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myself twice as much if I know he’s 
punishe^^

So Mj^atched Tommy as closely 
as a ca^vould a mouse, but Tommy 
contrary to custom, was unusually 
studious, and as the hands of the clock 
neared the end of the half hour, Phil 
thought he would lose his opportunity ; 
but “ all things come to him who 
waits,” and at last Phil saw Tommy 
raise his eyes. Instantly Phil’s hand 
was up.

“ Teacher,” he exclaimed.
“ What is it, Phil ?”
“ Tommy Smith’s looking off his 

book.”
“ How do you know ?”
“ I saw him.”
“ Tommy,” continued the teacher,” 

did you see Phil looking off his book ?”
“ No, ma’am, I didn’t look up.”
“ Phil, are you quite sure you saw 

Tommy ?”
“ Yes, ma’am, I am, for I watched 

him,” said Phil, positively.
“ Then Phil, according to your state

ment, you looked off your book, and 
must be punished accordingly. Remain 
here until four o’clock. Boys, you can 
go.”

The two hours Phil spent alone that 
July afternoon taught him a lesson he 
never forgot. Children do you know 
what it is ?”

A Chinese Baby’s Dress.

A baby’s dress is not very elaborate 
in this country. It consists of a piece 
of blue cotton cloth about a yard square, 
well wadded. The baby is put in the 
middle, the little feet toward one cor
ner. The comer next the left side is 
folded over the tiny hands ; the one to 
the right is put over that ; the one to
ward the feet is put over both. Then 
a strong string is wrapped around the 
whole, and the precious little parcel is 
kept as warm and comfortable as poss
ible. It can kick too, and goo-goo, 
and is as happy a little baby as you 
ever saw. The comer of the square 
next the head is sometimes put over 
the little face, but generally the baby 
is free to look around and breathe.

Tree Toads.
Did you ever hear an odd little chirp 

from some tree or vine near the house ?
When you caught the musician 

you found that it was a lively little 
green toad. He is not much like the 
great brown fellow who hops about the 
garden at dusk, catching the bugs and 
spiders which would soon spoil your 
pretty plants. Those of our country 
are, as I said, small and very near the 
colour of the leaves or bark of the trees 
to which they cling. They have some 
very curious relatives in other parts of 
the world. The mother-toads, in tropi
cal Africa, put their eggs on leaves 
by the side of small streams. When 
the rain comes, it washes them into 
the water which will furnish them food 
after they are hatched. A good old lady 
toad’s family in Martinique rides upon 
her back. In the Andes mamma toadie 
carries her baby in a sort of bag on 
her back.

In New Guinea there is a curious 
little fellow, which flies almost like a 
flying squirrel. His toes and fingers 
are webbed , and look like great fans 
outspread as he springs from limb to 
limb. They are only four inches in 
length, and the web of their hind foot 
expands to four square inches. You 
see that their feet are their most prom
inent feature. Nearly all the tree- 
toads are green or brown in colour. A 
kind Creator gives them all this colour

as a protection from their enemies, as 
it makes it more difficult to find them. 
One species frightens its foe by a lum
inous secretion ; another gives forth a 
very strong pungent odor when attack
ed. Like their neighbour of the garden, 
they destroy many poisonous insects.

One bright little fellow is a natural 
barometer. To make useful be must 
be placed in a bottle, with a small lad
der. Up this he climbs in pleasant 
weather, as if to enjoy the scene as 
any one else would. But if the clouds 
are gathering, or a storm threatens, 
down to the bottom of the bottle he 
goes until the weather improves once 
more.

Johnny s Fears.
Johnny had a great trial. He was 

sitting on the floor, -looking over all 
his pictures, and baby toddled up and 
tore one right across, one of the very 
prettiest. Johnny called out, “ 0 mam
ma, see 1” and began to cry.

“ Johnny,” said mamma, as she 
took baby away, “ did you know that 
tears are salt toater ?”

Johnny checked a sob and looked up.
“ No,” he said with a great interest ; 

" are they ? How did you find out, 
mamma ?”

“ Oh, somebody told me when I was 
a little girl, and I tried a tear and found 
it was true.”

“ Real salt water ?” asked Johnny.
“ Yes, try and see.”
Johnny would very gladly have tried 

if he could have found a tear. But by 
that time there was not one left, and 
his eyes were so clear and bright it 
was no use hoping for any more that 
time. He looked at the tom picture, 
but it did not make him feel badly any 
more. All he could think of was 
whether tears tasted like salt water.

“ Next time I cry I will find out,” 
he determined.

That very afternoon while climbing 
over the top of the rocking-chair he 
fell and got a great bump. It was too 
much for any little boy, and too much 
for Johnny, and he was just beginning 
to cry loudly when he happened to 
think what a good chance this was 
going to be to catch some tears. He 
put up his finger too quick in fact, for 
there had not a tear come yet worth 
mentioning, and now that his thoughts 
wandered from the bump, he could not 
seem to cry any more. So that chance 
was lost.

“ I can’t get a single tear to taste 
of, mamma !” he said ruefully.

Conscience.
There is a pretty fable of a great 

monarch who once gave to a much-loved 
subject a beautiful ring. It was set 
with precious stones, but it was hot 
in these alone its value consisted. It 
was made of a peculiar metal, which 
had the power of contracting directly 
its owner did anything wrong. Though 
very large and loose at first, it became 
at times a painful encumbrance, which 
it was impossible to shake off or get 
rid of in any way.

I think that subject, if he was a 
wrongdoer, would rather have been 
without it. Don’t you?

Now conscience is something like 
this ring ; we feel its pressure when 
tempted to do wrong. Does it not 
accuse us continually ? What child 
has departed from truthfulness, or 
done a mean action, without an inward 
twinge which dyes his cheek with 
shame ? Well may we, under the stings 
of conscience, offer the prophet’s con
fession, “ 0 Lord, to us belongeth 
shame and confusion of face I
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Clerical
Clothing.

The Golden Lion makes a great 
specialty of fine ordered clothing 
for clergymen. Their reputation is 
Dominion wide for keeping the finest 
cloths and for neat and good work
manship and a guaranteed fit. This 
season the house has laid in a 
specially large line of very superior 
cloths, and extend a welcome to 
visiting clergymen to their big stores 
during their stay in the city.

The prices we quote are very mod
erate from a quality standpoint. 
Note these :

Fine Blaék West of England 
Broad Cloth Suits, $27, $30, $35 
and $40.
Fine Worsted and Diagonal 
Cloths, $25, $30 and $35.
Fine Black Cheviots and Serges, 
$25, $30 and $35.

Overcoatings
In fine Beavers, Meltons and Naps 
—superior black goods, $18, $20, 
$22, and. $25.

We make a specialty of all the 
regulation clerical garments, includ
ing Cassock Coats, Vests, etc.

Fine
Tailoring.

This department is replete this fall 
with all the newest materials for fall 
and winter wear in

FINE TWEEDS, WORSTEDS, 
CHEVIOTS, SERGES,
We do a big trade in fine ordered 

clothing—it comes to us on merit. 
We keep the best cloths. We keep 
the best workmen. We take extra 
carji in finishing and trimming, and 
a misfit is never heard of with us.

Our
Prices

Are a great inducement to order 
from us.

All departments in the big stores 
are now full of the latest goods for 
fall wear. We show a bigger and 
better range than ever before. 
Values never so good.
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A Series of Links.
Is it not pleasant, and moreover 

helpful in our worship, to remember 
how our daily services connect us by a 
series of links with those who have 
worshipped God, day by day, back to a 
time so long ago as the days of Ruth? 
The newest parts take us back to our 
Reformers, 850 years ago : other parts 
to our forefathers in England, 900 years 
ago : other parts again to the Christians 
who lived in Italy and Greece 1,400 
years ago : older parts still to’the 
Apostles' days, nearly 1,900 years ago: 
and the oldest parts of all to the days 
of the Temple and the Tabernacle of 
Israel.

Never forget that these services were 
meant to be said not only on Sundays 
and Holy Days—but every day, and if 
there is not daily service in your par
ish, or if there are services, but you 
cannot attend them, you should always 
use parts of the Morning and Evening 
Service, for example, the Lessons, 
Creed, Psalms, or Collects, at your 
private devotion.

—In great national troubles, such 
as war, famine, pestilence, floods, fires, 
scourges, the good suffer with the 
wicked, but the eyes of the Lord are 
over the righteous, and His ears are 
open to their prayer. When going 
through the greatest sufferings He is 
often preparing them for the greatest 
usefulness.

TRUE PHILANTHROPY
To the Editor of The Churchman :

Please inform your readers that I will 
mail free to all sufferers the means by 
which I was restored to health and manly 
vigor after years of suffering from Nervous 
Weakness. I was robbed and swindled by 
the quacks until I nearly lost faith in man
kind, but thanks to heaven I am now well, 
vigorous and strong. I have nothing to 
sell and no scheme to extort money from 
anyone whomsoever, but being desirous to 
make this certain cure known to all, I will 
send free and confidential to anyone full 
particulars of just how I was cured. Ad
dress with stamps :

Mr. Edward Martin, Teacher,
P.O. Box 143, Detroit, Mich.

MISS DALTON,
3664 Y0N6E STREET, TORONTO.

ILL THE SEASON’S GOODS NOW ON TIEV.
millinery,

DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING.
The Latest Parisian, London and Xew 

York Styles.

A fascinating beverage, 
An effective medicine, 
A perfect regulator.

St. Leon Mineral Water Co., Ltd.
IOIJ King St. w.,

Branch, Toronto.
448 Yonge Street.


