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Lily’a bogka and Lily’s note paper, and 
Lily's manicure -set. Lily sank down, 
pressing her hands to her tired head.

She smiled as she looked at Millicent’s 
coat on à chair. It looked eo big 
ungainly, so-kke its owner. Poor, dear 
old MiLicentl The other girls did not 
understand»

Lily knew that Millicent would go 
through fire for her; then a bit of a 
smile touched Lily’s lips. It probably 
would never be necessary for Millicent 
to go through tire for her. whereas a 
litt.e everyday amiability, a little pleas
antness ou Millicent’s part would be 
very grateful to Lily's patient nerves.

Steps came flying down the corridor, 
the door burst open, in the light of the 
hall Millicent's face was radiant.

"Theresa wanted to come, but I 
wouldn't let her. I'd have kiLed any 
one who tried to tell you before I did— 
and I let them know It, tool Anne 
Brower got up and made such an odd 
speech—«bout loyalty and friendship 
and sacrifice, and a lot more. I didn't 
understand what ehe meant »♦ all. But 
the girls clapped. Oh, '.j» they clap
ped ! And then they took the vote. Lby 
it'd youl And unanimous I I never 
heard of such a thing in college before ! 
Unanimous! I can't imagine how it 
happened, can youf"

"No," said Lily, humbly, "I can't.’’— 
Youth's Companion.

THE MAGIC TOUCH. CHINA’S KITCHEN.GOD.
(By Pauline Frances Camp)

On the edge of the Black Forest,
'Neath the mountain's frowning brow, 

In a tiny little cottage 
Lived a tiny little frau.

All day she cooked, and swept, and 
scrubbed,

Without a thought of rest,
Until the sun had gone to bed 

Down in the crimson west.
Perchance, you think, she lived alone, 
Among her pots and pans.

Oh. no! for there were Elsa, Gretchen, 
Carl, and little Hans.

But you will feel a sadircse,
If you have a heart that's kind,

To learn these little people, every 
One of them, were blind!

By Belle Sparc Luckett.

In a gay mixture of red, green, orange 
and purple, on a square of thin papier, 
are printed the pictures of a number of 
people, all Chinese. There are men and 
women, the wives and servants of the 
principal figure, the kitchen god of 
l'hilia. Tlie large, pleasant-faced China 
man with the fihe hat on his head and 
the Ion-' tail like mustache is said to 
1h- a jncture of Chang Kung, a wonder 
fu. mail, who lived ten or twelve hund
red years ago. The thing that made 
Chang Kung so wonderful was that lie 
lived inside of one yard with nine gen 
orations of his kiu folks, without a 
single quarrel. This wonderful man also 
had a hundred wonderful dugs, a1! of 
them tlie most peaceable and i/olite 
•logs in tlie world, for it is said they 
even waited for one another if any of 
them were late at meal time.

Tlie emperor, hearing of this remark- 
ab.e man and his remarkable family, 
sent for him and asked to know the rec
rut of such household harmony. Fox 
answer, Chang Kung simply wrote the 
word, “Forbearance."

Having a desire that all the ]>eople 
might imitate Chang Kung's example, 
tlie emperor made him a god, and had 
lus image and that of his wives placed 
in Chinese homes to be worshipped by 
Uie whole family, tiu Chang Kung be 
came the kitchen god, who was supposed 
to bring peace and put an end to dis

A kitellen god of thin paper, covered 
with red, green, orange, and purple pic 

be bought for half a cent, 
though others, with pictures of fruits 
and food and animals and people, all 
beaolifu ly cut out and j>asted dn 
sheets of thin paper, are much inure 
costly. But always as the chief figure 
L> the kind faced Chang Kung and 
or more of his gentle looking wives.

They fasten tlie picture over the lit
tle brick kitchen range where the god 
rules with watchful eyes over the duiugs 
of the household. Twice a mouth, when 
the moon is a tiny, new crescent and 
again when it is round and full, the 
family meet to worship this god, and 
lour time each year they have a feast 
in his honor.

The sin# of each member of the fam 
ilv are supposed to be known to him, es
pecially the stea.ing and misdeeds of 
the cook.

Uu tlie twenty fourth of the twelfth 
mouth the dirty, smoky, greasy god is 
taken down from his chimney corner, 
and sugar or molasses smeared on his 
lip» and face while they beg him to tell 
«•uJy sweet things about them wheu he 
gnu» on high to make his yearly re 
port of all he has seen and heard.

After smearing his face, tlie little pic
ture is put into a lamp stand and cover 
ed with rod piper to jook like a sedan 
chair. This is supposed to be the way 

his long journey: 
Bice .strawa are cut into small pieces, 
which are to be the watermelon seeds he 
loves to eat whom he is hungry. Just 
outside the dour is a pile of rice straw, 
on which Uiv little sedan chair is placed, 
»ud then the whole tiling is set on tire, 
and away g«»e.s tlie kitchen-god to tell 
the Pearly Emperor, up in heaven, al. 
about the family affairs and the sins of 
the cook. His presence in the kitchen 
has uot brought peace to the household 
or made tlie cook honest. But just at 
the begiuning of the Chinese New Year, 
lit In supposed to come back again to 
take up his watch, fur a dew picture is 
bought and again fastened over the 
stove against tlie dirty kitchen walL— 
Sunday School Times.

They never saw a bowl that needed 
Washing, nor a cup;

They never saw things lying round 
liât shojld have been picked 

They never saw how fast their mother's 
Hair »«s tv«ning gray;

In fact, thee chldren were in quite 
A melancholy way.

up;

One day the fairy Uood-Will came 
A wandering through the wood*,

And peei»ed in through tin window,
As a proper 

She saw the little blind ones, r id.
Of children being fond,

She touched each eyelid gently 
With the shining silver wand.

Behold a marvel I First, the children 
Look with startled eyes;

Then Elsa seizes broom, and aoh! tlie 
Dust, how swift it flies I 

Carl need the empty wood box -never 
Saw the thing before!

And hastes to fill, his wooden shoes 
A clattering on the floor.

And Gretchen mends the tire,
And she turns the pancakes too;

And chubby little Hansel looks 
To see what he can do.

Then the little fairy Good Will went 
A smiling on her way,

Well pleaded to see the miracle
Her magic wrought that day.

On the edge of the Black Forest, 
'Neath the mountain’s frowning brow, 

In a cheery little cottage 
Lives a cheery little frau;

And her needles click-clack gaily, for 
Her work is lessened much 

Since the children’s eyes were opened 
By the fairy's magic touch.

fairy should,

THE BALANCE SHEET.

Not m an anewer to ite critic*, or 
with the hope of satisfying tlie con 
slant pereietefit demand for lower 
but just a* a matter of newe, tl 
tereeting fact ha* been given out that
tlie Grand Trunk has, within the past 
few year* expended $15,000,(XX), in dou 
ble tracking the main line from Mon 

Chicago, that they have now-
over a thoueand mile* of double lin 
the longest continuous double track un 
der one management in the world.

At the i ame time they have been 
laying down 80 pound steel where in 
former day* there wae 65 and 72 pound 
rail*. And now, having set a new and 
heavier standard, they are replacing 
the 8G pound eteel with new rail* 
weighing 100 pound* to the yard, 
other w^ys they are bringing the eys 
tem up to a standard which will make 
it, in all reepects, a first cl 
Every new bridge put in ie made to 
carry the heaviest load.

All this money, or the mo*t of it, 
finds ite way back to the pocket* of tlie 
people, for the work ie done largely in 
Canada, and the material* entering 
into the work, are largely the products 
of Canadian mill* and Canadian hand*.

And all over the vast system, from 
Niagara on the *outh, North Bay at 
the north—from Portland to Chicago, 
they are building new «hops, round 
houses, elation* and other building®. 
In the double track alone the company 
have provided additional safety that 
nd mere 1>lock system could secure. 
No doubt as bueineas justifie* other 
line* will be double tracked especially 
the lines leading down from tin.' Great 
Lake*, the outlet for the wheat of the 
North weet.

In

"I HAPPIED HIM UP."
Agnes is a little girl with such a bright, 

happy face that it is a pleasure to look

One day, in auswer to her mother’» 
call, she came running home from a 
neighbor’s, two or three doors away.

Her eyes were bright, her lip» so 
smiling, that her mother smiled too.

"Do you want me, mother!" asked 
Agnes.

"No, dear*' *aid her mother. "Not Uiv *'»d travels ou 
for anything important. 1 missed you, 
that is all. Where were you, daughter!"

"At the Bfowns. And oh, mother,
Walter was crpesed, but 1 happied him 
us so that he got all over it; and then 
tlie baby cried, aud 1 had to happy her 
up; then, someone step|»ed on tlie kit 
ten’s tail, and 1 was just going to happy 
her up when you called me."

The mother laughed.
‘Why, what a bappyiag time you had!

It muet njâke you happy yourself to 
happy up little boys, and babies, end 
kittens, fur .you look as happy as pos 
»ible.” ' \

And thU'.ls true. The more we V? 
to make omers happy, the happier we 
shall be ourselves. Then put away frown» 
and pouting lip*. Try to "happy up"
those who are troubled, cross or sick, Without labor there is no arriving at 
end soon you will And yourself eo hap ,**1, nor without fighting can the vio-
py that jour face will shin* with smile*, tory be reeehad.—Thomas a

He who calls on tlie Lord to help him 
up must himself struggle to get onto 
his feet if he would have his prayer
answered.

Caddie (to golfer, who had been lift 
ing the ttirf all the way round the 
course)—"You'll be a stranger in these 
parts. I suppose!"

Golfer—Well, not exactly a stranger. 
I was born here, and all my folks are 
buried hereabouts.

Caddie (aa the golfer lifts another piece 
of turf with hie driver)—1 doot you’ll 
no’ get deep enough with your driver;
you’d better tak' jour iron.


