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I. Walker (equal) ; Elma Naylor, Mrs. Wm, Glass, 
Annie C. McLennan and Ethel S. Skinner; Mrs. 
Wm. Kinley and Mabel Roadhouse; Willie Wight- 
man, Rowena Bishop and F. Greensidee ; Alice 
Hume and M. M. Brandon ; Gertrude Allen, Bertie 
Brown, V. B Graham and Jas. E. Burchell ; A. B. 
Ouellette ; Bessie McKeen and Jessie E. Matthews ; 
Maggie Matheson. Will McVety and Maria Par
cel?; John Lord and Jennie L. Edwards; Hattie 
Patch ; Mabel Walker and Herbert Oope ; Mary J. 
Shannon ; Maggie W. Scott; Jeme A. Witmer and 
Adda Hindson ; Ida H. Greer, Minnie Thomson, 
Loie Murray and Amy Watson ; John Montie and 
Klari Watson ; Clara Coldwell ; Helen Younghue- 
band, Annie McIntosh, Mona Cooke mad Clarence 
Mills ; Minnie P. Morse and Prank Shannon ; 

sph Murray (10 years old) ; Annie York and 
A. Oswald ; M. Doyle; Blanche MaeMurrar ; 

S. H. Webber (12 years old) ; Lena R. Renwick ; 
Albert de la Chapelle. There were seventy-live 
papers in all, as some persons sent more^tban one.

IV.SECOND PRIZE GEMS.
CONTRIBUTED BY MRS. PHILP, BBAMSVILLK, ONT* Where lives the man that has not tried 

How mirth can Into tolly glide.
And folly Into sin ! -Scott.I.

V.A man is his own star ; 
our acts our angels are 
For good or ill. Though the mills of God grind slowly.

With exactness grinds He all. —Longfellow.

—Matthew A mold.

n.
1 ong life is denied us; let us therefore do something to 

show that we have lived.- Cicero. VI.
Man Is his own star, and the soul that oan
Commindsufughuîù fffluenoS! AU fate ;- 
Nothing to him falls early, or too late.
Our acts our angels are, or good or UL 
Our fatal shadows that walk hy us still.

VII-
Live while you live, the epicure would say..

I live in pleasure when I live to Thee.—Doddridge 
VIII.

Ambition, like a torrent, ne'erlooks back—

And offereth violence to Nature e self.

HI.
4 ■ The battle of our life Is won v

^tnwe^cïn^^wmbe done.”

These restiess hearts in Thy deep love are still 
We pray Thee “Teach us how to do ThjjrUK arcf m

IV.
A little learning Is a dangerous thing;
Drink deep, or touch not the Pierian spring; 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the Drain,
And drinking largely sobers us again.

it —Fletcher.m
Jose
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1«« A Day of Reckoning.”

&ÊM

involved, but is totally unprepared for the disas
trous statement—received on the eve of me mar- 
riage_which informs him that he Is irretrievably

to keep it, would undergo any hardeblps to doso. 
But vain regrets are useless ; he will have to part 
with hie home, the old servants.—that somehow 
seem part and parcel of It,—hie norms, and even

h»-, h»rt h. pgw

and during that last 
ride details to her hie 
misfortunes, and honor- 

her from

v.
We look before and after 

And pine for what is not. 
Our sinoerest laughter 

With some pain Is fraught ; 
Oar sweetest songs are those 

That tell of saddest thought.

.

:—Ben Jonson.

Nor even the tendirent heart, and next °®rown. 
Knows half the reasons why we smile and sjsh^

-Shelley.
IX. ■VI.

.?Let your truth stand sure and the world is true ;
Let your heart keep pure and the worldwMto*. ^

vn. <r "x.
Useful minds are always true ;

Honest hearts are always brave,
Never flinching to pass through 

Every nook of error’s cave.
Bringing light and sunshine there.

Causing flowers of love to bloom.
Letting fragrance till the air 

Where before were death ^^t,rord.

XL * y... ;
VIII.

The proper work of man, 
the grand drift of human 
life, is to follow reason, that 
noble spark kindled in 
us from heaven.

4
ably rel
her engagement. 
Tbougn ehe promisee to 
wait for him until he 
returns from that dis
tant clime whither he 

hisfbr- 
full of

ti

—Barron.
IX.

Fame is what you have
Character is what you

Whilsto this tiuth you

Then you begin to live.—Taylor.

;is going to seek 
tone, he le 
gloomy forebodings* 
and as he bide her a 
final farewell at the en
trance of her own 
home, he le overwhelm
ed with remorse for 
the folly which has 
evoked such a bitter 
11 Day of Reckoning."

x.
A sacred burden is this life
Look”mUtTbear it solemnly, 
stand up and walk beneath 

It steadfastly.
Fail not for sorrow, falter 

not for sin,
But onward, upward, till 

the goal ye win.
—Frances Ann Kemble,

S'
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XI.

My DBA» Nibckb,—
In the Proverbe of 

Solomon we reed : “ A 
merry heart doeth good 
like a medicine." Isn't 
it true? When our 
hearts are light we show

„ „ T3„r.H.rixiTxrn •• it in our fame ; there is.•A DAY OF RECKONING. a smile on our lips aad a

Msaxiaeattgrl, waeassac- «w- §>££
v" cheery, laughter-loving person comes along 1 She

takeethe dullness and sameness sway for a time, 
and makes life better for her brightness. We 
should all try to cultivate this pleasant disposi
tion,—for our own sake», because it will make Ufe 
happier for us,-for the sake of other., to order 
that we may do some good in the world. Laugh 
and grow fat ; and if you think you are too stout, 
why, then laugh and grow thin, for laughter Is 
not only a sign of health, hut a very high road to 
that golden goal.” Some one s*ye : I*
nothing very beautiful about that. Well, that 
all depends on the way in which you look at it 
As 1 said, laughter is healthy ; and (f health tonot 
beauty, what is it ? " But, somebody persists, 
"this world to a ‘vale of tears.*" So It to *nd 
there is all the more reason for brightening It up. 
We all have our times of grief —there to no get
ting out of that— but we need not live among 
tears. Are we bound to shed more tears became 
gallons upon gallons have already been shed? 
No! No! No! Let our joyous, happy, healthy 
laughter break in on the gloom and chase it away, 
and dispel the mists of sadness and sorrow, and 
then the" vale of tears" will be transformed into 
the pleasant valley of sunshine and mirth.

But still I hear a doleful voice say ; 
told there to ‘a time to weep and 
laugh.* ” Quite true ; but then we are not going 
to give preference to the Keeping, and fancy that 
those who would rather laugh are all silly and 
heartless. Why, they »« the most sympathetic 
in the world - they do not laugh a/you but unf A. 
you, and that to quite different. *hey are the 
very ones who will weep with you in affliction ;

There Is never grief of' 
heart

That shall lack a timely
If to God we turn and ask 

Him to be our guide and 
friend.* —Wordsworth.

’ XH.
Great men are they who

PE-

see that spiritual is stronger 
than any material force, that 
thoughts rule the world.

—Emerson. XUI.
When life is more terrible than death It Is then the truest 

valor to dare to live.—Sir T. Brown.
XIV.

Circles are praised, not that excel 
In largeness, but th’ exactly framed ;
So life we praise that doth excel.
Not In much time, but acting well.

1

Renews the life of joy in happU-thoum. TaJfourd
—Waller.

XV. XIII.
U»,

While ite alow, majestic modulations 
The clouds of chaos slowly swept aside.

•Tie but the faint and far reverberation of 
That great time to which the planets rolL ^ 0lf/()0(;

Books we know, are a subetantial world, both pnreand good;
oritimîandou^S^^

XIV.
Truth crushed to

And dies among his worshippers.
XV.

Blessings be with them, “d etoraal praise.

Of truth and pure delight by heavenlylays.^^

The winners of prizes in the above contest are: 
1st Mr Heber Shirreffs, Vankleek Hill, Ont.; 2nd, 
Mm PhilJ. Beamsrille. Out.; 3rd, Miss Muriel E. 
Dav. New Carlisle, Que. „

This contest has been very keen, O. H. Brown 
and Howard Mills receiving the same number of 
marks as Miss Day. to whom the prize was award
ed for neatness and correctness. Mrs. Osgood,
Miss Mattie Brown, Miss Olive Kidd, Alan R. G. 
Smith, and Miss A. E. Robson follow only one 
mark behind, while many others did nearly as 
well The following is a list of contributors m 
oAer of merit : Kate MacTavish ; E. Beatr.ce 
Lord Geo. J. MacCormac, Jessie Innés and Alma

—Bryant.
THIRD PRIZE GEMS.

MURIEL B. DAY, NEW CARLISLE, QUE.<' INTRIBUTBD BY MISS
I.

Nor is notnîov’d'with TOn^rd\rt*sw«!t’sounds. 
Is fit for treasons, stratagenjs, and spoils;
The motions of hU spirit are dull as night.
And his affections dark as Erebus :
Let no such man bMrusteA ^ q/

II.
Good name in man and woman, dear my lord,

SSTsSttStiâ'Æsa
But he that filches from me my good name 
Robs me of that which not enriches him,
And makes me poor Indeed.

We are 
a time tonothing ;

;

—Shakesjieare.
III.

My mind tome a kingdom is.
Such perfect joy therein I find.
As far exceeds all earthly bliss 
God and Nature hath assigned.
Though much I want that most would have. 
Yet still my mind forbids to crave. Byr< ,
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