- Dimbie’s
' Dustman Tales
| By M. O. TAYLOR

L_®

i
|
|

I
|
|

IMBIE had the most beautful
D Mummie vou ever saw. She was
all soft and cuddly, and had
no nasty pins to scratch her or hard
buttons to hurt her little face when
she nestled up close to her. But the
most lovely thing about this Mummie
of Dimbie’s was that she always put
her little girl to bed her own self, and
—when she was good—told her a
beautiful good-night storv, ~ So, when
Dimbie was tucked up in her white
bed, Mummie would say:—
“Pull the little blinds down,”
means, of course, ‘‘Shut vour eyes up
tight.”
So, mnow you pretend your are
Dimbic and this will be Dimbie’s
mother talking. and we’ll begin.

Little Golden Eye

Once upon a time, my darling, there
was a little daisy called Golden
Eve. Now, when the Spring Fairy
came along and woke all the flowers
up, poor, little Golden Eve (who was
tinter and weaker than the othgrs)
found it very hard to push her little
head up through the earth, but when
she did get there and saw all her
brothers and sisters standing up SO
straight and looking so bright and
pretty, she felt so tired and small ghat
she wished she could creep down into
the kind, brown earth again and hide
herself from everyone, and she just
folded her little, white dress round
her and hung her head, and never
even saw how warm and bright the
sun was or heard the little blades of
grass whispering :—

“Grow, grow, grow.’

Presently, two busy bees came fly-
ing by looking for ‘‘pollen.”” You
know that is the soft, vellow stuff
that comes off on to our fingers when
we touch the lilies, and even on our
noses when we smell the honeysuckle.
Now, the flowers love the bees, be-
cause they know so much about the
big world, and fly so far that they can
tell them all sorts of wonderful
things; and when Golden Eye saw
them coming she just peeked through
a corner of her little, white dress, and
wished ever so hard that thev would
come and talk to her, and one even
did stop and sayv:—

““See, brother! Here is a new little
daisy. Let’s stop and tell her about
this beautiful world, and perhaps she
will give us some honev.” ,

But the other said: ‘““‘Oh, no! Why,
she hasn’t anyv prettv colours on her
frock, and isn’t even trying to grow
like the others. 1 think she’s a very
cross thing to hide her face like that.”
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Earn money knitting at hom;

Many women using Auto-
Knitters at home can earn $1 or
$2 per day, knitting hosiery.
The work is pleasant and easily
learned, and gives one steady
employment the ‘year round.
Write to-day to Auto-Knitter
Hosiery (Canada) Co., Ltd.
Desk 213 D, 257 College Street,.,
Toronto, and enclose a 3¢ stamp
for particulars as more workers
are needed at once.
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Of course this made poor, little
(olden Eve feel 'very sad, because
she wasn t really cross, you know,
only shy and frightened, so she drew
her dress still closer round her and
cried and cried.

By-and-by, a big, kind mother bee
came along, and when she saw her
looking so white and sad she stopped
and said:—

“Hello, hello! What silly little
flower 1s this that is hiding her face
from our beautiful sun? What's the
matter, child? Tell me.”

I'hen Golden Eve told the big, kind
mother bee that she was afraid to
show her face to the other flowers,
and tiny,
and she was sure thev would laugh
at her, and she knew she was no use,
because ever the bees (who are so
kind) wouldn't speak to her. And when

she had finished the mother bee said :—

“Now, vou've heen a very, very silly
little Hower. How can vou expect to
be big and strong and pretty if you
don't try to grow? You know God
sent all of vou into this world just
to make it lovely for those big things
called men and women and children,
and if the others hid themselves like
vou are doing, how dull and sad the
world would be. Now, just shake out
vour dress; stand up straight; look
at the beautiful sun, and he will soon
teach you how to grow; and don’t be
a foolish little daisy any more,” and
away she flew.

Then little Golden Eye shyly shook
out her dress, lifted her face to the
sun, and bravely tried to grow. And
when the old sun saw her smiling up
so sweetly, he sent down some sun-
beams to play with her, and they
danced all round her, splashed her
face with gold, and left pretty pink
footmarks on the edge of her dress.
They were so bright and warm and
kind that Golden Eye felt quite big
and strong, stood up straighter than
ever, and grew and grew and grew,
and, when the suabeams were think-
ing of going to bed, the two bees
came flving back again, and as theyv
came near Golden Eye they stopped,
and this is what they said :—

‘““There, brother, is the daisy you
wouldn’t let me speak to. Oh! see
how beautiful she is. What a lot of
gold she has. Hurry, HKutgy; our
bags are not quite full, and' perhaps
she will give us some honey.”’

So thev flew to Golden Eve and
whispered : —
~ ‘“Ah! dear daisy, you are so beauti-
ful. Your frock is one of the prettiest
in the field, and we know your honeyv
would be very sweet. Will vou please
give us a little as our bags are not
quite full ?”?

Oh, how proud Golden Eye felt as
she opened wide her littl
and said:— ’

“Dear bees, take all vou want. I
love to feel vou need me.”

And the bees said:—

“Thank vou, sweet little flower.”’

Then they sat beside her and whis-
pered of all the beautiful things that
are in this big world of ours, and
when they flew away Golden Eve
looked all round at the sky and trees
and flowers, and last of all at the dear
sun, who was shining a good-night.
Then she, too, folded her pretty frock
round her, shut her Golden Eve, and
felt glad that she had tried to grow.
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Fine for Fair Faces
You can’t paint the lily nor adorn the
rose ;
You can’t better the best, that every-
one knows. )
There’s just one specific that will
make faces fair—

“+‘““Campana’s Italian Balm,”’—of imi-

tations beware.

Used intelligently will preserve the
best, and improve the worst com-
plexion. 35¢. at good drug stores.
Anywhere by mail, 35c.—E. G. West
& Co., Wholesale Druggists, 8o
George St., Toromto.
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“THROUGH FIRE AND
THROUGH WATER.”
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Towards evening, in the dim misty
light, like a thief, like a panther stalk-
ing its prev, the water bounded forth
from the forest
town,

at the back of the mission-house. In
ten short minutes the basement was
full, and everyvthing therein
about in a churning of liquild mud.
“Tables and
shelves.”” O simpleton! where 1s vour
pons asinorum? Presently the two

seething volumes of water met, beat up

against each other for a time in com-
petition, and then, uniting their forces,
started in climbing over every obstacle
the live long night. And what a
night! From the mountains rever-
berated the rumblings of continual
avalanches; from the river came the
noise as of one hundred Manchester
expresses, ever hurrying, but never
getting, by; now and then dogs could
be heard howling, .and men shouting;
lights twinkled here and there over the
dark widening flood, as Indians tried
to get somewhere in their canoes.
boom-bang-crash went the big cotton-
wood trees as, undermined by the
sapping torrent, they pitched forward
into the swirl of death; and down
over all fell sheets of water, not rain,
from the heavens! Isolated in the
midst of all this horror of desolation
stood the mission-house, and the
children fast asleep. “For so He
giveth His beloved sleep.”’

On Monday, the longed-for dawn
was announced by our Leghorn chan-
ticleer in the attic, where the fowls
had been bestowed. Good bird—
farthful bird! He could not see the
brightening sky with the physical eye,
but something inside of him, corre-
sponding and responding to the rose-
ate hues, exulted—and he crowed!
As for us, we found it hard to be
cheerful ; neither by faith nor by in-
stinct, could we exult. Our pitiful
little attempts at a crow, for the child-
ren’s sake, resultea only in croaks;
for the water was still rising (two
iInches per hour), and there was
enough snow on the mountains to
keep up that rate of increase for days
to come. It was not only possible,
but extremely probable that . But
when the mind got thus far, we turned
aside from the reflection, and. lean-
Ing back into the comfortable fellow-
ship of the Spirit, enjoyed the peace
of God which passeth all understand-
ing. Soon after dawn, when the mists
and shadows of the night began to dis--
sociate themselves from the surface of
the waters, Amos and I (he is our
mission helper, and staved by us),
perceived a wavering light approach-
ing from behind the church: it turned
out to be William Gogag, in his canoe,
our first visitor, coming to enquire
af}er the welfare of the mission party.
We had Miss Capper and Miss Sturges
with us, ladies who, formerlv mis-
sionarles in Syria, are in the service
of the Indian Department, and had
Just arrived the week before to take
up their duties, the former as Field
Matron of the district, and the latter
as teacher of the Indian Dav School
at Aiwvansh. We learned from William
that most of the Indians had got
away safely during the night, and that
a small fleet of motor boats were
cruising about the village, clearing
out the houses and freighting their
cargoes up to Gitlakdamiks, where the
gg((;gnd 1s high and above danger from

The efforts, in nearly every case
vam, alas! of the domestic animals to
save themselves were agonizing to wit-

ness. Between the mission-house and
the church there is (or was) a small
grassy mead, where the animals loved
to congregate in the evenings, where
the calves skipped about, and the colts
raced each other; and now, from the
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