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Snow on the Moon
Prof. W. H. Pick-

ering, of the Harvard
Observatory, who bas'
been making astrono-
mical observations in
Jamaica, West Indies,
for several months,-
has brought a series
of photographs of the.
moon which appear to
establish the fact that
there is snoy» on thée
moon. This fact was
suggested about a
year ago by Prof.
Pic.kering, and -while
in Jamaica he made a
'oiecia! studv of thli% matter. adopt-
ing a rnethod that would afford
fiuller data. The method adopted
was to, take pbotographs of the moon
at lunar sunrise, noon and sunset, and
half-way between these. What the snow
really is can as yet, according to Prof.
Pickering, be only a matter of inference.
It is most probably the snow of water.
It appears that the presence of an at-
mosphere on the moon is accepted now
among astronomers, though it is of ex-
treme tenuity. A general view of any
given series of photographs gives a fair
assurance also that there is sonîething
heside a bare land surface reflecting the
light, and the most tenable suggestion
is that the more diffused parts of the
nomn pictures arc in that condition by
reason of the presence there of snow.

Let Jt Go.
If you have hiad an tinfortunate ex-

perience the last year, forget it. If
you have made a failure in your speech,
v our song, your hook or yo¶îr article;
ii xou have heen placedl in an ermbar-
rassing position, if you have fallen and
biurt vourself bv a false step, or if you
1 ave l)eCu slandered and abused. do not
dwxehl upon it-forget it. There is not
a single redeemning feature in thlese
inemories. and the presence of ther
ghosts will rob you of mnany a happy
ho)ur. There is nothing valuable ini
thein. Wipe thein out of your mind
forever. Drop them. Forget them.

Resoixe that, whatever you do or do
nlot (Io, you will not be haunted by
keletons nor cherish shadowvs. They
ilust get ont and give place to the sun-
bi1ne. Determine th-at yen will have

nothing to do with discords, but that
cvervone of tbemrnmust get out of your
illid. No niatter how formidable or
iwrsistent, wipe them out. Forget

~mn.Have nothing to do with theni.
Pi)o not let thie ittie enemies-wflrry-

wand foreboding. anxiety and re-
ctS-s~ ;,yorenerey. for thîs is

oýr success andi happiness capital.
\VIatever is disagreeable, or what-

r irritates. -nags. or destrovs your
1mii'nce off mnd-.forget it. Thrust it

c'It bas notbing to do with vou
xxYou have better tise for you.r

than to waste it in regrets, in1
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worry, or in useless trifles. Let the
rubbisb go. Make war upon despond-
ency, if you are subject to it. Drive
the blues out of your mmid as you
would a thief out of your bouse. Shut
the door in the face of ail your ene-
mies, and keep it shut. Do not wait
for cheerfulness to cornie to you. Go
after it; entertain it; neyer let it go.

Christmas Wlshes.
1 wlBh for the
Ltgbht W»o'falls In thy heart,
To make Its chainhers pure and white,
For Ohrltmas-tida of love and ligbt,
And generous outgivlngs.

1 wleh for thee
The holiy wreaths and Christmas belle
Whlch symbol what the music telle
0f life and jov (bat richiy swell
The stream of human love.

1 wlsh for the'e
The swepeset gift that e'er oen corne
Wlthin thie heart, or realrn of home-
That rare and never-ending eong
Of -Peace, good will to men."

1 wsh for tbee
A syuipbutiy of eweet content,
That, like angelic coices blent,
May MIi thy soul with mAody. and bend
Thy heart and will toward God.

-Helen Van-Anderzon.

MAN~.

"Ho, h'um 1" sigheii-Roy .UUer, us lie
sauntered out'to the 1back yard, and
stood looking at the wood Wlilh.had
just been drawn into the yard. "That
aIl bas to be sawed and ' split anad
piled. For onçe I wish 1 had an eldei
brother." And bie shrugged bis shoul-
ders as bie started towards the shed
for the saw.

Roy was not the only boy in the
neighborhood wbo had to face a pile
of wood that afternoon. As hie came
out fromn the shed hie noticed that
Luke Stofford and Jim Brent were
both at the sanie kind of work. These
two boys lived just across the street
from each other, and before Roy went
to work lie stood and watched them
for a few minutes.

Jim was busy piling the wood bie
had a]ready sawed and split, and made
it an even, regtiar pile that any boy
iiiiglit have been proud of.

"Thats the way jim always works,"
Roy thought, witli an admiring glance
at the resuit of bis friend's labor.

Just then the ninister passed by the
Brent's front gate. "AIl done but
sandpapering, Jir-n? ' lie inquired with
a smîýile.

boys h tii

and went to wor'wit a
"I mnay flot be abte to rival ho

said to hirself as he sawe, Ù '
botund 1 won't he li1çe ,,ke ot f
have to staytlu, amidsaw at mght.le

When Mrs, Miler camne tg-etlRY
to supper, she looked in *4 seü
thie wood wbich* he 1iià pif' n order4
"Why, Roy, how much,-,you* lave
done!" she said. "I'm glad to seeco
have taken hold of your work se heart-
ilv and weIl.'e

"Oh," replied Roy, "I didf't relish
the un-dertaking whefl I began, but .L,
had an object lesson."

'What was that?" asked 1i. t~%
looking înterested,

"It was the contrast between Jime
and Luke's wood," replied Roy,, poit
ing as be spoke.

And Mrs. Miller. who knew boh
boys. looked and laughed, and the,2
said: "I like the choice you made ot
patterns."y

And the pattern 'proved to be ono
that lasted wîth Roy. If he wrt
tempted to sburk anv' ytgsk.after that,
he was.sure to hear Luke's lazy tonte
as he asked: "Ilow nany stick# do yoiV
need?"--The King's Own.
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