Before

A long cold journey through the night
A toil that lasts till morming light
A caretul wateh for shigting cloud
Storm secrets told in whispers loud

Thoughts of some comrdes who are
dead

A sfroggle with the seaTor bread

Lessons in “patience, caution, strengtl

And slight reward, perhags, at le
Brh
A little firestde, bright and

A snug, safe shelter fron
The wile wh
Bweet little ones who spe
Kneeling beside the mother's
And talkir her God in pr
Bmall comlor

And all half

shields her

naki

1

Goxd's gren ide wat
And His dear s wbove m el

ght

A harvest £ Mo L reag
And L while ot

A Lost Tidy

Ler

she suid And my
look of disma I Ief
by the brook

“The packag:
worry,” said Ton

But Lyddy was anzious, and hurried
back across the meadow so fust that Tom
and Nettie could hardly keep up with
her, and her consternation can be
imagined, when she reached the brook
and found the package gone

with a
the tree

is mafe enough, don't

| striking five as she reaehed K
Keziuh She was just leavifig, n
1 She had brought
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| “You couldn't have left it here,” saic

| Tom :

Oh, 1 did I know I did,” cried
| Lyddy Oh, what shall I do?
| the tidy

wt Christioas, T must find it T must

u took it with you to the
wooxds,”" said Tom
No, 1 didn’t ; 1 left it here I didn’t
think thing about it when I started
I to see the rabbits

Anyway, we'd better go back and

look,” said Tom

So they ‘went back, but the package
s not to be found. Then Tom, sug
gested that the wingd might have blown
11t into the brook, and they walked down
| the brook for But they didn’t find it
| “It must be somewhers around,” suid
| Tom. “Nobody could have come along
| and picked it up, for prople couldn’t see
it from the ad
The wit Blows it-away some
where," said Nett Don't ery, Lyddy
sure to find i we'll look thi
3 Id T
I ¢ ever,, tel andma
sobbed Lyddy
You won't have to tell heff; we'll find
t ti Tom can take one side the
f the other, and you can
take t idle=-oh, there’s the horn
It’s b r. Tom; we'll have to g
It Lyddy. 1 didn’t think it
w I hate to go off and leave
v looking all by youmelf
go home, too,” sobbed
Ly Grandma said T muost be back
There goes the horn again ; come on,
Netti said Tom, and they raced off as
hard as t} could go.
Lyddy sat under the big tree and sol
bed or a little while. Then
s nnet and turned her

S thought she

pper and have

w n fter s
A ) Nettie had said, the
package must be in the field somewherd

I 1 clock in ¢ kitochen was

had - washed

wr. She was
yd L st

about

just

cr, and there was a san
ri pplesau n the
room was  fragps
peel with whieh it d
Tak e sauce off the stove, Lyddy
and set it out on thiswindow Ie
t said her grandmother. " You're
) getting back. I'm
glad y arned to be so particular
W tid
The w [ lost it trembled or
Lydd t she had the cout

ides, she was

" { the tidy after supper. Bb
inte t k r the field inch by
M the pattern

igly, keepit
grandmother

I wdy was silent for some timi
1. tle Lydds’s heart beat &
I that » It sure wist be heard
It was a relief hear grandmother
. ¢
ry well,” she said, “you can gg
t y w or next day
that skitlet straight
! spill every bit o' that
have y appetite for
I She was longing 1o get
meadow to look for the
A 1 think of nothing else
i r when she was help
r t wash the dishes
i nblers on the wrong
phoard, and wis o ab
i « less that at length
r t d -her to go np
But 1 OW it's only sever
A Lyddy ; !
tio straight ng,- Lyddy  Jane, 1
st for yon, T guess.”
to take a httle walk
1 ¢ had walking
n. Do as I say,
it 'thout looking
Al hope
i t ) 1 night,
=i to steep, wondering if
g l ever 80 wretch
al ! t precious
i t 80 n a8 a scray
which had enelosed it did
W
I
W I i ow've lost
w ever had © Did ab
Y
W \
v v atids were hus
she v uki w she was going
» cr grandmother that she had
“ ti
\l‘ ready
her
Lyddy put
w her  patehwork
bonnet- and went out

ices and walked: fast as. long .
was within range of the kitehen win
dows. But when she turned a bend in
the rond she lagged along slowly, ihe
tears ruuning down her sad little face
Of course she didn’t go to Mm. Leslie's
she stopped at the meadow snd had
another search for-the tidy. - But she
| dido’t find it. She hadn't expected to.
! Bhe felt sure now that she would never
{ see it again

.| dow with terror-stricken eycs

1 “Well, 80 you haven't hn)u’(m the

:?hmm that Ezra would discover the
h . .

tidy this time, either,” hergr her
said, when she dragged hersell home

It was | about five o'clock, a forlorn little figure
Aunt Serena sent to Grandma | with her white face and. troubled eycs. |

“Mrs. Leslie not done with it yet.”
“No'm,” fultered Lyddy

“H'm, well, PlLgo after it myself to

{ morrow."

I'hese words struck
little Lyddy Jane's heart. Oh,she must
tell; she would have to tell now. - It
would never do to let her grandmother
g to Mm. Leslic's. But try as she
would, she conldn't make the confession.
She felt eold all over at the very thought
of i,

The next morning she went to the
spring-house to help ber grandmother
with the chuming. She. liked to nLnnJ
the miilk, and bad leamed to do it very |

|
|

3
!
|

terror {0 poor

well, but to<day her hand shook, and she |
spitled a, whole skimmer of thick cream
over the street

“If that is the way you're going to
work, Lyddy Jane, you'd better go back
to the house, n..,ﬁmgr.umn.uuu-r “}
can’t let you waste cream that way U
[ I won't spill—=" began Lyddy, and
then plump fell the skimmer into the
pan of milk, splashing it in every direc- |
tion, while Lyddy stared out-of the win- |

For the land’s sake ! Lydia Jane Hol

den; have you lost every mite o' sense
you ever had ? What are you starin’ at?
FOh, it's M. Leelie comin’ to see about

| that tidy, I guess. L'l have to go up to

the ouse o minute. You take this
towel 'n wipe up every drop o' that
milk. I never seenauch capers beforc

Then at last Lyddy found courage to

o ve ss of the cuff
| buttons, and so his untruthfulness in the
| matter would not be discovered,
Présently Uncle Frank left bis seat on

the porch where he had been sitting,
| bidden by the vincs which climbed
| over it, and joined his nephew at the gate.

‘I wouldn't be a chore-boy for any
thing,” said Ned.

“Why ?” ssked Uncle Frank.

“Oh, they have todo such rough, dirty
work ' answered Ned. “Ezra’s hands
are always di I wouldn't touch
them for anything,” and he glanced
with a very satisfied air at his own
hands, which were almost as white and
smooth as if he had been agirl.

“Egra’s hands are cleaner than yours
to my mind,” said Uncle Frank, gravely.

“Why, what do you mean?’ asked
Ned, opening his eyes in surprise.

“f Tink dishouiest ‘bargains stain
one's hands more than honest work,”
answered his uncle. “I could not feel
as il my hands were clean, no matter
how white they might be, if I had just
been cheating a poor boy out of his
rons.”’
ed's face grew very red

‘It wasn't my fault if he didn’t know
how to make a good bargain,” he mut
tered. “Every one must look out for
himself in bargains.”

“He simply took your word for the
value of the buttons. * You told him
they were real.”

Well, 80 they were real buttons,’
said Ned, swiling as he remembered
what he had thought his cleverncss. “I
didn’t say they were real gold ;I only
said real imuunn 44

speak. It was the cournge of sheer neces
sity.'v |
grandma faltered, |
woeakly catehing at the old Iady's dress. |
I—1've got something to tell you. Mm ‘
thad the tidy at all—I I‘

“Grandma shie

| Leslie ham
!

lost it |

Lost my tidy

Yea tm. 1 laid it down a
under a tree in Mr pasture
while I sailed boats with Tom and Net
tie, and the wind blew it away some
where

To Lyddy's wonder the storm she had

minute
Bloan’s

expected didu't break over her. Her
grandaother took hier by the hand very
gently and left.the spring-house. Lyddy
wondered what was going to be done
with her towan oo much frightened
o ank

Her grandmother went across the gar

den, and opening the outside door of the |
spare bedroom  drew Lyddy in, and |
closed the door again

“Sit down,"” she said, and Lyddy sank
| into the nearest chnir
| Her grandmother opencd the top
| drawer of a cherry bureau in one comer
J- the room, and took out something

which she nid in Lyddy’s lay
It ‘was the tidy
Oh, Grandma, how-—how
couldn't finish the questior
such a lump in her throat
) tin the meadow when |

iver here to bring my |
wn rgrandmother. “Don't
1'd have saved yoursell a

oke right out

Lyddy

there wan

she
curtains,
you think

ou'd lost it, ddy Jane
“Yes'm,”” Lyddy sighed
“Do you kn how many stories

you've told since day before yesterday

Lyddy sighed heavily. “No'm

‘Well, you can sit here and count 'em
up whilg I go'n’ speak to M. Leslie. |
shan’t whip you. You've had two days
of solid misery, 'n that's punishment
enough. But | want you to remember
that one story often leads to another, and
that if never tell the first story
there’ll never be a second. T want yon
to be honest i you can’t be anything
els nd she went out and closed the
door behind her, leaving Lyddy alone in
the darkened room to count tf
her lack of courage.—Sel.

ol

you
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A YEAR WITH DOLLY.
March.

I keep my Dolly so warm and nice
This cloudy, stormy weather

My Dolly and I are quiet as mice
Whenever we play together.

And yet we have the pleasantest play
Would you like to ask “What 1s it ?”

Why over and over, every diy
My Dolly and I “go yisit.”

call,
Or travel to see the kitty ;

"Tis grandpa’s farm just out in the hall,
And the parlor is Boston City ;

"Tis mamma’s house in the corner there,
And then, when the lamps are lighted,

My papa’s At Home in his casy chair
And Dolly and I are invited
E. 8. Bumstead, in March St

+o
Clean Hands

1 Sometimes on “Towser” we like to

Nicholas

s & bargai

you won't
a burry, and if you’re sharp y
miss it

Ned Howell spoke impatiently, as
1, the chore-boy at his father’s house,

iin in
n won't

{ I by the gate, thoughtfully looking
| of eufr hat
| at a pair cutl buttons that lay on his
| open palm

They’re real,” went on Ned, eager to
ellwe the burgain. “Why, one of them

rth more than half a dozen of your
| fancy pigeons, and here the
piir of them for less

i w

you have
| chunce to get the

|

than half price
zra hind come out the loser too often
in his dealings with Ned, to be willing
tocbelieve everything that he said ; but
the huttons did look like real gold, and
it they were he would be ¢ willing

Lis white fantail pigeons

to give six of

for them
Don’t paw them

hands if you're 1

with your dirty
t going to take them
Ned, rudely, as Ezra turned the

| maid

buttons over and examined them mare
| If you aren't sharp enough o
| muke  good” bargain for yourself, why
| give them back to me
| Il take them

elom

said Ezra slowly
5.;,.-\;\,; his hand over them I'll have
‘n" pigeons in & basket ready for you to
tak e home with you to-morrow morning.’
I M pt the buttons in his pockit, and
| went down to the bam 1..,|.,§n..mun,_-
{ ehores, wondering whether he had really
| been cheated again in his bargain, as he
had 86 often been before. Ned stood at
the gate, looking after the retreating
figure of Eara, with a trinmphant smile
on bis face

It did not ccour to him that he had
done & mean or/dishonorable action in
taking advantage Hf Fzra's ignorance,
and he was proud of what he considersd
his cleverness.

He knew that there was very little '

| for Ezra,

“You meant bim to think that they
were real gold,” said Uncle Frank, stern-
ly. “It was just as much a lie as if you
had said real gold. You. cannot call
your hands clean, my boy, when you
stain them by cheating, and the stains

are upon your heart ns well as your
hands.”
Hé went into the house, leaving Ned

to think about his words.

Somehow Ned did not feel now as if he
had done a smart thing in getting the
best of the bargain. As he looked at his
hands, he fancied that he conld almost
see the staing upon them, and he grew
nncomfortable at the remembrance of
the stains which were upon his heart
At last he made up his mind that he
would rid his hands f‘.-;,.., this last stain,
and he went dowipTo the bam to look

“I say, .\'mllug::m‘ I cheated

you about those buttons. They aren't

real gold; they are only plated; and
worth about twenty-five cents.  You
keep the pigeons till T send you the
money for them

Then he went back to Uncle Frank

‘I've made it all right with Ezra,” he
said, “and I mean to keep my hands
clean after this, sir

Don't forget thie staing on your heart
Ned,” said Uncle Frank, kindly ‘Re
member to whom you must take those
staing for cleansing.”

been findin' fault with de Lord. An’
I says, ‘Joe, you don't know much.
Course if de Lord want you to be mars,
I1e wouldn’t make you “slave. Reckon
de Lord .has to have slaves, and haint
made né mistake 'bout me, I jus’ be
the best slave I ean.’ An’ den when I
come North, I get to workin® for your
pa, and I say, ‘I'll make them thar
bordahs as good as [ can, for I reckon
this am the Lord's work, an’ He want it
done up the right way.! An’ when He
wants old Joey for something better,
it'll be a-heap easier fur His angels to
find me if I'm a-trimmin’ these yer
bordahs He set me at.” Then he be-
gan to sing

* D corn am s growin®
An’ the cotton am & blowin
An' 1 am a hoeln
While we praise de Lord

* Do Lord made de corn
An’ de Lord made do cottor
De Lord mado me
Bressed be His nume."

Margaret still stood at the window.
At length she said, “You’ve preached a
good sermon, Joey,” and turned away.

The cloud had vanished from her brow;
it was sunshiny within as well as with-
out. The children gathered about her
and begged for a story

‘hen Tom came in from business,
Margaret made the evening pass happily
by listening to his account of the day’s
doings at the store. Father came and
found her bright and winning. As she
entered her room that night, her mother
paused a moment within her door.
“What has come to my little daughter?"’
she said, an she drew the curly head to
her shoulder.

“Mamma, Joey preached me a scrmon
to-day. I was wanting to do something
great, but I've decided that God didn't
make a mistake when he made me just
here at home with you and the children
Pm trying to be the best Margaret
Simpson 1 can.”

“And be sure that home needs you,”
said Mrs. Bimpson. “Let Estelle sing
and Elizabeth study. They have their
own places to fill, and cannot do your
work, nor can you do theirs. - To please
God, we must fill the place He has given
us, whether in our eyes it soems great
orsmall. For Him we ¢an do nothing
higher.’

o

Mr. Bpurgeon published the follow
ing advertisement (orty years ago : “Mr.
C. H. Bpurgeon begs to inform his num
erous friends that, after Christmas, he
intends taking six or seven young gen
tlemen as day pupils. He will endeavor
to the utmost to impart a good com-
mercial education. The ordinary rout
ine will include arithmetic, algebra,
geometry, and mensuration ; grammar
and composition ; ancient and modern
history ; geography, natural history,
astronomy Seripture, and drawing
Latin and the clements of Greek and
French if required. Terms, £5 per an
num

Ned had been' proud of his sharp bar
gaing, and it was no casy matter for him
to remember his new resolution to keep |
his hands clean ; but he did not give up

trying, and when _he failed, as he did |
sometimes, he took care to free his |
hands from dishonest stains by confess |
ing his fault, and then he took his heart |
stains to be washed away in the blood

of the Lamb of God.—Minnie E. Ken- |
in S. 8. Times i

.-

new

Old Joe's Sermon

Margaret Simpson stood looking from
the window of her pretty room. With
out, the sun shone brightly, the fowers
cast their fragrance on the air, the birds
sung their sweetest songs, but Margaret’s
face was=clouded. Life seemed very
small ‘indeed to her, the life she led
in her pleasant home She thought
enviously of Estelle Lawson, whose
voice promised to bring her fame and
fortune; of Elizabeth Kellogg, who was
going abroad "for study ; of many others,
who, it seemed to. her, were doing, or
would do great and wonderful things.

She turned from the window to meet
the sweet, pale face of her mother, and
to respond to the request that she go
into the nursery for an hour with a
half-hearted “Yes'm.” Mm. Simpson
said, “Thank you, dear,” and sighed as
she noted the shadow on her danghter's
face.

Margaret went slowly down to the
large, sunny room. The children were
all in, Jack shouting to a herd of train
ed buffalocs, Bessie shielding her dolls
a8 well as she could from the oncom-
ing of Ned's Indiane, while little Nan,
oblivious to dangers real or imaginary,
lay on the floor asle

“A perfect bedlam ' thought Marga
ret, and passed to the window and
looked out at old Uncle Joey who was
trimming the border.

Old was a friend to every
Margaret had known him from
hood.  As long age

Joe one
baby
as she could remem
ber, she had watched him tending the
borders outside the nursery window,
Pretty soon he looked up, and surveying
his work said, “A migity fine bordah
dat, Miss Mawget. We done had jus
'nut _rain to make them thar daisies
comé out.

Margaret nodded in a listless manncr
Old Joe trimmed away for a few mo-
ments, and then said familiarly, “Reck- |
on ye ain't feelin’ first rate, Miss Maw
get, and if ye aint, P'm awful sorry

“I'm quite well, Jocy,” snid Margarct
“I was: Only thinking that some people
can do such great things in the world
and some never have a chance to do
anything. Only think how Estello sang
last night. . She might sleep all the year
and sing just one evening and accomplish
wonderful things, It's wretched to live
only & commonplace life

“Now, Miss Mawget, when 1 was ¢
Bouth,” said Joey, leaning on his s
“I used to wonder why the Lond hadn't |
made me white and give me edication
an’ one night I was. a-lyin’ out in the |
comfield an’ the moon was a-shinin’
bright, an’ I sez to myself, ‘What |
makes you a slave? Why wasn't you |
born the gen'leman an’ mam born the |
slave, an’ what for did the' hev to be
any slaves? Why wasn't we all white |
men? A’ as I lay there a-thinkin'
the com begun a-whisperin’, an’ jes’
seemed like then stalks say, Jes you
hear old Joey. He tryin’ teach de |
Lord what He orter made. Reckon de
Lord made comn to be corn, an’ cotton
to be cotton, an’ mars to be mars, an’
Jqo{ to be Joey. And I lay right
still an’ got to thinkin’ maybe I had

| €. 0. RICHARDS & O

Officer A. H. Braley

of the Fall River Police
Ts highly gratified with Hood's Sarsaparilia
He was badly run down, had no appetite,
what he did ised distress and he felt
tired nll the tim. A few bot of Iinod's

Sarsaparilla effected a marvellous change.
The distress in the stomach i3 entirely gone,
he feels like a new man, and can eat any-
thing

with' old-time relisl. For all of which

he thanks and
cordially recom-
mends

Hood’s
arilla. It
ant that during the mouths of
March April May tho blood should be
thoroughly purified and the syste
strength #o withstand the debilit
of the For this purpose
iliar merit
and it i3 the Best Spring Medicine.

. T following, just
:
pril:
:

ug season.

arilla possesses pe

ed, demons
wonderful bl

“(. I. Hood & Co., Lowe
Gentlemen: T have had salt rheam for o
undfor the past year one of
m th K e down, LB |
very badly. 1 T |
madieine for a Tong t |
and WS 0 ‘
cluded to try Hood's

Sarsaparilla, s b 1 had taken one
marked that
taken thres bot

n I have been

uch benefit frony [

Hood’s Sarsaparilia |
that I conelnded to w this voluntary state-
ment.,” F, TeMPLY Mich.

HOOD'S PiLLS satasily, peingsiy and ot
clontly on the liver Best dinner pill,

|
dgeway |

|

Oentiomen,—In driving over fhe mountaina{ took

 seve

cold which settled i my back and kidneys,
onusing me many sleaploss nights of pain. The first
application of MINARD'S LINIMENT w0 relleved
me that 1 fell nt
covery

a doep sloep, and complete re.

tly followed

Annapolis. Joms 8. MoLmon

éihlpm-n = Paten;

= oxw or Tax
Best Family Flours made in Canada.

”:‘n‘muonv o got it for you; if he wont,

J. A, CHIPMAN & Co.,
Head Osntral Wharf, HALIFAX, N. 8,

St

become listless, fretful, without ener
£, thin and weak. Fortify and build
them up, by the use of

3COT’S
EMULSION

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL AND
HYPOPHOSPHITES
Of Lime and Soda.
Palatable as Mil. AS A PREVENTIVE OR
CURE OF COUGHS OR COLDS, fR BOTH
THE OLD AND YOUNS, IT 18 UNEQUALLED.

Genuine made by Scott & Bowne, Belleville,
mon Wrapper: at ail Drugglets,

ol
60c, and

Tomeiys
Nedical Discovery

Takes hold in this order:

Bowels,
Liver,
Kidneys,
Inside Skin,
Outside Skin,
Driving everything before it that ought
to be out

You know whether pou need
it or not.

Sold by every Druggist, and manufaotured by
Donald Kennedy,

ROXBURY, MANS,

Intercolonial Railway.
1891. WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 1892

)¥ AND AFTER MONDAY, the 19th day of
OOTONER, 1893, the Traiis ,will run Daily
(Hunday exce

TRAINS WILL I

od) as follows

AVE NT. JOUN

Day Expross for Halifax and 0
Accommodation for Point du (he
Fast Kxproas for Halifax,
Kxpress for Sussex,
Fast Kxpross for Quebec and Montroal,
A Parlor Car runs each way on expross trains
leaving 5t John at 7.06 v'clock and Halifax at 7.15
oclock John for Quebe
t 16.86 o'clock, and

7.00

mpbellton,

The train leaving 8t John for Quebee and Mon.
troal on Baturday at 16,55 o'clock will run to destina.
arriving at Montreal at 1500 y
ing

TRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT 9T. JOHN—
Expros from Sussex, . 8%
Fast Kxpreas (rom Quobeo and Montresl (ex.

ay) .35

ot from Poled du ( 1.8
Day Kxpross from Halifax, 19.90
Fost Kxpross from Halifax, 22.50

The traine 6f the Intercolonial Railway to and
from Montroal and Quebec ar lighted by sfectricity
and boated by steam from the locomotive ™

All traine sre run by Eastern Standard Timo,

D. POTTINGER,
Ohief Superintendent
Rallway Office, Moncton, N. .,
16th Oet., 1691

WESTERN COUNTIES RAILWAY

WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

AFTER MONDAY, 18th JAN., 1802,
ins will ran Daily (Sunday excepted) as

follows

LEAVE Yarmouth—Express daily af 6.00 a. m., ar-
rive at Anvapolis st 13 noon. Pamsenger and
Freight, Monday, Wednesday and Friday at 1.00
. m., arrive at Annspolis 5.48 p. m.

LEAVE Annapolis—Express daily at
arrive at Yarmouth at 5.20 p.m
Freight,

. m.,
Passenger and
uesday, Thursday and Saturday at 7.30
&.m.,; arrive at Yarmouth 1.5 p. m.
CONNEXIONS—At Annapolis with trains of Wind
sor & Annapolis Kailway. At Digby with Steamer
City of M,

7.8

rmouth and Boston
and Saturday even
ednesday and Satur-
day morning. With Stage daily y excepted)

to and rom Barnngton, Shelburne and Liverpool

Through tickets may be obtained at 126 Hollis
Street, Halifax, and the principal stations on the
Windsor & Annapolis Railway and on board Steamer
City of Monticello

J. BRIGNELL,

Yarmouth, ¥ Gen. Supt,

INTERNATIONAL 5. . (0.

WINTER ARRANGEMENT.

2 TRlPé A WEEK

— FOR —

BOSTON

( TOMMENCING NOVEMBER 2ad, the Steamers
) of leave SAINT JOMN

f this Company wil

Fastport, Portland and Boston
EVERY MONDAY —

|=——— AND THURSDAY

MORNINGS, at 7.95 Standard
Returning, will leave Hoston same duys at §.30
& m., and Portland at 5 p. m., for Kastport and 5t
Joun
Connections at Eastport with
Androws, Oalais and Bt. Stephon

o S

Frelght received daily up to 8 p. i

Through firet and second-class tcketh can be pur
chased and Baggage checked through from all Book
ing stations of all railways, and on board steamer
Clty of Monticello betweon St. John, Dighy, and
Anuapolis.  Also, Freight billed Srough at ex
tremely low rates

E. LAKCHLER,
Agent §t. John, N. B.
B. A. WALDROX,

General Agent,
Boston J. B. COYLE,
Manager
2 V). s o ¥

March 80.

.*, The matter whioh this page contains |

wisoted from various sources; and we

ciat, 1o any intelligent farmer or house

tonts of this single page, from week 1o

35 the yoar, will be worth several times
wription pries of the paper

WAITING ALONE

Waiting alone in the night,

sver a star to shine ;

'r & heart-throb in the fight
Close to this heart of min

Waiting in weary pain,
Almost too woak to moan

No loving hand to share the stra
Waiting, alone, alone!

Waiting, unable to sleep
Thro' the long deagging hours
I'hinking of graves where are buri
All of life's sweetest flowers
Scanning the frowning sky,
Listening for some Iaint call
sceing and hearing no light, no «
Waiting—and that is all.

Waiting on God in the night
Secking His will and choice
Walking by faith, and not by sig

Striving to hear His voiee
Crying to Him to suve

While the storms ne’er abate
<inking beneath the cruel wave

Still for my Lord I wait

Waiting alone in the night,
Facing the doubt and fear;

Fhicker the gloom as the morni;
Steadily draweth near,

Waiting in desperate faith
Whether the heavens fall

Hoping in Him life or .
Tosus, my all in all

come

irely the God of light
Suecor will send to me
tanding alone in the frowning 1
Promise of hel B
trong in His mighty power
Faith can assurance trace
I'rusting that God in the crucial
Surely will give me grace
Capt. R. Kelso (

THE QHOME.

Mins Anmie's nud Wise Mary's

Most young girls have amb

un how o bake cake and make
Some of them go so far as to les
to make bread and biscuit, w
cally the most necessary art t
wnd to bring to perfection, as i
undation of our needs in the

althful and strengthening ov
food,

It is not always a pleasure to
hen-maid to have some of the
adies come into the culinary
ment “to do some baking.” - Th
her about” in many ways, for the
remember where the sugar is |
the flour barrel stands, and wl
must be bhindered, getting toge
the ingredients of the cake, or*w
they have decided to make tha
ing. Then they are not particuls
the table, which she is proud to
white and free from stain. Th
the milk on it, and break the
such & way that the yolks bur
and run down the side of the cal
They scatter their flour all the w
the pantry to the oven.

“I don’t care how often Mis
comes into the kitchen,” said P
but when Miss Mary comes,
me!” and the ;é:‘yd faithful ]
threw up her haids and shook he
“When Miss Annie comes in, she
a large newspaper over my
table. She don't want no wait
ust goes to the pantry and g
things out without any fuss. Sk
spills nothing, and she don’t use
sight of baking dishes, only ju
she has to. There haint no mes
cleared up after her. And Miss
always 80 pleasant. If Idon’tha
feel ‘comfortable as usual,’ sl
she’s very sorry, and fixes me son
to take to help me feel bette
while she's at work she tells n
pretty story she’s been a-reading
Annie never puts her face in
chen door but what I'm glad to

“And Miss Mary ?”

“Well, now, I don’t want to s
thing agin Miss Mary. She's
good in her way. Butits more
for her to paint them pretty
plates and cups and saucers a
things. She painted me a whole
Christmas, the prettiest sort of 1
vellow flowers on ’em. But Mis
somehow, haint got a good r
about common things. She alw
gins, ‘Prigeilla, where do you k
sugar?’ and its Priscilla here ai
cilla there, until my other wor
behind me, and I have to put
she’s gone, to get ketched uj
And Miss Mary can't handle the
as she does her paint brush
daubs it all over the table, w
don’t make no good coloring
sometimes I find lumps of it
chairs. And then she leaves
pile of dishes to be washed up
wni" But then Miss Mary i

in her way, and I says to
Pll try to put up with it. B
wish she was more like Miss
when she’s in the kitchen {0 wor

2

Memory nnd Gratitude in A

The following incident is re
Goldthwait's Magazine of a cel
ion-tamer named Martin, It is ¢
tration of what any one can dise
himself or hemself, by kindly
domestic animals —ady of which
er kindness and also remember

...

When the celebrated animal
who died lately, had retired to
life, he made up his mind on
pay avisit to his former large 1
rie, which he had not seen

years, It was in Brussels,

started for that city from his
seat near Rotterdam. At four
the time for feeding, e ente
menagerie, It was winter ti
Martin was wrapped in a lon
He mingled with the crowd and
until the animals had receiv
food, for which they were waiti
vild impatience. While they +
ng he began to cough. Sudds
mimals stopped eating and 1
hen they broke into wild howl
ad tore at the iron bars so, thi
ofthe timid visitors fled from ¢
ie. The parrots, kangaro

scrém. The hyena and the
}lovvdA In short, it was a perf
am.



