gain while I had breath in my body, should
e find a wisp of dust under his furniture !

1 had to go down soon to help get supper.
paused onc: more for a peep into my nest,
ut the zest had gone out of it, and I only

aw the comfortlessness of the room I had
st left.
Next day, according to my plan, I went
town, but I didn’t get my desk, for I
und 1 dido’t need it near as much as I had
ought I did. A long earnest meditation

y one's self in the night, clears onc’s vision

onderfully sometimes, even though it is as

Park as Fyypt and one's eyes are tight

hut.

I spent my ten dollars, however, and on
¢ way home confided in grandfather and
¢ aided and abetted my plan of keeping

‘om out of my secret. So theznext day

'om was sent over to a farm  several miles

way and given errands enough to keep him

usy most of the day, and then I went to

work., Every inch of washable curface in
{that apartment was scrubbed until it shoze,
Pretty new shades were hung at the polished
windows, a brand-new white spread hid the
“hatchwork quilt, a new leatherette collar and
uff box stood cn  the tidy bureau cover, a
air of military brushes lay side by side on a
ittle wicker tray. T ckle and ammunition
ere packed cut of sight in an nused
firawer, bookshelves und table were neatly
tovered and put to rights.
I knew that rugs and draperies wou'd
eally annoy him, so I didn't attempt them,
but spent the rest of my money for a chair
hat I knew would delight his boyish scul,
h!nmg, and rcomy and comfortable, just the
ing to read in by the hour beside (he clean
mp, under its ncw green shade; this,
ith an easily spared chair from downstairs,
geplaced the broken seats which were
romptly relegated to the attic. ‘T'he wash-
tand stood squarely on four reliable castors,
ind the noseless toilet pitcher gave place to
whole new one* And at the foot of the
jed where her dear eyes would rest upon her
oy the last thing at night and the first thing
h the morning, hung mother’s picture, At
Thst it had glimmered through my selfishness
hat Tom's turn had ¢ me.

It was dusk when Tom  drove into the
Barnyard that night. I was ready for him,
nd 1t was hard to tell whether T or the dear
Id grandpeople were most excited over the

rprise ; but we all kept ourselves back till
ter supper. Then grandmother and I ship
ed away upstairs, while grandfather said,
* Tom, where is that book you were reading
last night ?"

“In my room sr. D) you want it ?”

. “Why, yes, I believe T will let you get it

or me.”

Al right, sir,” and Tom dashed off at

is usual breakneck pace, with grandfather
—wou'd you believe it ?—close behind in
his stocking-feet.
Grandmother and [ were in the closct
peeping through the crack of the door. Tom
ounced in headed for the table, and got
;alf across the ro:m before he saw the
ghange Then he halted and slowly looked
bout him.

I wish I could describe that boy's face. 1
jctually thought once he was going to cry,
nd the way he held out his arms to mot-
er’s picture just broke my heart. T couldn’t
hold back any longer but threw mysclf into
r-os-_ empty arms and he hugged me tight

nd said, huskily, * There, there, Kity, don’t
ry. - It's the dearest surprise a fellow ever
ad, and I didn’t deserve it.”

“Oh, but you did,” I declared. *You
eserve a great deal more than you've ever

from me, and I'm going to be a better
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sister to you, Tom.”

Then the grandpeople came out of hiding
and we all talked at once, and Tom admired
everything to our heart’s content. Yesin-
deed, it paid. Since I've hegunto do my
duty by him he is as thoughtful as any one
could ask about taking care of his belong-
ings. When I spoke of it the other day he
turned red under his ear, but hesaid : ** It's
worth while, Kitty, to look out for things
when somebody beside yourself is interes-
ted.”

I don’t dread to have him come into my
sanctum now, for he is much more gentle,
and we have ever so many cosy talks toget-
her with Tom’s stogy shoes resting on my
rug, and it doesn't hurt it a bit,

He never lct me guess that he suspected
why I didn’t get my desk, but at Christmas
time he gave it to me—the very one I wanted
—though it must have meant real sacnifices
on his part, for ten dollar bills are not very
plentiful with my  brothcr and me.  But I
prize it one hundred times more than if I'd
bought if myself, just as Tom does his recker
and things, and 1'd rather have written all
my lctters to my dying day on the back cf
our old geography, than to have missed the
chance of gaining an inflnence overy hoy
that, ple God, shall help him 2 his
ter so long as we both shall live, —Christian
Observer,

oo

A S?o;tsmun:s. Mecca,

There isno more delightful place in the
Western  Hemisphera for ontadoor life and
petfect sport with rod and gun than the fam-
ous Muskoka Lakes region of the “Highlands
of Ontario,” about 100 miles north of Tor-
onto Canoeing is onc of the many pleasures
the district affords.  The Giand Trunk
reaches it with case and comfot, whirling its
pafsengers through some of the grandest
scenery on earth,

Handsome, illustrated, descriptive matter
sent free to any address on appiication to J.
Quilan District Passenger agent,” Bonevent-
ure Station Montreal,

.o

Reminding the iien,

It's, well I ran into the garden,”
Said Eddie, his face all aglow,

“For what do you think, m imma, happened ?
You never will guess it, | know,

fh e little brown hen was there clucking
sCut-cut ! she'd say, quick as a wink,

Then *Cut-cut ! again, only slower,
And then she would stop short- and think,

“And then she wou'd say it all over—
She did look so mad and so vexed,
For, mamma, do you know, she'd forzotten
The word that she ought to cluck next ;
So I said, *Ca-daw-cut, ba-daw-cut !
As loud and as strong as I could,
And shelooked round at me very thank(ul
I tell you, it made her feel good,

“Then she lapped and said ‘Cut-cut-ca-Jaw «utl”
She remembered just how it went then
But it's well I ran into the gard
She might never have clucked right again!”
—Baby Waorld,

-
The Average Woman

“The average woman” does not sound
like a phrase of high compliment. Yt the
average woman is doubiless the most needod
woman in civilization. It is in‘eresting and
inspiring to see that he his made marked
progress during the centeries.  She is much
more capable and more lovable than three
hundred years ago, Her advance is some-
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A Wise Mother.

A wise mother never attempts to cure the
ailments from which her little ones suffer by
stupefying them with sleeping draughts
“soothing” preparations and similar medi-
cines containing opiates, This class of
medicines are responsible for the untimely
death of thousands of little ones, though
some mothers may not realize it. When
your little ones are ailing give them Baby's
Own Tablets, a medicine sold under a
guarantee to contain no opiate or harmful
druz. Mothers who have used the Tablets
always speak in their praise.  Mrs. A,
Johnston, Eddystone, Ont., says: "I find
Buaby's Own ‘Tablets all you recommend
them to be, My baby was troubled with
eczema, and was very crosss and restless,
but since giving her the Tablets she has
become quite well and is now a strong
healthy child.** Sold by all druggists or
sent by mail at 25 cents a box by writing
to Dr. Willlams' Medicine Co., DBrock-
ville, Ont.

what due to the work of those few leaders
who make new paths, and encourage more
timid souls to follow them. DBut for the
most pait it can be traced to the steady,slow
improvement all along the line—an improve-
ment traceable directly to the average we-
man hersclf,

She makes better bread and better soup
than <he used to make; she reads more
bouk d better ones; she has a firmer
hand and a mcre understanding heart with
iren 5 she gives more discriminatingly in
y 3 her houschold, smail or large, is
batter crdered ; her love has more purity and
more fire ; her religion is more Christlike in
its wisdomn and its compassion.

P.rhaps every average woman in the world
longs 1o do more than the average, Even
that Ionging is her part in the general store
of aspiration and works fo* goode  But it is
a kind of graspingness of waich circumstances
are pretty sure to cure her The Persians
have a proverb, “God tak> good care the
trecs do not grow into the sky.” Words-
worth translates that into English poetry,and
tells us that even a woman who is ““a phan-
tom of delight” must also be

A creature not too bright or good
For human nature’s daily food.
Youth’s Companion.
.-

The Real Secret.

“Tell me not of your doubts and discour-
agements,” said Goethe , *‘I have plenty of
my own,  But talk to me of your hope and
faith.” The tone of complaint is one which
we are all tco ready to accept, and which is
not only irjurious to ourselves, but
huitful to all who come in contact with us.
In speaking of a young woman who had fil'-
ed several good positions,but with no degree
of success, an older woman said: “She
could have kept either position and earned
a good income if she had not been so dissat-
isfied. She was continual'y finding fault,
and never felt that she was appreciated .”

It may be safely said that this attitude of
mind is one that almost predetermines failure
in any line of work. Patience under ad-
verse cirumstances will often bring about
favorable results,while complaint only accen-
tuates and fixes the cause of complaint.
Avoid mention of the disagreeable things
that may come into your life, If you cannot
be patient, you can at least be silent.  The
secret of success lies not so much in know-
ing what to say as in what to avoid saying.—
Boston Traveler,
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