
THE INDEPENDENT FORESTER.

Living Exemplification of a Theory.

"lWe are what we fe'ed on," quotod Mr. Hix-
son, laying downihie book. "And Iam-willing to
eay the author je rig1it. F'or examnpl "-

111 1 am already a believer," Mne. Hîxeon inter-
rupted. IlYou will insiet on having lobeter for
aupper always."

And Mr. Hîxeen, rnortified, grew very red.-
Brooklyn Life.

Point of View.
The fari» boy gazed on the gray cashior
And theught, as entranced he lingered near;
"Land ! WVould that 1 that job could hold-

To stand ail day and juet count gold."
The gay cashier froin hie duli employ
Viewed the tan brown cheeke cf the awkward boy
And niused, "lIt would b. my doareet wish
Could 1 b. that boy and go off te fishi."'

-Chi cago Record.

Solomon was the wiaeat cf men. Re knew
enough toecut hie copy up into short para.
graphe. In tint way lie succeeded in getting hie
paragraphe read.-B.9(on Transcript.

We shiape ourselves the joy or fear
0f which the ceming 1f. îe made

And f111 our futurc's atmnosphere
WVith sunahinc or wvith shade.

Th. tissue of the 11f. te ho
W. weave with colore ail our o';---

And in the field cf Destiny
WVe reap as wve have sow».

-J. G. Wlhittier.

Seeke eut the good in every man,
And epeak cf al] the best ye can;
'lhe» will aIl mn apeak well cf thee,
And aay 1mw% kind cf hetart ye b.

-Adlpls 0ocs.

Every mn deceivea hiniself more succeasfully
than h. deceives others.

It le aiways easier te îveep over the wanderer
thani to kecp hlm at home.

A Quaker's Advice.

An inveterate drunkard once asked a Quaker
whether he knew cf a 'nethod wIirreby ho ceuld
cure hie dominant vice. "4Friend," answorod
Broadbrim, Ilit le as easy as keeping the hand
open."

"'How cati that ho?" said the drunkard;
"cvery nian crin kcep hie hand open, but as to,

abstaining frein liquor, that's quit. a different
thin'v"

IlY will tell the., friend,» quoth the Quaker:
«when thon hast getten a glass cf gin in thy hand,

and beforo thou deet raise the tempting liquor to,
thy lips, open thy hand-and koop it open. Thon
broakest the glass, but thou broakest not the law
of sobriety."

(rbiIbrents Ctorncre
Be Careful What You Say.

"Careful with fire," le good advice, we know,
Careful with words " is ten times doubly so.

Boys flying kitea hi., l in their wiiite-winged birls :
You can't do that way when you're flying worda :
Thoughts unexpreeeed may sometimes fait back

dead,
But Cod Hlimeaelf can't kill thein when they're said.

-C'arleton.

Better Whistle than Whine
Two littie boys were on their way to achocol.

The emaller one tunibled, and though not hurt lie
began to whine in a babyiahi way-a littie cross
whine.

The older boy took hia hand iii a fathedly way
and said :

"lOh, nover mind, Jimmy, don't whine ; it is a
great deal better te whistle." And hoe bega in
tho merriest way a cheerful boy-whistle. Jiiznmry
triec! to ii in the whistle.

I can't whietle as nice as you, Charlie,» said
hie; 11my lips won't puckerup god.»Y

"Oh, that's because yen haven'; got al the
whine out yet," said Oharlie; "lbut yen try a
minute and the whistl. will drive the whine away."1

Se he did ; and the last, I saw or he-ard ýnf the
littie fellows they were whiatlingz away as earnestly
as though that was the chief end of life.

di'Bobs " and the Little Girl.

Lord Roberts la the greatest British soliier to.
day. Long before he took command in South
Afrîca he had won the Victoria Cross and many
other honore for personal bravery in action. But
not only for his bravery and wise strategy je he
called " «the idol of the British army," but many

etoicaof im rove again that "the bravcst are
the tendorest. ' A Lodn correspondent et the
front telle this incident of the surrender of Johan-
nesburg:

"lA march.past, subsequent to, the march
through the town, closed the ceremnony. Lord
Roborte headquarters wero at a emalli nn in an
orange greve. There was a characteristie scenee
thore at the close of his victerîcue day. One of
the staff officers, approached in ordor to discus a
matter of importance, and found the Field.Marshal
with the innkeeper's littie daughter on hie knoe
trving te teach hcer to, write. When the officer
interrupted, Lord Roberts looked up with a smile
and said, «'Don't corne now. Can't you ueo 1 amn
busy ? 3

A sculptor once ehowed a visiter hie studio.. It
was full of mythical gode. On. was very curious
The face was concealed by being covered with haïr,
and there wero wings on each foot.

«"4What is hie name? " said the spootator.
"Opportunity," was the. reply.
"Why le bie face hid,'-ix?"
"Jecause men» eeldom !;now him whon ho cornes

te, them."
Why has he wings on bis feet.»

"Because hoe is seon gene, and once gone can
nover ho ovotaken."

-D. L. MOODY.


