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Qomdueted by HELENE

 fThe. twentieth century girl is am-
bitious for a career. She has @
great desire to go out into the world
and make a place for herself. The
horizon of ‘the home seems to her
. wery narrow, and she is dissatisfied
with the opportunities which
to ‘her there. She longs for the
wide field, for contact with the out-
side world, for the right to stand
shoulder to shoulder with her bro-
ther as a bread-winner. There
many a home where there Is
daughter to step

come

is
no
necessity for the
into
There is enough and fo spare
all her needs. Father and mother
dréad the thought of her

the ranks of wage-earners.

for

leaving

them, though they may yield re-
luctantly when they find her heart
set upon it. But many a girl goes

away from home, lured by the hope
of what she calls a career, leaves be-
hindher as noble a career as any girl
could wish for. The girls of to-day
need to realize  that the daughter
who stays at home may fill a post
of honor as well as she who goes
out into the world to do her work.
To be her mofher's dependence and
the comfort of her father's heart, to
help in the training and guiding of
the younger children, to brighten and
sweeten the life
more could a girl ask for than this?
_'l'hink of your place in the home as
a post of the highest honor. Do
not let yourself envy the girl who
is going abroad to study 'art, or the
one who has accepted a business
position and is earning a good sal-
ary. To be queen of the hearth is
the highest honor of all.

it b

HAVE YOURSELFLOOKING YOUR
BEST AT ALL TIMES.

Look your best at all times. Don’t
wear your best clothes at all times,
but ‘“‘look your best.”” Don’t think,
“Now, I'll just put on this waist
underneath my coat; it’s soiled, but
it won’t show,’”” etc. As sure as
you do you will take your coat off
or break your arm, or in some way
be shown the error of your way.

““What do you dress every: evening
for in those pretiy light things when
you never go out?* was asked of a
den girl by her next door neighbor
as she interestedly watched the pro-
ceedings, 5

“Why, because I feel better, I sup-
pose. I have always done it, and it
has become as much a matter of
course as having my breakfast in
the morning.””

This same den girl, when she
comes from her work at night, slips
out of her clothes into a completely
fresh set, inexpensive and simple,

woman.’”” The next afternoon she
may don some of the same - things,
but the blouse will be different, be-
cause the variety, she thinks, rests
her, and then this Lady Dainty, who
works day by day, is. prepared either
to see her friends or enjoy an even-
ing with her books, and she at least
knows the joy and power of clothes
and the blessing of possessing the
knack of wearing them.—New York
Mail.

it At
HANGING SHELVES.

An extra shelf or two does a great
deal by way of relieving congestion
where the bookcase or china closet is
small. These shelves, by the way,

© are comparatively easy to make
. and inexpensive to buy if you've no
handy man to wield hammer and
WA,
. Mission ideas have inspired many
& man—and woman, too, for that
matter=to build bits of his own
Yurniture. Bookshelves of  every
sort,  especially = those with  the
like
‘seams, are among the most
of | the made  at

R

of the home—what { —and if she wears the fetching short

recess, made immovable, but the
better way is in making them like a
separate case which fits snugly but
easily into the wall. Then at clean-
ing time the case may be entire-
ly removed for the better getting
eid of dust.—Chicago Record-Herald.

it At b
THE LIFE BESIDE US,

Ever at our side there is a golden
life being lived. A princely spirit
is there who sees God and enjoys
the bewildering splendors of His
face. An unseen warfare is raging
round our steps, but that beautiful,
bright spirit lets not so much as the
sound of it vex our ears. He fights

for us, asks no thanks, hides ' His
silent victories, and continues to
gaze on God., His tenderness ' for
us is above all words. His office

will last beyond ‘the grave until, at
length, it merges into a still sweet-
er tie of something like heavenly
equality, when, on the morning of
the resurrection, we pledge each
other in those first moments to an
endless, blessed love. Till then we
shall never know from how many
dangers He has delivered us, nor
how much our salvation is actually
due to Him.

it At

Now, when long gloves are what
every woman thinks she must have

sleeves, she must have gloves to
m@et them—and when she finds out
that one pair of the coveted takes
just three dollars and fifty cents out
of her pocket, she will welcome sug-
gestions. The hands of long gloves
wear no longer than do those of or-
dinary length. They wear out and
get shabby. When ' they do that
dreadful thing, cut off the hands and
stitch a short pair of gloves to the
arms of the long ones. The seam
will not show in the wrinkles. By
confining the purchase to black and
white gloves, and black ones are the
extreme of fashion this year, this
economy can be practised. It is ex-
travagant to pay so much money
for gray or brown gloves as it is
hard to, match their shades after a
little wearing. The best thing to
do with soiled white gloves is to
take them to the glove department
of a dry goods shop and leave them
to be cleaned. By paying ten cents
for a short pair or twenty cents for
long ones, they will be beautifully
cleaned and returned to you with-
out any trouble. Long silk gloves
can be substituted for kid ones and
cost one dollar or at some shops
seventy-five cents a pair. For
voung girls or for dances silk gloves
are much worn.
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MADE OF HANDKERCHIEFS.

Another one of the many uses to
which handkerchiefs may be put

collar and
handkerchiefs
them of; pne side, with a

half inches deep for the collar,
each of the other points making a
cuff four inches deep.

Then take valenciennes lace about
an inch wide, and ease it, instead
of fulling it around the hems. Too
much fullness makes the lace turn
back on the cuff, and roll upy

when you wear it,
In making them up, especially for
a gift, the daintiest way, of course,

is
in the fashioning of the guaintest of
cuff sets. Embroidered

are chosen to make
corner
forming each end, cut off two and a
and

in
anything but a pretty fashion when

B e— :
“ My wife took La e when she was
Rl i i
arm, e.,'in an At a
botth'sul’-;elﬁnou’lllbr -aa.-:uﬁ:.
f"ad"'m"x:ma  well, ltookmn.c;ld
and am ‘it an right.
robeg o Bt gy g k-l
on the market to-day.”
There you have the whole matter in a
nutshell. La Grippe and colds are among
the forerunners of consumption.
This man had one, his wife had the other.
Psychine not only cured both but it built
them up so that their bodies are strong
gh to resist di All seeds of
comsumption are killed by

PSYCHINE

ggc. Per Bottle

sizes 81 and 82—all druggists.
OR. T. A. SLOCUM, Limited, Toronto.

is _to sew the bands on by hand,
making your stitches as nearly in-
visible as possible. A quick way is
to stitch them on by machine, some
women claiming that the machine
stitching makes a firmer finish. What
is as firm and yet gives the dainty
touch of handwork is to do the first
stitching of the band by machine and
hem, it down by hand.
Handkerchiefs embroidered in
white make the daintiest of all the
sets—the kind that may be = worn
with any color or with white equal-
ly well; but those with bits of color
introduced into the work have a
style about them that is most wun-
usual.

There are those with tiny flowers
done in an effective blue—one of the
many shades which come under the
name of French blue. All the rest
of the embroidery is white, only
‘the flowers (and those not set close-
ly together) are in*blue.

The same idea comes in red
violet.

Sometimes it is possible to get a
handkerchief with a set little de-
sign, which can be matched fairly
well in the lace that is to go with
it, which® adds just one more. bit
of beauty to their sef. i
When you put them on, 'set a pret-
ty stiff cuff pin right at the point
to keep it from curling up—the cuff
should beadjusted, of course, so that
the point is on the upper side of the
sleeve, instead of being turned too
far around.
They are not only easy to make—
these sets—but they are among the

all

and

two odors that
are violet and heliotrope, and
addition of a little sandalwood to
that will baffie those who smell
as to the identity. White rose and
heliotrope blend very sweetly,

bination of odors that will increase
the pungency and make the result
more lasting. Carnation is a
lightful und"apicy odor of itself, but
the addition of white rose makes it
sweeter and a little daintier. A num-

'LIVER COMPLAINT.

The liver is the largest gland in the body; its

R

TIMELY HINTS.

|liquid till the color is restored;

the wood with water, dry

?aSieSt Rt do. up; af‘d if_ YOU | gant and estimable lady, and = who
fron'the lace: while it '15 still wet can bake the finest cake e¢ver made,
1t will come out vary like new. having sent us some and therefore
34 making us a judge, and who has a

ok L family of nice, clean, polite children,

3 2 & and’ who plays the piano beautifully
BLENDING | EBREUMBES. and gives lessons on the same to a

4 il our littl

The blgnding of perfumes will ,be few fortunate pupils in e

found delightful for sachet bags. The
mix most perfectly
the

these will produce *an exquisite odor
it

and
lilac and violet make a dainty com-~

de-

Stains and spots mdy l\m taken out
of mahogany with weak aqua fortis
or oxalic acid  and water, rubbing
the part with a cork dipped in thef

often be made to look like
boiling a little chloride
the water with which they are ‘ﬁio‘d.

L B
RECIPES.

Salad Dressing—A delicious dress-
ing for fruit salad (a mixture of
diced apple, orange, banana and ce-
lery) is made by stirring gradually
one-half cupful of melted butter into
one cupful of slightly sour, rich
cream. When the cream is a foamy
mass add drop by drop the juice of
a lemon, beafing quickly to preveﬂ
curdling, and continue to beat for
several minutes after the lemon juice
is all added, then with an egg beater
gradually incorporate with the cream
the well-beaten "hites of two eggs,
adding salt and pepper to taste. The
fruit should be icy cold when the
dressing is turned over iv.
Cheese Salad.—Rub cream
to a paste with cream and mold
in tiny cone-shaped molds or
small cups. Press several pecan
meats into each one and afterwards
roll the molded cheese in ground nut
meats. Serve on lettuce leaves and
mayonnaise.

Pineapple Layer Cake—Cream one-
half of a cup of butter and one and
one-half cups of sugar gradually,
beating all the time until creamed.

cheese
it

Add three-fourths of a cup of milk
and tyo cups of flour; beat wuntil
smooth. Beat the whites of four

eggs to a stiff froth, add to the bat-
ter with two teaspoonsful of baking
powder. Turn into greased layer
ting and bake in a quick oven for
twenty minutes. When the cake is
cool, spread pineapple marmalade be-
tween the layers and ice the top—
or if candied pineapple is used, cut
in slices and put between the layers
with marmalade filling.
Eggs baked with cheese are ap-
petizing. To prepare this dish cut
some rounds of bread an inch thick,
bufter them and then spread with
thin slices of cheese, leaving hol-
lows in the center. Into these hol-
lows carefully break an egg and
sprinkle the tops with salt, pepper,
and a little grated cheese. Bake
until the eggs are set.

ot Ak
FUNNY SAYINGS

SOCIETY ITEM IN MISSOURI

The following graceful acknowledg-
ment and uews item combined ap-
peared recently in the coluians of a
Missouri contemporary:
‘“Mrs. Henry Woggs, who is a plea-

city, had a tooth pulled Friday.''—
Harper’'s Weekly.

. b b
THE WRONG KIND OF A BADY.

In a certain home where the stork
recently visited there is a six-year-
old son of inguiring mind. When he
was first taken in to see the new
arrival he exclaimed: ‘‘Oh, mamma.
it hasn’t any teeth ! And no hair!”
Then, clasping his hands in despair.
he cried : “Somebody has doné us!
Tt's an old baby.” "’

ber of odors combined in: various

ways and scattered through onefs ef- .'l'l' O  ¥ 0

fects in tiny sachet bags or en-

velopes will produce an odor that is A POSER.

altogether fascinating, delicate and 4
difficult of detection. Nell—Supposing, Uncle' Septimus,|

One has lovely curly hair and
straight nose, and the other  looks
simply adorable in his uniform
posing that they both wanted -
marry you, which would you choose?
~Punch, . bt ;

Long, long ago I heard a little song,

8o lowly, slowly wound’ the tune
A melody ctonsoling and endearing:

And still, in silent hours, I'm often

Long,long ago I saw a little lower—

A thought of joy tha

in|,

that you knew two nice young men. |
al

(Ah, was it long ago or yester-
day?) iy

along, i
That far into my heart it  found
the way;

hearing
The small, sweet song that does
not die away.

(Ah, was it long ago or yester-
day ?) &

So fair of face and fragrant for an
hour,

That something dear to me-
seemed to say;

it

lossomed into

being
Without a word, and now I'm often
seeing
The friendly flower that does not
fade away.
Long, long ago we had a little
child—
(Ah, was it long ago or yester-
day ?)
Into his mother’'s eyes and mine he
smiled
Unconscious love; warm in our
arms he lay.
An angel called! Dear heart, we

could not hold him.
Yet secretly your arms and mine en-
fold him—
Our little child who does not go
away.

Long, long ago? Ah, memory, make

it clear—
(Ah, was it long ago or yester-
day ?)
So little and so helpless and 80
dear— ?
Let not the song be lost, the

flower decay,
His voice, his waking eyes, his gen-
tle sleeping;
The smallest things are safest in thy

keeping
Sweet memory, keep our child with
us alway.
—Henry Van Dyke.
N
ot b

WHO SOW IN TEARS SHALL REAP
IN JOY.

(A Sonnet—By Archbishop O'Brien.)

I sit within
years

And pensive count the moments that
have flown;
Too much joy this throbbing heart
hath known;
And yet my joy was often bought
with tears,
And with my budding hopes were

the shade of buried

mingled fears;

But when in silent grief the seed was
sown,

The harvest rich in happiness was
mown;

As lovely Morn from Night’s dark
tomb appears.
And thus I sit, whilst slowly move
the hands
Between the dial points of Birth and
Death;
Chill winds of coming ageé my dark
locks kiss
And sob as from life’s glass flow out
the sands;
Yet oft they whisper with their icy

breath, e i
“Through trials’ here is earnt a

crown of bliss.”

ﬂu Q,M ,B!'ord.
ho had treus

From the Garden of the Bleased—
Out of Childhood, out of Ybuth

Out, of Trust, and out of Truth,

Pathless wanderers are we,

Shamed, and sad, and wildly free,
Helpless, hopeless of reward.

Oh, Angel of the Spoken Word,
Call us now, who have transgresgeq
To the Garden of the Blessed,

Let us im that all is Light,
Strength and Beauty, and the Right
While the Universe is bound

Anh the little world goes round,
And the name of God is heard.
—Corinne Barry,

in San Franciseo
Bulletin.

ot b

IS IT ENOUGH ?

Is it enough to give the best of life?

To fill with hope the fardel of

friend ?

Is it enough in torture to bear strife,

Another’s weak and heedless aimg
to mend ?

Will it suffice, when all this
past,

To know we came when others dar.
ed command,

Nor hoarded gifts with any grudg-

ing hand ?
To see the sneer and answer not, nor
groan ?

To feel the tight
deep, and smile ?

To laugh when sobs are near ? To be
alone

When the heart fails? To know the
little while

God gives us for our worry? To pray

a

lifo is

chain wearing

and fail ?
To rise again and beg for love
that dies ?
To see, thro’ burning tears, the
weary trail
On dry, dead fields, beneath hot

+ shining skies ?

However salt the cup our lips must
taste,

It is the glory of a warrior’s fate

To battle for the meed that others

waste
And sink unconquered all when day
grows late.
This must suffice, to struggle, hope
and die;

To carry crosses over thorny ways;
To know Gethsemanis; give love for
hate—
Christ’s followers thus thro’
appointed days.
—S8. M. O'Malley.
L I R
THE MESSAGE OF EASTER.

He spake, the Lord of all the earth,
From out the glowing skies;
He bade the grave its victim yield,
And called the dead to rise.

life's

An angel rolled the stone away
And from the grave’s deep gloom
The risen Lord in glory came
Triumphant from the tomb.

The lilies sprang to meet him
Along the sunlit way,

And Nature donned her floral robes
That golden Easter Day.

The birds flew forth on joyous wing,
God’'s ‘messengers of peace,

To bid all weeping eyes look up
And hopeless sorrow cease.

And hence for aye the Baster-tide
This message sweet shall bring,
““The Graye no more hath victory,
And Death hath lost its sting!”’

—From “‘When the Lilacs Bloom,”
by Julia R. Galloway.

People in the Country
and small towns have got to, consider fire
—and take every precaution in building
hiones, . Fireproof is an attractive feature of

pear Girls and Boys :

1t looks as if w he
pad effect on the nieces
phows.  Not one has Wwri
week. Oh, well, I expec
il receive accounts 1
week of how you spent th
foast, and how pretty
churches looked; because
day we all look for abun
fowers on our alfars. 1
got dffappoint me.

Your lovlné
AUNT ]
b it P

I'M NOT TOO YOU!

I'm not too young for Go
He knows my name &I
too;
And all day long He look
And sees my actions th
through.

He listens to the words I
He knows the thoughts
within;
And whether I'm at work
He's sure to see me if ]

1f some one great and goc
It makes us careful what
And how much more oughi
fear
The Lord who sees us ths
through !

Thus, when inclined to do
However pleasant it may
I'll always try to think of
I'm not too young for G
~Young Folks.

b b b
JOHNNY’S DIME NO'

*Johnny, I want you to
store for me, please.””

No answer,

A wait of several minut

“Johnny, I want you to
the store, please.””

Still no reply and a fur

“Johnny, will you pleas
at once and go to the st
me ?”’

At this appeal there was
ment from the boy, who le
ed out on the floor, and a .
right, mother, wait a minu

“You get right up,’”’ said
father decidedly, ‘“and do
mother asks you to do at

Reluctantly the lad arose

“I could have finished it
other five minutes,’”” he re
ed. “It had just come to
part. ‘“‘Terrible Dick,” had
caught ‘Flying Tom,’ and
his pistol out and—’?

“You ought not to res
trash,” said Johnny’s fat!
provingly. “I wouldn’t le
I were you, mother,””

“He's always got one of
rid books with him; I wish
give up the habit,”” repliec
"Here, Johnny,” she went
this list and go to the st
me. Take the big basket
hurry; it’s getting late.’”

Johnny  todk the piece
put the basket on his arm,
ed forth, buttoning up his
he went out,

It was some distance t
store; for Johnny Billings,
father and mother, lived in

'y, Night was just faliz
did not much relish the tri
ever, he set out at a good
:;: soon covered half the

N he cam
i gl e in sight of t
The “Three Sisters’ wer
but three bare, gaunt -
somehow Johnny had alw
garded them with a sort
They looked 80 ¢cold and. f
5 they stood  there in t}
winter's day.  The silly st
had been reading, would
Ing back to his mind. * Wha




