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They keep the forest
silver star-beams
In a wonderful store in the Street of |

good dreams. ‘
[

round that corner so safe |

To play
and so wide, t
You can start off to-night without
money or guide; i

Just climb on my lap ard I'll whis- ‘
per to you,

And perhaps yow will go where the
dregms will come true; ’

Past Lullaby Land, then thnough
Slumberdeep Square.

And the first thing you kmow you
are landed right there!

Why Susie Changed Her Mind.

When Mrs. Starr’s cook asked the
privilege of having her little boy
with her during the holidays, Mrs.
Starr had taken time to think the
matter over before giving g definite
amnswer. But Isabel had expressed
her mind without delay of a  mo-
ment.

“Why, it will be a nuisance, mam-
ma. She won't half do her work,
I'm sure.’”’ |

“Susie is very faithful. I do not |
think she will neglect her work even
if little George is here. The kitchen |
is roomy, and it seems rather self-|
ish to refuse her something  which |
means so much to her. Think if

or three hours out of a month.”
“Mamma'!’’ Isabel bridled indig-
nantly. “The idea of comparing our- |
selves with Susie and her children.
People of that sort don’t feel as we
do, of course.” \
“How do you know?”* Mrs. Starr |
asked simply; and Isabel replied still
hotly, ‘“Why, everybody knows it.” |
The interests of the busy day hud}
put the conversatior. with her mo- |
ther almost out of her mind, when
late that afternoon in another part |
of the town she saw a woman “'it,hi
her little boy beside her, starding |
at the curbing waiting for a car.
The little lad’s hand was held fast
in that of the woman, and he prat-
tled on in an eager voice, while his |
mother answered absently. Suddenly |
she stooped and kissed the little |
hand she held with g passionate ten-

derness which made the child turn
and hide his face in her skirts. As
she put her arm about him and |

stood up, Isabel, on the opposite
side of the street, recognized Susie,
poor Susie, with hungry mother-
love in every line of her face and in
her wistful eyes.

Tt seemed to Tsabdl that she could
not reach home quickly enough.
When she went into the house, ber |
first words were a question. ‘Mo~ |
ther, have you told Susie that
George mustn’t come here for the
holidays?’’

“1 haven't

given her an answer
yet, Isabel She is out this  after-
ngon. Once a morth she goes to
the asylum to see him, and they let”
hen take him out for a walk some-
times. I'm afraid she will be very
disappointed—"’

Mrs. Starr never finished her sen-
‘tence.

“Oh, do let him come, mother!’’
Isabel pleaded. ‘‘It seems such a
little thing to do, to make anybody

s0 happy.”” And then, in answer to
the wordless question, of her mo-
“ther’s eyes, she told the story of

~her change of opinion.

The Men With the Sacks.

Long ago, when people did queer
_things, an old man went around
with a sack hanging behind his back
and another one hanging in  fromt
of him.
; What do ‘you think these sacks
‘were for? ‘Well, I will.téll vou.

In the one behind he tossed all the
kind = déeds of his friends, :

i

and—"’

‘““And what’s in the sack behind
you?’’ asked the first traveller, who
thought his compamion’s good deeds
would rever come to an end.

“Tut, tut,”” said Number Two ;
‘“there is nothing I care to look at
in there. That sack holds what I
call my little mistakes.””

“It seems to me that your sack
of mistakes is fuller than the other,’’
said Number One.

Number Two frowned. He had
never thought that, though he had
put what he called his ‘‘mistakes’
out of his sight, everyone else could
see them still. An angry reply was
on his lips when happily a third
traveller—also carrying two sacks
as they were—overtook them.

The first two men at once pounc-
ed upon the stranger.

‘“What cargo do youw carry

ur sacks?’’ cried one.

‘‘Let’s see your goods,”” sald the
other.

‘“With all my heart,” quoth the
stranger; ‘‘for I have a good as-
sortment, and I like to show them.
This sack,’” said he, pointing to the
one hanging in front of him, “‘is full
of the good deeds of others.””

““It must be g pretty heavy weight
to carry,” observed Number Ome.

““There you are mistaken,”’ replied
the stranger; ‘‘the weight is only
such as sails are to a ship, or wings
are to an eagle. It helps me on-
ward.”’

‘“Well, your sack behind can be of
little good to you,”’

in

bottom of it.”’

“I did it on purpose;’”’ said the

| stranger; ‘‘for all the evil I hear of |
I put in there, and it falls |

people

through and is lost. So you see,

I have no weight to drag me down |

or backward.”

Geod Rules For Beys and Girls.

Be honest, truthful gnd pure.

Do not use bad larguage.

Keep your face and hands clean,
and your clothes and boots brushed
and neat.

Keep out of bad company.

Help your parents as much as you
can.

Be kind to your brothers and sis-
ters.

Do not be selfish, but share all
| your good things.
Do your best to please your pa~

rents.
Be resjectful to your teachers and
help them as much as you can.
Observe the school rules.
Do rot copy.
Do not cut the desks or write
the reading books.
Never let another be punished

in

in

mistake for yourself; this is coward-

ly.
Do not cheat at games.
Do rot bully.
Be pleasant and not quarrelsome.
Do not jeer at or call your school-
mates by names which they do not
like.
Salute your pastors, teachers and
acquaintances when you meet them.
Do not push or run against peo-

ple.

Do not chalk on walls, doors or
gates.

Do not annoy shopkeepers by loi-
tering at their shop doors or gates.

Do not throw stones or destroy
property. .
Do not throw orange or banana

peel, or make slides on the pave-
ment; this often results in danger-
ous accidents.

Do not make fun of
pled people.

Be particularly courteous
strangers or foreigmers.

Remember to say ‘‘Please”  and
‘“Thank you."

Always mind your

Before entering a
courteous to kmock at the door; do
not forget to close it ‘after you.

old onr crip-

own business. -

Always show care, pity émnd ocon-

rds,

said Number |
you and I saw each other only two | Two, ‘‘“for it appears to be empty,'|
| and T see it has a great hole in the

to

room it is |-

| when''! (the confident smile faded),
‘‘but sometime. It won't be soon,
I'm afraid; for I can’t walk as far
|'as Icould, and I get so tired.”’

‘““Perhaps the walk up here is
far, Jimmie?"’

““Oh, no, Father! I wouldn’t miss
my lessons for anything; ard when I
get very tired, I roll down the last
two hills.”

Father Henry laughed.

Do you never strike a stone?’’

‘“‘Sometimes, but I go over it so
slowly that it doesn’t hurt. I'll have
to move on now, Father. Mother
worries when I'm late.”’

“Yes,”” said the priest. ‘‘Perhaps
you’d better start soon, Jimmie,
There’s g storm brewing. Look over
in the west.”

Although the sky above them was
clear, the distant clouds were black.
Father Henry knew g storm was ga-
thering, and that it would take the
lad an hour to reach his home in

too

the valley, a mile and g half down
the hills.
““Good-bye, Father! I'll be up

on Thursday to tackle those verbs.’’

“Very well, Jimmie. Good-bye and
God bless you."’

Father Henry watched the
figure hurrying down the hill.
| “Brave of spirit, but helpless

body,”’ he thought.

j It was the first time Jimmie had

spoken to him of his desire to be a
priest, although . the boy’s mother
| had said how earnestly he prayed to
be made strong and well and to be-
come g good priest.

“Jimmie will never be a priest,
Father,”” sobbed the poor mother;
“and I'm afraid when he realizes it

little

of

the disappointment will kill my
Hoy.""
Father Henry had comforted  her

and bade her leave her somn’s future
in the good God’s care.
| Jimmie Burke’s - father had died
| six months before, and a few days
| later another baby sister was born.
| Mrs. Burke, with her six children,
lived on a small farm not far from
| the bend of the river, Mary, the
| eldest child, . with Jimmie’s help,
| cared for a vegetable and flower
| garden, and sold the products to the
| hotel on the hill. This, with the
| butter and eggs amnd a slender in-
come which Mrs. Burke received
| every month, enabled them to live
| in comfort.  Jimmie had attended
| the Sisters’ school, where ° Father
Henry had noticed him, pale and
delicate, growing paler as the
months went by, and had taken him
to see g doctor. After this Jimmie
stopped school and went instead to
Fatthen Henry’'s three times g week
for his lessons.

As he hurried homeward the first
drops of rain began to patter about
him and the wind bowed and sway-
ed the trees. He had just entered
the cottage when the storm broke
in torrents of rain, peals of thunder
and vivid lightning. Mrs. Burke
gave thd children their supper and
put them to bed; then when the
storm, which had raged for several
hours, seemed to subside, she also
retired. :

In the early morning, awakened by
the crash of g falling tree, uprooted
by the flood from the hillside, she
sprang from the bed to find the floor
covered with water. The dam must
have given away; for the river had
begun to overflow, and in a  short
while the ertire valley would be
flooded. Hastily arousing the ohil-
dren she tore a sheet in three parts
and bound ftwo-year old Agnes to
her shoulders. She held the baby
to her bosom, and called to Mary
to “take little Harry in her arms.

““Jimmie,”” cried the distracted wo-

man, ‘‘keep. close to mother! But
what can I do with Ruth?”
Dear little Ruth was only five.

years old; yet, with the three young-
er and more helpless children, how
covld Ruth be cared for!’ -
“I'M carry Ruth, mother,” falter-
ed Jimmie, bravely. ;
“‘No, Jimmie! Vou are weak and
lame, and Ruth is a8 heavy as you.

~ | Take hold O‘,I“)v dress, Ruth, dq,]:‘l-.

Ing; and, Jimmie, dear: keep as clofe

and nurses, and attracted the at-
tention of g famous surgeon.
When Jimmie was able to be wheel
ed in a cushioned chair around the
«d porches that encircled the
hospital, this surgeon had a talk
with Mrs. Burke, and obtained her
cons.nt to operate on the injured
hip. The operation proved success-
ful; and shortly after, when Father
Henry came to see his pupil, Jimmie
greeted him with g happy smile and
whispered: i
“7’ll be straight now, Father:
and’’ (with o delighted laugh) “‘Dr.
Hill says I can have my books next
week.”’

Twelve years later Mrs. Burke was
in the begutiful cathedral of the near
by city. It was a lovely day in
June, and sunlight came through the
stained windows like showers of
gold. The air was filled with in-
sense and the perfume of roses; but
Mrs. Burke saw only the priest at
the altar—a young priest in all his
strength and vigor. It was her son
“Jimmie,”” and this was his first
Mass.

A Prime Dressing for Wounds.—In
some factories and workshops carbo-
lic acid is kept for use in cauteriz-
ing wounds and cuts sustained by

the workmen. Far better to keep
on hand a bottle of Dr. Thamas'
Eclectric Oil. It is just as quick

in action and does not scar the skin
or burn the flesh. There is no
other oil that has its curative qua-
lities.

POETS CORNER.

BEFORE THE GOSPELS WERE.

Ye are witnesses of these things—
Luke, 24-48.

Long noons and  evenings after He
had gone,

Mary the Mother, Matthew, Luke
and John,

And all of those who ,Jloved Him to
the last,

Went over all the marvel of
past— 3

Went over all the old familiar wa;

With tender talk of dear remember-
ed days.

They walked the roads that
gave Him rest—

Past Jordan’s ford, past Kedron’s
bridge, .

Up Otivet, up Hermon's ridge,

To that last road, the one they lov-
ed the best.

the

rever

This way He passed with Jairus,
this the place

He called the light back to the mai-
den’s face—

A slow strange light as when  the
dawn fills up 1

In her first hour ga lily’s pailid cup:

There was the shadow of the cedar
tree,

Where He would sit and look on Gala
ilee,

And think on all that had been and
must be.

And yonder was the secret trail He
trod

Where birds were feeding as  the
guests of God,

And where the lilies, lighted by the |
sun, I
Made dim the glory of King Solo-

And ther, Jerusalem, ‘where once He

came, ;
His words all sword and flame
For those who

Name—

buy and sell the Holy ||

Once more recalls the dying year
to sight?
Wouldst thou live o’er again those
changing days,
Or bid them fade forever
night?

into

A solemn question, and the faltering
heart
Scarce dare say ‘‘Yes,’”’ yet wili
not quite say ‘'No*;
For joy and sadness both have play-
ed rtheir part
In makin up the
ago.”’

tale of “‘long

Here memory sees the golden sun-

light gleam
Across the path of life and shine
awhile;
And now the picture changes like a
dream,

And sorr6w dims the eyes and

kills the smile.

So—it has gone—where all have gone
before;

The moaning wind has sung  the
dead year’s dirge,
Time’s waves roll on against the

crumbling shore,
And sinks the worn-out bark be-
neath the surge.

Here ends the checkered page of
prose and verse,
Of shapely words and lines -writ
all awry,
There they must stand for better or
for worse;
So shut the book and bid the year

good-bye!

THY LOVE IS OVER ALL.

Glad bells will ring the New Year in
And bid the Old good-bye,

And o’er this darkling world of sin
The stars come out on high;

Methinks from those wide fields of

light
I hear sweet voices call, #
Soft-singing through the peaceful
night, . 2

‘““Thy love is over all.”

The sailor’s little children sleep
Like seg blooms on a stem,

While far off on the stormy deep
Their father dreams or them;

And though the mighty north wind

blows :

And rains unceasing fall,

Deep in his trusting heart he knows
Thy love is over all.

“Some poor old mother softly lays
The rusted sabre by, )
While through her open window
strays
The glory of the sky—
What though no footstep greets her
ear,
Her name no voices call, !
Yet still she knoweth Thou art near,
Whose love is over all.

We owe our blessings all to Thee,
A most exhaustless store,
They have no limit or degree
But grace both rich and poor;
The beggar crouching at the gate,
The monarch in his ball, E
Alike upon Thy mandates wait
Whose love is over all.

Upon the New Year aitar fair
What gift. shall be our part?
Methinks Thy voice sighs through
the air,

- *“My child, give Me thy heart.”
Then take it, Lord, for weal or woe,
1 care not what befall, Sy
Enough it is for me to kmow

Thy love is over all.

. —Elvira Miller Slaughter,
ville Record. G
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DR. WOOD'’S
NORW AY
PINE SYRUP.

Is Specially Calculated To Cure All Dis=

eases of the Throat a

nd Lungs.

Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis, Sore Threehy
Hoarseness, Croup, Pain or Tightness it
the Chest; and all
yield quickly to. the :
this prince of pectoral remedies.
rtues of the WO
combin

contains all the vi

famous Norway pine

with Wild Cherry Ba

healing and - expectorant Pro]

Bronchial Troubles:
curative povems of‘
I3

tree,
rk, and the

other excellent herbs and barks.
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