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The TwiliIjt Wtch

Thei twilight iitcli cornes witli lier stars
And trews tihem tbrougli the blue;

Pim- breathes belowthe suniset bars
Abreath ef Meadow rue;

8 traili er veil srastle skies
Âhd mutters in the trees

AM in the wood, with firây eyes,
Lb. W kthe mysteries.

-Ii twIIight witcli, with elf and fay,
, mooing down the alumber way.

le.p, my dean., alcep.

à$e-wmeglt witch with windlike tread
Mu ntered ini the room;

%Ir alarounid your trundie bcd
À, ýWh isersmnthe gloom.

LçiýtîÈ:I brouglit my steed along
3y i steed of gleama,

To) jpw you,Ilik a breathýf song,
mb t, he land of dreains.

i aintle witch who takes your hand
À]d lead you off te fairylartd,

lb. far off land of sleep."

Al In the Famlly

Phbaps Jonta i did net know
h.v va a ard mnwitli bis-f.riy t is
paisblete look at tings fromn a seifiali

aIsos long that yeu grow blind te every-
Uigexcept your own wants. One day

ïWsin spingi, when Jonathan was. ready
toirv nto town, his wife gave him thirty-

fiv. dollars tbat she had been saving for
moaths from hler butter and egM money.

«Goe te the furniture store,' she sad,
<'sud get the new parlor carpet.. They
kaow the ene, for Iad them lay it away
for me a month ago.'

.,l day Mrs. Higgs went about lier work
dùgmg But when Jonathan carne there
was no roll of carpet ini the wagon; instead,
hit.ched te the back of the wagon, was a
uew cultivator.
.I¶ found just the cultivator 1 necdcd,"

he explained, glibly. "I dn't think 1
enuld afford tegt it until you gave me

that thirty-five dollars?"
"But my carpet?" Ris wife's eyes werc

w*t, sad she bit lier lip te keep it fromn
trembling.

"Oh, the old one'll dol" hie said, with
lght. contempt. "What's thie use of
epcnding money for a carpet? It ain't
ggod toecat, and it don't make you any
money. Now that cultivator wdll make
me a hude bushels more cern."

"But it was my money." Tears at hier
dsPpointmnent and lier huéband's in-

Mistice could not bie kept back longer.
"O) psliaw," said Jonathan, lighlty, "it's

àhin the familyl"
The oid carpet was ful of holes, se Mrs.

Riggs tore it up, and lef t the floor bare al
Mimmer. But Jonathan did net mind at
aU. The crops were good, and one day i
tlie fal Mrs. Higgs and one of the girls
went te town te buy the week's supplies.
ARl the men were busy sowing wheat.

The farmer wrote a check for a liundred
snd sixty dollars, and gave it te has wife.

"Maria," lie said "Iget this cashed at the
bank; then go to le hardware store, pay
themn a hundred dollars, and tell tliem te
ffld out that gaseline engine they were

Ehowing me. It is toe hard work for me
snd thie boys te pump water for ail the
stok this winter. And step at the cloth-
ing store and tell Mr. Jones te send me
that suit 1 tried on. Gct him te take off
t»ô dollars if you can. And you can pay
that thirtHr.ollar account at the grocery
store, too.J

It was dark when Mrs. Higgs and Mary
dreve up that evening, and when Jonatlian
went out he was astonished to sec a new
buggy trailing along behind the wagon.
And there were other things in the wagonthat gave him a further shock.* "Maria " lie asked, shiarply, "did youoer thal engine?"

'«il7uget My suit?'
«'o'She handed the Unes te one of

the boys. "Nor I didn't pay the grocery
Sccunt," she said, coolly.' 'You can't cat
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a suit non a gasoline engin. uer asreoeipted
bil414, and tly don't make you any money.

"i-Lgt a ew buggy te save Wear on the
wagon, a new paror carpet that will save
ceai by keepi the fler warrner, and a
ne ag ha'lco fo ih.AndI1
get a new churn and a lot of kitchen thinga
t e lep me- and tlie girls do tlie wrk-
they will keep us from wcaring eut> and
s9,ve funeral expenses."1

"Btty a m mn, and I toid you
-"gasped -the amazd onathan.
"O9h, Y)s, said Maria, liglitly "but it's

aillth e faiiy. Take liold Lierc, and
ou anç~t the beys get these things un-

There was something se nesolute in lier
tene that lie took hold, snd lield bis

Are You Sufferlng From Poison

Soundsrathera strange question, doffl't

And very likeiy you tbink it doemn't'm.
Yl te You. But consider a mmn.

erliapa it does.
1 xetyou've often licard 4h. exprepr,

Sio tatSo-and-Sesmnd hi-,
POISNEDagainst semebody es.'

W. ail know what that means. It
means that evil thouglits bave been put in-
te, So-and-So's mind.

And wlien w.. hear of it we déplore it.
But I Wonder if it ever occurs te us to
speculate as te the numnber oftUies we
poison. our own minda.

We do, you know. W. cultivate
thouglits whicli wonk the deadliet barm
on«our characters, just as a slow poison
would work bavoc on our bodies.

Take for example the babit of jealouay.
Some o1 us shlow jesieus thouglits te creep
inte our minda until tliey become se jaun-
diced that tliey are aImait. past praying
for.

It fa just as thougli we allowed a desdly
eosn te creep i and work destruction onalOur fluer instincts.

For jeaiousy can become a habit.
Its influence creepa on like a corrosive

poison, aud before wc know wliere we aret lias gained a tenacious liold.
But the tbing te, do is te prSi t thi
1 suppose there is hardly a woman

among us wliolias net at some time or
other felt lieracif iil-uscd by Fate.

And usually, Wua at the moment when
we are feeling particularly sorry for our-
selves, we can cail te mind orne acquain-
tance wlio seem a speciaily blcused by
Fate.

IT'S NATURÀAL tht we ohould feel
a littie envieus. But we must take car.
net te let this littie germ et cnvy grow sud
ferment until it becomes an active poison.

I ihink there la ne more Unhappy neýo
i ail the world tlian the woman wolt
lierself become a p rey te jealousy.

She cuts lierself off rem ail joy.
For alie can extract ne truc plesure eut

ef anytliing ah. osse or anythin ah.
dees. "Cern amions are odieous," iced
when tliey e thrtbrmsîd
jealousyl

Whnent cultivate the habit of CON-
TENT? O r if we can't b. completely
contented witli our own conditions, wc can
at least refrain from jealeusy ef others.

Life is a building. It nuses slowly day
by day, throughi the years. Every ex.
perience, every touch of another life on
ours, every influence that impresses us,
every conversation we have, every act of
our commonest days, adds something te
the invisible building.-J. R. Miller.

A Ready Weapon Againot Pain.-TIere is
nothing equal to Dr. Thomas' Eclectric .Oil
when well rubbed in. It per.etrates the tissues
and pain disappears before it. There is no
known preparation that will reach the spot
quieker than this magic Oil. In consequence
nt ranks first among liniments now offered ta
the public and is accorded first place aniong
all itS competitors. L
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