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The Greater Gift

I wish no wealth or proud estate—-
No world-acclaimed prize;

For simple love hath made me great
In a dear woman’s eyes,

There are no worldly gifts above

The beauty of & woman’s love,

For Fame the glory and the gleams—
Friends, and the scorn of foes.
Dearer to me the humble dream,
And from Love’s hand one rose!
And where my lowlier lot shall be,
Only Love’s arms to necklace me

For Love his own rewarder is,
The flowery world along.
For Love the thorn is sweet to kiss,
And toil is but a song. '
Wherefore I seek no proud estate,
For simple love hath made me great
—Frank L. Stanton.

———————————— —
The lll-Matched

Some time ago I noticed in one of my
home papers a pathetic appeal from a
sister whose husband mentally her in-
ferior, was uncongenial and unsympa-
theticc. She was bound to life upon a
farm, instead of town life, which she
preferred. The care of several little
ones excluded all social pleasures, and
she found herself very unhappy, longing
for the liberty and privileges she, as a
teacher, enjoyed before her marriage.

It was with the deepest interest I
read the several replies which appeared
in a later issue, every one of which con-
tained -ensure and blame without stint,
but hardly a word of that sisterly com-
fort and advice for which she asked.
She asked for bread and received a stone.

Foolish, indeed, she had been to form
an alliance with one whom she must have
known to be her inferior; wicked, per-
haps, in her rebellion at the results of
such an ill-advised step mnevertheless, a
sister in dire distress, and as such en-
titled to the beet that could be offered
her. Unfortunately her case is not an
unusual one. All over the land exist
indifferent husbands, discontented wives,
unwelcome little ones, irksome home
duties. Their name, alas, is legion!

In this particular case the wife com-
plained that her husband cared nothing
for reading, while she possessed a de-
cded literary taste. Having been a
teacher, she can, no doubt read well
aloud, and this should prove an impor-
tant factor in creating a better literary
atmosphere in the home. Very likely
her ‘husband, in common with all men,
has a hobby, and I would suggest that
in looking over their home papers, she
mark such articles as might be of in-
terest to him, and draw his attention to

_them, or read them to him, particularly

if they coincide with the opinions he may

‘chance to hold upon the subject

I do i.ot consider it a sin for any wo-
man, especially one isolated upon a hill
farm, to long for the society of her
kind, or to crave the pleasures of an
occasional concert or lecture; and I know

Y experience what it is to miss the
church and social privileges to which,
from childhood, I had been accustomed
In town. Not all women are so con-
stituted that they find the highest pleas-
ures and ideals in life in flocks of chick-
ens and turkeys as one sister suggested
In connection with this case. I never
did, and I have looked upon many a
goodly flock of my own raising, with
Justifiable pride.

The Blessed Little Ones

But when it comes to the little ones
then and there must all rebellion and dis-
content be crushed out of our lives for
their dear sake. All that is sweetest and
best in a mother’s life is their lawful
heritage and nothing short of that can
satisfy their just claim.

So let me suggest to this dear sister
(and others similarly situated) that in
Setting about to better her domestic con-
ditions sghe begin first with her own
heart,

Look upward with an abiding faith
and trust in God’s overruling power and
Wisdom and see if you cannot discern in

these trials a corrective influence for
many a fault in your own character.
Open your heart and let in the sunlight

of God’s wondrous love, and see how.

quickly it disperses the gloom of rebel-
lion and discontent. Then will you look
upon your life with a quickened vision,
and old things will become new.

The fact that he is the father of your
children will clothe that uncouth hus-
band with at least respect in your eyes,
and see if he does not respond to the
sweet, womanly, helpfulness you extend
to him by an effort to better measure
up to your ideals and standards. No
man ever yet failed to be proud of his
wife’s superiority, secretly perhaps, but
that chord exists in every man’s heart
and will vibrate if touched by the finger
of wifely love and sympathy. Then,
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too, will the care of the little ones be
no longer a burdensome task, but a
sacred trust, and all these other outside
things, good and proper in themselves,
will be no longer essential to your hap-
piness.

Perhaps, the future years may hold in
their grasp some of the privileges you
crave. Then accept them as God’s good
gifts, not as your rightful due. This is
no theory I am advancing, but a know-
ledge born of personal experience. Be-
lieve mie, ’tis the only way. Tiy it and
be corivinced.—Helper, New York.

Like a Grip at the Throat. For a disease
that is not classed as fatal there is probably
none which causes more - terrible suffering
than asthma. Sleep is impossible, the sufferer
becomes exhausted and finally, though the
attack passes, is left in unceasing - dread of
its return. Dr. J. D. Kellogg’s Asthma
Remedy is a wonderful curative agent. It
immediately relieves the restricted air passages
as thousands can testify. It-is sold by dealers
everywhere.

Where | Belong

By Ada Melville Shaw.

_ Maria was old, and Maria was poor,
and Maria was a widow. Could it have
been worse? _ Yea, verily, for God was
still in His heaven, and all ought to have
been right with Maria’s world, for it is
God’s world, too. “When Maria became
so enfeebled by illness and age that it
was no longer safe for her to live alone,
a home was opened to her with a siste]
and brother-in-law. They were kindly,
generous: people, and their sister ought
to have been happy. But she grew more
wretched every day, and her gloomy face
made other members of the  household .
unhappy. §
One day there came still another “oub-
sider,” as Maria. called it, to live in the
sunny, comfortable home. She was*
hardly a relation, being a cousin . of
Maria’s brother-in-law’s sister-in-law.”
Her name was Letitia.. She was like
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No more darning if you buy Buster Brown

Stockings.

Che Chipman-Holton Kuitting QIn.,_ Z.Itmttrh

Largest Hosiery Manufacturers in Canada

Hamilton

MILLS AT HAMILT

For Hard Wear

Buster Browm Stockings are made to
stand the test .of rough and tumble play
in which every healthy boy—your boy—
spends half his time.
ings are the greatest wear resisters ever
made—the strongest, long fibre cotton,
specially twisted and tested for durability,
with three-ply heel and toe, well knitted, well
finished and fast dyed in Black and Leather
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Buster Brown'’s Sister's Stocking ;
for the girlsis a zl:ndod look.'l.nx 3
stocking at a moderate price, !
two-thread Bn*lhh mercerized lisle I§ W
stocking, that is shaped to fit and
wears very well indeed.

Colors—Black, Leather Shade :
Tan, Pink, Blue and White. 5
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ON AND WELLAND, ONTARIO @ ,
Also makers of the celebrated “Little Darling” and “Little Daisy” Hosiery for Infants and Children
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