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litirist Compounded four times a year.

9 of whom are qualified medical prac
titioners ; and 2,372 other female 
workers, 12 of whom are qualified 
medical practitioners. During the 
year under review the native Chris
tian adherents numbered 345,044 and 
the communicants 97,489. The total 
baptisms for the year were 23,081. 
The Society maintained 2,465 schools 
and seminaries, and the native 
scholars and seminaries numbered 
146,038. The number of in-patients 
in the hospitals supported by the 
Society was 26,228, and 1,080,311 
out-patients were attended to by the 
Society’s workers.
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management of trusts of every descrip
tion the Corporation confidently offers 
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to those requiring a trustworthy and 
efficient medium to undertake such 
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DO NOT JUDGE BY CLOTHING.

Boys, do not judge a man by bis 
clothing. A little incident occurred ^ 
on one of the 1 nes of street cars ■ f j 
this city a few days since which is 1 
Worthy of notice. A poorly clad wo
man entered the car carrying an in- ! 
fant in her arms. As she sat oppo- i 
site 1 observed she seemed troubled 
about something. When the con
ductor passed through the car for the 
fares ; she said, in a very low voice, | 
“ Please, sir, I have no money ; let j 
me r de this time and some other | 
time 1 will pay you.” “ I can hear 
that story every day,” said the con
ductor, in a loud, rough voice, “ You 
can pay or get off.” “ Two fares, 
please,” said a pleasant voice, as a 
toil-worn and sun-browned hand 
passed the conductor ten cents. 
“ Heaven bless you, sir,” said the 
woman, and long and silently she 
wept ; the language of the heart so 
eloquent to express our hidden 
thoughts. This man in worn and 
soiled garments was one of God’s 
noblemen. He possessed a heart to 
feel for the woes of others, and al
though the act was but a trifle, it 
proves that we cannot, with safety,

: judge a man by his clothing---- “ For
I many a true heart beats beneath a 
ragged jacket.”—Our Dumb Animai..

kept on saying that they would never 
set the temse on fire. Now, the name 
of the river Thames is pronounced 
exactly like the word “ temse ” ; and 
so, after many years, those persons 
who had never seen or heard of the 
old-fashioned sieve thought that 
“ setting the temse on fire ” meant 
setting the river Thames on fire. 
This expression became very popular 
and travelled far and wide, until the 
people living near other streams did 
not see why it was any harder for a 
slothful boy to set the Thames on 
fire than any other river, and so the 
name of the river was dropped, and 
everybody after that simply said ‘‘the 
river, meaning the river of his par
ticular city or town ; and that is how 
it is that people to-day talk of setting 
the r ver on fire—St. Nicholas.
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SETTING THE RIVER ON FIRE.

I Sometimes when a person wants to 
make an unpleasant remark in a 

' pleasant sort of way about a dull boy, 
he will say, “ That boy will never 
set the river on fire.” Now, that is all 
very true ; for even the smartest man 
in the world could never set a stream 
of water on fire, and so -perhaps many 
of you who have never heard this ex
pression have wondered what is 
meant by setting the river on fire. In 

j England, many, many years ago, be
fore the millers had machinery for 

j sifting flour, each family was obliged 
to sift its own flour. For doing this,

; it was necessary to use a sieve, called 
a temse, which was so fixed that it 

I could be turned round and round in 
the top of a barrel. If it was turned 
too fast the friction would sometimes 
cause it to catch fire ; and as it was 

I only the smart, hard-working boys 
who could make it go fast as that, 
people got into the way of pointing 

1 out a lazy boy by saying that he 
would never set the temse on fire. 
After a while these sieves went out 
of use, but, as there were still plenty 
of stupid boys in the world, people

A DUTY FACED.

John Morland and his friend Rich
ard Lancey were seated in the garden, 
outside the dining-room window of 
the house of the former’s uncle. They 
were in partnership as doctors, and 
their conversation, which had been 
very intimate, ceased for a few min
utes. In the pause John Morland, the 
elder, a stout, comfortable-looking 
man—a retired barrister with a large 
private fortune—crossed the lawn at 
some little distance from the younger 
men. They both followed his broad 
figure with their eyes, and Richard 
remarked. “Your uncle always seems 
to me the personification of matter- 
of-factness. I cannot imagine that he 
could have ever been young and senti
mental—and yet they say a poet has 
died in every one of us.” “Yes, and 
Uncle Jack is no exception to the rule. 
Did I ever tell you of his love-story ? 
It was almost tragic. He was young 
once, you see, and sentimental, too. 
He was a country boy, who had 
drudged early and late on a farm to 
work his way through college and the 
study of law. With his load of learn
ing he set out to go to York to seek 
his fortune. In a little town on the 
way he chanced to spend a day or two 
with a college chum, who took him 
to spend an evening at a friend’s, and 
introduced him to two sisters, one 
dark and beautiful, the other fair as 
the morning star. He was overpow
ered by the fair one’s grace and 
beauty and the music of her voice. 
He longed to be with her and hear 
her talk, but his shyness held him 
back, and he could only watch her 
with a feeling of emotion in his heart. 
He did not remember much of the 
evening. He was vaguely conscious 
afterwards of wandering in the garden 
with the dark-eyed sister, who chatted 
and asked him questions and of wish
ing vainly that he were with the fair 
woman who had so appealed to him. 
He said a shy good-night to them and 
passed out under the stars, his soul as 
big as the night. He listened while 
his companion talked about the sisters 
—the dark-haired Maude and the fair 
Elsie—and- my uncle cast a halo about 
the head of the golden-haired Elsie 
and thought nothing more of her dark 
sister. He never lost his feeling for 
her, and kept her enshrined in his 
memory. Some day hejjaeant to tell
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her, to kneel at her feet and let her 
know that the best he had done had 
been wrought through thoughts of 
her. He was young, eager, and 
clever, and before long the path to 
fortune widened before him. “One 
day he wrote to her a formal little let
ter (he knew nothing at all of women) 
which began ‘Dear Madam,’ and 
begged that if she remembered one 
so unworthy of her regard she would 
vouchsafe a word of recognition to 
her most loyal and humble servant. 
“A week or two passed before he re
ceived a reply. It assured him of her 
remembrance and of a desire to hear 
of his progress in the distant city. 
And so the correspondence prospered, 
and without meeting again they be
came engaged.” “What a romance ! 
Where is the tragedy?” “It seems a 
pity to tell it. When the world was all 
June for him he went to claim his 
bride. And the girl who awaited him, 
who stood all tender and blushing to 
meet him was—the dark-haired sister. 
His friend had introduced him to the 
sisters as they stood together, and the 
mistake had arisen in that way. 
There was a moment of faintness 
and incoherence. He went to his 
room, fought out his battle alone, and 
faced his duty. He married her, and 
she died a few years ago after a mar
ried life, as she used to say, of per
fect happiness. And the golden
haired sister ? She was bridesmaid 
to her sister, and was married not 
very long after her.”

TWENTY YEARS
Bed-Ridden, Massachusetts Man la 

Cured by Wonderful 
Pyramid Cure.

If You Are a Sufferer Send for a Free 
Trial Package To-day.

“1 had piles for 20 years. I was so 
bad for months at a time as to be 
unable to walk. Having a friend who 
lost his life by an operation, I de
sisted from ever having that experi
ment tried on me.

“I tried the sample of Pyramid 
Pile Cure you sent me, and then 
bought a 50 cent box. The results 
were immediate and surprising to me,
I assuré11 you.

“Its speedy action also makes it 
extremely favorable for impatient 
people. I am yours sincerely, George 
H. Bartlett, Mattapan, Mass.”

The moment you begin to use 
Pyramid Pile Cure, your piles begin 
to leave you, and itching and pain 
begin to disappear. It heals all 
sores, ulcers and irritated parts. It 
is put up in the form of suppositories 
and is easy to use.

A trial treatment will be sent you 
at once by mail in plain, sealed 
wrapper, without a cent of expense 
to you, if you send your name and 
address to Pyramid Drug Co., 153 
Pyramid Building, Marshall, Mich.

After you receive the sample, you 
can get a regular size package of 
Pyramid Pile Cure at your druggist’s 
for 50 cents, or if he hasn’t it, send 
us the money and we will send h 
to you.


