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(tbilirrm’s UtparhnmL
A True Heart.

There is something pathetic in the 
life of every man confined within prison 
walls, and this pathos grows more in­
tense when all the free outside world 
is glad with the joy that comes in the 
Christmas time. Remorse must weigh 
heavil/ on convicts at this time. For­
getfulness of all the past would be a 
blessed boon to many of them, but 
memory is keenest then, and we do not 
know with what heartaches they recall 
the time when they, too, were free and 
happy.

The warden of the State prison tells 
the following pathetic incident of a 
life-convict :

I was passing out of the prison yard 
one bitterly cold Christmas morning. 
Just outside the gate, and crouching 
close to the high stone wall, I saw a 
thinly-clad little girl of about twelve 
years, her face and hands blue with 
cold. She put out one of her thin 
hands to detain me as I passed.

“ If you please, sir,” she said, and 
stopped, fingering nervously at the 
fringe of her old shawl, and timidly 
glancing down.

“ What is it ?” I asked.
“Well, if you please, sir, I’d like to 

know if I can go inside and see my— 
my father, He’s in there, and I'Ve 
brung him in something for Christmas. 
It ain’t much, and I didn’t s’pose you'd 
mind any if he had it. His name is 
Mister John H------y.”

I recognized the name as that of a 
life-convict—a man notoriously bad. 
I went back into the prison-grounds, 
the child following me eagerly. Going 
to my office I sent for the convict. He 
came, sullen and dejected ; in his face 
was the look of utter hopelessness the 
faces of prisoners for life often wear. 
The child sprang forward to meet him, 
the hot tears streaming over her white

Dyspepsia
Dr. T. H. Andrews, Jefferson Medi- 

cal College, Philadelphia, says of

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate,

A wonderful remedy which gave me 
most gratifying results in the worst forms 
°f dyspepsia.”

It reaches various forms of Dyspep­
sia that no other medicine seems to 
touch, assisting the weakened stomach, 
and making the process of digestion 
natural and easy.

Descriptive pamphlet free on application to 

Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, R.l.

Beware of Substitutes and Imitations.

For Sale by all Druggists.

Mrs. William Lohr
Of Freeport, 111., began to fail rapidly, lost all 
appetite and got into a serious condition from
DvQrwancio She couId not eat vegc- 
t/JfOfJCpbld tables or meat, and even
woarSk.diInrIweeekaUerHtaaking g‘Ve Up house-

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
She felt a little better. Could keep more food 
on her stomach and grew stronger. Sbe took 
3 bottles, has a good appetite, gained 22 lbs 
does her work easily, is now In perfect health."’

HOOD S Bills are the best after-dinner 
FUli. They assist digestion and cure headache.

ARTISTS

Be sure you choose your Oil and Water Colors 
with this trade mark. It stands for the 

celebrated makers,

WINSOR & NEWTON
Manufacturing Artists' Colormen to

HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN AND ROYAL FAMILY.

These colors are within reach of all. Don’t 
risk your picture by using cheap stuff. If your 
art dealer will not supply them send direct to

A. RAMSAY & SON,
MONTREAL,

Sole Wholesale Agents for Canada and 
Manufacturers of White Leads, Col­

ors, Varnishes, Ac., Ac.

The Warsaw 
II Salt Baths
WARSAW, New York.

MOST convenient of access from Ontario of 
any Health Resort In New York. Hot 

water heat, electric bells, hydraulic elevator. 
All forms of Modern Baths are used, with 
special attention to the manipulation of

Natural Salt Water Baths
very effective for Rheumatic and Nervous 
troubles, and as a General Tonic. Among our 
Toronto patrons are: Sir Oliver Mowat, Rev. 
Dr. Dewart. Rev. Dr. MaoLaren, Rev. John Alex­
ander, Rev. Dr. Potts, Hon. O. R. W Riggar, Rev. 
Dr. Caven, Prof. Thos. Kirkland, Rev. Dr. Reid.
CFor information address 
JO°NC. FISHER, M.D., W. B. MILLER, 

Medical Superintendent. Business Manager.

Rri Api/ Groceries and rLAvl\ Provisions

Canned Goods in Great Variety.

CROSSE * BLACKWELLS'
JAMS, JELLIES Etc.

456 GERHARD ST. EAST, T0R0IT0

face. He stepped back, sullen and 
seemingly angry. No word of welcome 
came from his lips for the ragged, 
trembling little creature who stood 
crying before him with something 
clasped in her hand.

“I—I—came to—say ‘ Merry Christ­
mas,’ father,” she faltered. “I—I 
thought maybe you’d be glad to see 
me. Ain’t you any glad, father ?”

Christmas I Christ 1 Oh, what would 
that man not have given for freedom 
of body and soul.

The convict’s head drooped. The 
hard look was going out of his face, his 
eyes were moistening. His little girl 
went ou trembling and tearfully :

“ And—I—brung you something, 
father. It was all I could think of, 
and all I could get. 1 live to the poor- 
house now,” her trembling fingers be­
gan unwrapping the bit of soft white 
paper in her hand, and she held out a 
short shining curl of yellow hair care­
fully tied with a bit of old ribbon. “ I 
wouldn’t give this to anybody on 
earth but you, father. You used to 
really and truly love little Johnnie, 
mother said you did—and so—”

The man fell on his knees, with 
both hands clasped over his face.

“ I did love him,” he said hoarsely. 
“ I love him still ; bad as I am I love 
him still.”

“ I knew it,” said the child, going 
closer, “ and I knowed you’d like this, 
now that Johnnie’s dead.”

“ Dead 1” cried the man, rocking to 
and fro, still on his knees, with his 
hands over his face. “ My little boy 1”

“ Yes,” said the child ; he died in 
the poorhouse, only last week, and 
there’s no one left butme now. But I 
ain’t goin’ to forget you, lather : I’m 
going to stick right to you, spite of 
what folks say, and someday maybe 1 
can get you out of here. I’m going to 
try, I don’t never forget that you are 
my father, and so—”

He put out one arm, drew the child 
toward him and kissed her again and 
again. I silently left the room, and 
they were alone together for half an 
hour. Then the child came out smil­
ing through her tears.

“ Mind,” she said, before closing the 
door, “ I’ll never forgit you, father— 
never.”

It was the voice of a free heart. 
May Christ give it the benediction of 
His peace.— Youth's Companion.

What the Bird Said.
“ I wish I were a bird,” said 

as she stood looking up at the robin 
on a branch above her head. Just 
then the robin broke out into a joyful 
song.

“ Oh, little bird," exclaimed May, 
“ how happy you must be to sing like 
that. I wish I were as happy as you 
are.”

The robin held his head on one side 
and looked down at her a minute, as 
if he were thinking it over. Then he 
sang a song straight to May, and this 
is what he said :

“ Little girl, why should I be any 
more happy than you ? The same 
bright sun is shining on us both ; the 
same blue sky is over our heads. Hap- 
liness is something that is in the 
eart, and not anything that is found 

in the things about us. If you are 
trying to make the best of what you 
have and are not thinking of how much 
more some one else has, you will then 
be happy, no matter how little you 
have. But if you are wishing some­
thing was different, instead of being 
thankful for the blessings you possess,

The Simplex Printer
A new Invention for duplicating copies 

of writings and drawings

From an original, on ordinary paper with any 
pen, 100 copies can be made. 60 copies of type­
writer manuscripts produced in 15 minutes. Send 
for circulars and samples. AGENTS WANTED.

LAWTON & CO.,
22 Vesey St., New York

If
You Think

•ny kind of a crop will do, then 
■my kind of seeds will do ; bat for 
the beet résulta you should plant

FERRY’S SEEDS.
Always the beet, they are recognised 

the standard everywhere. 
Ferry’s Seed Annual Is the most 
Important book of the kind pub­
lished. It Is Invaluable to the 

planter. We send It free.
D.AL FERRY & CO. 
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Oat.

matter

EQ.UIRED for the Battleford Indian 
Industrial Institution in the North- 
West Territories, a Lady Tea.-her who 

can act as Assistant Matron if necessary—also 
a Lady Teacher for the Elkhorn Institution. 
Those conversant with music and the Kinder­
garten system preferred. Applicants should 
address “ The Indian Commissioner." Ottawa, 
stating qualifications and salary required.

hs, Marriage , & Deaths.

DIHD.
January 27th. 1893, at Granville, N.Y., the Rev. 

C. H. Lancaster rector of the Protestant Epis­
copal Church in that place.

you will never be happy, 
how much you have-.”

Then the bird flew away, and 
sat down on the grass to think it over. 
As she thought about it, the sky seem­
ed bluer and the sunlight brighter, and 
the air sweeter ; but she thought she 
had never seen so many golden butter­
cups growing in the grass.

But the only thing that was really 
changed was May’s own heart. That 
now was filled with happy thoughts.

* guess the robin was right, 
said, getting up to pick a bunch of 
buttercups.

Then she went home singing a little 
song as sweet and joyous as was the 
robin’s song. a,

-------------------- .. \
The Strawberries and the Dying

Child.
of «taw-

t

A little girl once had a 
berries. Very anxious was she that 
they should ripen and be fit to eat. 
The time came. “ Now for a feast,” 
said her brother to her one moi 
as he pulled some beautiful ones for 
ber to eat. “ I can’t eat these,” she 
said, “ for they are the first ripe fruit." 
“ Well,” said her brother, “ all the 
more reason for our making a feast, 
for they are the greater treat.” “ Yes ; 
but they are the first ritte.” " Well, 
what of that ?” “ Dear father told me 
that he used to give God the first out 
of all the money he made, and that 
then he always felt happier in spending 
the rest ; and 1 wish to give the first 
of my strawberries to God too.* “ Ah, 
but,” said her brother, “ how can you 
give strawberries to God ? and even if 
you could, He would not care for them.” 
“ Oh, I have found out a way," she
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