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laver, for who shall say how many 
a stammering swain has found cour
age to declare himself while poking 
the fire ?

There are stories to be told of the 
camp fire in the mountains, wherq 
young Tom spent his vacation; of 
the lonely Bedouin campfire in far 
Arabia, where the uncle has been, or 
of the âreplace in the old home when 
grandma was a girl.

. Have you ever wound clouded yam 
with the skeins thrown over the 
backs of chairs, in front of such & 
fire ? How the shadows drifted over 
the colors as the yarn slipped off and) 
spun around the ball, now dark, them 
light ! How the great chimney 
sighed and breathed, and how the 
conversation of the others in the 
room drifted in and out of one’s 
thoughts, now dark, now light.

Tho flames leaped up the black 
throat of the chimney and shone oil 
the hearth, lingering about the old 
polished furniture and lighting up 
with startling distinctness a single 
pictured face that looked out weird
ly from its frame, while in the cor
nier s were heavy Rembrandt shadows.

Keep the open fire for the sake of 
sentiment. There is a suggestion of 
roasted apples and popcorn in> its 
coals; there are castles building and

The Poet’s Corner the weaver.

Beside tie loom of life I stand 
And watch the busy shuttle g( 

The threads I hold wlthiii my ha 
Make '.up the ailing; strand 

strand,
They slip my fingers through, an 

This web oi mine fills out apace 
While I stand ever In my place

HOME INTERESTS SEPTEMBER.
year Girls and Boys :

I expect# all tire chic 
down to bard work at 
certainly did forget mt 
gemmer, but Harold 
have set a good exam 
each nice letters. I me 
seall folks who take a 
this page this summer 
others are anything lit
congratulate myself til
jtuntie has quite su< 

nieces as
Your lovirfg 

AU!

Who doth not lova, the soft Septem
ber days

When summer Ungers lovingly and 
fain

Would say fareweU ? But with her 
train

Of winged subjects, in the golden

Conducted by HELENE.

TIRED MOTHERS. morning, when wash in the usual 
way.

Td clean nickel scour with pulveriz
ed borax; use hot waiter and very lit
tle soap. Rinse in hot water and 
mb dry with a clean cloth.

A ruffle on the bottom of a work 
apron, well starched, will pruVe.it 
spots on the skirt below.

To clean oily cruet bottles put a 
few strips of blotting paper into the 
bottle with a little warm water and 
an equal quantity of vinegar and add 
a piece of washing soda. Shake a tew 
times and then rinse in warm water.

Tho candies for your entertainment 
will burn slowly and steadily through 
the evening if they are leapt on ice 
all day.

Woollen goods when washed id so^p 
ami water shrink and acquire the 
odor of the soap. Therefore, steep 
the articles in a warm solution of 
washing soda for several hours and 
then, after the addition of warm wa
ter and a fow drops of ammonia, 
wash and rinse in lukewarm water.

To prevent tho skin discoloring 
after a blow or fall take a IHtle 
starch or arrowroot and merely mois
ten it with cold water and lay it on 
the injured part. This should be done 
immediately, but may bo applied 
some time afterward with effect.

* * *
RECIPES.

Cherry Dumplings.—Prepare a rich 
baking-powder biscuit dough as for 
shortcake; roll out half an inch thick 
and cut into squares. Place in the 
centre of each square of ddugh a 
tablespoonful of pitted cherries; fold 
the corner of it over, wetting the 
edges; press them together, folding 
from opposite corners. Place in the 
steamer with tight-fitting cover and 
steam one hour, or bake in the oven 
in a dripping-pan, surrounded by 
three-quarters of a cup of sugar and 
two cups of water, basting several 
timgs while baking, which will mean 
about twenty minutes in a hot even. 
Serve with cherry sauce.

Spiced Tomatoes—To four pounds 
of sound tomatoes tale) two* pounds 
of light brown sugar, one pint elder 

half ounce of cloves, and

Stiezvanishes 90 silently, we raise
No cry of anguish, foe no parting 

pain
Disturbs our bliss,—our loss we 

count but gain.
Yet, e’en while dear September's 

name we praise, .
The swallow tempts his wing» to] 

longer flight;
The grasses fade; the brown leaves 

flutter dowel;
Full ripe, the thlatle-tdpa and milk

weed blows
Sail far aloft on airy pinions light.

And haste to catch at fleeting sum
mer’s gown,—

Stay 7—Hath she gone? The faint 
wind sighs,—

"Who knows ?"

—Blanche Elizabeth Wade.

JL little elbow leans upon your knee,
Your tired knee, that has so much 

to bean;
* child’s dear eyes are looking lov

ingly
From underneath a thatch of tan

gled hair.
Perhaps you do not heed tho velvet 

touch
Of warm, moist fingers, foldidg 

yours so tight;
You do BQt prizti thia blessing over-

You almost are too tired to pray 
tO-night.

DIAMUKBA, DYSENTERY,
CRAMPS. PAM M THE STOM-
ACH, COLIC, CHOLERA MOB.
BUS, CHOLERA UfFAMTUM,
SEA SICKNESS, aai a* SUM.
ME* COMPLAINTS h

Bijg EsSaMs and ♦ * *
IT MAS SEEN A HOUSEHOLD Aunt Becky:

E1MEDY FOE MEEKLY SIXTY very sorry to s1 am
e0 deserted, and worst 
ter from Aunt Becky t 
have been away down 
des Chaleurs, where I s 
days ut grandpa’s. I 
time boating, etc. I < 
of writing to you and 
sec letters from the 
each week. I am sun 
school is opened they ■ 
up again, and- if they w 
me we will adopt for 1 

now," for if I. had wrii 
itimes as I thought of dt 
have had lots of letters 
am back at school ag-aii 
more than ever. I to 
dear teacher of last year 
St. Ann. With love 
Aunt Becky, and to al' 
cousins,

1 remain, your nephe

perchance as best)

** *But it is blessedness ! A year ago
I did not see it as I do to-day—

We are so dull and thankless, and too

To catch tho sunshine till it slips 
away.

And- now it seems surpassing strange

That whilq I wore the badge of 
motherhood

T did not kiss more oft, and tenderly 
Tlic little child, that brought me 

only good.
—Exchange.

* * *

FASHIONS.

In hats it is wise to> avoid the polo 
turban oven if it is the rage at pre
sent. This little pill box hat to 
look its best requires a certain type 
of face. Tho young, slqnder girl with 
delicate features may wear it and 
find it chic and becoming, but worn 
t>y the average woman it only affords 
an interesting study for the caricatu
rist.. And the chancqs are that be
fore tho autumn is here it will have 
«node so many otherwise dignified 
looking women api>ear ridiculous that 
the best milliners will refuse to make 
it up for winter wear.

.We are having a blue season, in 
spite of the fact that it started out 
to be a green and white summer. Tho 
craze for Alice blue has yet to reach 
the turning point. It is such a 
charming color, becoming alike to 
blondes end brunettes. It. has the 
great advantage, too, in linens, por> 
gees, and wash goods, of retaining-

bookstand, expansive to buy, but 
quite economical if carried: out at 
home. It consists of a fairly high 
backpiece and two sides cut from 
stout cardboard, the length depend
ing upon thq number of booke the 
stand, is to bold, while the bottom 
is a piece of thin wood. Choose a 
piece of brocade with a pattern that 
repeats itself in groups, so to speal> 
so you will be able to have one whole 
design in the middle of the beck. Co
ver the three cardboard pieces on 
each side and finish the edges with a 
rather thin gold or silk braid. The 
side pieces are sewed firmly to the 
back, the joints hidden by the braid. 
The wooden bottom must also be 
covered with brocade and glued 
strongly to the cardboard. Four little 
gilt knobs stuck underneath serve to 
raise the stand from the table on 
which it rests.-

THE FRUIT OF THE CROSS,

Thou who* didst hang upon a b

My God, for mcç- 
Though I till now be barren,

* * *

Henceforth thou hast a helper, me,
at length,that know

Lord, give me strength
To bring forth fruit to Thee.

Thou who didst beer tor me the crown 
of thorn,

Spitting and scoirn;
Thpugh I till now have put forth 

thorns, yqt now 
Strengthen me Thou

That better fruit be borne.

Thou Rose of Sharon, Cedar of broad 
roots.

Vine of sweet fruits,
Thou Lily of the Vale, with fade

less leaf.
Of thousands Chief,

Food Thou my feeble shoots.

—Christina G. Rossetti.

The woman’s cause is man’s; they 
rise or sink

Together. ... 7 .
If she Is small, slight-matured, miser

able,
How shall men grow ? But work no 

more alone !
Our place is much; as far as in us lies
We two will serve them both; in aid

ing her
Will clear away the parasitic forms.
That seem to keep her up, but drag 

her down—
Will leave her space to burgeon out 

of all
Within her—let her make herself her

To give- or keep, to live and learn 
and be

All that not harms distinctive wo
manhood). <

For woman is not undeveloped man,
But diverse; could we 1 

the man,
Sweet love wore slain;

* * *
WAIT.

Keep still. When trouble is brew
ing, keep still. When slander is 
getting on its legs, koep still. When 
your feelings are hurt, keep still un
til you recover from your excitement 
at any rate. Things look differently 
through an un agitated' eye. In a 
commotion once I wrote a letter and 
sent it, and I wished I bad not. In 
many later years I had another com
motion,

West Frampton, Que.
* * *

Dear Aunt Becky:
This is my first Iqtter, 

not able to write very 
Nellie is writing for me 
have written this summ 
rold was away, as we > 
sorry to see so few lift! 
the corner. You were 
continue writing, and 
how bad we all felt at 
letter from you this wee 
surely write again. I ai 
goiitg to the; convent a 
told you all about me be 
says that I must write 
say good-bye for this t 
evening we all went to 
and had our tea the 
aunts and threq 1 tile o 
my own brother with n 
sisters, Stacey and-Isa.

Your little niec< 
WINN]

West Frampton, Quo.

♦ ♦ ♦
"DAD.”

Borne boys they call theii 
Oh, gee ! That makes i 

It sounds so stiff and li 
You bet I call 'mine Dc

And he’s a ripper, too, ;
The boys all wish they 

A father that would lau 
And love them like m;

Of course, sometimes, wl 
bills

Come in he’s mighty m 
And then we sit as stdll 

And hear him jaw, pool

It’s always over soon, ai 
You bet we all feel gla 

And then we all climb on 
And hug. and klsg our 1

•“You can’t have kids 
too,"

He says, and so he’s g< 
The good Lord made hin

He mightn’t been pur I

I don’t wont to be Prest 
Like every little tad 1 

I’m grown up I’d n 
A nice man just like1 Da 

•—May Kelly, in New Orleei 

* * *
FORGETFUL TED] 

Teddy Johnson Is a pr< 
sort of a boy, but he hat 
and that a very serious o 
fiot give heed to what Is 
and then, in excuSp, alwa
forgot."

One night he forgot to i 
into the shed, although he 
told many times not to 1< 
and the rain washed out 1 

*** paint and pretty bl 
it look faded and 

Another day he fergw 
homc for his dinner, and 
*hole noon hour throwing 

frug pond, having » t 
Playmates* lunch.

-New York Press.
and wro-te a long letter; but 

life rubbed a little sense into me, andi 
1 kept that letter in my pocket 
against the day when I could look 
it over without agitation and with
out tears. I was glad I did. Less 
and loss it seemed necessary to send 
it. I was not sure it would do any 
hurt, but in my doubtfulness I learn
ed reticence, and eventually it was 

Time works wonders'.

FUNNY SAYINGS

IN ADAM'S FALL-. + * *
Sunday School Teacher—Now, chil

dren, was Adam very happy in thq 
Garden of Eden ?

Chorus of Yeesum !
Tegcher—And what great misfor

tune happened which ended his >iap-

THE MENDICANT.

t .met Him to-day in the wintry 
street.

The Christ on the cross Who died, 
All hungered and cold in the wind 

and sleet,
With bleeding forehead anl hands and 

feet,
Andi I blindly thrust Him aside.

hia dearest
bond is this,

Not like to like, but like in difference.
Yet in the long years, liker they 

must grow;
The man be more of woman, she o!

He gain in sweetness, and In moral 
height;

Nor lose the wrestling thews that 
throw the world,

She, mental breadth, nor fall in childr 
ward care,

Nor lose the childlike in the larger 
mind;

Till at the last she sets herself to 
man,

Like perfect music unto noble word*-»;
And so these twain upon the skirts 

of Time
Sit side by side, full summ’d in all 

their powers.
Dispensing harvest, sowing the To-be
Self-reverent1 each and reverencing 

each,
Distinct In Individualities.- 

(The Princes»)—Tennyson.

destroyed.
Wait till you speak calmly, and then 
you will not need to speak, maybe. 
Silence is the most massive thing 
conceivable, sometimes. It is 
strength in very grandeur.

* * *

GARDENING AS EXERCISE.
I’m sorry for the woman whose 

standards, social or physical, do not

vinegar,
half ounce of stick cinnamon;, boil all 
together in a porcelain-lineel 
until the tomatoes are cooked;

kettle 
; take

the tomatoes out and put them on 
dishes to cool, lotting the syrup go 
on simmering slowly; when the to
matoes are cold return them to *ho 
syrup for a little while; let them be
come cold before putting them in the 
jars. The syrup muet be boiled 
down as qjuick as molasses, and pour
ed cold over the tomatoes; tie them 
down with waxed paper.

German Potato Salad-—With a vege
table scoop cut out small balls of 
potatoes and beil them in salted wa
ter until soft enough so they will 
break. Make a thick mayonnaise

Had He only come with the crown of 
thorns,

Or the nail prints ruby-rod.
Had the palms that pleaded for aim» 

hurt worn
Their wound», I had not put by la 

acorn
His pietous plea for bread.1

suit ?
Flowers will be much used in gar

nishing evening gowns, particularly 
>for youthful wearers. The more de
licate shades oi yellow or the fruit- 
yellows, as banana, apricot, etc., 
are in high favor.

The vogiuc for checks is such that 
the woman who wants a checked 
gown need not curb her aspirations. 
The loveliest of chocks come in blue 
Midi green and in rod and black and 
in the shades of green and violet and 
in other wonderful combinations. In 
fact, all of tho checks are good, and 
you mood not hesitate to indulge your 

for fall

a golf cluJb. An hour's exercise 
along a tidy garden row will produce 
the finest kind of a glow, and, with
al, you get so much more done with 
a hoe ! It is but a poor-spirited 
person who will "putter with flow
ers’’ but dare not work in the vege
table garden for fear that some one 
may think she has to do it. If the 
neighbors bo scandalized because I 
turn the baby hose in the shade on 
the .grass and push the wheel hoe in
stead of the perambulator it is their 
lookout. Perhaps, now, they are 
dying to dig and have not quite dar
ed for fqar of my scathing criticism. 
Lot them know the worst. I pur
pose to dig, to rake, to sow, to 
wood; to hoc, and to harvest, for 
the sake of what I get oiut of it in 
mental growth, flowers, exercise, aes
thetic uplift, and* vegetables. I shelf 
take my turn, too, with the.bicycle, 
the tennis racket, and the golf clubs, 
but next to the go-cart,

But Idly now, and all in vain 
I grieve for the grace gone by,

And muse, "Might He only com®

I’d pity His plea and qase His pain* 
And hearken unto His cry."

Nay, nay, for the bjlind distinguished!
The idng in his robe and crown; 

Bpt only the humble eye of faith 
Boholdeth Jesus of Nazareth 

In the beggar’s tattered gown.fancy in any or all of them, 
hints indicate that checks and plaids 
will bo tho vogue until winter.

Lightweight black broadcloth will 
he very popular for the drossy tailor- 
made costume. Other popular colors 
will be the mode shades, wine-rod, 
olive green, blue and heliotrope. A 
sweet gown of Aeolian in one of the 
-dainty blue shades bordqrmg on the 
turquoise was made from a seven- 
gore model, the sides of the gores 
being turned to form plaits, which 
are joined together with white silk

* + *
I saw Him not in the mendicant, 

And I heeded not His cry;
Now Christ, in His infinite mercy 

grant
That the prayer I say in my day of

Be not in scorn put by*

—P. J. Coleman.

THE LONG ROAD.

The long road, ma bouchai, is the 
road that I must- take.

Lorig I’ve walked the homepaths and 
heard the noisy crake:

Now my bird’s tine curlew, that with 
its druid call

Lures my feet to follow in the safest 
way of all.

the wheel- 
hoe is my favorite vehicle !—Mary R. 
Miller, in Success.

+ ♦
RAINY DAY GRACE. 

Whatever

* * *

ABSENCE.
Tho long road, ma bouchai, Is weary

ing for my feet;
I’ll pile ad more the searweed. I’ll 

glean no more the wheat. - 
My wheel may whirr and whisper for 

other hands than mine,
And other spinners handle the coarse, 

thread and the fine.

The shortest absence brings to every 
thought

Of those we love a solemn tender-

woman is by nature, 
she can train herself to avoid getting 
"sopping wet" on a rainy day. To 
begin, have the skirt short, then 
hold it up. A skirt an inch and a 
half off the ground can be worn in 
the street, rain or shine, without ex
citing comment. If wo could watch

It is akin to death. We rfow coo-

Seeing the loneliness their loss has 
brought,

That they wqre dearer far than we 
had taught

Ourselves to think. We see that na* 
thing lees

Than hope of their return could 
cheer or blase

Our weary days. We wonder hdw fos 
aught

Or àll oi fâult In them, we comld
heed

Or anger with their lowing presence

Or wound tiux* by the smallest 
word or deed.

Dear absent love oi mine l It did

The convent on my slater shuts fast 
its jealous grate;

The sea-wav es took my father—their 
hunger would not wait;

My birth no word of welcome from 
my pale mo*her found,

But I could dig and spin and weave, 
and so the lade came round.

would see her reach around behind 
hen- with her left hand, grasp her 
skirts firmly all together, lèaving 
none to dip down And be bedraggled., 
draw them around ait the back from 
the right side toward thq left and 
thus hold them. At the bock the 
skirts are drawn plain and flat to 
atjout a level with tho lady’s dhow 
tops and there held. No woman need 
hesitate to display neatly shod 
foot. The right hand is meanwhile 
free to hold tho umbrella or anything 
else.

BROCADED BOOKSTAND.
Old pieces of brocade suggest love

ly possibilities to the home worker.

The long road, ma bouchai, la well 
to walk aloMe;

'Tie 111 to live and labor when your 
heart is like a stone—

A gray stone in the highway that 
lovers spurn away

have been a heart that

would have taught this bad, cruel 
boy. not to cut off the calf’s tail ?"

There was the usual pause, followed 
by the uneasy shuffling of feet, and 
then-a youngster lifted his band. In 
reply to the superintendent'» "What 
is it, my son ?*

, May once
0 tell me thou

he sturdily

"What God hath
to the let not man nut iy

Mr#1


