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THE MAN IN THE MOON.
Baid the Raggedy Man of g hot al-
ternoon,
My sakes !
What & lot o’ mistakes
Some little folks make on the Man
in the Moon!
But people that’s
him, like Me,
And calls ' n hin, freguent and intg-
mutly,
Might drop a few hints that would
interest you
Clean through!
It you wanted ’em to—
Some actual facts that might
terest you!

in-

*Oh, the Man in the Moon has
crick in his back;
Whee! Whimm!
Ain’t you sorry for him?

a

And g mole on his face that is pur- |
) vile not again.

Ple and black;
And his eyes are sq weak that they

water and run: '
|
looks |

It he dares to dream sven he
at the sun,
Bo he jes’ dreams of stars, gs
doctors advise—
My Eyes!
But isn’t he wise—

the

To jes’ dream of stars, as the doc- {

tors advise?

on his ear—
Whee! Whing!
Whet a singular thing!
I know, but these facts are guthen-
tic, my dear,
There’s a boil on his ear and
corn on his chin,
calls it a dimple, but dimples
stick in,

a

He

Yet it might be a dimple turned over | dorwn o the  tatle.

you know!
Whang! Ho!
Why certainly so!
It might be g. dimple turned
you know!

over,

*“And the Man in the Moon,”” sighed |

the Raggedy Man,
Gets so!
Sulonsome, you know!
Up there by himself since creation

began,
That when I call on him and then
come away, |
He grabs me and holds me gnd begs |
me to stay,
Till—well, if it wasn’'t for Jirany- |
cum—Jim,
That Limb!
I'd go partners with him! |
Jes’ jump my job here and be pard- |
ners with him!’’
—James Whitcomb Riley. |

A Quick Temper. ‘

|

What did you say? That you had |
& quick temper but were soon over,
and that it was only a word and a
blow with you sometimes, but you
were always sorry as soon as it was

over?

Ah, my boy, that was the way
with Cain. People almost seem to
pride themselves on hawing quick

| who rides a horse which has
| trick of running away. ‘
| not care to own a runaway horse,

| would wyou?

| and you wculd be sorry to see
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tempers, as though they were  not | done. However, I shall make
things to be ashamed of, and fought | bluff in the recitation.
God’s word does not take | that and I find it is a

against.

| your view of it, for it says express- | getting through,

|ly that ‘‘he that is slow to anger
is better than the mighty,”” ‘‘that
better is he that ruleth his
temper than he that taketh a city,”

been up to see |and ‘‘and anger resteth in the bosom
| of fools.””

own |
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I often do
good way of
especially if the
teacher is tired.”’

Lucy shook her head. ‘““Mother
says that of' all mistakes, one of
the worst a girl can make is to

| have guess work in her studies where

| she should be thorough. When

A man who carries g guick temper |

about with him i3 much ke q

the |
You would

When you feel the fierce spirit ris- |
ing do not speak until you can speak
calmly, whatever may be the provo-

| cation.

Words do lote of mischief. Resolve |
as God helps you, that you will imi- |
tate your Savior who was always
gentle, and whepn He was reviled re-

What the Book Said.

§gae |
““Once upon a time,’" a library |
book was overheard talking to a
little boy, who had just borrowed
it. The words seemed worth® re-
cording, and here they are:
““Please don’t handle me with dir-
ty hands. I should feel ashamed

me. :
“Nor have me out in the rain.
Books, as well as children, can catch

cold. 5

‘““Nor make marks on me with
your pen or pencil. It would spoil
my looks.

‘““Nor lean on me with your
bows when reading. It hurts.
““Nor open me and lay me fa
You would not

el-

like to be treated so.
““Nor put in betwecn my leaves
pencil or amything thicker than

a

| single sheet of thin paper. It would

strain my back.
‘“Whenever you are through read-
ing me, if you are fraid of losing

| your place, don’t turn down the cor-

ner of one of my leaves, but have g
neat little book-mark to put in

| where you stop, and then close me,

and lay me on my side, so that I
can have a good, comfortable rest. |
‘“Remember that I wamt to visit
a great many othen little boys after
yvou are through with me. Besides
I may meet you again some day,
me
old and torn and soiled.

looking
to keep fresh and clean,

Help me

| and T will help you to be happy.’”’—

Selected.
Maria’s Bloff

‘““Have you prepared the lesson in
physics?”’ asked Lucy of Maria, as
they walked together to school one |
morning.

“TI have not opened the book,”
was the reply. ‘I had so much to
do, and the examples I had were so
difficult, that bedtime came lastl
night before my home work wa,sl'

wan |

| Maria occasionally mamnaged

v, When the next little boy borrowed
And the Man in the Moon has g boil ! }

|

]

| A

| you are

| outstretched arms and hugged
| somebody’s heart, and she went back

i1y, “you seem ‘to think your

ex-
aminations come or when we have
tests it is ever so much harder to
pass if we have, as you say, made
a bluff at what we did not know. ’

Lucy proved to be in the right.
to slip
through g recitation, sometimes in
physics gnd somatimes in another
study, without being thoroughly pre-
pared, but when the time for the
final examination arrived she was
left behind, while Lucy was promot-
ed to a higher grade,

It pays in the end to prepare hon- |
| estly each lesson as it comes. !
———— e et

Amy’s Occupation.

o ey

The small boy at the corner of the
pier began to ¢ry suddenly, digging |

his knuckles in his eyes, and swal-

lowing his sobs as if he were
ashgmed of them. One of the group
of girls a few feet away shrugg('d‘
her shoulders petulantiy. |

‘I do hope he isn’t going to
keep that up!’’ she exclaimed. ‘It
makes me So nervous to hear a child
fretting. Oh, there goes Amy to |
see what is the matter!’’

As matter of fact, amother girl
about the age of the first speuker‘
had detached herself from the group
and was bending over the grieved |
lad with an air of sympathy which |
won his confidence at once. ‘“‘Lost |
your mother?’”’ the girls heard her

| say. ‘I don’t believe she’s lost very |

far. Mothers are likely to keep‘
close to such nice little boys as you |
are.” 2

The sobs stopped rather suddenly.
It was clear that the little lad was}
not beyond compliments.

‘““Suppose you stand on a chair,”’
my continued. ‘“And then your mo-
ther can see you. And do vou think
you could eat some popcorn while
waiting?’’ |

The small boy was very positive |
on this point. And while munching
the white kernels from Amy’s bag,
his equanimity was quite restored.
All at once be caught sight of a
familiar figure on the opposite side
of the pier and dashed away with-
out the formality of s good-bye.
Amy saw him caught in g pair of
to

to her friends quite satisfied.

““I declare, Amy,”’ exclaimed one of
the group she had quitted so abrupt- |
forte
chil-
school.

in life is taking care of lost
dren and homesick girls at
You’'re always at it.”’

A smile curled Amy’s lips. She did |
not deny the accusation. “It’s not |
such n bad occupation,’”’ was her
answer.

~

AUNT KATE’S LETTER.

*The omelet was excellent. So also
‘was the white wine. The bread
and butter said the last word of
excellence. When he had finished the
meal he found himself in good hu-
mor with all the world. He lit his
pipein Madame Hefort’'s sanded
room, its small billiard table taking
up the centre.

It was & way Richard Langrishe
had with him to propitiate old wo-
men and little children and animals.
He looked up with g smile presently
when the little old woman approach-
ed him with his coffee and an in-
tention of comversation. It was the
day of the fete. Monsieur perhaps

=uld wish to see the procession.

wsently the procession came
‘he corner, down the street.
‘he official part of the pro-
N came people in ordin-
‘ng the Rosary, with
in their fingers

ads.

e were three
'~ attention.
“eir long
their

be-

stuff through which one guessed her
slenderness.

Lemgrishe stared at ‘them till they
were out of sight. Then he turned
to the little old woman at the ad-
joining window.

‘“Those ladies there, following the
procession, who ere they?’’ he ask-
ed, and waited for the answer with
an eagerness that surprised himself.

‘““Madam 1a Comtesse from the
chateau, Mlle. Marie, Mdlle. Su-
zanne.

‘“Ah, Mdlle, Suzanne de Lorme?’’

‘“Yes, Monsieur was right. It was
Mdlle, Suzanne de Lorme, the grand-
child of the Comtesse. Mdlle Marie
was Madame’s daughter. They were
a great family, the De Lormes, al-
though poor in thiese latter days.”

“Madame la Comtesse de Lorme—
Madame de Lorme’’—What was the
association in his mind? .

Suddenly it flashed upon him. Whv
he had a letter of introduction to
the lady. She was one of
Kate’s friends. ;
loaded him with introductions when
he set out on his leisurely walking

tour through the north of France.
He had not had ‘the strength of
‘nd to refuse them.
%ame Hefort’s woice broke in
s thoughts,
zamne i to be affianced
Tate d'Herault. M. le
¢ gentleman, hand-
ot 8o young per-
"rable. Im fact
““he had Jost
* he was
“what

we’s | he

-+he sought. She was

tle thing had suggested to him the
captive bird that had beaten its |
wings against the pane. He under- |
stood better now the supplication of“
the gaze lifted to Heaven. Poor
child, poor little thing !

Madame Hefortt wondered why the
sunny face had suddenly become
grim. He turned to her and there
was something that sparkled and |
smouldered in the shadow of his
eyes. He thought of staying g little
while in Ravigot. Could Madame
tell him where he might procure a
bedroom ?

Meadame could. She herself had g
bedroom in which Monsieur could be
comfortable. It was good, Monsieur
said, his face clearing.

He had only a hand-bag to unpack.
He carried little more than a change
of linen. In an inner wallet of the
bag he discovered Aunt Kate's let-
ters of introduction, and selected the
one he needed.

He was hut half-way up the village
street when g slabby little old car-
niage with g leather hood, drawn by
a lean grey horse, turned out of the
Bates of the chateau . For g moment
his heart sank with g sense of disap-
pointment. Then uplifted again g8 he
recognized Madame de Lorme and
Mdile. Ma_:ie as the occupanmts. Was
1t possible that by an unheard.uy
chance he might see Mdlle, Suzanne
alone ?

v the
Comtesse’s ahsence. Still—some luc-

ky accident might befriend him.
He turned in at the open gates of
the chateau. The grounds were of no

an ingenius deceptiv,
wed it he saw

the slender figure of the
apparently sit-

T on g rustic seat. Her chin rest-

"her hand. Her

| the girl said, turning

| articulate sympathy.

| And Madame !

| He knmew no more than she.

attitude wag .

up to m- 5 NEG ¥
She ;ooked up wit

fified air. ‘‘Monsieur,” she ~ began.
There were traces of tears on her
cheeks : her bosom was vet heaving
with egitation. This coming face to
face alone with g strange VOUng man
was a new ewperience for hen, a ter-
rifying ome she would have felt it if
somehow Dick’s kind, young brown
eyes had not expressed' the most, ten-
der pity and sympathy for her,

He explained in fluent French—it
had i

th a ter- |

~him
read in the eyes of M. le Cure,
Madame Hefort, of all his friends
the village, what they knew
coming: the smiles were full of

trlami
r

speech. She had known that Mon-
sieur desired the hand of Mdlle. Su-
zarne since she had received the let-
ter of her dear friend, Mdlle. Kate,
Monsieur’s family was ancient, of

was something he q d ear-
ly from Aunt Kate, who loved the
polite language; it was one of her
little affectations to talk in French
half the time—the reason of his ap-
pearance, extending to her at  the
same time the letter of introduction.
He noticed for the first time thet it
was sealed, with a little wonder.
Anut Kate was aglways so particular
about doing the right thing.

Mdlle, Suzemne took the letter and
looked down at it shyly, g little co-
lor coming and going in her cheek.
Madame de Lomme . would return
about five o’clock. After that hour
she would welcome Monsieur.

There were twio mortal hours to be
got through before five o'clock.: What
on earth was he to do with them ?
However, plainly he could not ask
to stay as he might have done with
an English girl, He went away with
a tender compassion aching in his
| breast for Mdlle. Suzanne.
I He strolled about the village, mak-

ing acquaintances as he went. - He
Jturncd into the little graveyard on
| the cliff, and wondered over its bead
“\vreaths and garish ornaments.

He _ had no intention of intruding

great oconsideration, like the ‘ De
Lormes, and Monsieur himself had
won her affection and esteem. She

had the pleasure to comsent to the
marriage.

There wes o word of Mdlle. Su-
zanne's dot, which was not a large
one. Langrishe desired no dot with
his beloved. Why, Mdlle. Suzanne
was the treasure of all the world.
In England, in Ireland, the dot was
not necessary, certainly in his own
case not desired—unwelcomed. He
waved away the question of the dot
loftily.

And so Aunt Kate had helped to
bring the marriage ‘about after all.
She had anticipated his desires. He
smiled radiantly as he thought of
Aunt Kate. People called the little
old spinster crazy. Well, this spe-
cial bit of craziness was the very
height of wisdom.

As for M. le Comte d’Herault, he
passes quite out of the story. Some
few months later he married an
American, which fact might or might
not shed some light on his with-
drawal from the affair.—Katharine
Tynan (Abridged.)

|
‘] again on Mdlle. Suzanme. In fact, he
| was rather overtwhelmed when he
came upon her standing by a new
grave. It was codvered with artifi-
cial wreaths, but in the midst of
them lay a cross of seaholly which
had apparently just been laid there,

He felt that he ought to go, but |
he stayed. When he said g word ofl
sympuuiy her tears began tg flow,
touched

and having no words ke
softly a fold of her dress.

“It was my brother, Monsieur,””
to him as
though she were hungry for sympa-
thy. ‘““When he died I thought the

| worst. had befallen me—alas !’

The young fellow muttered his in-
They stood
there looking into each other’s eyes,
while the intimacy between them
grew with every second that passed.
They were quite away from human
eyes, alone amid the sand-dunes and
the cornfields.

“If but he had taken me with
him !”’ she said, with a tragical
hardening of her little soft face. “‘In-
deed there are worse things than
death, Monsieur.””

The the color flooded hen cheeks.
“T do not ask so much of life,’”’ she
said. “‘Only that I might be wt[
peace in the Convent of the (‘u.rme—[
lites at Arras. Buot that will not
be granted me.’’ i !

When he was shown into the salon
of the Chateau de Lorme he found |
Madame seated in a high—backed/'
chair, her daughter by her side, hcrl
grand-daughter on a low tabouret, |
waiting to receive him. In her hand,‘
she. held the letter of introduction.

If but he had known he had never
looked better than at this moment
when his eyes and his uplifted head |
were a declaration of battle. His}
little love was sitting with her eyes
down—perhaps she did not dare lift |
them, lest their secret should be |
read— her attitude as submissive as
that of a shild. Mddle. Marie ! Why
it was a kind face if g plain one,
and it was looking kindness at him.
Madame’s voice was
like silver rain as she welcomed him.

After that the days passed in Ra-

| vigot village, sleepily, sunnily, hap

pily, for Dick Longrishe. He broke
through no more hedges. He saw
Mdle. Suzanne only in the presence
of Madame and Mddle. Marie. He was
eager to win Suzanne if
he might according to their ways,
if they would but let him.

‘“The 'betrothel is spoken of no long-

er,”” she conveyed to him in a Whis-
per.. “I do not understand it. The
name of M. le Comte d’Herault is nn
longer spoken by the Comtesse. What
does it mean, my friend ?’*
He
only knew that he came and went,
as he would, at the chateau, that
he was treated with an almost
motherly kindness by Madame, that
Mdlle Manie smiled gt him, with a
vague sympathy and encouragement
in her eyes.

It was early in August when he

Was Troubled
With Dyspepsia.

For Years Could Get No Relief
Until She Tried

Burdock Blood Bitters.

Mrs. Herman
Dickenson, Benton
N.B., writes: *}
have used Burdock
Blood Bitters and

Can Eat
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O DOUBTING HEART.

Where are the swallows fled?
Frozen and dead,
Perchance, upon some
stormy shore.

O doubting heart!
Far over purple seas
They wait in sunny ease,

The balmy southern breeze
To bring them to their northern
homes once more.

bleak and

Why must flowers die!
Prisoned they lie
In the cold tomb, heedless of tegrs
or rain.
O doubting heart!
They only sleep below
The soft, white, ermine snow,
While winter winds shall blow,
To breathe gnd smile upon you soor
again.

The sun had hid its rays
These many days;
Will dreary hours never leave
earth?
O doubting heart!
The stormy clouds on 'high
Veil tthe same sunny sky
That soon, for spring is nigh,
Shall wake the summer into golden
mirth.

the

Fair hope is dead, and light
Is quenched in night:
What sound can break the silence of
despair?
O doubting heart!
The sky is overcast,
Yet stars shall rise at last,
Brighter for darkness past,
And angels’ silver voices stir
air.
—Adelaide A. Proctor.
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“MOTHER TO CHILD.”
e

Is there no way my life can save
thine own g, pain?

Is the love of g mother no possihle
gain?

No labor of Hercules—search for the
grail—

No way for this wonderful love to

avail?
God in Heaven, O. teach me.

My prayer has been answered; the
pain thou must bear
Is the pain of the world’s life which
thy life must share.
art ome with the world—
though
I love thee the best,
And to save thee from pain, I must
sabe all the rest,
With God’s help, I'll do it.

Thou

Thou art one with the rest ; 1 must
love thee in them!

Thou wilt sin with the' rest, and thy
mother must stem

The 6in-of the world. Thou wilt
weep, and thy mother must dry

The tears of the wonld lest her dar-
ling should ery.

T will do it, God helping.

And I stand not alone. I will
a bamd

Ot all loving mothers froth land un-

the world

Our children are part of
—do you heat?
They are one with the worl

must hold them all dear,
Love all for our chil

< cong L G -
Madamemndov;ﬁmnwtelyumo,

Send
Olen,

et, * Cres
tthe irriy,
us, 10c §

T Descrip
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more than da.ys !

© wind had sw,
milier ways ©C 2T &reey

)
reée summer made Sweet, choer:

The snow haq blind
: inded
Had choked her harpher'
o ;r,d wanton song :
ad sent her Pulses i
50 longy lmugh;ng G

Whogg ¥

gather

Her blithe,’ young feet astir

She was bent and
a,
We saw her qje iir o
grief,
Her rustlj shro :
len lea,’;g U knit of the g

Her watcher' the dark day

blessl’ng not, g

Now from the glist
ening b
A kindlier sunlight Ioik; “1?‘
Rarth. pon th
Now from the russet ghel] ;
(g shell ip joy‘,
The living spring leaps new,

Thro’ _ali the throbbing .y
A million songs, o million
soms break,
o happy year! that only g
wake. i

blog-

to

ied

More young, more wondrous fair|
Ah! 8o shall I depart
With  broken harp,
songs all sung;
shall I sleep—
fair, more Young,
More rapturous of heart!
—New Broadway' Magazine,

my Iaug}u’n&

So to wake mopg.

FRIENDSHIP,

—

I do not pray that usel
golden treasure,
Beloved or not,
Nor yet that one unbroke:
earthly pleasure,
May be your lot:
But rather that your faith gnd love
no dross possessing,
As gold may shine,
And all your path be lighted up
with heavenly blessing
And peace divine.

€ss stores off

n round of

I cu.m.lot ask that naught of bitter
Pain or sorrow,
Thy cup may hold,
Or that you may not feel the shotk |
to-day, to-morrow,
Of conflict hold;
But that the sanctifying power of
furnace trial,
Though burning hot,
May leave your soul, as gain for
every self-denial, y
Without a spot.

I would not seek to rescue you from
grief’s grim clutches, ]
Nor cry to spare,
When God, with His own loving,
skilful master touches
Thy heart lays bare;
But I would wish to see the
in heawvenly treasure,
Full well refined,
Yea, rich as God alone His bounte-
ous giftsa doth measure,
Nor fall behind.

I do not, cannot ask for you a les=
ser blessing
' Than God’s own love;

dwell with Him and all His
boundless wealth possessing,

In heaven above,
For you and I are only waiting here:

riche §

To

as TS,
Still bound for home,
Abiding 'mid" earths’
shades and many dangers, ;
Till God says oome.
~Frank Willoughhy, in N.Y. Ob=
server. \

Heart Trouble Cured.

Through one cause or another a lar
‘majority. d.m'. people are troubled wi
some ferm of heart trouole. :




