1HE ADVERTISER, LONDON, ONTARI

S

O

18

%-————:ﬁ-—

—_— e e

|

,
i
i

With the e

Boys and Qirls.

|
|

—_

-

Nangy's Nightmare-
§ am the doll shat Nancy broke!
Hadn’t been hers a week.
One little equeeze, and I
spoke;
Tiosy and falr was my cheek.
Wow my head lies in a corner far,
My body Mas here in the other;
And if this is what human children
are,
1 will never live with another!

sweetly

1 am the book that Nancy read
For fifteen minutes together;

Now I am standing here on my head
vhile she’s gone to look at the wea-

ther,
My leaves are eushed in the cruelest |
way,
There’s jarn om my obening page;
And I would mot live with Miss Nancy
Gay,
Though 1 sbouldn’t be read for an
age!

I am the frosk that Nancy wore
i.ast night at her birthday feast,
I am the frogk that Nancy tore
In seventeem places at least,
1y buttons sre scattering far and
near,
My trimming 1s torn to rags;
And if T were Miss Nancy's mother
dear

{ churn.

1'd dress her ip calico bags!

NWe are the words that Nancy said
“When these shings were brought to
her view,

A1l of us ought to be painted red,
And some of us are mot true.
NVe sputter and mutter and snarl

snap,
We smoulder and smoke and blaze; |
And if she'd not meet with some sad !
mishap,
Miss Nancy maust mend her ways.
5%
Costly Breakfast. '
It 1s well known that some of t:he“
most famous snd popular of musicali
and literary compositions have
brought their eusghors littie or no com-
pensation. The case of Milton’s “Par-

adise Lost,” which the author sold fori

five pounds, s frequently cited as an|
example of this fact; put it is not?l
necessary to go so far back for equ_a,l-i
ly striking examples. |

Quite Tecemtly a story to this point |
has been told, on good authority, in!
Paris. Some years ago three young |
men, all highly gifted but improvident |
and unfortunats, were walking the |
sircots of Peris together, p@nniless’
a hungry.

“ywhat wouldn’'t I give for a nice |
breakfast?” sald one of them. 1

“What wouldn't 1 give for
breakfast, even 1If it weren’t nice?”|
goid another,

“Any kind of a breakfast would do
me, provided it was a breakfast,” said |
the third. {

700y much must we have with |
‘h to get our breakfast?”’ asked

irst.

‘e ought te have tem framos,” said|
Lher, i
Ten francs, or two dollars, would !
ave provided the three youths with |
a excellent breakfast.

have an idea! Here's a music
pubiisher’s. Come atong,” said one.

“eip v eaid he to the publisher, “we
wish to sell you a song, of which one
of ve has written the words, and an-
other the air; and I will sing it, as I
am the only one of the three
lvas any voice.” |

The music publicher made a g'rim-!
mece. “Well, go on. We'll see if your|
gpong is good for anything.” i

of the young men sang.
um!” said the ublisher. It isn’t
of & song—a simple Jittie
But I'll tell you what T'll do
’Il give you 15 francs for .7 ;
The three young men looked signifi-
cantly at each other. They had not
expected as much. They handed the
publigher the manuscript, took the 33,
end went and ate them up at a neigh- |
boring restaurant.

The author of the words was Alfred
de sset, the composer, Hippolvte
Mouvon, and the singe Gilbert Du-
prez. The song, which was entitled
“Connaissez-vous dans Barcelone,”
had an immense popularity, and
brought the publisher 40,600 francs. |
The breakfast which these three yo-ungi
men ate was, therefore, perhaps the |
most expensive one that was ever |
eaten.—Youth’s Companion.

and li

a i

whi
the
Bans

-

L
a

who |

3%
QOlive’s Palace.
«1 geclars, it is too bad in the boys |
to run off and leave me on my birth- |
day,” sighed Olive, looking out of the
window, :
great troop |
along as if
make TOOmM |
everywhere
Her brothers were .

S saw nothing but a
of snowflakes scudding
they were in a hurry to
for those behind them;
sSnow, Snow, Snow.
n to be seen.

“1 wonder which
she said to herself, looking along the !
dritted road, and at the two littie|
mounds that showed where the gate-|
posts were, for the gate and the fence |
1 disappeared.

way they went,” |

1

watghed

so long that her eyes|
almoss

blinded by the swarming |
i s, anc she did mot see a fur cap,|
all powdered with suuw, jump up In a |
st mysterious fashion from a momn- |
s greatg drift; then another cap |
bed out, and another, and another. |
Dy and bye Fred and Ed amd Maxy
and Jacky rushed into the house.
. “Come on, Olive,” they shouted. “We
have got a birthday surprise for you. |
ut on yua things, and we’ll take you |
gtraight to your palace, Only first we
{

weare
€

i S

must blindfold you.”

So when ©Olive had put
hood and mittens,
socks on her feet, Maxy tled a silk
handkerchief over her eyes, amid a
great deal of laughter. Then her
brotiers led her outdoors. |

“he could not guess where she was |
going. It seemed to her that she was |
W ing a long distance, for the boys |
gdded to the mystery by leading her
to and fro along the paths that had
been shovelled to the barns and the
corn-crib, and around the house, At
Jest they untied the handkerchief.

Olive looked around and saw that
ghe was in a beautiful little cave of
grow, The walls and roof and floor
we ilke the purest white mmarble,
and the cave was mot dark, like other
caves, because of the reflection.

At one end was a huge armchair of
snow, looking wery soft and roomy,
but quite too cold for comfort. Along
the walls were placed all sorts of fur-
niture made of snow and iee, and at
the éntrance of the cavestood two ice
v~08, 88 clear as glass, and as tall as
¢ .¢'s head. They wers fllled with
1. bunches of dried greases and

n her cioak, |
and grandma’'s

re

{ fat

{ amd sparkied

| “Baby has just a little more time w0

| Sandman.

| can run away from him, so she creeps
tap to
: her little round face
i doesn’t want her to run

| bed.

| is all done.

! you

| better than "anything else.

| ke a lullaby.
' afraid of is any sickness. It is very |

‘another that they could not be lome-

autumn leaves, to give a bit of color
to her white palace.

“Now tell me how you made it all’
said Olive, after she had a,d;miredl
everything and thanked her brothers |
again and again.

“Why, you see, we all turned out |
and dug the cave yesterday when you
were at Aunt Mary's,” said Fred.
«“That is the reason that you knew '
nothing about it. And the tables and
chairs we made out of snow, packed
around old broomsticks and boards
and barrel-hoops to hold it in shape.” |

“And the big vases,” said Jacky,;
“we made in the old churn. We ﬂlledl
$+ with water, and hung a big stick|
of wood in the middle so that it wouldfi
not quite reach the bottom of t‘he\

Then we set it out to freeze;
when it was frozen we put the churn|
in hot water to loosen the ice, same |
as mamma does for ice cream. So 1t
came out a great lump of ice, with a!
hollow in the middle where the stick |
was, yvou know, and Maxy thought of |
the grasses and leaves.”

“Now come and see the sculpture
gallery,” said Maxy.

They went into another little cave,l
where there was a number of snow |
figures whose faces had been skilfully!

carved with an old kitchen knife. They |

were a funny groun—fat and good-
natured Dutchmen with their pipes in |
thelr mouths, very stout old ladies |
with pug dogs in their laps, and many\
other comical shapes.

There never was a palace that gave

! as much pleasure as this one i the| love.—From the Outlook

snow  dnift;
mothing else
the roof fell

the children cared forl
till 2 thaw came. Then,
in and buried the pcor
lady and her dog in a heap of
melting snow. Only the ice vases were
left: they stood firm and whole after
all the other furniture was spoiled,
in the sunshine that
<hone through the ruined palace.—
Youth’s Compamnion.
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The Sandman.
(By E. C. Whitney.)

| band—with an elastic
{ his chin. His hair
| curled; his eyes were blue.
| went home 1 kept thinking
| dear boy alone in that store,

‘, ably by the mext

{ out of curl papers,

“Doddle, doddle, doodle!” and a mer-
ry laugh comes up from under the
takle by my side.

TUuder the table
year-old,
ber toys,

cious

sits a little ome- |
surrounded by spodls, rub- |
and a host of bits so pre-
to a little heart.

“Doddle, doddle, doddle!” but this
time a gape in place of the laugh.
The gape reminds mamma that the
littie jady’s bed-time is nearing. Mam-
ma looks at the clock, which says,

»”

play.

Ancther gape. Surely baby sees the
One chubby fist and then
another turns and twists in baby’s
eyes. Ah! now the Sandman is near
enough to smile on her.

A little jerk, a pettish snarl, pl&inly\
tell mamma that the little spool won't |
sscay on the top of the big one. It is|
so near night that 1 suspect the little |
spool is tired—too tired to stand up |
gtraight any longer.

Now the Sandman stretches out his
arms to Baby Louise. She thinks she

“mamma, mamma,” and buries
in & lap which |
is always glad to hold it. But mamma |

away fmml
the Sandman. He knows just the ‘Lirme'w
€ach little girl and boy should g0 to |
He is always pleasant and gen- |

| tle with little folks.

Off comes one shoe, then off comes )
the other, and all the baby’s clothes. |
Again the Sandman smiles; this time
he is very near. Baby knows it, and}
drops her tired little head on mam- |
ma’s arm. The little white night-dress |
is put on; the nice, warm milk is |
drunk; the baby is lald in her owmn!
little bed; mamma says the evening |
prayer, and kisses baby good-night. i

Now is the time when the Sandman |
begins his work. He Kkisses his finger- |
tip and lays it on each smiall eyelid. |
Soon baby Louise is fast asleep. Just|

| as the little peepers are shut tight the

Fandman quickly pulls two smail
sand-bags from his pocket and lays
cne on each closed eye. Next he takes
the baby in his stnhong arms and holds
her so warm and close thiat baby
smiles in her sleep.

Do you think the Sandman’s work
Oh, no! He does not run |
off to put some other baby to sleep, |
for there are just a many Sandmen as|
there are babies and little children. |

i

No littie one should be afraid to 8o |

| to sleep in the dark, for when mamma |

leaves the room the Sandman stays |
close by. The Sandman can see oth
in the dark and in the light.

Maybe you would like to know how
can keep the Sandman close 10|
you all mnight. First, you must lie |
very still, for the Sandman likes quiet |
Any sud-|
den or loud noise drives him right |
away. He always sits on the baby’s |
bed. and is very fond of being rocked |
gently or of listening to a soft song |
Another thing he is|

| hard to gedt him  to stay with a sick

child, o if you want the Sandman |
to watch while you sleep, you must
not tease mamma to let you eat things
which she says will make you sick.
There is a good deal to learn about

{ the Sandmean, but I am going to tell

you only one thing more.

Almost every little boy and girl has
some mischief in his o1 her little
heart. Why even the little one-year-
old who sits under the table by me |
dces a good many funny things. And |
so the Sandman enjoys a Httle fun'!
and mischief too. Sometimes he will
squeeze baby just a little to see her
smile in her sleep; sometimes he pulls |
one sand-bag slowly off baby’s eye to
make her fuss a little; and even lifts |
up the little evelid to make her wake
up quickly—then he laughs and darts
off. Don’t you think he is a funny
fellow? 1 think he is like some big |
brothers, don’t you?

amrhon the sun is bright and high the

dman slowly draws the sand-bags
each eve, kisses the baby very
v until she begins to smile and
her eyes—then leaves so quietly
. quickly that baby never sees him |
.—The Outlook.
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He Found a Mother.
By Mary Allaire.

He stood at the end of a counter
gazing out into Broadway. About him
were woolly dogs and cotton cats, a
Jack-in-the-box and several games. !
Across the aisle were a number of
girl dolls, who were 0 close t0o one

some. In the case back of the counter
were a lot more dolls of all sizes and
complexions, but all girls. It was
night when 1 saw him first. Great |
aowﬂswmmhmlput.momem
bwrying ‘u and out of the mtore, but

| said Carlyle,

no one looked at him, apparently no
one wanted a boy doll. He thad on &
blue coat and trousers, 4a blue and
white flannel shirt waist, and a safﬂor
hat—white straw with a piue ribbon
tihat went uqde(tl'
an

without
anyone to love him. The girl dolls
were being sold very fast, and prob-
night would be qdl
gone, and the dear boy would be still
more lonesome.

It would be cruel for
him home, for I am S0
cannot give Elizabeth—you
Elizabeth—any time. :
mother for this boy—some one.v;vh»o will
be very tender and kind to him.
the morning 1 thought.
who wwould be a mother to him. §She
had other dolis, but she sg:emed to
have great capacity tor loving dolls,
and T knew if she once heard how
much he needed a mother she would
take him right into her heart.

Late in the afternoon 1 went to the
store resolved that if no one had
pought the boy I would, for I knew
where to find him a mother.

There he stood, all alone. The dogs
ond cats were gone, nearly all the
dolls, and all the games. He stood as
if keeping guard over the remnants
of the itoy bazar. :

1 boughit him. Christmas morning .I
prushed him off carefully, took his hair
put on his hat,
emd then tucked this note under his
arm:

“] havie no Tnamma.,
be vour little boy.”

Istrook him to the little girl &he had
a new doll—very large and beautifully

me to bring
busy that I
know

Please let me

dressed. The little girl’s mamma read
her the note. She stretched out t.m*.‘»h
her arms and took the little hoy right
to her heart. I left them feeling very
happy, for the dear lonesome ittle boy
had found a mamma, and & sweet
Iittle girl had found amiother child to

About ‘People.

S ———————

It is related that Thackeray, when In
Glesgow one day, told to Dr. Donald
Macleod a story which the latter re-
cently repeated. It was to the effect
that Carlyle and Thackeray were sit-
ting twogether, the former hot upon

a philosophical & rgument, when 2
pheasant began screeching near them.
Thackeray remarked on the extraor-
dinary noise the bird was making.*“Ch,”
“gomething’s troubling its
stomach, and it’s taking that method
of uttering itself to the universe.”

Miss Willand, has peen invited,
through Dr. W. Evans Darby, the well
known peace advocate, 1o become @
member of the general council of the
Society for the Recognition of the Bro-
therhood of Mam, and has accepted.
The headquarters of this society are in
London.

King Leopold of Belgium,
detesta” instrumental
kind. It seems to cause him real phy-
sical suffering. If anyone sits down
2t the piamo in the king’s presence his
Majesty swiftly vanishes, vﬂhllg w is
eaid that he would “run a mile” to
escape the sound of his queen’s harp.

it Is seid,
musgic of any

Place aux dumes! The s>lection of
the Queen Regent of Spain as the ar-
bitrator of the bvoundary dispute be.-
tween Colombia, Ecuador and Peru is

| noteworthy as being the first instance

where @ woman has been selected to

| cettle an international dispute of this
i important character.

maria, Christina
is of a masculine turn of mind.

Pasteur was profoundly penetrated
with the exquisite adaptation of means
to ends in the universe. and each fresh
revelation of his microscope deepened
hig reverence. He once said: “When
one has studied much, he returms to
the faith of the Breton peasant; and
if T had studied still, more, I should
have the faith of the Breton woman.”

The Queen of England, in the course
of a recent interview with the Bechu-
ana chiefs, epeaking with reference to

i the drink cquestion, gaid: “I approve

of the provisions excluding strong
drink from your country. I feel strong-
ly in this matter, and am glad to see
that the chiefs have determined to keep
so great a curse from the people.”

The young Czarina declines to smoke.
She has requested her ladies in wait-
ing not to come near her if there is
the odor of tobacco about their
clothes, and her imperial majesty is
credited with the observation that a
cigarette in @ woman’'s mouth is as
bad as an oath in a man’s. Most of
the Gmand Duchesses of Ruscia smioke.

One of the latest illustrations of ex-
egesis was given by a Kentucky clergy-
min, who, on the arrival of a white-
ribboner in the wvillage where he was a
setlted minister, preached a sSermon
from the text, “Men ought always to
pray,’ and proceeded to prove that as
men were explicitly designated it was
clearly implied that women were not
o pray (in-public).

Two survivors of the Crimean war
have recently died—one, William Drake
Colson, in London, the other, William
Bennett..in Chicago. Each was in the
Light Brigade during its historic
charge, and earned various medals for
bravery. Colson had two horses ghot
from under him, but escaped without
a ecratch. Bennett had been a chaplain
on the Great Lakes for the last sixteen
years. *x

FROWSY LITTLE SOLDIERS.

The Warriors of Venezuela Are Thus
Loscribed.

There is a body of regular Ven-

{ ezuelan troops stationed in tke back

of the town in a large square build-
ing more like a cow shed than a bar-
rack, wihere the men sleep about
casually on hemmocks, or on the dirt
fiocr, and cook for themselves over

| pots of chamcoal. The Indian women

sell them fruits and hard balls of
minced meat, and rolls of green corn

| husk filed with boiled cornmeal and

raisins. The men &are mostly pure-
blooded Indians, and wear a dirty
white shint and loose.cotton trousers

' as a uniform, with no shoes or stock-

ings, but rather elaborate kepis or hel-
mets. Some have no guns, and such
as they have are old and not well
kept. Their real weapon is the ma-
chete, or broad knife, worn in a
leather sling at the belt. The officers
are as uncombed, unwashed, and badly

| dressed as their men. It is not uncom-

mon 4o see one of them conducting
morning driil in his undershirt and
using his sword, undrawn from the
scabbard, in which it is sbuck fast with
rust. Every one, however, combines to
assert that these frowsy little troops

| are desperately courageous in baitle,

and will march and fight cheerfully on
a cig.rtette and two banamas a day.
Of course, with such arms and drill,
they could not stand in the field against
the regulars of civilized powers; but
war in Venezuela means fighting heat
and fever as well as men, and these
troops are indifferent to the two forces

most fatal to Buropeans—New York
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OVER THE TUBS.
Up from the laundry, all day long,
Comes the croon of a little song,
Low and plaintive its measures seem
To rise and melt with the wreaths of
steam.

Mrs. MeGill in the mist below,
Eearirg the linen, Snow On snow,

| Sings et her task as the moments fly;

' Still as the busy hours go by,
I must find e |

Mirs, McGdll, over the tubs,

ol Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.
n '

of a little girl |

Bare are her strong arms, rough and
red

Her hands, with striving
bread.

While she works in the
foam,

Thoughts of the
home,

Come to cheer her, till, after all,

The day seems short and the washing

small;
Tor mother-love, with tender spell,

for daily
steam and

“dhilder” left at

| Is working its ceaseless miracie;

77hile Mrs, McGill, over the tubs,
Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

Down through the
floats

The cry of the newsboy,

notes,

Telling how on a field of fame

A warrior won him a ‘hero’s name;

The gailors clung to « reeling deck,

And served the guns of & shattered
wreck; i

A hero mounted the Iadder tall,

And plucked a life from the flami
wall;

TWhila Mrs. McGill, over the tubs,

Serubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

areaway there

strident

ng

Six o’clock! And the music swells

Loud from the throats of & thousand
bells;

So, at last, when the shadows fall,

“he draws about her a faded shawl

While sweet .content in the rough,
worn, face

Kindles a brighter than beauty’s grace.

Home she hastes where, the long day
through,

The little onmes watched and waited,

too,

Wihile Mrs. MeGill, over the tubs,

Serubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

Mrs, McGill, your humble name

Has no place on the rolls of fame.

Little it matters to such as you;

Brief the page i, the names are few.

Qi1 T know that your faithful love

Tinds a place in the scroll above.

So, when my heart grows weak and
faint,

This is the thought that stops com-
plaint:

Mrs, McGill, over the tubs,

Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

—Rcbert C. Tongue.

THE PURPLE EAST.
Never, O craven England, nevermore
Prate thou of generous effort, righte-
ous aim!

Summer hath passed,
threshing-floor

Been winnowed; Winter at Aremnia’s
door

Snarls like a wolf; and still

and autumn’s

the sword

and flame
not; ‘thou only sleepest;

the same

Cry unto Heaven ascends as hereto-
fore;

And the red stream thou might'st have
staunched yet runs;

And o'er the earth there sounds no
trumpet’s tone

To shake the ignoble
sons,

But with indifferent eyes they watch
and see

Hell’'s regent sitting yonder, propped
by thee,

‘Abdul the Dammned, ob
throne.

Sleep and

torpor of thy

his infernal

You in high places; you that drive the
steeds
Of empire; you that say unto our
hosts
“Go thither,” and they go0, and from
our coasts
Bid sail the squadrons, and they sail,
their deeds
Shaking the world;
that pleads
For mercy where no
‘ghosts
Look in upon you faltering at your
posts—
Upbraid you parleying while a People
bleeds
To death. What stays the thunder in
your hand?
A fear for England? Can her pillared
fame
one
stand ?
On faith forsworn that murders babes
and men?
Arme such the terms of glory’s tenure?
: Then
Fall her accursed greatness, in God’s
name,
Heaped in their ghastly graves they
lie, the breeze
Sickening o’er fields where others vain-
ly wailt
For burtal; and the butchers keep high
state
In silken palaces of perfumed ease,
The panther of the desert matched
with these,
Is pitiful; beside their lust and hate,
Fire - and the plague-wind are com-
passicnadte,
And soft the deadliest fangs of raven-
ing seas.
How long shall they be borne? Is not
the cup
of orlimie vet full? Doth evildom still
ack
Some consummating crown, that we
hold back
The scourge, and in Christ’s borders
give them room?
How long shall they be borne, O Eng-
land? Up
Tempest of God, and sweep them to
their doom!

lo! from a land

mercy 8, the

Only faith forsworn securely

—Willlam Waitsomn.

BRITISH VOLCANOES.

Wonderfully Complete Record of the His-
tory of Voicanio 2ction.

Sir Archibald Geikie, F. R. 8, in a
lecture before the Glasgow Geological
Society on “The Latest Volcanoes in
?.he British Isles,” says that the sub-
ject was one which had occupled him
closely for the last twentiy, and more
especially for the last sevemn ~years.
These islands of ours weres speclally
fortunate in the wonderfully complete
record which they had within their
borders of the history of volcanic ac-
tion. He supposed there was no area
of equal dimensions on the surface of
the‘ earth where the story of volcanle
action had been recorded so complete-

ly and with such wonderfully volum-
inous details.

of voleanic eruption along the west+

ern border of the European Contin-

ent. There were once active wvolcances

along a great valley between the

Outer Hebrides on the west, and the

mma.nd of Scotland on  the east
they extended from the south of
through

L

Antrim the line of the Inner

Hebrides far north into the Faroe Is-
lands, and beyond them into Iceland.
The present Icelandic volcanoes were
in action in this country in older ter-
tiary times. :

The story of volcanoes in this coun-
try was to be found by the side of
volcances in Iceland, and one of the
most prominent features of the mod-
ern volcances in that country was
tnat they did not form mountains
like Aetna or Vesuvius. Their domi-
nant feature was the production of
great rectilinear fissures, but there
were also cones. Every one who had
sailed along the shores off the Clyde
was familiar with the dikes that rose
up sometimes with singular promin-
ence along the shores ot Arran, Bute,
and the Cumbraes—great wail-like
masses of black rock through the
sandstone, These dikes marked some

! eruptions. .
! have begun with the formation of

of the fissures produced during th_e
time of the early tertiary volcanie
{The eruptions appeared to
{hese fissures. They had them in An-
Skye. The Inner Hebrides were merely
fragments of what may have been
criginally a voleanic plateau extending
from Antrim in the south to the nonrth
of Skye. The successive outflows of
basalt could be traced in layers in old
river channels, and these layers had
* .en repeated at least four times in

the history of the plateau, as shown
in the Islands of Canna and Sanday.
From the beginning of the story to
the end, the production of figsures
seemed to have been the fundamental
fact. There was great difficulty in
fixing the age, but within the last
few monthsg, in the course Of themw
work in the Geological Survey, they
have come across evidence which
would enable them to spell their way
among the dikes of the whole Western
Highlands. The volcanoes, however,
belonged to a very recent pericd—to
a time actually younger than the soft
clay on which London is built. That
clay was there before the voleanoes
began to blaze forth. In closing, Siv
Archibald referred to the subject of
denudation or waste, which he de-
seribed as one of the most fascinat-
ing departments of geol i
one which gave valuable

different strata; and there was, he
saidno place where the geologist could
study that subject with more profit

i to himself and benefit to science than

along the north shores of the Faroe
Isles, where there were the finest sea
cliffs in Europe, some of them 2,000
feet in height.—Edinburgh Scotsman.

Foral Hints and Jiegs.

Beauties and Pleasures of the Winter
Garden, Insect Pests, Eic.

white mantle, we weicome
bit of green Wwe be
enocugh to possess.

may fortunate

Betrayer of a People, know thy shame! |

Hyacinthe on Christmag Day, and the
subsequent opening of other flowers
in the same pot have given more
pleasure in my household
describe; the flowers are still bloom-
ing in this particular pot, and their
fragrance is a choice delight.
The crocus and tulins are
opening their beautiful eyes,

just
and

they were planted, giving promise of
a rare succession of blocom until the
time of outdoor planting comes round
again. The freesias, alliums a i scil-
{ las are also coming on and wili seon
{ reward our patient waiting and care-
ful attention by their intrinsic beauty
and fragrance.

Now look out sharp for the insect
pests; once you s€e them, make war
on them right away. Whateveikou
do mwust be done promptly and thor-
oughly. A thorough spraying with
some good insecticide dissolved in
water should be given occasionally;

ing with clear water will be all that
is required.

Keep the soil well stirred round the
pots and avoid giving too much water.
Keep the air about the plants
moist as possible, as the hot air of a

furnace or coal stove is detrimental
to plant life.

The long dreary winter would be
dull indeed were it not for the flowers

trouble.

as a present to some shut-in friend;
how much such a gift is appreciated
only those know who have
themselves to the luxury of
this.
most kinds

of plants
blooming,

having tried
fuchsias, begonias, roses
others, and have generally failed,
csometimes signally so. But with bulbs

for winter
geraniums,

jonal cold snap, and invariably give

of flowers that I may

tent and delighted. NARCISSUS.

Doctors and Patients.

ty was much distressed by the fact
that his wife was gaining rapidly
weight. “She is becoming
every week,” he said to his doctor,
“and it worries me to death.
am I to do?’ “Stop weighing her,”
said the doctor.

enthusiastic scientist
band was very iil. ‘“Well, yes, my
dear madam,” was the reply, “he is
very ill, but console younrself—the dis-
ease is of high scientific vailue.”

A dentist once
for resignation that was even more
criginal.
tooth for the last ten minutes, and at
last managed to extract it.
five shillings!” the victim
on being told the fee.
tooth I had pulled

protested

From the earliest geological times |
they had an almost continaous record |

shilling.”
“Very possibly, but look how much
longer I take over it.”

Patients occasionally score off their
medical advisers. One of them, weary
of being kept waiting in a fashionable
physician’s ante-room, called a ser-
vant, and gave him this message:

me within five

minutes I shall get
quite wellL”

Wives Should Remember

That air and sunshine are potent
aids to good cheer.

That the lhome ghould be @ republic,
and not an a@autocnacy.

That a good cook is the
fheaiva and happiness.

That cross words spoil the home
more than muddy boot-tracks.

That there is mothing which makes
the heart grow fonder of home than
occasional absences from it.

That better is a room where ithere
is disorder and cordiality than a dust-

tleu apartment end cold welcome,

root of

or if the enemy be red spider, spray-|

trim, Mull, Rum, Canna, Sanday, and |

|

i
|
1

{
|
1

x
\

|
|

and as |
aid in en-{
abling them to determine the age 0I~k

Now the ground is covered with its |
any live!

The unfolding of |
the lovely white flower of a Roman |

.. ¢ 8
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Workman—Is the boss at home?
New Father—No; the nurse has hes
out for am airing.
FE B
Grandma—Bobby, what are you dio-
ing in the pantry?
Bobby—Oh, Im just putting a few
things away, gran’ma.
s s %8
«you will notice that T have you om
a string,” said the boy to the kite,
“Yes,” answered the kite, “anhd that
is wihat makes me soar.”
' % % X

«Do you consider Lifter

strictly
honest?”’

“Homnest to a fault. Why, he told me
without my asking him that he stole
that dog hye had with him last even-
ing.”

& % k % *

Disgusted Traveler (on the I.)—This
road ought to run cattle trains.

Guard—Yes, sir, they ought. But you
can’t blame us servants, sir, because
you don’t get proper accommodations
sir. e

Haughty Lady (who has just pur-
chased a stamp)—Must I put it on my-
self?

Stamp Clerk—Not necessamily. It
will probably accompigh more if you
put it on the letter.

= % w %

Tommy—I think mammea is an aw-
ful gossip. !

Ethel—Ch, Tommy, how can you say
such a thing?

Tommy—Well, she is; everything I
do she dmmediately goes and tells
papa. I hate gossip.

EE T

Tarmer’s Boy—Father, kin I go to
the minstrels tonight with Hiram
Homespun ?

Farmer—Naw.'Tain't more'n a mionth
since ver went t’ the top o' the hill to
see the eclipse of the moon. ‘Tears to
me yvew wanter to be on the go the
hull time.

$ &9 &
“Do -yau think your sister likes me,
Tommy ?”’
“Yes; she stood up for you at dinner.”
“Stood up for me! Was anybody say-

| ing anything against me?”

“No, nothing much. Father thought
yvou were rather a donkey, but she got

| up and said vou weren’t, and told fa-
ther he ought to know better than to

judge a man by his looks.”
® 2 T ®
In a small village in the south of
Scotand an elder in the parich church
was one day reproving an old woman,
who was rather the worse for liquer,
saying: “Sarah, don’t you know that
you should fly the tempter?”’
Sarah (mot too well pleaged)—Flee
yerself’, %
Eder—Oh, Sarah, I have flown.
Sarah—Aweel, I think ye'll be nane
the waur o’ another flutter.
* % % %
A St. L.ouis paper is responsible for
this yvarn: * A man met the village

| doetior and said: “If you happen to be

than I can

specs of blue, yellow and red are ap-|
pearing and enlarging day by day in
the different pots and boxes in which |

'&

i
i
|
i
{
{
|

as'

i
i

we may all have with just a little
‘What is nicer than to take|
e plant or bulb of one’s own growing |

given |
doing |
I have been unfortunate with |

| been teading

and many | said Bessie.

such good resuilts that I have got to|
feel that there is at least one class

S have for thel
winter, and with that I am both ocon-|

The husband of a professional beau- !

\ i A
I always succeeded, they are so easy! fixed,

to manage and do not mind as occas- | barrel stood

. room,

cut our way any time
stop and see my wife,

to

1 wish you’d

She don’t seem
be feeling wvery well.”

‘What ails her? What are her symp-

toms.”

“I dunno. This motning after she'd

milked the cows amd fed the pigs, and

kfast for the men, and wash-

shes, and built a fire under the

r in the warh house, and done a

few little jobs around the house, she

complained of feeling tired like. :

shouldn’t wonder {f her blood was poor,

and I guess she needs a dose of medi-
cine.”

A Chapter on Quotations.

‘Whiat living woman, when told by
some strongly imaginative wielder of
the pen, that an eiegant walnut side-
bpard could be made of a rough pine
piano box, could resist the tempta-
tion of trying?

“At last I own a gypsy table!
decorated with all the left-overs of
which I am possessed. Had made it
for me one evening, according to di-
rections; stained the legs three ele-
gant shades of cherry (each broom
handle was a different kind of wood),
while I produced red felt fringe, and
the proper bow of ribbon. It looks too
delightfully home-made for anything!”
Exactly. They are too delightfully
home-miade for anything. You are not
alone in your admiration for the beau-
ties and economies of fireside inven-
tion. Listen!

“We had wanted so much to fur-
nish the parior this fall, but when
poor, over-worked papa (who super-
intended two Sunday schocls and
drudged in a bank) went to Canada,
we knew it was not to be thought of,
and I gave it up; but Bessie, who had
‘Home Decoration,” was
bit discouraged ‘You'll see,”
When I°went into the
morning I stood trans-
and gazed ecstatically. The ash
in the middle of the
and had it not been for the
aroma, which filled the air, I should
hardly have recognized it! A piece of
bright eretonne covered its top, and
green paper cambric descended to the
floor. This, with a finish of brown
paper, gaily ruffled, and pinked on the
edge, completed the most remarkable
and picturesque center table in the
neighborhood. An old cheese-¢loth

It is

2

not

parlor next

| polonaise did nicely for curtains, and

What |

Equally cynical was the reply of an |
to a weeping |
wife, who wanted to know if her hus- .

 which was tastefully
! fastened to the wall
advanced a reason |

| These,
He had been tugging at a|

“What, |

“Tell the doctor that if he can't see:

. seventeen and one-half
“Why, the last |
out cost only a |
The dentist blandly replied, | still, if I may be allowed to judge by

il looped back with papa’s old red sus-
heavier !

penders, the effect was pretty. Lead-
ing me to a ‘cozy corner’ of the par-
lor, Bessie =aid ‘Look!? The corner
was occupied by our neighbor’s chick-
en coop, standing on three empty
spools, the whole neatly stained with
pokeberry juice. ‘A what-not!’” I
cried. ‘Yes, ves! said Bessie.

“A pretty and capacious catch-all
wias made from one of my overshoes,
varnished and
with a small
tack, which was first carefully glided.

with a tomato can hung up

with pink twine, gave us a delight-

fully handsome’ parlor, of which any

one might be proud! Entire cost,

cents, and
Besasgie's work.

“An exaggeration,’” you say. True;

what is at present looked upon as
decorative effect, by some, I must
conclude the taste of the time 1is
faulty. The smaller the apartment,

| the greeter the packing process, untl}

it presents the appearance of a . mus-
eum, or bazar. One cannot move but
a@ the rigk of tumbling some artistle
piece over, or down, after which the
least one can do is to exclaim, “How
awkward I am!”

I once endured the misery, for =&
short visit, of an upper room, ‘fear-
fully and wonderfully”” made up of
antiques! Several decades were repre=
sented by horrible monstrosities. Ade*
mibtting that some of these ;
ties are barely endurable, when born,’
their lease of life,
construction, is short. Even to their
warm admirers they soon grow tire-
some., Then, out of pity, when these
discarded Dbeauties are to go. *up-
stairs,” lat it be to the garret, or
storeroom, not to the guest chamber.

\ ~The Housekeeper,

absurdi=

from their very:



