way.
He was not much used to Adam’s ale him-
self, but after the excellent face they had,
he myst say it was refreshing, and he used
it out of respect to his host, who had treated
them so well. But it was the hostess he was

going to talk about, who had served such a.
splendid meal, so well cooked, and who was
looking so well as to remind them of the
pretty girl they knew before she was mar-

ried. ‘I am going to ask you to drink her
health in water, because I know she'll like
that best)

‘Aye, I do!’ was her emphatic responsz.

“Well, here’s to her, lads’ he continued,
‘and may she long live to give Fred as good
dinners as she’s given to us’ And they all,
gladly and perhaps a little noisily, drank her
health.
©Well, m.ates, said Fred, standing up, ‘T
am right glad you have drunk Polly’s health,
for she deserves it. She's been a right down
good wife to me, and if I am a Christian man
to-day I owe it to her. And when I told her
about this dinner she took to it like a Britom.
«We'll do it,” she said, and so she did, and
did it well, too) whxch sentxment the men
heartily applauded.

‘But, mates, what I want to say is this,
that many a Saturday night I've spent more
money at the Black Bull than this feed has
cost me to-night, and so hae you. Now 1
don’t go to the Black Bull, and I give the
money to Polly instead, and she lays it out
better than I used to do. The only difference®
there is, she’s given us Sunday’s dinner on
Saturday night. She always gives me a good
feed on Sunday, God bless her!

‘But, mates, it was a hard battle for me,
and you didn’t always make it esasier. Time
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and again I was almost ready to give it up
and go back to the public. But now I .don’t
mind your laugh. It doesn’t hurt me a bit.
Jesus Christ has helped me to stand, and,
though I'm not as good a fellow as I might
be, I'm doing the best I can.

The men felt half-ashamed, and yet wese
eager to assure him of their esteem. ‘Well,
lads, never mind that, continued he, ‘but
when you stand in the Black Bull, just re-
memter that I'd rather have my Sunday beef,
with Polly locking pleasantly on, than all the
beer in the world.’ ;

The men went home impressed. They had
had an object lesson they mever forgot. Jim
Clifford went into his own place, and sat
down, and, looking arcund, compared it with
Fued Stevens’ home. It was not his wife’s
fault; he had given her but little of his money,
and she, poor soul, had donme th> best she
could with it.

‘Liz,’ he said, turning to her, ‘it’s about tims
we turned over a new leaf, I think. I haven’t
been to the Black Bull to-night, and T’ll go
there no more if youwll try to make the home
liza Polly Stevens dces for Fred. There's the
rest of my wage for this week, at all events,’
and he handed her over the money.

‘Do you really mean it, Jim?’ said poor
Lizzie, the tears ctarting up in her eyes; ‘then
I'll do my best, indeed I willl’

That very night they went out together
marketing, and the next day when he came
down Jim thought his home had never looked
so bright nor the dinner tasted so good as
that day. To finish up they went to service
in the evening.

It was a good beginning.—J. Scott James,
in ‘Friendly Greetings.

¢ Stand Up, Stand Up for
Jesus.’

The Story of the Hymn.

Very few hymns have had so striking an
origin as this. Its author, the Reverend
George Duffield, D.D., was a pastor in Phila-
delphia during the great revival of 1858, which
centred about the Noonday Prayer Meetings
in Jayne’s Hall. The meetings were under
the charge of the Young Men’s Christian As-
sociation and some clergymen who had joined
with them. Among these were Dudley A,
Tyng, rector of the Church of the Epiphany,
who was really the leader, and Dr, Duffield.

The two clergymen were warm friends, and
Doctor Duffield thought Mr, Tyng ‘the manli-
est, barvest man’ he knew. One Sunday Mr.
Tyng preached to a great throng of men as-
sembled in Jayne’s Hall, and it is thought
that not less than a thousand were then and
there converted to Christ. On the following
Wednesday Mr. Tyng, leaving his study for
a moment, ‘went to the barn floor, where a
mule was at work on a horse-power machine
shelling corn. As he patted the animal on
the neck, the sleeve of his silk study-gown
caught in the cogs of the wheel, and his arm
was torn out by the roots. His death oc-
curred in a few hours’ When dying, he sent
a message to his friends who had charge of
the noon-day meeting: ‘Tell them to stand
up for Jesus!’ adding, ‘Now let us sing a
hymn. :
 With his feﬁngs deeply stirred by his
friend’s tragic death, Doctor Duffield wrought
the dying message into these verses, and

used them as a concluding exhortation to the
sermon he preached the following Sunday.
The superintendent of his Sunday school, Mr.
Benedict D. Stewart, had them printel in a
fly leaf; they were copied by religious papers;
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of Subscribers Securing Our Daily Jubilee Award.

Probably none of those securing these awards expect them on such small remittances.

We continue to receive daily, most congratulatory letters

concerning the ‘Witness’

Diamond Jubilee, all of which are heartily appreciated. These letters are being reproduced

in our columns.

Our friends all over the Dominion are joining with us in celebrating our sixtieth anni-
versary of the foundation of the ‘Witness’ In another place will be found the special
Diamond Jubilee club offers, including in addition to reduced rates THE GIFT of one of

our Red Letter colored plate illustrated Bibles.

Onre of these handsome books is given

each day to the subscriber from whom we receive the largest amount of subscription meney

(net), for our publications,

The Bibles awarded free appear good value for four dollars.
THIS WEEK’S LIST.
The list of successful club raisers for last week, with the amount of subscriptions each

sent in is as follows:—

Dec. 26, Tuesday, Wm. Gerrie, Ingersoll,Ont.. .. .. .. .. .. .. i .v .
Dec. 27, Wednesday, Mrs, M. Lang, Ormebown, QUE.. .. o0 oo o4 oo ov.s
Dec. 28, Thursday, D. Murchison, Islay, Ont.. .. .. .. .. . o
Dec. 29, Friday, W. H. Broadhurst, New Glasgow, Que.. .. .. .. .. .. .
Dec. 30, Saturday, Norman Van Vliet, Lacolle, Que.. .. ..

$ 12.90
15.00
12,00
10.65
14.00

« s v

Each of the above will receive one of those red letter illustrated
Bibles Free, besides their commission.
(Remit tances from news agents or from Sunday School clubs for the “Northern Mes-"
senger,” or from publishers, or from any one who is not a subscriber to one of our publica-

tions, do not count in this offer.)

Who will be the successful subscribers for next week?

The smallness of the amounts

sent in should encourage others to go and d0 likewise or a little better.

they appeared in the Sabbath Hymn Bodk
(Congregational) that same year, and in the
Supplement to the ‘Church Psalmist’ (Pres-
byterian) in the next year. The hymn became
a favorite of the soldiers during the Civil War
and is now sung in churches and Sunday
schools all over the land and in many foreign
countries,

Doctor Duffield, to the end of his life, kept
an ear of corn from that threshing floor hang-
ing on the wall of his study in remembrance
of Mr. Tyng. The hymn itself seems to echo
his veice: ‘Stand up for Jesus! Now let us
sing a hymn'—Forward.

Andrew  Rykman’s Prayer.

Let the lowliest task be mine,
Grateful, so the work be Thine;
Let me find the humblest place
In the shadow of Thy grace;
Blest to me were any spot

Where temptation whispers not,
If there be some weaker one,
Give me strength to help him on;
If a blinded soul there be,

Let me guide him nearer Thee.
Make my mortal dreams come true
With the work I fain wo=ld do;
Clothe with life the weak intent,
Let me be the thing I meant;
Let me find in Thy employ
Peace that dearer is than joy;
Out of self to love be led,

And to heaven acclimated,

Until all things sweet and good
Seem my natural habitude.

Thus did Andrew Rykman pray,
Are we wiser, better grown,
That we may not in our day,
Make his prayer our own?
—‘Dominion Presbyterian.

The Robber Who Believed in
Future Punishment.

‘Here is a story a little old man in Chung-
wha, to the south of Peyng Yang, told the
visiting missionary of his experience with
robbers. One night four robbers suddenly en-
tered his home and began to help themselves
to the property in the house. By the coarse,
rough language they used, they were evi-
dently very wicked men. His little girl was
terrified nearly to distraction, and the robbers,
fearing that her loud cries would attract the

attention of the neighbors, spoke to her very
roughly, so that she ﬁropped upon the floor
and hid her face in her hands. As the rob-
bers went on with their work, the thought
occurred to the old man that the Bible says
that you should pray for your enemies. Ags
he knew of no one who was at the present
time more of an enemy to him than these rob- -
bers, he sat down upon the floor and began
fervently to pray for them aloud. However,
as he prayed his eyes followed the robbers,
and when they came to the shelf which con-
tained his Christian books and began to take
them down, it was too much for his feelings,
and with tears in his eyes he pleaded with
them to take everything in the house, if ihey
must, but just to leave him his Christian
books. Thereupon ome robber started with
surprise, and addressed to his companions the
remark, ‘Why, this man is a Christian! This
will never do, It would be a great sin for
us to rob a Christian man, and would bring
upon us a fearful punishment in the future.
His companions apparently agreed with him,
They returned all the old man’s goods (o the
places where they had found them, reassured
the little girl with a few kind words, and
silently took their departure. The fac: of the
0ld man as he told his story was wreathed
in smiles, and it was evident that his experi-
ence of God's faithfulness in answering be-
lieving prayer had made a deep impression
upon HMis heart.—‘Presbyterian Banner,’

Acknowledgments.

LABRADOR FUND. S

Mrs. M. Welstead, Montross, $10.00; Geo.
Deller, Norwich, $5.00; Mrs. W. G. McDerrigle,
Tatehurst, $2.00; S. T., Elva, Man,, §r.00; S:
A. Honor, Amherstrong, $5.00; Rose Urquhart,
Mayerton, 1oc.; J. F. Graham, Napierville,
$1.00; Miss Emily Williams, Otter, 20c.; Mrs.
T. P. Eckhardt, Unionville, $1.00; A Friend,
Rockwood, $2.00; One Interested, Grafton,
soc.; Mary Wishart, Valleyfield, $2.50; total,
$30.30.

Expiring Subscriptions.

Would each subscriber kindly look at the
address tag on this paper? If the date there-
on its Jan. it is time that the renewals were
sent in so as to avoid losing a single copy. As
renewals always date from the expiry of the
old subscriptions, subscribers lose nothing by
remitting a little in advance.
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¢'Bout thirty mile up,’ responded Rasmus
vaguely. ‘Our house was carried off in the
night, nice little two-story wooden house, with
all my furniture in it. Didn’t see nothing
of it, did you?’

‘We saw a roof, and a bedstead, and some
people pulling in a bureau, about fifteen
miles below, said the clerk.

‘She’s broke up,’ sighed Rasmus, ‘as pretty
a house as one would wish to live in! Well,
Tve got my fortin to make over again, that’s
all. Made it quick, and lost it quick.

‘Did you lose any of your folks?’ inquired
a passenger.

‘No, we two are all the folks there was—
but, I lost a boat—as tidy a craft! Didn’t see
nothing of her, I reckon? Lost her just about
daybreak. I wouldn’t have taken any money
for her.’

The captain had not seen this crown-jewel
of boats.

‘Good luck to whomsoever gets her’ said
Rasmus virtuously, deeply impressing the by«
standers with his resignation.

The captain left his guests to themselves,
and Rasmus smoothly asked Rod: ‘How did
them remarks please you, brother?’

“You said it was your house and furniture,’
replied Rod, in disgust,

‘Well, brother, I puts it to you. Didn’t you
say to me, “Take ’em all—I don’t care?”
Wasn’t them words of yours being owner, a
making over all that property to me for
owner, so they was mine on the spot, hammer
down"'

~ “But you said you had a boat—lost a boat,

~ said Rod, shifting his accusation.

‘Brother, what’s a boat? I asks you as a
two-legged dictionary.’

‘A boat, said Rod, ‘well, a boat is a ‘craft,
a water craft, an open vessel, a thing to go
on water.

‘There, now! Wasn’t what I had the very

“moral of a boat? Wasn’t it an open vessel?

A fning going on water, and going proper

“well, too? Wasn’t it the moral of a sailing

craft—strong, trim, conwenient? Oh, I vow,
there’s some folks so scrup’lous that they’ll say
things what ain’t so, for the sake of showing
up other folks wrong. But I’'m not quarrelling
with you, brother.

Presently the captain came back.

‘What are you going to do, now; all your
things are lost?’

‘We are going to New York, to our rela-
tions,’ said Rasmus. ‘We meant to go about
this time, anyway. We was meaning to sell
out. The boy is a smart boy, and he has to
be put to school. He’s going to he college ed-
dictated if Pm not’ added Rasmus, with
aplomb,

I will” carry you as far as Pittsburg,’ said
the captain. He felt sorry for their losses,
and then Rod was a pretty boy, while there:
was an irresistible good-nature in the rubicund
countenance of Rasmus, a buoyancy in his
loud; ready talk, that would beguile into a
kindly act a far less generous and hospitable
being than a Western steamboat captain. Ras-
mus accepted the captain’s proffer as readily

. as he kad accepted Rod’s gift of all that was
- his; but he did not feel quite at home among

what he called the ‘high-fliers on the top
- deck’; so, taking Rod by the elbow, he weut
m Rod sat on a coil of rope, his head
~on his hands, vaguely watching the yellow
- cucrent and the devastated shores, undér the
!mghmg Apnl sky. Whether he thought of

me, or of his own fortunes, the tramp
- could ‘not tell. While the boy watched the
- water, Rasmus watched the boy. He was
‘ﬁuﬁy ‘taken with him. Whether it was his
- floating light hair, or his ckar gray eyes, or
‘his innocent fourteen years, his aloneness,
“or the softness of one side of his own mnature,

~the Md Rumu clave to this mgv".

o enthusiasm.

the American Copyright.)
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which he had made on the turbid Ohio. He
was a social being, but the comrades who were
naturally offered him in his roving life were
not to his taste. He could imagine nothing
more enchanting than to ramble on, over a
summer world, with this young comrade. But
after all summers, winters fall, and in win-
ters are required shelter and means of sup-
port. The boy offered an objective point for
the tramp’s life; he could wander through the
summer with him, and when the autumn
frosts came, with prophecies of winter, he
and the boy could drop with the autumn fruits
into the hands of the rich uncle, and Rasmus
could make much of his exploits in rescuing
the boy from drowning, bringing him safe
along the dangers of the way—and what then
cowld the rich uncle do but reward him boun-
tifully? »

‘If he is half a man, said Rasmus, ‘he’ll
give me as much as a hundred dollms It’s
worth a hundred to resky a boy like that.
T've heard that Vanderbilt, and some of them
vich fellows, don’t make more of a hundred
dollars than I do of a cent)

After a while, Rodney turned his head.

‘How am I to get to New York? Will five
dollars buy my ticket? That is all I have.

‘T reckon it would take as much as three
fives to buy it)

‘And I've nothing to sell, except the watch’

‘But, pardner, you don't want a ticket.
There’s nothing more risky than riding on the
cars. There's sure to be accidents. What
does any one want of tickets, when they’ve got
legs? I've walked between Thete and New

York dozens of times. That’s no great of a

walk.

“Why, how long would it take?’

Rasmus eyed his interlocutor carefully, cal-
culating how far he might venture to deceive
him,

‘Two weeks or so,) he suggested. ‘From
here to Harrisburg—irom there to Allentown
~—then over to Jersey City—and across the
ferry to New York. Easy as wink.

‘You're good in geography,’ said Rodney.

‘What's that agin? I'm talkin’ about what
I know. I've beep over it. There don’t Teed
no geography to tell ame. I've legged it.’

‘But the nights, and the meals, and the bad
weather, and the long, long way,’ suggested
Rodney.

‘That five dollars is oceans for the lodg-
ings and grub, and I've got hundreds of friends
all along the road, and there isn’t any bad
weather, and one never gets tired along the
voad,’ asserted Rasmus boldly. He sat on the
coil of rope beside Rodney, and went on with
‘Tired! You couldn’t get tired.
You find yourself more every day. Oh, that’s
living along the roads, and no mistake.

ing on Injy-rubber; every breath you swallow

tastes clean and good; there’s sun, if you feel

chilly, and ghade if you get too warm; and
beds of pine needles, or dry leaves, or hay, to
lie on, if you feel tired, and each one smells
sweeter than t'other; and the woods are full
of birds. I could tell you all their names and
calls, from a-crow to a chippy; and every day

- has new flowe:s; and you can tell the time

by the sun, and by the opening and shutting
of the flowers j;and the lay o’ the land by the
bark on the trees, and the moss on the fences.
Why, I can’t see a colt, or a cow, or a sheep
in a field, or horses leaning theu heads over

‘a rail fence, but I want to stop and make

friends with ’em! Many is the time I thought

if 1 had only found my Robin, how happy I

would have been, roamin’ all over the coun-
with him. But then, if I had fom hxm,

I ‘wouldn’t have roamed.

“Who was your Robin?’

‘He mt my little hm&e:’ The tram gave

R

The
roadsides is so soft and springy, it’s like walk-
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Rasmus, or the Making of a Man.

(By Julia NcNair Wright, by special arrangement with the National Tempeérance Society and Publication Hcuse, who hold
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a great sigh, and’ Rodney began to feel sym=
pathetic.

‘I don’t mind telling you’ said Rasmus,
‘When I looked in your window, and see your
yellow hair lying over your pillow, my heart
gave a great lift, and I says, “Have I got him,
now?” TFor just so, his yellow hair used to
lay, poorylittle chap, and I’ve looked for him
up and down the world, for ten long years’

Was this the rollicking Rasmus? His voice
had fallen from its hearty shout, and his
jolly moon of a face had darkened, as when
clouds drift across the bright mght sky, and
his twinkling eyes were full of gloom.

A colored waiter came up with two mugs of
coffee.

‘Here’s suffin the stewa’d sent you, and ef
you'd like stronger, you kin get treated @t
the bar.

‘It wouldn’t be healthy for us at the bar,’
said Rasmus nonchalantly, taking the coffee
with a profound bow. ‘Make my respects to
the steward.

‘Jes as you like, sah; but ef I gets asked to
the bar, I don’t wait for two askin’s. Keep
you from gettin’ col’ after being out over the
}\;Vat’er so long, to have a mint julep or a toddy

ot.

Tve lost too much along of julep an’ tod-
dy, said Rasmus,

‘Ef you've los’ more by them than you has
by water, you has been powerful onlucky,
said the negro.

‘T lost more valyable things’ said Rasmus,
sedately. ‘A house can be built, and a boat
can be bought, and so can furmture and good
clothes; but along of bars T lost what can't
be had back.’

‘As what, sah?’ said the waiter, with in-
terest, while Rodney and Rasmus took mouth-
fuls of coffee,

‘I lost, first place, a little, blne-eyed sig-
ter—pretty as you make ’em, said Rasmus,
gloomily.

‘That was a loss, sah; overdose of gin, now,
for colic?

‘Skull cracked by a fall—let drop, said
Rasmus,
The negro shook his woolly pate. ‘Mighty

pity, sah!’

‘And a father. He had in him the makings
of a very good dad—big, strong, jolly; but he
took to drink, and so good-bye any use of
him; and ﬂnally killed he was.

‘You’ve been blamed onlucky,’ said the wait-
er.

‘And a mother,’ saxd Rasmus, continuing his
enumeration of losses. ‘A good one she was,
but so worn down and distracted, and bxoke
up, by what whiskey did for lhér famﬂy; an’
she died heart-broke.” }

" ‘There’s a raft of women xoes that Way,
said the negro, ‘white women ..’specxglly.

“They're kind of tender like,

‘And a brother, said Rasmus, ﬁms-hmg his
coffee, in a very gloomy frame of mind. ‘As
handsome, sweet-natured, bright a little chap
—him I lost too, all on the same account; and

here I am alone in the world—ame and the
boy,” he added 'hstily correcting himself,
The negro took the empty mugs, ‘There’s

a state-room for you, amnd if yowll come I'lL
show it te you.

‘Pll eat my head,’ said Rasmus, when es-
corted to his room, ‘if here isn’t a flowered

“carpet, and lace curtains, and a looking-glass

with gilt all round, and up here among the
‘quality! The cap'n’s beten doing right hand-
some by us. Now, brother, you can have the
first-story bed, and I'll have the second-story,
the first-story being best’

Rodney saw nothing strange in the surren-
der of the best to himself. Mr. Andrews had
been neither kind nor cross to him. He had
lived apart from other people, and knew dit-
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tle more of the world and many of its selfish
ways than he did of the planet Mars.

The clerk of the steamer had given, as Ras-
mus said, his guests a ‘room among the qual-
ity Rodney was evidently a refined, gemiie
boy. Rasmus, in the best suit of the late
Andrews, albeit the suit was rather bizarre in
taste, looked the well-to-do mechanic, and the
tale of the loss of a good house #1d boat, had
stamped the pair as comfortable people, tast-
ing a sudden come-down in the world. Rodney
seated himself on the side of the lowe: berth,
and Rasmus established himself on a high
. stool, Said Rasmus: ‘This is most as good as
walking, so early in the geason. But I tell
you, pardner, a few such suns as we have to-
day will bring out ewerything in a hurtry.
Spring will come booming along as lively as
this rampageous river.

But the mind of Redney was so intent on
what he had heard. He had read the title-
page of some romance or tragedy of ceal life,
and he wanted the rest of it. ‘How did you
come to lose your brother?’ he demanded.

‘I don’t mind telling you, pardner, said
Rasmus. ‘First place as ever I lived was New
York City, and a beastly place it was, way
down among the slums, with dirt and smells
enough to make a dog sick,. We lived—or
starved—down there, ’cause my dad found he
Irad to pour all he earned down his throat in
the shape of whiskey. A mason’s tender, dad
was—he might have been a mason hisself, or
even a master mason, for he was smart enough,
as you could easy tell by me—but along of
whiskey, tender he was, and not promoted
higher. All he got of wages he used in getting
drunk, of course. I never met a man yet butl
myself that didn’t get drunk. s

Rod thought fit to challenge so sweeping
an assertion: ‘Mr. Andrews dido’t-—

‘I said, I met, brother, I never met him.

‘Nor yourself, Did you ever meet your-
self?’

‘You've got me there,
Rasmus,

‘And minister’s don’t get drunk,’ said Rod-
ney.

pardoer, laughed

(To be continued.)
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Contentment.

(Helen M. Richardson, in the ‘Homestead.’)

‘I'll be an apple, said a seed, ‘and hang upon
a tree,

It’s better far to be ) high where every one
can see’

Then down again it sank into
away from human view,

And from that little hidden seed an apple tree
there grew.

Fed by the sunshine and the rain its branches
wide outspread;

Some blossoms came—as time
some apples round and red.

‘My family has grown too large,’ the apple
tree complained,

Then shook her arms till on the tiee but one
alone remained,

This little apple whispered low, ‘'d rather
be a seed;
To hang here all alone, to me is very tame
indeed.’ g
iThe world is full of those who strive high
places to achieve

Who when they've come to that estate gee on-
ly cause to grieve. ;

The one who longs to be admired finds, when
alas! too late,

The lowly born has joys that oft come never
to the great,

To fill one’s place and be content yields hap-
piness untold;

Contented spirits at their feet oft find their
pot of gold.

the ground

went on—

Waiting on the Bank.

. ‘When I was a little fellow I waga a trifle
inclined to hold back, and wait to he coax-
ed,’ said Uncle Ben. ‘I remember sitting pe-
side the brook, one day, while the other chil-
dren were building a dam. They were wad-
ing, carrying stones, splashing the mud, and
shouting orders, but none of -them paying any
attention to me. I began to feel abused and
lonely, and was blubbering over my neglected
condition, when Aunt Nancy came down the
road.

‘“What’'s the matter, sonny? Why ain’t
you playin’ with the rest?”

. wait to be asked!” she cried.

‘“They don’t want me,” I said, digging my
|ists into my eyes. “They never ask me to
come,”

‘I expected sympathy, but she gave me an
impatient shake and push,

‘“Is that all, you little ninny? Nobody
wants folks that’ll sit round on a bank, and
“Run along in
with the rest, and make yourself wanted.”

‘That shake and push did the work. Be-
fore I had time to recover from my indignant
surprise, I was in the middle of the stream,
and soon as busy as the others.

‘T often feel that I'd like to try the same
plan on some of the strangers who come into
our churches. Some make friends at once.
They go into the prayer-meeting, the mission
circle, the Sunday school—wherever there is
work—and they are at home at once. But
lttrere are many othess who wait to be mo-
ticed, and invited here and there; they com-
plain of coldness and lack of attention, and,
mayhbe, decide that their coming is not de-
sired. They need Aunt Nancy’s advicer “Stop
sitting round on the bank, and go in and make
yourseif wanted.” ’—Selected.

Two Pictures From Life,
I

A black-eyed baby lay moaning its young
life away on the brick bed of a dreary mud-
house in Peking, China.

The feeble voice, growing weaker and weak-
er, was now and then drowned in the sobs and
groans of the young mother, who gazed in
despair upon her dying child. She longed to
press it to her aching heart, but she had al-
ways heard that demons are all around the
dying, waiting to snatch the soul away, and
s0 because it was dying she was afraid of her
own baby.

‘It is almost time, said the mother-in-law,
glancing at the siamting sunbeam that had
stolen into the dismal room through a hole in
the paper window; and she snatched up the
luelpless baby with a determined air. The
mother shrieked, ‘My baby is not dead! My
baby is not dead yet.”

‘But it has only one mouthful of breath
left,’ said the old woman; ‘the cart will soon
pass, and then we shall have to keep it in
the house all night., There is no help for it;
the gods are angry with you.

The mother dared not resist and her bahy
was carried from her sight. She never saw
it again.

An old black cart, drawn by a black cow,
passed slowly wdown the street, the little
body was laid among the others already ga-
thered there, and the carter drove on through
the city gate. Outside the city wall he laid
them all in a common pit, buried them in
lime, and drove on. .

No stome marks the spot;
ever blossom on that grave.

The desolate woman wails, ‘My baby 18
lost; my baby is lost; I can never find him
again,’

The black-eyed baby’s mother is a heathen,

IL

no flower will

A blue-eyed baby lay moaning on the
downy pillow of its dainty crib, and it was
whispered softly through the mission, ‘Baby
is dying.’

With sorrowing hearts we gathered in the
stricken home, but the Comforter had come
before us.

‘Our baby is going home, said the mother,

and though her voice trembled, she smiled
bravely and eweetly upon the little sufferer.

‘We gave her to the Lord when she came to
us. He has but come for his own, said the
father, reyerently, and he threw his arms lov-
ingly around his wife,

As we watched through our tears the lit-
tle life slipping away, some one began to
sing softly, :

Jesus, Lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,

fI\he blue eyes opened for the last time, and
with one long gaze into the loving faces above,
closed again, and with a gentle sigh  the
sweet child passed in through the gate to the
heavenly fold.

‘Let us pray,’ said a low voice. We knelt

kite in the street just as a poor lad on horse-

~»
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together, and heaven came so near we could
almost see the white-robed ones and hear their
song s of ‘welcome.

There are no baby coffins to be bought in
Peking, so a box was made; we lined it with
soft white silk from a Chinese store. We
dressed baby in her snowy robes, and laid her
lovingly in her last resting place. We deck- ;
ed the room with flowers, and sirewed them
over the little one.

The next day we followed the tiny coffin
to the cemetery.

With a song of hope, and words of cheer >
and trust, and a prayer of faith, we comforted %
the sorrowing hearts, . =

Now a white stone marks the sacred spot
where we laid her, and flowers blossom on the
grave that is visited and often tended with
loving care.

‘The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken
away; blessed be the name of the Lord, says
the baby’s father; while the baby's mother
answers, ‘Our baby is safe; we shall find her
and have her again some glad day.

The blue-eyed baby’s mother is a Chris-
tian.—‘Gospel in All Lands.

To love is better than to be great, it is
better than to be refined, it is better than to
be wise. Love takes precedence of all pro- =
phecy, of every kind of knowledge, and of
the gift of tongues; love is hign:: than hope
or faith, and is the very loyalty of God.—
Selected.
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A (Gold Medal.

I shall never forget a lesson I received when
at school at A—— We saw a boy named
Watson driving a cow to pasture. In the
evening he drove her back again, we did not
know where, and this was continued several
weeks,

The boys attending the school were nearly
all sons of wealthy parents, and some of them
were dunces enough to look with disdain ¢n g
scholar who had to drive a cow.

With admirable good nature Watson hoce
all their attempts to annoy him. .

‘I suppose, Watson,’ said Jackson, another
boy, one day—T suppose your father intends
to make a milkman of you?’

‘Why not?’ asked Watson.

‘Oh, nothing. Only don’t leave much water
in the cans after you rinse them—that's all?

The boys laughed—and Watson, not in the
least mortified, replied: ‘Never fear. If ever
I am a milkman, I'll give good measure and
good milk,

The day after this comversation there was
a public examination, at which ladies and
gentlemen from the neighboring towns were
present, and prizes were awarded by the prin-
cipal of our school, and both Watson and Jack-
son received a creditable number, for, in re-
spect to scholarship, they were about equal.
After the ceremony of distribution, the prin-
cipal remarked that there was one prize, con-
sisting of a gold medal, which was rarely
awarded, not so much on account of its great
cost as because the instances were rare which
rendered its bestowal proper. It was the prize
of heroism. The last medal was awarded
about three years ago to a boy in the first
class who rescued a poor girl from drowning.

The principal then said that, with the per-
mission of the company, he would relate a - =
short anecdote.

. ‘Not long since, some boys were flying a

:
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back rode by on his way to the mill. The
horse took fright and threw the boy, injuring
him so badly that he was carried home and
confined some weeks to his bed. Of the boys
who had unintentionally caused the disaster,
none followed to learn the fate of the wound-
ed lad. There was one boy, however, who had
witnessed the accident from a distance, who
not only went to make inquiries but stayed
to render service.

‘This boy soon learned that the wounded
boy was the grandson of a poor widow whose
sole support consisted in selling the milk of
a cow of which she was the owner. She was
old and lame, and her grandsen on whom she
depended to drive her cow to the pasture was
now helpless with bruises. “Never mind, good
woman,” said the boy; “I will drive the cow.?

‘But his kindness did not stop there. Money
was wanted to get articles from the apothe-
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cary. “I have money that my mother sent
me to buy a pair of boots with,” said he, “but
I can do without them for a while.” “Oh, no,”
said the old woman, “I can’t consent to that;
but here is a pair of heavy boots that I bought
for Thomas, who can’t wear them. If you
would only buy these we should get on mice-
ly.” The boy bought the boots, clumsy as
they were, and has worn them up to this
time.

‘Well, when it was discovered by the other
boys at the school that our scholar was in
the habit of driving a cow he was assailed
every day with laughter and ridicule, His
cowhide beots in particular were made mat-
ter of mirth. But he kept on cheerfully and
bravely, day after day, never shunning obser-
vation, driving the widow’s cow and wearing
his thick boots. He never explained why he
drove the cow, for he was not inclined to make
a boast of his charitable motives. It was
by mere accident that his kindness and self-
denial were discovered by his teacher,

‘And now, ladies and gentlemen, I ask ycu
—was there not true heroism in this boy’s
conduct? Nay, Master Watson, do not get out
of sight behind the blackboard. You were not
afraid of ridicule you must not be afraid of
Ppraise’

As Watson, with blushing checks, came for-
ward, a round of applause spoke the general
approbation, and the medal was presented to
him amid the cheers of the audience.—The
‘Children’s Own.

Do the Hard Things First.

Suspended above the desk in a Pittsburg
bank president’s office is this motto: ‘Do the
hard things first” Ten years ago he wasdis-
count clerk in the same bank.

‘How did you climb so fast?’ I acked.

‘I lived up to that text, he replied.

‘There is not much else to tell. I had long
been conscious that I was not getting on as
fast as I should. I was not kesping up with
my work; it was distasteful to me. When I
opened my desk in the morning and found it
covered with reminders of work to be done
during the day, I became discouraged. There
were -always plenty of comparatively easy
things to do, and these I did first, putting off

~ the disagreeable duties as long as possible.

Result: I became intellectually lazy., I felt
increasing incapability for my work. One
morning I woke up I took stock of myself to
find out the trouble. Memoranda of geveral
matters that had long needed attention star-
ed at me from my calendar.

‘Suddenly the thought came to me, “I have
been doing only the easy things. By postpon-
ing the disagreeable tasks, the mean, annoy-
ing little things, my mental muscles have been
allowed to grow flabby. They must get some
exercise.” I threw off my coat and proceeded
to “clean house”” It wasn’t half as hard as
I expected. Then I took a card and wrote on
it, “Do the hard things first,” and put it where
I could see it every morning. I've been doing
the hard things first ever since.’—Brooklyn

‘Central.’
P ———

A Modern William the Con=-

queror.

‘I hate this old grammar!’ The book was
really quite new and respectable. The Latin
language of which it treated was old enough
to be called one of the ‘dead languages,’ per-
‘haps, but the very newest methods of study
were in the book that the young student call-
ed ‘old’ I wonder why young folks call
things ‘0ld’ when they wish to be particularly
spiteful? I never could imagine or find out.

The boy that hated the ‘old grammar’ had
;o ifittle regard for the new book that he

hrew it down in a sort of rage because the
lesson was so hard, and he did not feel like
studying, ;

Presently a young brother came in with a
ball that did not belong to him, but which he
had taken quite innocently, feeling that he
;u;:mly welcome to itz ~ The young l:tudent

libra unced a ¢ upon his pro-

g e '”_ ‘ wia uldndwzcd;
from his little brother, who was angry in turn,
and struck out with his fist in a savage man-
ner. Father, in a hidden alcove, thought it
time to interfere now, and said some grave

words which made the older boy feel sorry

and ashamed. He did not mean to allow his
fiery tempe:r to get the better of him, but he

.in business in New York.

was so ‘quick,’ he said. What he meant was,
‘quick to be angry—to let go all control

In the evening the study was history. The
young student liked that. He never spoke
about ‘that old history.’ The tepic of the com-
ing lesson had to do with William the Con-
queror. ‘I tell you, he was grand!’ exclaimed
the young student. ‘I like him no end’

‘Tt is a pity not to have a successcr of that
king here and now,’ said his father, signifi-
cantly. ‘I know a William not far away ‘#vho
has about as much to conquer, according to
his position, as the old king, if he only
chooses to “rule his own spirit.”’

‘It would be hacder for this William,’ said
the boy, ccloring,

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

The Ideal QGuest.

Under the head of the Ideal Guest Mrs.
Franklin W, Hooper, the former president of
the Brooklyn Woman’s Club, recently, at a
woman’s conference, gave an inimitable ac-
count of a certain house party of college boys
and gicls at a house of her acquaintance,

‘At a certain beautiful country home,’ she
said, ‘there were nine young people in the
house, five boys and four girls, two of the girls
and one of the boys being children of the
house. All the girls were Radcliffe girls, and
all the boys college boys except one, who was
The son of the
house had invited the boys, in an offhand way,
under the impression that they were to come
successively. As it happened, they all turn-
ed up at the same time, and an excellent op-
portunity was afforded to study the college
boy on his travels.

‘The first one, a Cornell student, arrived
without a word of warning. The son had
driven to the village, some miles distant, for
the mail. At the office he found a postal card,
without date or signature, saying, “Will be in
on the 6.15 train.” He didn’t know which of
his friends it was, but he swmised ¢hat some-
one was to be met at that train. So he wait-
ed and met him, Meanwhile supper waited
for him at home. Everybody got hungry, and
the maids were very much inconvenienced,
but, expecting i every moment, they
put off the meal. When the two boys finally
drove in, the guest was shown to his room, and a
gentle hint was given him that it was very
late—the supper had already waited nearly
an hour—and that they would be very glad
if he would come as quickly as possible,

He did not come down for am unconscion-
ably long time—not, in fact, until every one
in the house were nearly starved, and the
maids were in that state of mind dreaded by
every housewife. Afterward it was found
that Cornell had brought twenty photographs
of one young women with him, and that he
had been employing the time in arranging
them to his satisfaction.

‘The Yale boy arrived in exactly the same
fashion, The son drove to town another even-
ing, did not return, and the father said: “We’'d
better eat on time; probably he will bring back
another boy with him’ He spoke in joke,
but it proved the exact truth. Yale had also
sent a postcard to announce his amival by the
6.15 train, When he came in he had nothing
with him. His trunk was lost, and he had to
dress for his first appearance in the son’s
clothes. He stopped to make an elaborate
toilet, which also made his first meal in the
house very late, and caused more rigl'xteous' in-
dignation in the bosoms of the maids,

‘When his trunk finally arrived he went to
the lady of the house and asked if he could
get some washing done. He was “strapped,”
he said—so much in need of clean clothes
that he could not wait for the laundry.

‘He was entirely unconscious that his ten-
nis suit was of fine white flannel, over which
any ordinary laundress would come to grief,
and that the mistress of the house washed it
herself. So unconscious was he of what he
had asked that he came back in two hours
to ask if it were ready for him. And yet he
was one of the sweetest, politest boys in the
world—one of the kind that would never sit
down when a woman was standing, But
when it came to anything practical he seem-
ed to have no conception of the trouble he

- again a sceme of fuightful disorder.
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was giving. And yet he had been in Yale
College two years.

‘Now the third man arrived upon the scene
—the young fellow who had been for two or
three years in New York. But before he came
arrived a letter. The letter stated that his
vacation had been gvanted him unexpectedly,
and that he would take advantage of his in-
vitation now, if it were perfectly convenient
to the mistress of the house. He enclosed 25
centy for a telegram, and said that he would
not start unless he received a message stat-
ing that it was convenient to have him at
this time.

‘The telegram was sent, he was expectad,
and no trouble was caused by his arrival. He
was ready for supper five minutes after he
got inside the hous:, He had all hiz impedi-
ments in hand, not a garment had to be bor~
rowed or washed.

‘The rooms wof these three men througnout
the visit presented an instructive contrast.
Yale never hung up anything, even upon a
chair. The floor was goocd enmough for him,
upon any and all occasions. Ii was physi-
cally impossible to keep his room in order,
Half an hour after it was arranged it was
As for
Cornell, there was one shade less disorder in
his room, that was all. But as for the busi-
ness boy, the only signs that his room had
been occupied were the unavoidable ‘ones of
the bed and the washstand. Not a garment
of his had to be picked up during his stay.

‘The Yale boy’s departure was as interesting
ag his arrival. He set the date three times,
gnq each time postponed it because of fresh
invitations for social functions. Of course he
was welcome to stay., He was an old friend
of the family, every one liked him, means
were ample. But an expected departure, put
off three times, is bound to inconvenience
household arrangements. The night before he
left the young people came home at 12 o'clock
from a party. At that hour of the night his
trunk was brought in from the barn, and he
began to pack for his departure the next
morning. The first thing he discovered was
that he had lost his keys, They were not to
be fpund, s0o all the dress suit cases of the
fa:mlly were pressed into service and packed
with his clothes. When he finally drove off
next morning, accompanied by an empty
trunk, the family suit cases and his bunch
(;f lglold stiw;,kst‘, tl.lh:e malnaged to forget his um-
brella, so tha e only thin I i
him ke left behind. FTR N Sttt

‘And,’ said Mrs. Hooper, ‘although he wa
dehght_ful, popular boy, whom n%, one oo::l;
help liking, the household heaved a sigh of
relief when he was really gone.

‘Cornell got away in much the same man-
ner, though with a shade more dignity. The
three visiting girls announced that, not to
follow the example of their Yale friend, they
were going to pack. So they packed indus-
triously all onme afternoon; and yet for days
after shoes, fams, portions of bathing suits
and so on kept turning up to remind the fam-
ily of the departed ones.

‘But no one knew when the young business
man packed. He departed at the moment
when he said he would; he left nothing be-
hind him. He was the idead guest. Perhaps
he was not born. Perhaps he was only made
by a few years in the big world of business.
At any rate his visit was promounced as an
unalloyed pleasure, with no deprecatory “ifs”
or “pbuts.”’ ¢ ieke i

‘And yet I do think that reasonable latitude
should be given guests. When a too rigid cén-
formance to the rules of the household is de-
manded a visit is apt to assume the aspect of
a sojourn in prison. I had an aunt once upon
a time who was so particular that every one
should come down to meals the moment the.
bell rang that I always went to sleep in ter-
ror that I would not wake in time for break-
fast. The moral responsibility of being at
meals on time weighed heavily on that house-
hold; and although she was the soul of hos-
pitality, and loved to entertain, visits to her
house came to be dreaded.—‘Presbyterian Ban-
ner.

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
a:m will be pleased to supply them, free
o
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The Christmas Stocking.

By Elizabeth Wetherell, (author of ‘The Wide,
Wide World.’)

(Continued)

‘She had hardly turned her back to see to
something at the fire, when there he was be-
hind her, standing in the middle of the floor;
in no Sunday dress, but in his everyday rags,
and those wet through and dripping. How
glad and how sorry both mother and daugh-
ter looked! They brought him to the fire and
wiped his feet, and wrung the water from his
clothes as well as they could, but they didn’t
know what to do; for the fire would not have
dried him all the day; and sit down to break-
fast dry with him soaking wet at her side, Mrs.
Meadow could not. What to put on him was
the trouble; she had no children’s clothes at
all in the house. But she managed. She
stripped off his rags and tacked two or three

towels about him, and then over them wound
a large old shawl, in some mys,teriogs way,
fastening it over his shoulders, in swoh“a man-
ner that if fell round him like a Iivose
straight frock, leaving his arms quite free.
Then, when his jacket and trouszrz had been
put to dry, they cat down to breakfast, ;

‘After breakfast, Mrs. Meadow ]eft' Silky
to take care of the things; and, drawing her
chair up on the hearth, she took the little
boy on her lap and wound her arms about
him,

‘“Little Norman,” said she
won't see Long Ears to-day.’ :

‘“No,” said Normam, with a sigh, in spite
of breakfast and fire; “he will have to go
without me. :

‘“Isn’t it good that there is one day 1n
the week when the poor little tired pin-boy
can rest?”

fMYes—it is good,” said Norman quietly,
but ‘as if he was too accustomed to being
tired to take the good of it.

‘“Can you read the Bible, Norman?”

‘“No, I can’t read,” said Normau. “Mother
can.”

‘“You know the Bible is God’s book, writ-
ten to tell us how to be good, and whatever
the Bible says we should mind. Now, the
Bible says, “Thou shalt not steal” Do you
know what that means?’

‘4 Yes” said Norman, swinging one little
foot back and forward ‘in the warm shine of
the fire; “I've heard it.”

(““It is to take what does not belong to us.
Now, since God has said that, is it quite right
for you to take that money of your mother's
to buy milk for Long Ears?”

*“It isn't her money,” said Norman, his
face changing; and Long Ears can’t starve!’

‘“It is her money, Norman; ali the money
you earn belongs to her, or to your father,
which is the same thing. You know it does.”

‘“But Curly must have something to eat,?
said Norman, bursting into tears.

- ““Hush, dear. Do you kmow who Jesus
Christ is?” asked Mrs. Meadow’s kind voice,
and her kind hand on his head.

‘ “No-" -~ S

‘“Poor little thing!” said Silky, and the
tears fell from her face as she went from the
fire to the table. Norman looked at her, and
sv did her mwother, and then they looked at
each other,

‘#Jesus Christ is your
Norman.

‘‘It’s all told about

kindly, “you

best friend, little
inwG¢d’'s book, dear.

Little Norman Finch, like everybody else,
hasn’t loved God, nor minded His command-
ments as he ought to do; and God would have
punished us all, if Jesus Christ hadn’t come
down from heaven on purpose to take our
punishment on Himself, so that we might be
saved.”

‘“What did -He do that for?” said Norman.

‘“Because He is so good. He loved us, and
wanted to save us and bring us back to be
His children, and to be good and happy.”

‘“Does He love me?” said Norman.

‘“Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. Meadow. “Do you
think He came to die for you and doesn’t love
you? If you will love and obey Him, He will
love you for ever, and take care of you; bet-
ter care than any one else can.”

‘“There isn’t anybody else to take care of
me,” said Norman. “Mother can’t, and fa-
ther don’t much. I wish I knew about that.”

‘With a look of wonder and interest at her
daughter, Mrs. Meadow zreached after her

Bible, without letting Norman down from
her lap; and turning from place to place,
read to him the story of Christ’s death, and
various parts of His life and teaching. He
listened, gravely and constantly and intent-
ly, and seemed not to weary of it at all, till
she was tired and obliged to stop. He made
no remark then, but sat a little while with a
sober face; till his old fatigue of days past

came over him, and his eyelids drooped, and
slipping from Mrs. Meadow’s lap, he laid
himself down on the hearth to sleep. They

put something under his head and sat watch-
ing him, the eyes of both every now and then
running over.

‘When the little sleeper awoke, they bent
all their attention to giving him a pleasant
day. He had a good dinner and nice supper.
His clothes were thoroughly dried; and Mrs.
Meadow said when she put them on, that if
she could only get a chance of a week-lay,
she would patch them up comfortably for
him.

Towards nightfall the rain stopped, and
he went home dry and warm, and with a
good piece of cheese and a loaf of plain gin-
gerbread under his arm; When he was all

temqesese
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it over again when He was on earth?”

‘Norman stood a quacter of a minute, and
then went out and closed the door.

‘The next morning they looked eagerly for
him. But he did not come. He stopped at
evening, as usual, but Silky was busy and
did not speak to him beyond a word. Tues~
day morning he did not come. At night he
was there again with his jug.

‘“How do you do, Norman?’ said Mrs. Mea-
dow, when she filled it, “and how is Long

-Ears?”

‘But Norman did not answer, and turned
to go.

‘“Come here in the morning, Norman,” Mrs,
Meadcw called after him.

‘Whether he heard her or not, he did not
siiow himself on his way to the factory next
morning. That was Wednesday.

““Norman hasn’t been here these thres days,
mother,” said Silky. “Can it be he has made
up his mind to do without his half-penny-
worth of milk for the dog?”

““Little fellow!” said Mrs. Meadow, “T
meant to have given it to him; skim milk
would do, I dare say; but I forgot to tell him
Sunday; and I told him last night to stap, but
he hasn’t done it. We'll go up to the factory,
Silky, and see how he is, after dinner.”

‘After dinner they went, and I went in Sil-
ky’s pocket. Mrs. Meadow asked for Mr,
Swift, and presently he came.

‘“Is little Norman Finch at work to-day,

Mr. Swift?”

‘“Norman Finch? well yes, ma’am, he’s to
work,” said the overseer; “he don’t do much
work this day or so. He hasn’t hard work
neither; but he's a poor little billet of a boy.”

‘“Is he a good boy, sir?”

‘“I don’t know any harm of him,” sad Mr.
Swift. “He’s about like the common. Not
particularly strong in the head, nor anywhere
else, for that matter; but he is a good-feel-
ing child. Yes—mow I remember. It's as
much as a year ago, that I was mad with
him one day, and was going to give the care-
less little rascal a strapping for something,
and a bold brave fellow in the same room,
about twice as big and six times as strong
as Norman, offered to take it and spare him,
I' didn’t care; it answered my purpose of
keeping order just as well as that Biil Boll-
ings should have it as Norman Finmch, if he
had a mind; and ever since that time Finch
has been ready to lay down his body and
soul for Bollings, if it could do him any ger-

vice. He’s a good-hearted boy, I do sup-
pom."

““What a noble boy, the other ome!” said
Mrs. Meadow.

‘“Ha! well—that was noble enough,” said
Mr. Swift; “but he’s a kind of harum-scarum
fellow—just as likely to get himselif into a
scrape to-morrow as to get somebody else
out of ome to-day.”’

‘“That was noble,” repeated Mrs. Meadow.

‘“Norman has never forgotten it. As I
said, he'd lay down body and soul for him.
Thera’s a little pet dog be has, too,” Mr., Swift
went on, “that I believe he’d do as much for.

ready to set out he paused

) at the door, and
looking up at Mrs. Meadows, said:

¢ “Does He say we mustn’t steal?”

‘“Yes, to be sure. The Bible says it, and
and Jesus

the Bible is Gods Word; “said

A pretty creature! I would have bouzut it
of him, and given a good price for it, but he
seemed frightened at the proposal. I balieve
he 'keeps the creaturs here partly for fear
he would lose him home.”
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¢“May we go im, sir, and see Norman for
a moment?”

¢“Certainly,” Mr. Swift said; and himself
led the way.

‘Through sevaral long rooms and rows of
workers went Mr. Swift, and Mrs, Meadow
and Silky went after him, to the one where
they found little Norman. He was standing
before some gort of a machine, folding pape:s
and pressing them against rows of pins, that
were held all in order, and with their points
ready, by two pieces of iron in the machine.
Norman was not working smartly, and look-
ed already jaded, though it was early in phe
afternoon. Close at his feet, almost touching
him, lay the little white dog. A very little
and most beautiful creature. Scft, whits,
curling hair, and large silky ears that drooped
to the floor, as he lay with his head upon his
paws, and two gentle brown eyes looked al-
most pitifully up at the strangers. He did
not get up; nor did Norman lock round, till
Mrs. Meadow spoke to him.

‘When he heard Mrs. Meadow’s soft, “Nor-
man, how do you do?” his fingers fell from
the row of pin points, and he turnad towards
her, looking.a good deal surprised and a lit-
tle plecased, but with a very sober face.

‘“How comes it you haven’t besn for Long
Ears’ milk these days?”

‘“I—I couldn't” said Norman. “I hadn’t
any money. I gave it to mother.”” He spoke
low and with some difficulty.

‘“And what has Long Ears done, dear, with-
out his milk?”

‘Norman was silent, and his mouth twitch-
ed. Mrs, Meadow lecoked at the little dog,
which lay still where he had been when she
came in, his gentle eyes having, she thought,
a curious sort of wistfulness in their note-
taking.

‘“I've brought him some milk,” whispered
Silky; and, softly stooping down, she un-
covered her little tin pail and tried to coax
the dog to come to it. But Norman no soon-
er caught the words of her whisper and saw
the pail, than his spirit gave way; he burst
into a bitter fit of crying, and threw himself
down on the floor and hid his face.

‘“Oh, well! said Mr, Swift—“but he
mustn’t make such a disturbance aboilt it—
it’s against all order; and feeding the dog,
too!—but it's a pretty creature. He’s hun-
gry, he is! Well; it’s well we don’t have
ladies come to the factory every day.”

(To be continued.)

The Toys That Moved Away.

(Alix Thorn, in the ‘Presbyteridn Baqner.’)

‘Now, said Marietta, ‘let’s go upstairs to
the play room, Helen, and see my doll’s things.

‘Oh, yes, chimed in the little guest, joy-
fully, ‘let’s’ And the small girls ascended
the steep stairs rather slowly, and holding on
tightly to the bannisters, for Marietta was
six and Helen only five years old.

But what fond little mother would not glad-
ly climb many stairs to be so rewarded when
she reached the top. In the corner of the
play room, by the broad chimney, stood a
spacious tin kitchen, where stood enough ket-
tles and pans to cook a fine dinner for all
“the dolls in the neighborhood. Just opposite
was a white bedstead, occupied this afternoon
in great comfort by two doll babies, one Llack

~and one white, still wearing their long night

gowns. In a wicker chair near by sat a rag
doll, =0 large that she was dressed in a little

. white frock worn by Marietta herself, while

in the middle stood a doll’s bureau made of
dark mahogany, and each drawer haq shining

glass knobs. It stood on quaint little claw -

feet.
‘My grandma uged to play with this) ex-
plained the young hostess, ‘and it came from

England. 'See how many clothes I can put

in it, Helen' §
‘The small guest listened and watched with
round, wondering eyes, and at last she spoke

- in a very soft little voice:

“I guess, Marietta, youre a“happy girl?
‘I ’spose so, answered Marietta, cheerfully,

“my bestest doll is shut up in that chest of h

~drawers, but it isn’t any fun to play with
, ’cause I'm afraid we’d muss her party

~ T'd ratker hold this one, said Helen, lift-

ing the smiling rag doll to her lap. She shook

“down the lace trimmed pettiosats in mothecly

~

t

fashion, and rocked slowly to and fro; how
delightfully full her arms were,

The dancing flames in the fire-place shone
on the glass knobs of the little bureau, turn-
ing them to red and gold.

‘T wish, said Helen, wistfuliy; I wish,
Marietta, that my grardma would give me a
bureau, but, she hastered to add, ‘my grand-
ma loves me, she does, and of course my dolls’
trunk is pretty nice.

Helen was spending the day with the mn-
ister’s small daughter while her mother and
many other mothers beside, sewed in thz par-
lIor at the parsonage, making warm coats and
skirts for poor little girls who would neel theém
in the cold winter coming.

The child-en played on happily till u rat-
tle of wheels sounded in the yard below, and
it was her father coming to take Helen and
her mother home, for they lived two miles
above the village.

The months passed, and Helen playei with
her large family of doils, or rode on her lit-
tle sled up and down the hills near the house.
Through the frosty air sounded the music of
many sleigh bells, Then the warm cun melt-
ed the ice and snow, and brave little c:o:uses
came pushing up their blue and yellow cups.

One April day her mother said: ‘Helen, we
are going to move into the village next week;
we have rented the parsonage; the new minis-
ter is to board this year. Now vyou will be
near the school and see your little friends
more often. That will be jolly, girlie’

The little girl was sent on a visit to Aunt
Mabel till the new home should be all in or-
der, but a certain morning her father called
for-her, and carried a very happy Helen away
with him. Down the wide village strest they
drove, and, oh, the queerness of it, stopped
before the parsonage door. On the pizzza stoed
mamma, herself waiting to welcome her.

Helen scampered in, and with fast beating
heart reached what had once bean Marictta’s
plgy room. Where, oh where, were the play-
things che had seen there on Ther last visit?
Gone was the tin kitchen, gone the rag doll;
gone the bureau, with its glass knobs, not
even the doll’s bedstead left. She buried her
face in both chubby hands and burst into
tears.

‘Why, Helen, cried her mother, ‘what is
the matter?’ and grandma hurried in to learn
the cause of the trouble, : .

‘The playthings,’ sobbed Helen; ‘Marietta’s

taken them away, all away, mamma, and I
‘thought I'd find them here ’cause this is our
house now.
Mother's eyes smiled, but she comforteq her
little daughter and explained that Marietta
owned her toys and would have felt sad
enough to_ have left them behind,

‘We will put your own playthings where
{Marietta’s stood and you can have just as
happy times with them?

Helen looked very sober, but at last she
said: ‘Mamma, I'm going to write a letter to
Sa.nta Claus, all about a little buceay with
shiney knobs. He always seems to know what
I want, so I wan’t have to ’splain to him. Do
you think he’ll remember next Christmas,
mamma ?’

Tm sure he will, said mamma, and he did.

The Nail.

A tradesman had. once transacted a good
day’s business at a fair, disposed of all his
goods, and filled his purse with gold and sil-
ver. He prepared afterwards to return, in
order to reach home be the evening. So
he strapped his portmanteau, with the money
in it, upon his horse’s back, and rede off. At
‘moon he halted in a small town, and as he
was about to set out again, the stable boy
who brought his horse said to him, ‘Sir, a
nail is wanting in the shoe on the left hind
foot of your animal’

‘Let it be wanting, replied the tradesman;
‘T am in a hurry, and the iron will doubtless
hold the six hours I have yet to travel?

- Late in the afternoon he had to dismount
~again, and feed his horse, and at this place
aiso the Boy came and told him that a mail

ter; ‘it will last out the couple of hours that

t
- I have now to travel; I am in haste’

he rode off; but his horse soon
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and broke its leg. The:zupon the tradesmam
bhad to leave his horse lying on the road, to
unbuckle the portmanteau, and to walk home
with it upon his shoulder, where he arrived
at last late at night.

‘And all this misfortune, said he to him-
self, ‘is owing to the want of a nail. More
haste the less speed!’—Grimm Brothers.

i

Who Was Cinderglla ?

Cinderella’s real name was Rhodops, and
she was a beautiful Egyptian maiden who
lived 670 yea:s before the Christian era, and
during the reign of Psammeticus, one of the
twelve kings of Egypt.

One day she ventured to go in bathing in
a clear stream near her hom?, and mean-
while left her shoes, which 1ust have Leen
unusually cmall, lying on the bank. An cagle
passing above, chanced to catca sight of the
little sandals, and mistaking them for a
toothsome tidbit, pounced down and carcied
off one in his beak.

The bird then unwittingly played the pact
of fairy godmothe:, for, flyitg directiy «ver
Memphis, where King Psammeticus wap dis-
pensing justice, it let ths shoa fall right into
the king’s lap. Its sizs, beauty atd dainti-
ness immediately attracted thz rayal cye, and
the king, determined upon kncwing the wearer
os so cunning a shoe, sent througheut ail his
kingdom in search of the foot that would fit
it.

As in the story of Cinderella, the messen-
gers finally discovered Rhodope, fitted on {ihe
shoe and carvied her in triumph to Memphis,
where she became the queen of King Psam-
meticus.—Selected.

On an English Roadside.

On one of the most travelled roads leading
to London, at the feot of a hill is hung sthis
sign:—

‘HORSE’'S PETITION TO HIS DRIVER.

‘Up the hill whip me not,

Down the hill hurry me not,

In the stable forget me not,

Of hay and grain rob me not,

Of clean water stint me not,

With sponge and brush neglect me not,
Of soft, dry bed, deprive me not,
When sick or cold chill me not,

With bit or rein jerk me not,

And, when angry, strike me not.

To which should be added:—
With tight check rein, check me not.
And do not cover my eyes with blinders.

The petition is one worthy to be heard in
this country as well.

The Flower of God,

The flowers got into a debate one morning
as to which of them was the flower of God;
and the rose said: ‘I am the flower of God,
for I am the fairest and the most perfect in
beauty and variety of form and delicacy of
fragrance of all the flowers” And the crocus
said: ‘No, you are not the flower of God.
Why, I was blooming long before yeu bloom-
ed’ And the lily of the valley said modest-
ly: T am small, but I am white; perhaps I am
the flower of God’” And the trailing arbutus
said: ‘Before any of you came forth I was
blooming under the leaves and under the
snow. Am I not the flower of God?’ And all
the flowers cried out, ‘No, you are no flower
at all; you are a come-outer’ And°then God's
wind, blowing on the garden, brought this
message to them: ‘Little flowers, do you not
know that every flower that answers God's
‘sweet spring cail, and comes out of .the cold,
dark earth, and lifts its head above the sod
and blooms forth, catching the sunlight from
God and flinging it back to men, taking the
sweet south wind from God and giving it back
to eothers in sweet and blessed fragrance—do
you not know they are all God's flowers?’ All
they that take this life of God, and, answer-
ing it, come forth from worldliness and dack-
ness and selfishness to give out light and fra-
grance and love, they are God’s flowers, Therz
is not one of us who cannot bring something
of this to our fellow men; no matter how
arid your life is, it is possible for you to be
the giver of life to your neighbor.—Lyman
Abbott. B
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The Runaway.
A tiny chick, a flufly thing,
One day crept from his mother’s
wing: :
*This life is much too dull for me;
I mean to see the world,” said he,

So out he strutted, bold and brave,
And many clucks of joy he gave;
But no concern he showed at all

To hear his mother’s anxious call!

‘No, no; T won't come back, he
said,

HOME AGAIN!

And shook his little yellow head ;
And on he went, so very fast
That he was out of sight at last.

He stopped to think: ‘I wonder

why
There’s such alot of earth and sky ;’
Then gave an awiul shriek of fear
To see the sheep-dog standing near,

‘Bow-wow,’ the doggy merely said,
And how that little chicky fled!
He dida’t run, he simply tore,

To try to reach his home once more.

He never paused, he never stopped
Till at his mother’sside he dropped,

A panting, gasping, frightened
_ thing,

And scrambled underneath hep
wing !

Then, nestling closely to her side ;

‘Oh! mother, mother dear,’ he
cried,

With sighs of grief and sobs of pain,

‘I'll never run away again!’

—Constance M. Lowe, in * Our Little Dots.’

The Imprisonmentof Winifre
Mary. )

(By Hannah G. Fernald, in ‘The

~ Congregationalist and Christian
World.”)

¢ Winifred Mary is m's in I’ an-
nounced Syfvia, as she cast prac-
ticed eye over her assembled dolls,

Sylvia’s Uncle Joe put down his

. newspaper and looked at her with
amused interest.

‘Hadn’t you better call the roll ¥
he suggested, and Sylvia, in some
anxiety, began her arrangements
for this nightly ceremony, She ar-
ranged the dolls in an orderly
line, and then siid enquiringly,
¢ Arabella ? :

" Arabells, a tall, flaxen-haired
doll, arose, assisted by Sylvia, and
responded in a small, high voice,
¢ Present !’ ‘

‘Belinda ?

Belinda was present also ; so were
Isabel, Susie and Carlotta, There
was o painful silence after the call-
ing of Winifred Mary’s name;
Winifred Mary was clearly absent,
and so, as it later -appeared, was
Florabella. '

‘Two I” mourned Sylvia, ‘I don’t
mind so much about Florabella, but
—O, Uncle Joe!” For Unecle Joe
had drawn from his pocket a small,
dishevelled creature, ‘Which is
this? he asked. ‘I found her

under the currant bushes’

Sylvia always remembered after
things were found just how she had
happened to leave them in such
singular places. It seemed a pity,
as Uncle Joe frequently pointed
out, that she never could remember
beforel =~V

‘That's Florabella? she ex-
claimed. ‘I remember now! I was
going to make a swing for her under
th2 big currant bush, and then I
went to feed my chickens and for-
got. But what can have become of
Winifred Mary ! She’s the small-
est of all my small dolls, and the
prettiest, and I've always taken
such care of her!’ :

Uncle Joe tried to smother a
laugh, and Grandmother sighed.
‘Sylvia, child, she said, ‘I don’t
belive you know how to take care
of anything. I have heard before
of children who were -careless
enough to lose their hats and their
overshoes, but 1 never knew an-
other little girl who habitually lost

her own dolls!” :

The next day Sylvia and Uncle
Joe became a Search Party and
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hunted for Winifred Mary. They
looked in the orchard, and the barn,
and the carriage-house, and the
flower-garden and beside the brook :
they found a handkerchief, two
hair-ribbons and Belinda's best
dress,but no trace of Winifred Mary
was to be seen. A very small doll
lost on a very large farm is not an

easy thing to find.

Sylvia was an affectionate, if a
careless mother; she searched and
mourned faithfully for the missing
Winitred Mary, and included her
name tenderly each night in the
Roll Call. Uncle Joe soon saw in
the window of the village shop a
small doll which, he said, looked to
him so strikingly like Sylvia’s miss-
ing child that he brought it home
to her. At first he wasinclined to
insist that this was Winifred Mary,
but when Sylvia pointed out that
the new doll had brown hair,
whereas Winifred Mary’s was
golden yellow, and that she was so
large that not one of Winifred
Mary’s tiny frocks could possibly
be coaxed on to her, he was forced

to admit that there was only a

strong family resemblance. He
wished the new doll to be called
Winifred Mary, so that the Roll
Call might be complete, but this
Sylvia steadily retused to do. ‘Sup-
pose Winifred Mary should be
found ? she argued.

In September, when Sylvia said
good-by to Grandmother and Uncle
Joe and went back “to ‘the  city,
Winifred Mary was still missing.
‘I’ll s2nd her by express, if I find
her,’ promised Uncle Joe, but Sylvia
had given up hope.

Poor Winifred Mary was almost
forgotten when one cold November
morning a package arrived trom the
farm for Sylvia.

‘ What can they have sent me in
a round hat box ? she wondered,
and she wondered still more when
the box was opened and disclosed
a very large cabbage!

‘It must be one of Uncle Joe's
jokes,’ said Sylvia’s mother, *Untie
it, dear.” For the cabbage had been

cut in quarters, and then tied to-

gether with red ribbon,
Sylvia untied the ribbon, the

- cabbage fell apart, and there, al-

most in its centre, lay Winifred
Mary! R e
¢ Why —why'—began Sylvia,and

§

then, as usual, she remembered,
¢ Mother,’ she cried, ‘I put Wini-
fred Mary down in a big cabbage—
I thought it would make such a
cunning house for her—and then I
went back to get the other little
dolls, and—and’—

‘And you thought of something
else todo, and forgot poor Winifred
Mary,’ finished her mother, when
she had done laughing, ‘and the
cabbage kept right on growing, and
folded its big outer leaves over her
and held her snug and warm—and
how surprised Grandmother must
have been when she cut open that
cabbage I’

‘It'slike the Faithful Tin Soldier
in the fish,” said Sylvia solemnly,
‘but, O Mother—suppose they had
boiled the cabbage!’

Mamma’s Bunnies.

(By Catherine S. Foster, in ‘The
Congregationalist and Christian

World.’)

Marjorie and Elliott had the
mumps and their dear little faces
were all puffed up. Mamma tied
up their checks with some of Papa’s
old soft handkerchiefsand the white
ends sticking up on top looked like
rabbit’s ears, so she called them her
white bunuies. The first two or
three days they played with their
toys and Mamma read them a great
many stories and so they had nice
times, but when the sliding began
on their hill they wanted to go out
of doors.

“Can’t you wrap us all up and
let us go out just for a little while ¥
said Elliott. ¢ We will only take
three slides and then we will come
in and be just as good,’

¢ Why, Elliott, what do you sup-
pose the doctor would say it I were
to let my little bunnies go out in
the snow? Come over here and
see what a good time Billy and
I'rixie are having.’ ik

Billy and Trixie were kittens
that lived next door and the chil-
dren were very fond of them.

‘I wish we had them over here
to play with us,’ said Marjorie.

Just then Elliott left the room
andin a little while came back with
a letter written on his Christmas
paper, and this is what it said :

. Dear Billy and Trizie : Marjorie and T have

‘the mumps. Would your mamma let you
come over aud play with us? We will give
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you lots of wmilk. Do you catch mice? De
come. ExrLiorr.

When Mrs. Gray read the letter
she said, ‘The dear things, they
shall have those kittens.’

Half an hour later Elliott’s doora
bell rang and there stood Mrs.
Gray’s Mary Ann, with a broad
smile en her face and a large Angora
kitten under each arm. Billy and
Trixie were dressed for the occasion.
One wore a red bow and the other
a blue one and at the end of each
ribbon was (astened a note for each
of the children, asking them over to
take tea with Mrs. Gray when they
were better,

It 'was hard to tell which had the
better time that afternoon, the
children or the kittens. Elliott let
Billy sit on one of the nice cushions
and sharpen his claws, a thing he
was never allowed to do at home,
and Marjorie tied a siring on a
gpool and Trixie had such a nice
time chasing it all round the room.
When supper-time came the kittens
had their milk in the dining-room
with the children and it was a
happy little time. After supper

they all sat down on the fur rugin
front of the fire and Elliott told
Marjorie and the kittens stories;
‘they can understand,’ said Elliott,
“and the way I know is because
they purred very loud when I told
them about the old black cat we

‘used to have,’

At bed-time Papa carried Billy
and Trixie home and he said they
purred all the way. When Mamma,
ﬁut the children to bed she took the

andkerchiefs off of their faces and
said, ‘Now I haven’t any little
bunnies.’

‘But you have us,’ said Elliott.

‘ Yes, dearies,” said Mamma, kiss-
ing them, ‘and it the sun shines
to-morrow, you can both go outand
play for a little while ’

——— e
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4 rellable and bandsome Fduntain Pen, usually
wold at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Ben-
 Dett, New York, given to ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for alist of five new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

The People's Horse, Catile, Sheep and Swine
m:op This book gives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
with exact doses of medicine. Um_.n, sold at
$1.00, will be gliven to "Messenger’ subscribeis
for a )ist of four new s ubscriptions to the 'Nor-
thern Messenger, at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER'S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Churech,
Sabbath School or Day School. Bach boy and
girt reader of the ‘Messenger’ should s

Given for three new subscriptions the

‘Northern Messen at forty cents each,

BAGSTER’'S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-

- some Bible, gilt edges, with the addition of 307
n.n. containing the following Valuable Bible

elps, Coucordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Illustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers for
tuhlrtun novt -;h.c tlonsh to the ‘Northern

essenger” &l ceats each or ten new sub-
ecriptions at 40 cents each, :

- PICTORIAL TESTAMENT—A bandsome pictorial

New Testament just published, neatly bound
leather, gilt odn.‘al'un for ~ four new -ug!
scriptions ta ‘Northern Messenger” at 40c each,
or elx remewals at fOTty conts cach,

st




10

Correspondence

W. L., N.S.
Dear Editor,—I like the ‘Messenger’ very
much, especially the correspondence page. I
am twelve years old; my birthday is on the
25th of April. I go to school, and study gram-
mar, history, geography, arithmetic, ‘health
reader, and we write anl draw. I like draw-
ing very much. I have a big cat called ‘Tom,
of which I am very fond. My father is the
Presbyterian Minister here, I was born in
Hants Co., N.S. Papa, mamma, and I spent
the Christmas holidays there, We had a large
tree, and we had a lovely time. I can skate.
We skate on what we call the ‘gully’ The
water from the ocean comes in over the marsh,
and in winter it freezes and makes a large

sheet of ice.
MARION Mc¢LEOD.

G. H., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I get the ‘Messenger’ at the
Band of Hope, and like it very much. My
mother used to get subscribers for it when she
was a little girl (20 years ago). I had a pet
of a nice black kitten, and she was so fond
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place. I am in the third book, and I take
history, physiology, reading, geography, com-
position, grammar, literature, arithmetic, and
spelling. I am eleven years old, We are hav-
ing a Christmas entertainment at ths Presby-
terian Church. I hope it will be successful.
We are also having an entertainment at our
school.

We have not had much sleighing yet. We
have had quite a lot of skating. I like skat-
ing very much,

I have thres pets, two of them are kittens.
I call them Fannie and Katie. The other is a
dog; I call him Collie.

I have two sisters and no brothers. I am
sending a little drawing with this letter.

Yours truly,

MARY McMURPHY,

F. .
Dear Editor,—I am a little girl nine years
old. I go to school, and I am in the second
reader. I have one little brother; his name is
Kenneth, he is sixteen months old. I have
four dolls, their names are Rosie, Amy, Ber-
tha and Liba. My father is a farmer, We
have nine cows milking, and five horses, and
lots of hens and chickens, My uncle and
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OUR PICTURES.

1. ‘Bison.’ Willie Jeweii (r3), S. F., Ont,

2, ‘My Pony.’ Johnny Nelson (10), P.C., Ont.

3. ‘Two beavers gnawing’ Mary Murphy,
W., Ont,

4. ‘Deer” Geo. Wany (13), S. F. Ont

5. ‘Daffodils, sweet daffodils.” Jean H. (13),
W., Ont.

6. ‘Hart of the Black Forest’ Hettie Kerr
(14), N. 0., Sask.
7. Holly.? Allie Seaman (10), S. F,, Ont.
8. ‘Horse and Harness’ Irene Smith (8), S.
F., Ont.

9. ‘Goat” Victor P. (13), C. Assa.

of the cows that they smothered her, and I
was. very sorry. I have three brothers liv-
ing and one dead. I was eleven the 14th of
August. I weigh eighty-one pounds,
MYRTLE L. NORMAN.

D, Ont.
Dear Editor,—Edna Cohoon asks what is the
middle chapter in the Old Testament, and I
think it is the eleventh Psalm.
We get the ‘Northern Messenge:’ from Sun-
day School, and like it very much,
. STANLEY S. BRYANS.

D, Ont.
Dear Editor,—Verna and Gertie E. Long
ask where the word girl is found in the Bible.
It is in two places, in Joel, the third chapter
and the third werse, and in Zechariah, .the
eighth chapter and the fifth verse, We get
the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday School, and also

take the ‘Witne 8.’ :

- MAGGIE R. V. BRYANS.

R, Ont.
Dear Editor,—I take the ‘Messenger, and
would not like to be without it. I am going

to send you some puzzles, S
1st.—s500 begins it, 500 ends it, and 5 in the
middle is seen, the first of all letters, the
first of all figures, fills up the spaces between.
The answer to Gertrude Sargent’s, to Sam-
son’s riddle:—The bees made honey in a dead

lion’s carcass. ey

S ) W., Ont.
Dear Editor,—This is my first letter to the
‘Messenger,” and I must say I do like to read
the correspondence, and to look at the draw-
ings. I go to school about two miles from our

et

aunt were here on a visit this summer from
Rochester, New York. For pets I have a black
cat, her name is Minnie, and a kitten, and a
bantiec named Polly. 1 have an uncle and
aunt that live in Star Clinton. They have
a little girl, her name is Edna Vinian Eliza~
beth, she is such a nice little baby, she is so
good natured I like to sit and hold her.
EMMA BROOKS.

S, N.S.

Dear Editor,—I have one brother living, his
name is Oman. I also have one brother dead,
his name was Warren. I have no sisters. We
have taken the ‘Messenger’ for a long while,
it comes in my name,

I am 12 years old, and am in the seventh
grade at school. There ar¢ 21 rooms in the
S. schools.

Papa is a carpenter, and we are building a
new house. I wonder if anybody’s birthday
is on the same day as mine—the 21st of No-
vember. I like reading, and have read a
great many books. There are five cHurches
here—Presbyterian, Methodist, Baptist, Eng-
lish and Catholic. I am sending a few conun-
drums;—

1.—~What
ing?

3 l;le.ew-hat is everybody doing at the same

pen should never be used in writ-

ETHEL GILROY.

= P., Ont.
Dear Editor,—I would advise all the readers
of the ‘Messenger’ to save it and any other
Sunday School papers they get, and when
they get a bunch of them send them to an
Indian Reserve or to some missionaries, They
are always glad to get them and think a lot
of thege papers.  The ‘Messenger’ readers

Jan. 12, 1906.

would be working for God by deoing some lit-
tle things like that. I have found out, too,
if your parents are living, and you would like
them to live long, happy and healthy lives,
about the best thing a pe’son can do is to live
a good Christian life yourself. I have known
ssveral mothers to die young by some of their
children turning out wild and bad. ' This city
is a quiet place now, and .we have lots of
visitors, even from foreign countries, to see
the lift-lock and the Treut Valley Canal, but
the lift-lock is not such a very wonderful
instrument, as it is supposed to be. It is
about 1oo feet high, and has  ssveral piers,
and as a ship is hoisted up onme side of the
middle pier a ship is let gradually go down.
The things the boats are hoisted or lowered
in are shaped something like a meat pan, and
have water in them to float the boats and
steady them. It is pretty to see them hojsted
away above your head, and I guess if some-
thing was to go wrong, and the boat would
fall when it was hosted you could imagine
the noise and excitement it would cause. I
guess it is because I live here that I don’t
bother much about it. We have a lot of
large manufacturing places and businesses
here in this city now. I hope all the young
‘Messenger’ readers pay attention to the les-
sons and advice of the ‘Messenger, and try
and live good Christian lives, doing good
themselves, for it is pretty nice to think and
to be able to say that you did what was right
in your young days, and that you were kind
to your parents, and thoughtful of them, and
made their lives happy. So good bye.

FROM A ‘MESSENGER’ READER.

E., Newfoundland.

Dear Editor,—I enjoy reading the ‘Messen~
ger’ very much, I think it is a very nice
paper. If I were to give up taking the ‘Mes-
senger’ we would miss it very much, I like
reading the paper, especially the Correspon-
dence page, and the Temperance page, but I
think page ten is /the best. I don’t go to
school yet, because it is too far for us to
walk, it is a mile from where we live, We
are having a’ new schoolhouse built. While
they are building it they keep the school ¢n
the west side of the harbor. We expect to
be going in the new ome by Christmas. I am
in the sixth reader. We have a female {2a-
cher. This winter my sister went a little
while when it was warm, but it is too cold for
her now. My father was up deer huating
this fall; he got three deer., There are
a lot of people this winter schooner building.
It is lonesome down here now, thece is a lot
of people gone from where we lived. I think
there are going to be some schooners built
here this winter. I wonder if anyone’s pirth-
day is on the same day as mine, the 1sth of

August. This 48 my second letter to the
‘Messenger” I am sending my subscription
now.

FLORENCE P. SCEVIOUR.

A New Geographical Game.

Seat the players in a row., Let the first one
say aloud the name of a city, mountain, river
lake, etc., located in any part of the world;
the next player give a name beginning with
the final letter of the previously said name,
and the third supply one beginning with the
final letter of the second, and =0 on around
the ring. Thus: Amenica, Athens, Santiago,
Ohio. FEach player is allowed thirty seconds
in which to think. If, by the end of that
time, he has failed to supply a name he must
drop out of the game. The'one who keeps up
longest is the champion, Any player, at any
time, may be challenged to give the geogra-
phical location of the place he has named.
If, on demand, he cannot do so he wust pay
a forfeit.—Rozelle Purnell M. Handy.

B it s s e

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send three new subscriptions to ihe ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at forty cents each for gne
year, and receive 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, Bri:ish Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Bahama Islands,

and Zanzibar, No extra charge for postage in
the countries named, : -
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LESSON III.—JANUARY 21, 1906.
The Boy Jesus.

Golden Text.

Jesus increased in wisdom and stature, and
in favor with God and Man.—Luke ii., s52.

Home Readings.

Monday, Jan. 15.—Luke ii., 40-52.
Tuesday, Jan. 16.—I. Sam. iii, 1-10.
Wednesday, Jan. 17.—I. Sam, iii,, 11-21.
Thursday, Jan. 18.—II .Tim. iii, 12-4; 5.
Friday, Jan. 19.—John ii,, 13-22,
Saturday, Jan. z0—Matt. xxi, 11-17.
Sunday, Jan. 2r.—lIs, lvi, 1-8,

(By W. Davis Clark.)

One incident—one only—of Jesus' youth is
Preserved. If analyzed, it will be found to
be the whole period in epitome—the spirit,
traits, acquirements of Jesus before entrance
upon His public career.

A temple nuncio on his round had apprised
Nazareth of the approaching feast. The fes-
tal caravan, chanting the psalms of ascent,
Wwas =00on en route. It may be that on this
sacred journey Mary disclosed to the opening
consciousness of her son the things which she
had ‘kept and pondered in her heart.’

Not the prodigious mass of humanity, not
the golden and marble temple that could ac-
commodate a quarter of a million, not even
the speaking ceremonial which had been per-
formed for a millennium and a half—not

~these, but the Messianic idea and the dawn-

ing . con: S, I am He absorbed Jesus,
and made Him oblivious to -time and Jph‘:;’
and human relationship. The glowing ember
burst into flame. :

The Child among the doctors is no anachron.’

ism. It is in strictest accord with Jewish
custom. The sittings of the rabbis were open
to all. ‘Sons of the law. Hebrew youths
twelve years and over, were especially wel-
come, and encouraged to show what they
knew, The catechetical was the favorite me-
thod. ‘What meaneth? was on lips of tea-
cher and taught. What surprised the doctors
in this Galilean boy was the absence of ste-
reotyped rabbinical phrase. No touch of
schools or schoolmen was on Him. Here was
originality divine—the truth free from the
scholastic barnacles of gloss and paraphrase,
yet a childish gentleness and humility trans-
fusing all. The Father's matters” were un-
dol:ibtedly subject of discourse; the Messiah,
when, whence, what like, effect of His com-
ing? Many a doctor must have said that
day, ‘Whence hath this Child this wisdom?’
They were in an ecstacy of admiration. The
impression the Child made was no doubt live~
ly; but the appeanance of Galilean peasants
who claimed to be his parents, and to whom
He gave ready obedience, was calculated to
tone it down. e
~ The conversation between Mother and Child
casts at least a ray on that inexplicable rela=
tionship. It is as if Mary had said, ‘Son,
here is your first act that surpasses my com-
prehension’ There is more of pathos in it
than querulousness. ~ His answer, dutiful and
affectionate, is: ‘Mother, I'm surprised you
sought me anywhere but in my Father’s house,
where Hic matters are considered. I thought
you knew the interest, unknown to others,

_ which would attract me and hold me here’

‘But cneerfully, in an instant, and for eigh-
teen years, He quits this place of absorbing
interest, this agreeable assembly; exchanges

the temple for a carpenter shop, the sanhedrin

fof the provincial neighbors of Nmmtﬁﬂ%l

at His lowly mother's beck. L5,
- But this incident was, humanly speaking,
of incalculable value to Jesus. The holy con-

scicusness, first quickened in the temple,

s

opened and bloomed in His soul. While still
subject to His parents, and having a perfect-
ly normal human development of a character
so lovely as to fairly captivate His rugged
highland neighbers, yet the knowledge of His
divine nature and vocation ran parallel there-
with,

ANALYSIS AND KEY,

I—The feast announced:
Festal caravan to Jerusalem.
Route and incidents by the way.
Jesus and His parents in the company.
II.—Arrival in Jerusalem.
What interested the Boy, Jesus.
Dawning consciousness of His character
and commission.
III.—Jesus amoag the docters.
Accordance with Jewish custom.
Socratic method—asking and answer-
ing.
Probable theme of inquiry.
IV.—Jesus and His Mother.
The ideal of filial obedience.
V.—Effect of incident upon chafacter.
Growing knowledge of nature and voca-
tion; parailel to physical and mental evolu-
tion.

THE TEACHER'S LANTERN,

This incident, at first blush a pictorial af-
fair, bristles with lessons for parents and
children, for teachers and pupils. It is the
anatomy of a child’s heart for the child him-
self, and for the would-be helper of the child.

Vi The Child Jesus was the ideal learn-
er. He kept filling with wisdom. He sbor-
ed His memory with Scripture, and in addi-
tion persistently drew from His environment,
physical and social. The evidences of the
accuracy and wideness of His observations
abound in His discourses. It was this that
prepared Him to be the ideal Teacher. s
The home of Jesus had a beautiful setting of
physical scenery. Nazareth, with its white
domes and abundant foliage, has been describ-
el as a handful of pearls in a goblet of emer-
ald. Hermon, Tabor, Carmel, the s¢a and
Esdraelon were in sight. The impression
made on Jesus’ mind is evident from its re-
production in His parables. Social life
was also unique. There was art and traffic.
The teeming population was so infused with
Greek spirit as to be called ‘Gentile’ It must
have influenced the Youth Jesus. . . . But
home was chief factor in the evolution of
Jesus’ character. The Hebrew home was a
night-blooming cereus, Paganism knew no-
thing worthy the name of home. Oriental
children were, as a rule, dismissed to the com-
pany of slaves. In the Jewigh house-
hold, on-the contrary, the sweetest confidence
maintained between parent and child. ‘Father,
what meaneth this?’ was often on the child’s
lips, and to describe the intent of ceremonial
or memorial was the father’s delight. There
were eight well-defined stages in the religious
nurture of Hebrew youth. The sacred name
greeted his eye on the door-post as he came
or went. He must needs learn his Shema
and Hallel. He had his own birthday text,
an acrostic from Scripture which spelled his
name. The thoroughness of Jesus’ training is
evident from the familiarity with every part
of the Old Testament, in both Hebrew and
Greek which He showed. o

CHRISTIAN ENDEAVOR AND EPWORTH
: LEAGUE TOPIC. :

Luke ii., 40-52.

CHRIST'S LIFE FROM BOYHOOD.
(Union meeting with Junior Society.)

“Jesus was the ideal Boy as well as the
ideal Man. He grew physically, and at the
same time got stronger in mind and spirit.
It was at church (the temple of Jerusalem)
that he had His first glimpse of what He was
called to te and to do in this world. It was
in the joy of this revelation and His per-
sonal surrender to it that He lost himself in
‘His Father’s house’ Forgetful of self, in
the possession of a great thought, He talked
to the rabbis like one inspired. But His
vision did not make Him disrespestful to His
Mother or disobedient to His parents. He
went home and obeyed them. It is recorded of

L]

THE MESSENGER. 11

His boyhood that He increased in wisdom and
stature and in favor with God and man,

C. E. Topic.
Sunday, Jan. 21.—Topic—Christ’s life. I.
Lessons from His boyhood. Luke ii., 40-52,
(Union meeting with the Junior society.)

Junior C. E. Topic.
CHRIST’S BOYHOOD,

Monday, Jan. 15.—The promise to Mary.
Luke 1., 26-32.

Tuesday, Jan. 16.—The birth of Christ.
Luke ii., 8-17.

Wednesday, Jan., 17.—The visit of the wise
men.—Matt, i, 1-12

Thursday, Jan. 18.—The flight into Egypt.
Matt. ii., 13-15.

Friday, Jan. 19.—The return to Nazareth.
Matt. ii,, 19-23. ¢

Saturday, Jan. 20.—How the Child Zrews
Luke ii., 40.

Sunday, Jan. 21—Topic —Lessons from
Christ's boyhood. Luke ii, 40-52. (Union
meeting with older society.)

CHRI§TIAN TOLERANCE.

There is a genuine and Christian toler«
ation which is not indifierence. It consists
with the most deep and serious feeling. Thig
toleration cares about truth, and cares abouf
what seem errors in its teaching; but it rests
confidently in faith that truth will win its
own victories in God’s good time; and it acts
consistently on the knowledge that love. is
greater even than truth, and must break the
path in places where truth has not yet ap-
reared. This is tke tolerance of faith and
charity, which a man shows in places where
ke feels deeply, whether those places be in
politics or in religion—‘Sunday School Times.!

—_—

The costliest garment worn is the cloak of
hypocrisy. He who would dress in taste and
without cost should be ‘clothed with humility.’

How to Uniold a Lesson.
(Prof. Dager, in the ‘Evangel.’)

There are many things that we must learn
from the children of this world, who are often
wiser in their generation than the children of
light. Study the man who starts out with a
bag of samples, with the one definite purposa
to so present these samples as to win pur-
chasers for the goods which they represent
Wthat can we learn from him?

First note with what care he packs his sox
He walks about the store for days, mentally
conpects the goods there with the customers
thousands of miles away; and, not until he
has gotten goods and customers associated,
does he attempt the selection of his samples.
The preacher must have his congregation in
his study when he prepares his sermon, and
the teacher must have her class in her room
when she is getting ready for next Sunday.

Now comes an interesting step. The order
in which articles are packed away determines
largely the order in which they must be un-
packed. Avoid confusion and disorder here. I
saw a large box of seed, the contents of which
had cost the owner many dollars, but, through
the jolting of a rough road, had become in-
discriminately mixed—seed of grass, clover,
Leets, radishes, turnips, carrots anr? many
other vegetables commingled in a worthless

‘mass. There was not much temptation even

to a thirsty pilgrim to drink at the country
store whose board announced, ‘Coal Qil and
Soda Water” .

I once surprised a salesman in his noom,
with many articles spread upont the table. He
explained his position by saying, T was just
taking these out of my valise to see if I had
them packed in the best order’ A teacher
might thus profitably employ a short season
on Saturday evening.

May I just here emphasizeé that a great
deal of the confidence and force with which a
iesson is presented is derived from the teach-
er’'s conmsciousness that he has just what is
needed to make those whom he teaches happy
for time and eternity. I can fish with doubls
the patience and perseverance when I feel that
I have the best tackle and the most captivat-
ing bait. e ?
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Three Excuses for Smoking.

(Uncle Edward, in the ‘Irish Temperance
League Journal)

A waiting room, six bonnie lads;
A pleasant, lively set;

Four out of six are puffing hard
Their pipe or cigarette.

An ancient ‘Uncle’ saunters in.
All know him as their friend;

They’ve heard his constant ‘good advice’—
His warnings—without end.

Teetotal, all-——with one consent
They advocate ‘NO DRINK’;

But from the deadly cigarette
Two only seem to shrink.

They’re wise enough to see the woe
That alcohol has wrought;

But when tobacco is exposed
They exercise no thought,

The paralyzing, deadly fumes
Have seared their common sense,

And though they have no pounds to waste,
They throw away their pence,

Forgetful of the wise old ‘saw,
That gold will never stay

Where modest little ‘pt¢nny browns’
Are let to slip away.

The ‘Uncle’ soon with friendly chat
Their merry wit provoked;

He praised the two who shunned the weed,
And warned the four who smoked.

Then pleasantly he asked of each—
‘Pray tell me why you smoke?’
But of the four smoke-laden tongues,

Three only silence broke,

The first said gaily—'PASS THE TIME!’
The second—'CLEAR THE CHEST!

The third—CANT DO WITHOUT IT NOW/
With faltering tone confessed.

We'll take these three young men’s replieg,
And put aside all fun,

And weigh in solemn earnestmess
Each answer one by one,

The first reply is—'PASS THE TIME!”
Or ‘RUSH IT THROUGH IN HASTE’;
As though this quickly fleeting life
Had countless hours to waste!

Ags though we had a thousand lives
To frivolously spend;

As though it mattered not a straw
How soon this life would end.

Ah! POOR EXCUSE. It will not stand
- God’s scrutinizing eye; -
Would any dare to offer it

When on the point to die?

To ‘PASS THE TIME. Oh! strange indeed
That LIFE—so sadly short—

Should ever thus be wasted out
In smoke, or drink, or sport.

ONE LIFE TO LIVE, and ONLY ONE,
Before we reach the grave;

ONE life to live, or FLING AWAY,
ONE SOUL TO LOSE, OR SAVE!

And now we’ll take the next excui;
A paltry one at best.

Wieat is there worth a moment’s thought
In smoke ‘TO CLEAR YOUR CHEST?

And now we'll take the next excuse;
1f boys of seventeen :
Have ‘chests’ choked up unhealthily,

And lean on nicotine,

Use Temperance and exercise,

Breathe wholesome air—take rest;
Let God be first in all your thoughts—
Invite Him for a guest.

G o B e

And not a single ailment then
Need mar your perfect health;

Sound hearts will throb in all your ‘chests’;
That's better far than wealth.

The last excuse—CAN’T DO WITHOUT—
Is saddest of the three;

It speaks a fettered, conquered will,
And life-long misery.

Ch! stop, young man. STOP NOW, STOP
NOwW! :
No time will ever be
So suitable for breaking off
This hateful yoke, BE FREE!

Then hurrying hours and hastening days,
And years as on they fly,

Will bring resolve for purer joys,
And Heaven by and bye,.

The Paper Patsy Found.

(J. M'Nair Wright, in the ‘Youtl’s Temper-
ance Banner.)

‘Mother! mother! come here; I’ve found a
paper that I think is pretty nice, cried Patsy
Gray.

Mrs. Gray left her ironing and came to the
porch deor. Patsy had just come from school;
his book and cap lay beside him, and he was
spelling out the words on a clean, stiff paper.

‘I found it in the street; it’s clean and new
and no name on it

‘It is a temperance pledge,’ said his mother.

‘And do you put your name here in the
corner, to do as it reads, never to use wine,
beer, cider, or any intoxicating drinks?’

‘Yes; that is what it is for. I heard a gen-
tleman was here to start a temperance so-
ciety, and this must be one of his pledges.

‘And folks sign it and beleng to the socie-
ty 2’

‘Yes; that is it. And when one signs such
a pledge, one must keep it sacred, on honor,
and that can be done by God’s help only.

‘Would you like me to sign?’ said Patsy.

‘Indeed I would, said his mother, ‘I am a
widow, and you are my only son, my hope
and comfort. If you go wrong my heart will
break. If you are a good, true man, it will
sing for joy.' ; :

‘I wouldn’t want you to sit crying like Mrs.
Green, because her boy drinks and went to
jail,

: ‘I hope not!’ exclaimed Mrs. Gray.

‘Suppose I sign this, and go and hunt up
the gentleman, and ask him to let me belong
to his society?’ :

“That will be a good plan. He is at our
preacher’s house.

“That will be fine. Perhaps there can be
enough to form a band. If some of you boys
form a good strong band, and have meetings
and keep it up year after year, and become
earnest temperance men,think how much good
you can do; you may change the chara{:ter
of this village, and drive out all liquor §ellmg.
Then our little village would grow into a
rich, happy, safe town!’

‘Can boys do all that?’ shouted Patsy.

“Yes; the boys of now are the men of by
and bye. If all the boys thirty years ago had
been real strong temperance boys, I think the
question of temperance would be settled for
this country.

‘Well, now, mother, T'll sign this pledge, and
take it to school, and tell the teacher and
the boys; and after school a lot of us will go
to find the temperance man.

‘Very good! Perhaps your teacher will he

* the president of the society, and you can have

your meetings in the school-house.’

‘Whoop! ain’t you the one to plan!’ cried
Patsy. ‘Here goes for signing, and I'm off to
school as soon as I have a bite of dinner.
When I get to be a man, Tll see that you
have a big dinner every day and a hired girl
to cook it for you!’

Some Effects of Alcohol,

(Dr. Saleeby, in the London ‘Mail.’)

How does it come about that man
take alcohol to keep out the cold? ysli';?gll;
because the nerves of our sense of tempera-
ture end in the skin, Be our skin well sup-
plied with warm blood we say we are warm
and vice versa. ‘Fmthermore, we normany'
lose heat and keep our temperature at the
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proper level by radiation from the skin. Anv
drug that dilates the blood vessels of the skim
will therefore tend to make us feel warmer
and be colder.

Infinitely more important than all these
considerations *is the action of alcohol on the
nervous system. I have no business at this
moment with the records of insanity or of
crime, but it is worth while to dispel another
popular fallacy as to the influence of alcohol
on the mental processes.

Numberless tests have been carried out with
such processes as adding up a column of fig-
ures, writing an account of a simple occur-
2ence, discriminating between colors, and so
forth. And the singular result, well estab-
lished and confirmed, is that alcohol delays
the rapidity and impairs the accuracy of all
these processes while producing the most con-
yincing illusion of ease and rapidity., The cal-
culator has a subjective impression of facility
which the cold clock entirely fails to confirm,

e

H_ow I Becaime a Total
Abstainer.

When I was about fourteen years of age,
my parents went to England on account of
my mother's health. I was left in charge of
friends. There was a dear young girl in this
family nearly the same age as mine, to whom
I was much attached, indeed we were as one.
We had, I found, the run of the cider barrel,
and we helped ourselyes freely. This was in
September, Later in the season, there was a
barrel of small beer placed in the pantry, to
which we also had access. A very sad habit
was being thus formed, of which for some
time we did not stop to think. But one even-
ing I rsad an account of a woman, a wife,
and a mother, who became a drunkard, and
neglected her family, her home, and every-
thing, for the sake of drink. I was struck
with a dreadful fear, and thought my friend
and I were in Aanger. The next day, when we
started to go to that beer barrel, at the pan-
try door we stopped, and I said to my friend,
‘Annie, let’s form a Temperance Society right
here, in our hearts, that we will not touch this
beer any more.” We both pledged ourselves
then and there, and kept it, too. The next
Sunday the pledge was passed round in our
Sunday school, of St. Peter’s Church, Albany,
N.Y., and I gladly signed, and have ever since
believed it a sacred duty to sign every pledge,
v(henever passed, and, not only to keep from
cider and beer, but every other alcoholic stimu-
lant of every kind. I firmly believe our
Blessed Lord arrested us and saved us from
the terrible habit we little girls had formed in
our blindness, and the too great freedom al-
lowed us from parental restraint.—F.S,

Alcohol in Cooking.

The ‘Wesleyan Methodist’ says: It is sur-
prising to one who has noted the evils which
come to homes from the presence of alcohol
beverages and various concoctions that any
mother can bring herself to tolerate the stuff
in the home for an hour. It is undoubtedly
true that thousands of boys have had their
start towards a drunkard’s grave and a drunk-
ard’s hell from the cider barrel in the father's
cellar. Very closely associated with the fea-
ture of evil is the use of brandy or any other
form of alcohol in cooking. We would just
as soon set the dreadful poison before our
children in cups or glasses as in the dressing
for puddings, or in mince pies, and we have
no less detestation for the use of hard cider
for the pies than we have for the brandy. It
is the alcohol which does the damage in any
case, and it is present in the cider as well as
in the more aristocratic drinks,

PR

Pictorial Testament Premium

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

Any subscriber {o the ‘Messanger’ can secure
this book by sending four new subscriptions to
the ‘Northern M:isenger’ at 4o cents each, or
six renewal subscriptions at forty cents each,
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-hood is its unaffected simplicity.
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HOUSEHOLD.

Exhibiting Children.

Perhaps the most delightful quality of child-
A young
child plays no part. It lives a natural life
without reserve and without pretence. Things
are just what they seem and the child would
not have them otherwise. A

There is such a charm about a child’s uncon-
sciousness of seif and its native ignorance of
even the possibility of concealed motives in
others, that every heart warms toward child-
hood, and the frank sayings of children are all
welcomed and treasured. Many a truth is ut-
tered by lips which older minds have ignored.
The spirit of childhood has been declared to
be the essential spirit of the kingdom of
heaven.

What an infinite pity, therefore, that par-
ents and teachers should so often destroy all
this charm by their ill-considered efforts to
show children off. Little Gertrude learns to
repeat a bit of poetry or to sing a simple song,
and her mother forgets the danger of publicity
and immediately attempts to have her exaibit
her attainment to admiring relatives. Of course
they applaud, ¢<ven though the poetry or song
be cruelly maltreated.  Gertrude naturally
thinks she has done something to be proud of.
So a little of the bloom of childhood’s charm
is rubbed off. Let this process go on indefin-
itely and certain very positive results can be
predicted. The little girl will become a self-
conscious bore. What at first seemed attrac-
tive in her performances will soon be overbal-
anced by a faultiness increasing through neg-
lect. A certain priggishness and selfish desire
for applause will succeed simple and frank self
expression. And soon there will be manifest
in the formerly innocent child a willingness to
play a public role which will bring her many
a troublous experience, and prevent her from
the truer friendships which are granted only to

those who are pure in heart.—E. H. Chandler,
in the ‘Advance.

Putting Clothes Away.

The woman who knows how to put away her
belongings is not only neat, but economical and
generally smart in appearance. When she
comes in from a walk 'she never hangs up her
coat by the loop inside the collar; if she puts
it away in the closet, she uses a coat hanger
~—if she leaves it around the room, knowing
she may need it scon, the hanger will keep it
in shape, The skirts of her gowns never have
& stringy look because they are always hooked
and then hung by two loops. For a tailor made
skirt she uses a small coat hanger with the
ends bent down a little; this keeps the skirt
in exsellent shape and causes it to hang in
even folds. The strings of her underskirt are
tied and the garment is hung by the loops,
thus never showing a hump where it has rest-
ed on the hook. For the same reason her shirt
waists are always hung by the armholes, un-
less they have hanging loops. Handsome waists
have both sleeves stuffed with tissue paper, and
then laid in drawers or boxe's.

Shges are easily kept in shape by slipping
2 pair of trees into them as soon as they are
removed from the feet, if trees are not avail-
able, newspaper will do, if it is stuffed in very
tight. It is well to roll each weil on a 'stif
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piece of paper; a single fold will often spoil the
set of a veil and sometimes even mar the ex-
pression of the face. Gloves should always be re-
moved by turning them wrong side out; they
should then be turned back again, blown into
shape and each finger 'smoothed out. Ties, es-
pecially four in hand or golf ties, should be
hung to avoeid creasing.

Hats, of course, should be kept out of the
dust and placed so that the trimming will not
be disarranged. This disposition depends 'so
much on the hat and the available space, that
each woman must use her own ingenuity. How-
ever, it is safe to say that no hat should be
laid flat down on a shelf. Furs, also, should
be protected from dust, and a muff should al-
ways be stcod on end.

—_—————

Care of Ferns.

Contrary to the opinion of mast people, the
Boston fern thrives best when exposed for at
least half a day to strong sunlight. An ideal
place for such a fern is an east bay window.
The plant never should be turned around ex-
cept twice a year, once early in the spring
and again in November. About the first of
March cut off all the fronds on the side that
has been turned toward the light. In a few
weeks the young fronds will be half grown,
In the autumn repeat the process. In this
way all the fionds are renewed every twelve
months.

Quite as important as this systematic ex-
posure to sunlight is proper drainage. The
pot which holds the fern should stand on an
inverted bowl in a jardiniere. There is al-
ways water in the jardiniere, but owing to the
inverted bowl it never reaches the roots of
the fern. If the pot stands in water the soil
sours and the roots rot, sometimes to within a
few inches of the soil’s surface,

Another point that must be remembered is
that the roots of the fern need air, This free
circulation of air is obtained by having the
jardiniere several sizes larger than the
inneér receptacle,

Every week stir into the soil half a tea-
spoonful of plant-food. ,Be careful not to
let the food touch the fern.itself, but mix well
with the earth about it.

If scales should get on the fern, wash it
with a soft sponge dipped in a suds made
from whale-oil soap. After two or three
hours wash off with clear water, as the suds
fill up the pores of the fern stems.

Once a day moisten the soil about the fern
with a pint of cold tea or cofiee.—Chicago “Tri-
bune,

A Suggestion,
(Miss Busybody.)

The teacher will find the following device,
which I learned from an old German teacher,
to.be a great saving of noise and confusion in
the school room. In place of having the pupil
raise his hand, making it necessary for the
teacher to ask what is wanted, let them desig-
nate what is wanted by the number of fingers
raised, thus:

1 finger—may I come to you?—the teacher.

2 fingers—may I speak?

3 fingers—may I pass to some part of the
room without speaking, to pass a book, get a
drink, etc.?

4 fingers—may I leave the room?

The little tots soon learn it and you cannot
fail to be pleased with the plan.—Popular Edu-
cator.

—_——

Dont’s for the Eyes.

Don’t use the eyes before breakfast.

Don’t read in a reclining attitude, or in bed.

Don't use the eyes when they are tired or
weak from illness. :

Don’t bathe eyes that are inflamed with cold
water. Use warm water.

Don’t wear a veil with black dots, or one
woven with double threads. -
Don’t open the eyes under water when bath-
ing, especially in salt water.
Don’t neglect to bathe the eyes occasionally
in 'salt water. A weak solution is best.
Don’t look too steadily from a car window
at objects that are constantly flying past you.
Don’t sleep opposite a window, or where a
strong light will strike the eyes on awakening.

" and Bconomical

Don’t work longer than two hours without

X

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by
these Little Pills,
They also relieve Dis-
tress from Dyspepsia, In-
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating, A perfect rems
edy for Dizziness, Nausea,
Drowsiness, Bad Taste
in the Mouth, Coateq
Tongue, Patn in the Side,
TORPID LIVER.
regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable,

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genuins Must Bear
Fac-Simils Signature

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES,

closing the eyes and resting for five minutes.

Don’t expo'se the eyes at any time to a very
strong light, such as sunshine or gas or lamp
light. .

Don’t sit facing a strong light. If possible, '
let the light fall on the work or book from over
the shoulder,

Don’t have colored shades on the lamps. Use
white or ground glass. If you must have a
colored shade, let it be green.

Don’t rub the eyes by outward motion, but
toward the nose, which rounds the ball and
preserves the normal shape,

Don’t fail to consult an oculist if you find
that your eyesight is growing dim, or hesitate
to wear glasses, if you need them.

Don’t try to get cinders out of your eyes by
rubbing. Dip a tiny camel’s hair brush in oil
and draw gently across the eyeball.

Deon’t fail to wash the eyes every night be-
fore retiring, so as to remove any dust that
may have gathered on the lids during the day.
—St. Louis ‘Globe-Democrat.’

MONEY FOR EVENING WORK.

You probably can’t earn ten dollars every
day taking subscriptions for ‘World Wide,” but it
you only did it one day it would pay you pret-
ly well. You could spend your evenings at it
to advantage anyway. You can offer remainder
of this year free to New eubscribers as an extra
inducement. Write 0T free outfit. Address the
Publishers of ‘World Wide,” Montreal, Canada.

$12 WOMEN'S WINTER SUITS $4.50

MADE TO ORDER. Suits to $15.00. J, i
Waists and 8kirts at ma.nul;utur:rs? nrioes«.w"%si e
Fend for Bamples. Cloths and Fashions to No. 1.
SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO., London, Canadn,

< BABY'S OWN &

LEARN TELEGRAPHY

And R, R. ACCOUNTING.

#50 to §100 per month salary assured our graduates under bond
You don't pay us until you have a position. Largest system of
telegraph schools in America. Endorsed by all railway officials
OPERATORS ALWAYS IN DEMAND, Ladies also si-
mitted. Write for catalogue.

MORSE SCHOOL OF TELEGRAPHY,

Cincinnati, O., Buffalo, N, Y,, Atlanta, Ga., ua Crosse Wis.
Texirksna', Tex., F'muchco. Cal,

9 Fanoy Morcerised Girdle and our Catalogne of
AHIES Bargains sent free for five 2 stamps,
N. SOUTHCOTT & CO., Dept. 1, London, Ont

SHOW THIS COPY T0
10UR FRIENDS.

The ‘Nerthern Messenger’ and the
‘\Vegkly Witness and Canadian Home-
stead,” >

Only $1.20 a Year,

Those who receive the ‘Northern Mes-
senger’ through their Sunday-school
may have the ‘Weekly Witness and
Canadian Homestead’ in addition
by sending us eighty cents with the

coupon on another page.
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Houscshold Hints.

Cracks in a cooking stove can be satisfactor-
ily filled by a paste made of six parts common
wood ashes to one part of table salt, mixed
with cold water. Properly mixed, it will prove
lasting, and will take blacking.

If you want to clean a brass bird cage, scout
it thoroughly first with soap, using a flannel
and the soap rather dry. If spots remain, di-
lute a little vitriol with four times the amount
of water, and rub it well into the stained
parts with a flannel. Be careful not to let the
vitriol touch your fingers. Wash off the vitriol
with plenty of water, dry the cage, and polish
with a leather.

A bit of vanilla makes palatable the cup of
chocolate.

When cooking fruit add a pinch of salt, as
it greatly improves the flavor,

Apples for dumplings should not be cored,
for the flavor of the pits greatly improves the
cooked fruit.

The wee child just beginning to talk enjoys
hearing ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ perhaps as
much as big people.

To preserve shoe scles, melt together tallow
and resin in the proportion of one part resin
to two of tallow, and apply hot to the soles,
as much as they will absorb. This keeps out
water and makes the soles last much longer,

Finger-marks on paint can be removed by
rubbing with a damp cloth dipped in prepared
chalk. Never put soda in the water you use
for washing paint. It injures delicate colors.

Stains on china can be removed by rubbing
with salt or powdered bath brick. These re-
medies can also be used for cleaning an en-
amelled saucepan that is stained or burnt.

To save your stockings, sew a piece of cha-
mois leather on the inside of the heel of your
shoe. This will prevent it rubbing the stock-
ing, and so delays the appearance of those
dreadful holes.

Dip vour fingers into a lemon from which
much of the juice has been squeezed, and the
ink-stains will speedily disappear. It is al-
ways best to remove staing before washing the
hands with soap.

When cleaning silver add a few drops of liquid
ammonia to prepared chalk and water, if you
want your silver to Jook its best. Remem-

_ ber tha}: all powder must he brushed out of
all crevices with a soft brush before the final
polishing,

_ The dirtiest frying-pan will become clean
if soaked five minutes in ammonia and water,

Never cover a pan in which fish is being
cooked. To do so will make the fish soft, and
spoil the firm quality so desirable.

If a cork should be too large for the meck
of'a bottle, drop it into boiling water for three
minutes, and it will be found to fit quite
easily.

Polished ironwork’ can be preserved from
rust 'by an inexpensive mixture made of copal
varnish mixed with as much olive oil as will
give it a degree of greasiness, and afterwards
adding to this mixture as much spirits of tur-
pentine as of varnish.—Exchange,

D -

Selected Recipes.

Chocolate Nougat Cake.—One-half cupful of
sugar, one-half cupful of sweet milk, one-half
cake of chocolate and the yolks of two eggs.
Cook this in a double boiler and cool. One and
one-half cupfuls of sugar, three eggs, one-haif
cupful of butter, one-half cupful of milk, two
cupfuls of flour, one teaspoonful of soda dis-
solved in a little hot water. 'Add the cooled
mixture last. Flavor with vanilla. This can
be baked as a loaf or layer cake.. Use tha
whites of the two eggs for frosting. For the
layer cake blanched almonds or walnuts should
be thrown on the frosting between the layers
and the top. I prefer English walnuts.

Corn Dainty.—Open a can of corn, run the
corn through a meat chopper to grind fine all
the whole and coarse grains. Place a baking
dish on the stove, put in two spoonfuls of but-
ter, when hot add the corn, a teaspoonful of
sugag, salt and pepper; cook and stir for a few

' minutes, add and stir in well three beaten
eggs, and place in tiie oven until slightly
browned.

Butter Sponge Cake.—Two cups sugar, one
of butter, six eggs beaten separately, one-half
cup milk, one-half cup water, two teaspoons
baking powder, three cups flour. Mix butter
and sugar to a cream. Add yolks. Do not
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CARICATURED

A large number of Cartoous by the brightest wits
and truest pens have been collected trom the leading pub-
lications of both hemispheres.
humorous and effective review of the interesting world-

Look out for this Annual Cartoon Number. You will
recognize it on the news stands, for the cover bears a very
wise owl and a very mischievous monkey,

Ten cents a copy, post paid.

These offers are good in the following ccuntries: — Canada (excepting Montreal
and suburbs), Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, Transvaal, New Zea-
land, Jamaica, Trinidad, Bahama Islands, Barbadoes, Bermuda, British Honduras,
Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cypris. Also to the United States,

Postal Union Countries, other than the above, postage extra.
JOMN DOUGALL & SONS, Publishers. Montreal,

These Cartoons give a most
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These caricatures will be sent to every one sending us thie advertisement with a /
full subscription to ‘World Wide' or to the  ‘Witness’ before the end of the year.
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beat much. Next, milk with whites and flour
last, Bake in loaf or cup cakes.

Graham Gems.—Have ready the gem pans.
Into three cupfuls of graham flour sift one
teospoonful of baking powder, and one-half of
a teaspoonful of salt. Stir this into a scant
pint of cold milk, beat until the surface of the
batter is covered with bubbles, pour into the
greased pans and bake immediately in a hot
oven. o

Breakfast or Lunch Dish.—Ome pound raw
beef steak, one-half pound ham or lean bacon,
cooked or raw; one-quarter pound bread
crumbs, two eggs, pepper and salt. Pass the
beef steak and ham through the mincing ma-
chine, then mix all well together and put in
buttered mould. Boil four hours and serve
cold. This is excellent for sandwiches.

Apple Custard.—Boil one and one-half
pounds of lump sugar in one pint of water for
twenty minutes, then add two pounds of ap-
ples, pared and cored, with the juice and peel
of two small lemons. Boil this mixture slow-
ly until quite stiff, and put it into a mould.
When cold turn it out and pour-a trick cus-
tard round it. Sponge cake or maccaroons
may be placed in a tasteful manner round the
dish, and it may be made still more ornamen=-
tal by the addition of a little red currant jel-
ly placed at intervals on the custard.

White Candies.—Three and one-half pounds
of sugar to one and onme-half pints of water,
dissolve in the water before putting with the
sugar, one-quarter of an ounce of fine white
gum ‘arabic and when added to the sugar put
in one-teaspcon of cream of tartar, The
candy should not be boiled quite to the brit-
tle stage. The proper degree can be ascertain-
ed if, when a small skimmer is put in and
taken out, when blowing through the holes
of the skimmer, the melted sugar is forced
through in feathery filaments; remove from
the fire at this point and rub the syrup against
the dish with an iron spoon. If it is to be a
chocolate candy, add two ounces of chocolate

finely sifted and such flavoring as you prefer, !

vanilla, rose or 'orange. If you wish to make
cocoanut candy, add this while soft and stir

until cold.
2 SRR S e

More Jubilee Congratulations

AN OTTAWA CLERGYMAN.

: Ottawa, Dec. 12, 190

cozea: Su,f-l most. heartirly" join th,~e gwog(.lly
cereptxypt::sslirzxr t)form'ml’s desirous to give sin-
e i by their appreciation of the

oh. enlarging usefylne ¥
BT 2y the Witken' Suting the laat siaty

years. You may well celebrate the Diamond
Jubilee. 4

It has unique light-radiating qualities. I
know of no daily journal on this continent or
on the old, wikch has taken as two of its
prominent features purereligion and the sup-
pression\ of the liquor traffic, that has achiev-
ed equal success. The changing spirit of the
times has not changed the ‘Witness’ for right-
eousness in business and in politics. A jour-
nal noted for its untrammelled advocacy of
total abstinence and evangelism, to have at-
tained a place of pre-eminent influence in the
nation side by side with the best of the secu-
lar press speaks volumes for the character and
for the thought of its founder, and the ability

“of its 'present management. The ‘Witness’ aims

at ideal citizenship for Canada, serving no
party but the state; no church, but the essen-
tials of the Christian religion. Its catholic
mission may well be endors ed by all, who
love our nation and our Christ,
I have for many years considered your editor
ials on foreign news and questions as giving
the best and clearest insight into the situa-
tion then pending. In extending my congra-
tulations I add my conviction for an enlarged
sphere of public utility.

Yours truly,

A, A. CAMERON.

Ottawa. ' First Baptist Church.

THE HON. SENATOR EDWARDS.
Rockland, Ontario,
December 1gth, 1905.
Proprietors Montreal ‘Witness,
Mentreal, Que.

Dear Sirs—Having been a constant reader
¢f your high class pape: since my childhood, I
most heartily join with your many friends in
congratulating you on the attainment of your
6oth Anniversary of publication,

_Generally speaking, it might be quite suffi-
cient to say that I cheerfully endorse the
many good and kind things which have been
said of you by so many others, but apart
from the value of your paper in a moral, so-
cial and generally commercial sense, I desire
to congratulate you in the strongest terms on
your constant advocacy of a sound fiscal sys-
tem. Of all the papers I read, there are non
whose economic and financial articles I read
with greater pleasure and profit, than those
of the Montreal ‘Witness.”  Your paper has

been a power for good in Canada.
My earnest wish is that you may long con-
tinue your good work.
. Yours, very truly,
WM. C. EDWARDS.

e e i 4




e e e e e e

S B i e i e A e s e, dae L L

Jan. 12, 1906, THE MESSENGER. 15

mebmmmwo POLPIDIOIPL O NSO LD NM*}O:MM:@:Q;};@T
SPECIAL DIAMOND JUBILEE CLUB OFFERS.

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

If each reader accomplished this, and we are sure it is possible to almost everyone—-
then our publications would have the largest circulation of any in the Dominion, and we would make
a number of improvements without delay—improvements that each reader would immediately
recognize and appreciate.
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Four Subscriptions to the ‘Northern Messenger,” separately addressed, worth $1.60, for only $l.()(), h’:rﬁt\‘:fb‘l‘]gggglg:l;:n

ceesreees..worth $3.40, for only 3. 10O

G OLPIP

One Subscription each to the ‘Northern Messenger’ and ‘Daily Witness,’ , .

‘“ ‘“ “ ‘e " ‘\Veekly AR e R Sl u $140 e :351_/6‘)’()
‘World Wide,” ‘Weekly Witness’, and Northern Messenger,” « $2.90 L 52,20
= 4 < o = Warld- Widg s e e “ . $1.90 s i o

SAMPLES FREE—Agents and Club Raisers will get further information and samples on application.

NOTE. — Thesw rates will be subject to our usual postal regulations, as follows:—POSTAGE INCLUDED for Canada (Montreal and suburbs ex-
ceptel), Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Maita, New Zealand, Transvaal, Barbadoes, Jamaica, Trinidad, Bahama Islands, permuda,British
Honduras, Ceylon, Gambia, Sarawak, Zanzibar, Hongkong, Cyprus: also to the United States, Hawalian Islands and Philippine Islands, POSTAGE
EXTRA to all countries not named In the foregoing list, as f£ollows: ‘Daily Witness,” $3.50 oxtra; ‘Waekly Witness," §1 extra; ‘Northern Messonger,”
B0c extra; ‘World Wide,” subschipticu price, including postage to foreign countries, only $1.50.
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Note -Subscribers getting up clubs are entitied to charge full subscription rates from new sub-
scribers and to retain the difference batween thsss and the above club rate to cover their expenses,

Note —-One’'sownsubscription doess not count in this offar bacause it does not reguire canvassing.

-,
*

Note —Those working for other premiums wili not benefit by these offers.

Note—-To stimulate further effort, and as some will find it easy to get more than three or four
subscribers, we will in addition to the foregoing remarkabic offers, commencing November 15th,
1805, and untii further notice, award cach day to the subscriber sending us in the largest
amount of subscription money for our various publicatjons on that day,
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OUR RED LETTER COLORED PLATE ILLUSTRATED BiBLE.

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

It there should Bappen to be a tle for the largest amoun
remittance will Dave been mailed earlier than the other.

NOTE.— Sunday-Sclhool Clubs for the ‘Messenger’ will not count under this offer because they are not secured individually.
:%gk:: p:rllcul:{l lfnglroperlly l?nutled tlo the lpremium; and D8cause they are generally large, and to include them would ihl}e%‘;:::ur“a.!xuem{noig
Pobe ot‘ourp pl“l:gl_!c“mlm.vldul sts., Neither will remittances €Ount from news agents, from pubiishers, or from any one who Is not a subscriber to

QLD

-
£

PUPLPDLPLOIPLOIDLS!

t in any given day the premium will be awardeq to the one farthest away, because nis

QTS

Those who prefer, instend of working on the basis of the

above Club offers, may take subscriptions for any of ou I -
tione ait tho full rates, and we will allow acommission of twe . o 2 gl e

nty-five percent (one quarter) on renewal subscriptions and fift
e y
pereent (one half) on new subscriptions. But these terms are only available for those sending Five doliarg or more at atime,
NOTE.—New 4

AF Doy wcw are people who have not been readers of our Jublications, or who have not for at least two years lived ia homes
' A

n L b
JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, ‘Witness’ Building, Montreal,
WWWWM@: 28 S Y oe*m:o:wm»-:-om-«:wz&:ww X
Mail Bag thing, and it was »ead CORSEaNTLY Dy gy s apei Bl C s e T

parents before 1 was Lorn. | have not
always agreed fully with you, but 1 have
never known you ta be anything but an
honest opponent—never hitting below
the belt, and never sacrificing your con-

ONE-SYLLABLE SERIES

For Young Readers

The Manse, Ormstown, Que.,
Dee. 27, 1905.
Gentlemen,—In renewing our sub:erip-
tions for sixty-five copies of the ‘North-

e ) Embracing popular worke arranged for f{he
ern Messenger’ for our Sunday-school, 1 Vietions or principles for any prospec- young folks in words of one syllable. Printed
desire to express to you the great saftis- tive gain or loss, It is indeed the one from extra large, clear type, on fine paper, and
faetion we have in asing it. We have paper in Canada upon whose absolute fully illustrated by the best artists, The hand-

had it in our school for at least a quar- honesty one can depend. somest line of books fof young childrtn begore

ter of a century and it has always held
the first place in the estimation of our
scholars.  You have produced in it a
paper that is at once popular, pure and
wholesome; an eflicient helper in the
building of the highest type of Chris-
tian character, and at the same time

s0 moderate in cost as to be within the *

reach of all, which is a great achieve-
ment. There is no other paper that [
.ean 8o heartily comniend for Sunday-
school use as the *‘ Northern Messen-
ger.’
Yours sincerely,
D. W. MORISON,

London, Ont., Dec. 26, 1905,
Dear Sir,—Permit me to join with the
general sent'm n® of eongr tu at on which
is being expressed on this the anniver-
sary” of the publication of the ‘Northern
Messenger.” I believe it is the senti-
ment of our entire school that - the
‘ Northern Messenger’ is the best paper
for the Sabbath-school and homs pub-
lished on the American comtinent. Our
teachers and officers could not get along
without the * Messenger.”  Wishing the

‘Messenger’ every success, 1 remamn,
Y ours very truly,
WILFRID CLARIS.

Carberry, Maa , Dec. 19, 19053.

John Dougall & Son, Moutreal, Que.:
Gentlemen,—I enclose herewith sub-
scriptions for two renewals for both the
‘Weekly Witness” and ‘World Wide” for

the ensuing year. ;
I cannot let tha opportunity piss with-
out adding my congratulations ujon your
Diamond Jubilee. ~ 1 bave read the

_“ Witness’ ever since 1 could read any-

Your fight for clean po'itical and so-
cial life and for the suppression of the
liquor traffic are beyond praise, and L

the publie.

Handsomely bound in eloth and gold, illumin-'
ated sides,
1. Aesop’s Fables, 62 illustrations,

am sure that if the latter ever gets a
mortal blow the ‘Witness’ will be in
at the death.
Yours truly,
J. M. NEILSON.

Life of Christ, 49 illustrations, 4,

liver's Travels, 50 Hilustrations,

New Glasgow, N.S., Dec. 10, 1905.
Dear ‘Witness,’—Enclos-d is' renewal
for 1896.  Congratulation for jubilae,
May ‘Witness® fee many of them. The
hope of the Dominion rises as the real.
ers of the ‘Witness’ multiply.
(REV.)) J. MeG. _ﬁACl&AY.

tions.

interesting books.

OUR BEST CLUB.

‘Northern [lessenger’ and: L8

The ‘Weekly Witness’ and ‘Canadian Homestead / T

& SR

The above papers are sent to one address every @ﬁ’,‘ O

week for only §1.20. Try them for a year. %;,: T g

_ Fa & : : :

Those who receive the ‘Northern Messenger’ ﬁ@@@}’ s e

throt;lgh their Sunday School may have the AN

benefit of this reduced rate by remitting 8ighty /& & «,".55’;%&@“:\»1 fwo

cents and the forty cent coupon herewith /5 'évo“\"&&@&g Hge s i

making §1.20 in all for the above papers. b > k - . 3
— < L &> <N

JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, O EEeS e n 8 ;
‘Witness' Buijdi Monteal, e IS 2 a

St $oFe PSS 2 a 8

Story of the Old Testament, 33 illustra
A Child’s Story of the New Testament
‘tion. 11. Bible Stories for Little Child
lustrations. 12. The Story of Jesius, 40 illustra-

Every subscriber Sending his own
to the ‘Northern MesseNger’ with two new eub-
scriptions at 40 cents each, or $1.20 in all,
entitle the sender to a cholce of one of these most

2. A Child’s

ren,

v The Adven-
tures of Robinson Crusoe, 70 illustrations.

Bunyan’s Piligrim’s Progress, 46 illustrations,
Swise Family Robinson 5o I lustrations.

5.
6.

7. Gul-

A Child's
tions,
, 40

10.

illus-
41 il-

subscription
will
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A FEW MOST EXCELLENT PREMIUM

To Stimuilate Activity in Greatly Extending Our Circulation.

After ~xamining a large number of articles, we selected the following as being the most attractive and desirable Prem‘ums that oou's
possibly be offered. They are all such as will add to the attractiveness of the home; some by way of usefuiness and beauty, others by
way of joy and merriment. For instance, the game ' Din,’ and our §tereoscope will be like ' bundles of joy’ and ‘loads of fun.’ (f
any one member of family got to work at once, these premiums might be easily earned one atter another. How much snore quickly
if several m mbers of the family started out. And the friends who subscribed for any of the * Witness’ publications, wou'd have fuid
value—and might be invited to enjoy the game and stereoscope, too. Other premiums will be announced next week,

New Subscribers. Renewals.

When new subscribers are stipulated it means absoiutaly bona In all of the following offers two renewal subseriptions wil] bs
fide new subs:ribers. . That is, people in whose homes the paper sub- accepted instead of one new one, and one subscripticn to the ‘Weekly
seribed for has not been taken within the past two years, or whose Witness,” or ‘ World de-zl, will count as two for -the * Northern
name appeats in our subscription list of two years ago. We only Messenger.” Ome reacon is that renewals are not difficult to get, but’
need to make th's matier plain to have it faithfully carvied out by the chief reason js that rencwal subscriptions are our main  supporty
PUr canvass s and therefore we have to depend upon them.

T'hose working fo r the following premiums must, of cour se, send full rates for each subscripti on—and must mark NEW or RENEKEW-
AL opposite each.

REVERSIBLE SMYRNA RUYG.
Siz~ 234 x 5 fest.

These Handsome Smyrua Rugs are made of thg
best wool dyed in fast colors and reversible be-
ing same on both sides, They are of the popular
eize, 2% x 5 feet, and are made up in Oriental
Medallion and Floral Paticrns, Great taste and ;
harmony ‘characterize the colorisg. Having made

a contract with the manufecturer to supply us
with these Ruge at a very low price we are
able to offer them on very reasomable terms. '

Though this Rug would be cheap at four dollars
in any of the city carpet stores, we will give i
¢way to any subscriber ecrding fourteen absoge
lutely new subscriptions to the ‘Northern Mossene
ger’ at 40c each. For evyery subscription short
of the required number agd 2ec cash. That is,
if the club raiser can only get ten at 40¢, he
will have to send onc deliar exira.

The express oharges will be collected of the re-
celver of the Rug bythe Bxpress Company,which
can be ascertained as the weight being under eight
pounds,

Each new subseribor will receive in addition
a copy of our ‘1805 in Caricature,’ being a selec-
tlon of about a hundred and fifty of the- best

cartoons on the most impertant evendts  of ihe
year,

ONE-PIECE LACE CURTAIN
With Lambrequin Throwover.

This is the very Wtest thing in Lace Curtaing
and is a decided novelty, having a Lambreguin
Throwover, th entire - Curtain being woven in
one piece. This Curtain is strongly made, having

overlock edges, while the design is of a neat and
dainty floral pattern,

This unique Curtain fits one window, being 4
yards long and 60 incheg wide, divided down the
centre. It will at once appeai to the housewife,
whose attempt at artistje arrangement bas often
proved an uneatisfactory and trying task. Simply
throw the Lambrequin top over the pole facing it
outward, drape back the sides and It is compiete,

One pair of these Lambrequin Curtains will be
given for a club of five absolutely new subscrip-
tions fo the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40¢ each,

post _paid, to any address in Canada or the Unite
ed States,

Very Funny.

This is the very latest and the funniest game yet devised,
fog the animals and fowls found in a barnyard.
The unique feture of the game is the mirth created by the various players in their attempts to

It comsiets of eighty cards represent-

imitate the cries of the different animals,
long winter evenigs.

gml direztions for playing eent wilh each gawe,

Any subscribe can have Lhis great game of DIN free of charge who send $1.60 for four subscrip-
tions to the ‘Nortiern Mesesenger,” three of which must be new.

A Trip Arou_nd the World

BV MEANS OF

Laughable, Interesting and

The result i8 a side-splitting din. Just the game for these

THE SWEET STORY OF oLD.
A LIFE OF ONRIST FOR CHILDREN, ;
This CHILD'S LIFR® OF CHRIST, by Mr. Hase

" ed Views. kell, with an introduction by the Ven. Archdea<

Beautiful Colored i b txlz;m.l n DD, for children, and s many

1 of the world, This trip w e cautiful illustraticns, makes a very attractive g
Sm e:l lbl;ar;:m nt; and old, and can be taken at | volume. The experience of mnn’y mothers

1 nse, :
snﬁ:’la;x::rangemént"lth the manufacturers, we
are able to purchase this handsome Outfit at a
price that permits ue to make our readers a very
liberal premium proposition. This Outfit consists

ollowing: «
°%»§E°- SEI‘EREOSCOPE. with alumiopum hood, and
bound with dark, rich, red velvet. The frame is
of fine finished cherry, with sliding bar holding
” the views, and with a petent folling handle.
COLORED VIRWS, made by a special process, a combination of lithographing and half-tone work,
handsomely colore1 innatural effects. The objects in the Pletures are ebown in relief—not flat like an
Sfdisany Ricture—ind are so natural that you imagine you are right on the scene looking at them in
mf“l!m ty. Oll; W!il take as much pleasure in zhowfiu these views to others as you do in admiring
yourself, :

HEZRE ARE THRZ TWO BEST PREMIUM ”OFOOITIOM WE HAVE EVER MADE,

has proved that even from
earliest yeare, the hear: of
childhood is capable of be-
ing moved by the ‘Sweet
Story of 0ld.”

This book has 31 {liustra-
tions, six in colors, by ar-
tists who realize that fhe
picture is as important as
thy printed page, and bhave
made this part of the
book an impertant feature.
The book measures 5%x7%
inches, and is printed from
large, clear type, on an

>
e

A UTFIT NO. 1.—Consists of one best Stereosco
us $4.00 for ten subscriptions to the ‘No

new sy lben{,
N

For every subscription short of required

and 24 colored views, and will be given to those

ern Mo6 senger,” six of which must be absolutely
number add 25¢ each.

Stereoscope will be given for fifteen sub-

1T NU. 2.—Consists of fitty views, and our best
l'?ﬂm‘ to the 'Northern Messenger’ at 40c each, eight of which must be new.
hesd Stereose

Jpes mus{ not be supposed to be
The chea, was offered us also, but we knew

p kind :
lifference jn' price is chiefly due to the superior le

the cheajpest kind usually peddled in the country.

our subscribers would appreciate the best, The

nee 2
~We. mail to any address in Canada or United States post paig.

CHILDREN OF THE BIBLE SERIES., |
(By J. H. WILLARD.) <
handsomely bound. These Bible Stories cannot
fail to etimulate in young poople a desire for a
further knowledge of tbe Scriptures.
The language is within the <cowprehension of
youthful - readers. Each story s complets by it-

seM. The books will make ‘attractive  holiday
ifts, $o0
Bl!"m- three or more absolutely new  subscrip-

tions to the ‘Northern Messenger’ at 40c  each,
one may selcct one of the following books, er

the books will all be sent to the remitter of the
club, if so directed. 4

':E:o Boy Who Obeyed'—The Story of Tsaaq
‘The Farmer'--The Story of Jacob.,

‘The Favorite Son’—The Story of Joseph, -
‘The Adopted Son’—~The Story of Moses.

‘The Boy General’—The Story of Joshua,

‘The Boy at School'—The Story of Samuel,
‘The Shopherd Boy’—The Story of Davigd.

"rbeA bBoly Who Would be King' — The Story of

salom,

‘The Captive Boy'—'The Story of Da
‘The Boy Jesus.” . " S o

extra good quality of pa-
per. The cover is in cloth,
beautifully decorated in gold

title on the side and back, making a very ats
tractive looking book. ;

We will give a copy of tlis boautiful bsok,post
paid, for only threec subseriptione to the ‘Northe
ern Messenger’ at 40c each.

S

NOTTINCHAM LACE BED S8ET.
Consisting of Three Pieces.

. THIS VERY HANDSOME BEDRCOM SET
consists of one Lace Bed Spread, size 72 Ly 84
inches, and one pair of Lace Pillow Shams, cach
34 by 34 inches. Tms Set is a reproduction from
a real Nottingham design  overlook edges, with
ribbon effect, and Fleur de Lys centre.

READ QUR VERY LIBERAL PROPORITION,
The complete Set, con sisting of Bed Spread and
Two Pillow Shams, will ba sont post ppaid. afgr

only Ten New Yearly Subscriptions to the ‘Nor~
. thern Messenger, at 40C cach. g




