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"and thm shll but’ I“addy all the

’same, came throuon the. open ‘cot- .
Muriel was shy -at first,

tage door

. but by degrees she got braver and
~ sat-on father’s knee while he-told
“all that had happened to him since
~ heé left. -He had not come back'a
rich man, but with sufficient money
 to start in a little business of his
~own, and best of all, with the joy of

" the real heart-salvation, which he

had found in the Australian hospit-
al, shining in his face.

- By-and-by the captam came in,
and Muriel wasin‘ereat glee—sLow-
ing her very own Daddy -to her
friend. .

‘T guess, Captam, ‘she md, as she
‘sprang off her father’s knee to give
the Army lassie a hug, ‘it was that

prayer you said with me and mo-

ther,'that brought my Daddy home.’

Char!xe S Photosra ﬁx

‘I declave,” exclaimed Mrs. Rich-
ardson, ‘I don’t ]\now what in the
World to do with Charlie to br eak

him of his carcless and. .alovenly,

]lﬂ.bl“.‘b

. ‘Whv, ﬁLat has he been dom«
now‘” asl\ed Mr. Richardson.

_‘Oh, heis so untidy about malunfr
his toilet. He puts the I airbrush
" in’the water and leaves it till it
is soaking wet.
from his play for dinner he puts a

little soap and water on his face and

then wipes it off on the towel. What
shall I do? Here he hasleft almost

a picture of his features in dirt on

this clean towel.
Mr, Richardson made no reply, but
-going to the attic, he soon returned
- with a long, narrow picture-frame,
- which once upon a time had been

used to inclose a panel picture. Mea-

suring, he found that the towel
would almost fit it, and, taking a
few tacks, he cleverly fastened it to
the back of the frame, and then, go-
ing to his desk, he wrote this plac-
ard: . : :
- ‘Charlie’s Photograph.’

This he fastened to the bottom
of the frame, and .then hung the

wholé up on the wall right beside

the washstand. Then Mrs, and Mr.
Richardson watched the next time
Charlie went to wash his face. Ile
rushed breathlessly. into the room
as usual. They heard him splash in
the water for an instant, and then
there was a moment’s pause, as
though he were searching for the
- towel. Next they heard a low ex-
clamation of sur prise, and presently
" he egme out of the room very much

~ at every meeting.

‘When he comes in

refuses.

,ashamed “Heé hunﬂ his’ head sheep-
'1,>hly during the entu'e meal but
after it was over said i in'a low tone:
‘Mamma, if you will please take my

photograph-down from the wall, Tl
promise you not ‘to wash any morc
in that way.’—Anuthor Unkaown.
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Why He Wouid Not C{’o.‘-

. Freddie is a member of the Loyal

Temperance Legion, and is present
Near his home i -

a carpenter’s shop,: where he loves
to go after-school and watch the
men work with plane and saw. He
thinks he will be a carpenter when
he grows up. Some of the men, I am

sorry to say, drink beer, and not on- .
ly want it at noon time with their . :
quch but in -the pfterncon also. .
They often ask IFreddie to go and'

Where clusters of buttcrcups gild

l

buy the beer for them, buthe always
One day one of the men
said, ¢ You are nof a very obliging
little boy. You are unkind and lazy
not to go and get our beer.

Then Freddie gave this reply:

‘I am not lazy. 1 want to help
the people ail I can. I cannot buy
your Dbeer for you because I am &
temperance boy. I will go on-any
other errand for you, but I will
never buy any beer.’—‘National Ad-

‘vocate.

- Qum and Missions.

It is sdid that at the present rate
of raising money in Amel'i(.d for
missions, 1t would take four \'ears

to raise as much as is spent in one .

year in the same ‘country for chew-
ing. oum’ “Would it not - be good for
both America and the heathen, if
the former would chew less ard give
more? A few years ago it was es-
timated that the United States

spent §22,000,000 a year for chew--

ing gum and only $8, 000,000 for
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Who

forelon mlssmns ~Buch . figures

speak - for themselves. - Dplscopal :

I{ecorder. -

I Have Closed My Book. .

I have closed my bOleS, and hidden
my slate, :

. And thrown my satchel across’ the

gate;
My school is out for a season of
rest, S - »
‘And now for the scnoolroom I Iove
the best :

’\Iy schoolroom lies on the mea,dows
wide, -

Where unger the clover the sun-

beams hide;

“Where the lono vines clmw to the

mossy ‘bars,

stzus 3

the scene,

Like showers of nold dust tlu’ovsn
over the green, "

And the wind’s flying foot'sfeps
are traced as they pass

/ e BV the’ d:mce of the sorrel and dip

of the grass. - -

k ”\Iv lessons al’c \\'1'1tten in cloudq

. and-trees, o
‘md no one whxspers ewept the
‘breeze,
gsometimes blows, from &
-secret place,
A stray, SW eet“‘blossom agam% my
face.

My- qrhool-bell rings in the ripplin‘g

- stream, . '

Which hxrk‘s ltsc}f hl\e a school-
boy’s dream,

Under the shadow and. out of smht

But laughing still for its own de-
light. '

Ay schoolmates there ave the birds
and bees,

And the saucy squirrel more dull
than these,

For he only learns in all the weeks

Tow many chesLunt:, ALY 111 1111 hxs

cheeks.

teacher is p:xtient,
yel ~
A lesson of hers did I once forget;
IFor wonderful lore do her lips im-
. part, :
And all her lessons are leamed by

heart.

My

O come ! O come! or we shall be

l‘lug, '
And avtumn W il fasten the nolden
gate.

—Xatherine Lee Bates

And the daisies tumble like falhncf

and never
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