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... Twenty Times:» Dey.
Twenty Urnes s lu, dear,

Twenty Urnes a dey.
Your mother thinks about you,

At school or else at play.

She’s busy In the kitchen.
Or she’s busy up the stair.

But like a song her heart within 
Her love for you is there.

There’s just a little thing, dear. 
She wishes you would do.

Twenty times a day, dear,
And more, I’ve heard you say,

“I’m coming in a minute,"
When you should at oooe obey.

At once, as soldiers, instant 
At the motion of command ;

At once, as sailors seeing 
The captain's wanünghand.

il IHum Christian Andersen—dear old Hans, be
loved alike by child and adult—has celebrated the 
trials and tribulations of an unfortunate under the 
title of “The Ugly Duckling,” and mothers read 

to their little ones and sigh over the 
sufferings of the unknown, utterly un- 
f the fact that they themselves are com

mitting the very error that the little story is 
Intended to show up. The Lord created nothing 
without a purpose, and the spark of vanity which 
he has placed In the bosom of every created being 
has over and over again been a means of saving 
grace when admonition and reproof have failed. 
Beware how you kill this out in a child. When 
that is dead, life is not living but merely existence. 
To treat a child only with reproof for wrong
doing is to crush her beyond hope. To lead her to 
think that there is nothing about her worthy of 
praise, no good point in looks, behavior or manner, 
which may be commended, is cruelty. • 
queried a broken-hearted little girl (aye I children’s 
hearts do break), “is there one thing about me that 
is good or pleasant?” The child had never been 
praised for good, she had merely been reproved for 
evil, until she believed that there was nothing in 

w. Suppose you, grown woman that you 
I be daily and hourly subject to reproof 
husband, brother or father ? How do 

you think you would hear the strain ? •• Oh. that’s 
different,” you say. Pardon me, it is not différent. 
I ware say that if those nearest and dearest to you 
were questioned and were to answer truly, they 
would say you were far from perfect In fact 
angels have gone out of fashion at the present 
date. At least there have been none 
streets tor a number of years, nor can I find any
one who has conversed with one recently. And yet 
with all your failings, after years of experience and 
discretion, you expect perfection from a little un
formed mind ana character that is buffeted by 
twice the temptations that you are daily subjected 
to. You can never know, because
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I You oouM make the mother happy 
By minding in this way,

Twenty times a day, dear,
Twenty times a day.

-U ways, AdIn Goolc£1 not praise
Clara Robinson. Set.
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A Dentist and the Cats.
I think you will laugh at reading the following Jj 

anecdote about cats that I met with the other day. ' 
A famous German dentist had a very valuable ; • 
tortoiseshell cat, that for days did nothing but 
moan. Guessing the cause, he looked into his 
mouth, and seeing a decayed tooth, soon relieved It 
of its pain. ' The following day there were at least 
ten cats at his door, the day after twenty, and they 
went on increasing at such a rate that he was 
obliged to keep a bulldog to drive them away. 
But nothing would stop them. A cat that had the 
toothache would come any number of miles to Mm 
It would come down the chimney even, and not 
leave the room till he had taken its tooth out. It 
grew such a nuisance at last that he was never free 
from one of these feline patients. However, being 
one morning very nervous, he accidentally broke 
the jaw of an old tabby. The news of this spread 
like wildfire. Not a single cat éver came to Mm
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child (at least so one might imagine to hear you 
talk), the actual heroism it takes tor your little 
daughter to pass the sugar bowl without extracting 
the lumps she has been forbidden to take. It 

like a small thing to you, but it is great to 
her, for her longing and temptation are great. 
Set yourself to correct one of your own smallest 
but most persistent faults and see how hard it is to 
keep vour word to yourself. It sounds like a ridicu
lous thing, perhaps, but have you a habit of frown
ing or biting your nails, or pursing up your Ups in 
an unbecoming manner? Just fry correcting it 
and you will find out how weak you are, and you 
will possibly appreciate to a greater degree the 
strong hold a childish temptation may possess.

Whenever there is a good point of appearance, 
don’t-hesitate to speak of it at times. I do not 
hesitate to assert that it is want of appreciation in 
this line, at home, which has been the ruination of 
many agirL Never having heard a word of praise, 
her appearance having been rather depreciated 
than otherwise, when she came into contact with 
the world it was so new that she believed every- 
tWlM, false as well as true. Had she possessed the 
shield of her mother’s admiration and approval 
she would have known how to value that of others. 
She could tell whether it was sincere or not What 
wonder that, being denied all this in her own home, 
she preferred surroundings where she could be fed 
upon the sweets of flattery which another would 
have known enough to rate at their true value ? If 
a child has pretty hair, a good nose, or a small 
mouth. It is right for her mother to tell her so 
sometimes. It will do her no harm. On the con
trary, it will do her an immense amount of good. 
If the reverse is the case and her bad points are 
constantly alluded to, the mother need not be in 
any way surprised to have her daughter grow up 
to an awkward, ungainly womanhood, silent, re
served. and even disagreeable. —Emma Churchman 
Hercxlt.
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An Irishman was hauling water in barrels from 
a small river to supply the inhabitants of the 
village, which wad not provided with waterworks.

UthogMay McNie.PE
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As he halted at the top of the bank to give his team 
a rest before proceeding to make his round with 
the water, a gentleman of the inquisitive type rode 
up and, after passing the time of day, asked:

“ How long have you been hauling 
the village, my good man ?”

“Tin years or more, sor,” was the simple reply.
“ Ah 1 And how many loads do you make a i

1. A letter -, 1 Malt liquor ;_1 It make eehamrd; A Is 
" to tighten ; & To bar ; a Fruit of the briar; 7. A cou
nt Addison M. Snider.

ThreDiagram. -

pfE water torl. . .
Wei|: and. ChoiS. the lower part of the face ; 

not far a Choiceday?”
“ From ten to fifteen, accardin’ to the weather, ■useS’to serve food;a reeeel 

a girl's name ; 
a brave man ;

PS sor?”
: 18614.“ Yes. Now, I have one for you, Pat,” said the 

gentleman, laughing. “ How much water have 
you hauled altogether ?”

The Irishman jerked his thumb in the Hir«v.(Jnn 
of the river, at the same time giving his Wm the 
hint to start, and replied :

“ All the water that yez don’t see there now, 
sor.”—Scottish Nights.

1 ;4. . a long stuffed seat ;
Initials form what we all love end ere 

reedy to defood ;
Finale one of the United States in the 

Baetem division.
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7 . .m SALEX Our Lives are Songs.
Our lives are songs : God writes the words 

And we set them to music at pleasure ;
And the song grows glad or sweet or sod.

As we choose to fasten the measure.
We must write the music, whatever the song. 

Whatever its rhyme or meter ; v 
And if It is sad, we can make it glad,

Or if sweet, we can make it sweeter.
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1 I -Answers to April 15th Puzzles.
1.—Chamois.
t- Truth crushed to earth shall rise again,

The eternal years of God are hers ; 
But error wounded writhes in pain 

And dies among Ms worshippers.
X—Pu OAHU
A.—Gulf Stream, Pyramids (peer amidst).
5.—Wet-shod. 8.—De-sign-ed. 7.-7 turkeys. 

Alas! how easy things go wrong,
' A sigh too much, a hint too strong,

- Then follows a moss and no end of pain, 
And life Is never the same again.
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Solvers to April 15th Puzzles.
m. John 8. Crerar, Ethel MoCrea, Clara Robinson. 

Hampton, Oarherine L. Koch. A. II. Snider, May M 
also Chris. McKenzie, Jennie Stephens, Maggie Scott.

n
Ask for Catalogue illus
trating and describing 
fully this and 
other stylee. When buy
ing be sure to ask for an 
Armstrong, this assur
ing up-to-date design, 
greatest possible light
ness for capacity. < 
bined with strength, 
ability and easy-rii 
qualities. For sale by all 
leading carriage makers 
and dealers.

J.B.ARMSTRONG MFC. 60, Ltd.
Guelph. Ontario.

Campbell, for April 1st.

<
The puzzle earner is open to all who desire to contribute, 

the only restrictions beto£ that the^work mutt be original and
sendingpuezleaalwaysenclose answerson^not^er^heetlînd 
sign name legibly after each puzzle.

For prizes offered, see April let issue. More solvers 
wanted. _________________ U. T.
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The Way it Happened.

Said Toddlekins to Woddlekins,
A very homely pup,

“ See, there’s a sleeping pussy oat ; 
Suppose we eat her up."

They ne’er had seen the like, I ween. 
But, then, they thought, yon see.

That such a soft and sleepy thing 
No fearful foe could be.

But something strange, an awful change 
Came o’er that furry ball.

And what it was that happened next 
They never knew at all.

Ah ! how they flew, those noble two. 
That most heroic pair.

Said Toddleklns to Woddlekins,
"It must have been a bear."
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o NO. 71—PIANO BOX BjUGGY.'

! DISPERSION SALE OF THE ENTIREI HERD OF
Pure-Bred Ayrshire Cattle

—AT—
The Glen ” Stock Farm, Innerkip.

TO BE SOLD BY PUBLIC AUCTION On TlV 1 1 r-( I,,.. T. . ....
Including Bulls and Bull Calves, Cows, Heifers and Heifer Calves of the choicest breeding*. 

F. S. MALCOM. Clerk,
Innerkip, Ont.

!

A. Ü

1 (Ashtoi 
Scotch 
sex, and 
able pri< 

BoftoiP. IRVING, Auctioneer,
Woodstock, Ont."
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