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with you until some of the folks came, 
hut—" He stopped and did not finish 
the sentence. “Come, we will gather up 
the money, and put it away. You must 
not spread it out that way again. Then 
you must go Into the house, and fasten 
the door, end stay in until they come. 
Will you do that, for me l" and he 
smiled ooaxingly into the Mue eyes that 
were raised to his trustingly.

BABY'S OWN TABLETS.
A SMILE IN EVERY DOSE

upon the life of evil that had held him 
in its clutches, and, with set face and 
■steady dark eyes, had made his vow to 
Ood that he would walk the earth ee hnn 
est a man as a child had thought him.

The mother who, in her gratitude for 
what Baby's Own Tablets have done for 
he.* child, said that “There's a smile 
in every dose” coined a very happy and 
very true phrase. The tablets cure all 
the minor alimente of babies and young 
children, 
py little 
bum, Ont., eay 
Own Tablets to 
I think they are the beet 
can be given a baby. Tliey are splen- 
di I at teething time, and for stomach 
and bowel troubles. You don't need a 
doctor if you keep Baby's Own Tablets 
ii. the house." That's about the high 
eit praise a mother can jrive and it's 
true, every word of it. You cau get the 
Tablets from any medicine dealer or 
by mail at 25 cents 
William#’ Medicine Go., Brockville, Ont.

CONDESCENSION.

Gwendolen Jones was chubby end sweet.
And her age was half past three:

And she lived in a house on Wellington 
Street,

In the yard with the walnut tree.

Harold Percival Marmaduke Smith 
Was almost half past four;

And he said, when they gave him a base 
ball and bat,

That he'd “play with the girls no

"Yes," she promised. "But you must 
not go. Wait to see my father and 
mother, and Katie—" -but he shook his 
head decidedly, and she paused.

"No, I cannot. Good bye, little one." 
She had not even told him her name. 
"Be sure to stay in until some one 
conies to take care of you," and he 
turned awav.

"Wait—you have left your bag," she 
called alter him, with a sudden thought. 
He turned and paused, half way down 
tiie path. The dark eyes did not look 
tired now, in spite of the encounter of 
a few minutes before. There was a cur 
ions light in them—-an uplifted look 
that puzzled the child.

“No. I did not forget it. Tell 
father that it is for him—that I

and make bright, smiling, hap 
ones. Mrs. John Young, An 

s: "I have used Baby's 
r more than a yea 

medioiiM

Gwendolen Jones she gazed through the

At an end were all life's joys.
As she saw the friend of her youth de 

part
“To play with the great big boys."

Harold Percival Marmaduke Smith 
Up to the field marched he;

But his eye was blacked, and his head 
wai' whacked,

And his ball no çiore did he *ce.

a box from the Dr.

IN THE LAND OF MANDALAY.

Elephant* dearl 
save a keeper of 
turee. “When engaged in the 
trade in Burma, 1 observed 
pranka played bv them. I eaw a calf 
plav a muet ludicrous trick on ita 
mother. The older animal was haul 
iug a log. which fifty coolie# could not 
have moved, from a river tb the eaw 
mille, quite unsuepicioue of any guile 
in the bosom of her offspring. The young
ster took a turn with his trunk round 
one of the chain trace# and pulled 
back with all hi# might. Thie addition
al weight oaueeu the mother to etop and 
look behind her; but, diecovering the 
cause, ehe gravely shook lier head and 
prepared to reeume her task of drawing 
the log to the mill.

Thie wu# juet what the little imp ex 
peeled, and. before the strain was put 
on again, he kicked 
which fastened the long chain to the 
log. A# the mother again began to 
pull, he held back with all hie etrengUi 
on the chain until her muscles were In 
full plav. and then suddenly let go. 
The effect wae dieastrous in the ex 
treme. Down went the old elephant 
on her knee#, and the driver describe'* 
a most graceful and prolonged curve 
More he landed on the ground. Bui 
like a cat, he etruck on hie feet, and, 
blurting 
clamatio

ly love a joke," 
these uuwieldly créa 

timber
left it for him—loi the sake of the me- 
gage and the little daughter -who w«s 
so good to me," he said, steadily. "Can 
you remember, and tell him juet ihat 
way! Let me hear you say it after me."

She repeated the meesage correctly. 
Then a troubled look rame into her eyes. 
“I don't want you to go," she said, with 

He looked

eome queer

And tL_- brja called him "Baby" be 
oause ne cried,

Did Teddy and Willie and Tim;
And they chased him away when he 

threatened to tell,
And said they'd "no use for him."

Gwendolen Jones came down to the

And her face wore a joyful smile 
When Harold Percival Marmaduke said 

H-i'd p’ay with her "once in a while."
—St. Nicholas.

a hint of tears in 1 ai voice, 
across the fields, .nd eaw a figure hunry 
mg toward the > ouse—the girl who ought 
not to have leit dt. Then he turned to 
the child.

"Come here," he said, and she obeyed. 
Stooping, he put hi# arm about her 

and kissed her once lightlyonce more, 
on the forehead.

"Katie is coming, Bun and meet her, 
and tell her all about the man who was 
taking your money,” he said, 
tie trick served its purpose, 
tention diverted, she let him go, end 
scampered away to meet the girl at the 
pasture bars, while he strode rapidly 
awsy in the opposite direction from the 
village and the departed tramp.

An hour later the father and mother 
made their appearance, 
no jvy in theii home-coming. Madeline 
was not old enough to understand the 
white despair in the face of tlie man 
and women who came in and *at heavi
ly down. It was Katie who heard the 
story with open eyed wonder.

"It was an old safe—1 suppose the 
combination was an easy one, for he 
did not even -blow the doors open. And 
every cent of the bank’s funds is gone, 
and not a sign of -a clue to the robbers," 
he said, unemotionally. What good 
would emotion dot It could not bring 
baok the long hoarded dollars which he 
had lost, lie rose to go out to his 
eivening duties—diu ties that -seemed a 
mockery of his lang, wasted industry, 
now that the toilsome fruits were swept 
away in a night. His eyee caught the 
bag, that still sat by the door. Mada 
line had sturdily refused to let Katie 
even touch it, mudh as she would have 
liked to peer into its mysterious depth*. 
His question brought the story which the 
child had scarcely finished telling the 
girl; -the story which she waited with 
impatience to tell to him.

"Well, well, I don't know who he 
could have been, or what lie means by 
this, Im sure," he said, in a puzzled 
tome. But he knew when he opened the 
bag. It held the missing bank funds.

And for the sake of the “mogage” and 
the child who had been so innocently 
trusting and friendly—for the sake of 
the smile she had given him, and the 
light of un dimmed faith in the goodness 
of men in the blue eyee that had look 
ed so feMlessly Into his own—for the 
eake of the atom of good that she had 
made to etir in his heart—a mai^ far 
away on the road had turned his baok

THE PRICE OF A DOG.
The lit- out the iron hook

A German newspaper recently pub
lished an account of a London u- g 
show and mentioned the prices at which 
some of the prize specimens were held 
by their owners. “Lady 
tie Japanese spaniel," said the corres
pondent, "could not be purchased for 
200,000 marks, and no one could put a 
price on Queen Alexandra's prize grey 
hound. There are, in fact, hundreds 
of animals on view, any one of which 
is worth a fortune." A few days after 
the article was published a peasant went 
to the newspaper office with a large, 
shaggy mongrel and asked to see the 
man who wrote about the dogs. “He 
is in England," the man was told 
“Well," he said, "possibly you can tell 
me what this animal is worth. My wife 
wants me to keep him, but if dogs are 
so valuable I am willing to part with 
Hans." The publisher smiled and told 
the man that his dog was not of the 
valuable kind.
Two years ago, when my wife and I 

both in the fields, our hired wo
man left the children alone, and while 
she was gone the house took fire. This 
dog ran in and carried down the little 
one and chased.the others out. He sav
ed them all, and you say he's not valu
able. What has the 200,000 mark dog 
done!" "Probably nothing," was the 
answer, "but he Is perfectly bred and 
beautiful." "Now I understand," said 
the peasant, "great family and fine 
clothes—just 
Hans I"

Her at

Holland's lit

But there was

out eome heavy Burmese ex
ile whiepered a 

few word» in the ear of the amazed 
victim of this unfilial practical joke.
She seemed to understand him at-----
and there eneued one of the mr»t ex 
citing chase# it has ever been my good 
fortune to witness.

"The calf scented danger and fled, 
pursued by the mother. The youngest 
was quicker in turning, but at last he 
was cornered.

ons of wrath,

The maternal trunk
emote him on his loin*. Tie gave a 
shriek; at a second etroke he dropped 
on his knee# and took hie punishment 
bravely and patiently. A few minutes 
later he walked past ue to the shed ; but 
hie trunk wae drooping, and the great 
team were counting silently down hie 
Indiarubber <heeke. I wae sorry for 
the poor little fellow, and I noticed that 
at dinner time hie mother wae gently 
rubbing him down with her trunk and 
manifesting many signe of affection." 
—Popular Magazine.

"Not! Not valuable!

The hand that carries a basket of food 
to the poor is serving the Lord as truly 
as the hand that rules empires.

The fellow who prates about righteous 
■ness and gives 14 ounces to the pound 
needs readjustment at both ends.

By resisting the storms the fiber is 
strengthened ; by yielding to them the 
end of life is at hand.

Liberality Is too often a tree that lit 
tie men climb for the purpose <rf look 
ing over their neighbors' fences.

like our nobles. Come

Central Presbyterian : The beet thing 
we can wish for and ask /or is the king
dom of God, in ourselves, among 
fellow-men and in all the world. It is

perfect submission to God's will, 
and the absolute reign of God'e holy 
will among men. And that is the bless 
ing beyond which we can imagine noth
ing.

the

If you want your good resolutions to 
last put some backbone into them.
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