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««d trae women come np to mature years dnstered
aboat by a circle of friends who a«, dear to them
as th«r own life. Our debt to our life's pore and
hol7f„endsh.ps« incalculable; they make us whatwe are. The mother's heart is the child's fi«t
«^l>ooboom. The early home-influences give their
fants and hues to the whole after-life; a gentle
home where only kindly words are spoken and
lo^ng thoughts and dispositions ar« cherished fillsmih tender beauty the Uves that go out fix,m ito
rfie to. AUearly friendshipeprinttheirownstamp
on the ripening character. Our souls are like the
jensitive pbtes which the photographer pute intoh« oam«^ which cateh every iuiage whose re-
flection Ms upon them and hold it ready to be
broi^ht out in the finished picture. Says Geoise
MacDonald

:

"

"I think that nothing made ii lo«t_
That not a moon haa ever shone,

That not a cloud mj ejes hath crossed.
But to my soul is gone;

"That all the lost jean ganiend Ue
In this thy casket, my dim soul.

And thou wilt, once, the key apply
And show the shining whole."

True in general, this is ^ -ially true of the


