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Caring tor Papa.

“ Whin papa comvs liouir, 1 am 
going to ask him to put logs on this , 
and make a table/' said little Louise, 
patting a small hoard that lay across
her lap.

“ Don't do that, dear,” answered 
her mother. " You have enough things 
to play with without that.”

“ But I want a table,” said Louise.
“ l’apa does so many.-things for you, 

dear, that mamma does not want you 
to ask anything more of him when he 
is tired. Besides a good many things 
have been done to please my little girl 
to-day. Mamma got the hoard for 
you to have for a lap board to sew on. 
You know mamma has a lap board 
and it hasn't any legs.”

Louise looked disappointed for a 
moment, then she said sweetly, “ 1 
won’t ask papa, mamma. I will play 
that it’s a lap board,” and she spread 
out her bits of sewing and tiny thimble 
and scissors, and soon her mother 
heard her singing a little song.

Presently Louise had an idea and 
she suddenly stopped singing.

“ My papa does so many things for 
me,” she thought. “ I wonder if 1 
can’t do something for him.”

She thought so much about it that 
she could not sew any more that after
noon. At last she went to the window 
to watch for papa, and when she saw 
him coming she threw kisses till he 
came to the steps, and then she opened 
the door for him. How pleased papa 
looked 1

She pulled his easy-chair up near 
the light and brought the paper and 
his slippers.

“ Well, well 1” said papa. “ I have 
worked hard to-day and am so tired ; 
but home is the very best place in all 
the world to get rested in, especially 
when my little girl takes care of me.”

And dear little Louise knew for the 
very first time how pleasant it is to do 
something for those whom we love.

Storm Contrasted with Sunshine.
A thunderstorm is very short when 

measured against the long summer day 
in which it crashes ; and very few daÿs 
have them. It must be a bad climate 
where half the days are rainy. If we 
were to take the chart and prick out 
upon it the line of our voyage, we 
should find that the spaces in which 
the weather was tempestuous were 
brief and few indeed as compared with 
those in which it was sunny and calm.

“ Waiting for Him.”
During a social evening spent to

gether, the young people grew tired of 
the lively games, and began to wonder 
when the master of the house, who is 
a famous story-teller, would come to 
redeem the promise made, to entertain 
them with a story.

“ Let us all get our places and be 
ready for Mr. Baker when he comes 
in,” said one ; and the others, approv
ing, acted upon the suggestion.

Presently Mr. Baker appeared, and 
was greeted with welcoming smiles.

“ This is pleasant,” he exclaimed, 
“ everything seems ready for me to be
gin without loss of time.”

“ We’re all waiting for you,” said a 
young voice, “ just waiting for you to 
come.”

Ah, how easy it is to interest people 
who are ready to listen ! How delight
ful it is to speak to those who are wait
ing to hear ! It is told of one particu
lar time in the life of our Lord, that

“ The people gladly received him, for 
they were ail waiting for him.”

If Sunday school teachers always 
found their classes thus eagerly wait
ing, would they not teach better, and 
would not the scholars find the lessons 
more helpful ? There can be no doubt 
about it. Ministers and teachers are 
ambassadors for Christ, and should be 
heard for their Lord’s sake.

Jesus himself comes to meet his 
people in the church and Sunday-school. 
He is so sure to come, according to 
his promise, that the thing to do is to 
” wait for him,” ready to “ hear what 
Cod the Lord will speak.” And this 
is very certain : “ The Lord is good
to them that wait for him.” Test it, 
and see.

The King of D. C.

Rev. T. Leishman, Angus, Ont., 
writes : “ It gives me much pleasure
to testify to the excellency of K. D. C. 
as a cure for dyspepsia. I have recom
mended it here widely, and in every 
case it has proved successful. It is the 
very best remedy for that frightful 
trouble that I know of, and never fails 
to help or cure when used as you direct. 
It deserves the name * King of Dyspep
sia Cures.’ ”

Free sample K. 1). C. and Pills. 
K. D. C. Co., Ltd., New Glasgow, N. 
S., and 1‘27 State street, Boston, Mass.

Whom God Helps.”
Once, in Rome, there were two blind 

men, one of whom cried in the streets 
of the city, “ He is helped whom God 
helps;” the other, on the contrary, 
cried, “ He is helped whom the em
peror helps.” This they did every day, 
and the emperor heard it so often that 
he had a loaf of bread baked and filled 
with gold pieces.

This gold-filled loaf he sent to the 
blind man who appealed to the em
peror’s help. When he felt the heavy 
weight of the bread, he sold it to the 
other beggar as soon as he met him. 
The blind man who bought the bread 
carried it home. When he had brokep 
it and found the gold, he thanked God, 
and from that day ceased to beg. But 
the other continued to beg through 
the city. The emperor summoned him 
to his presence and asked him, “ What 
hast thou done with the loaf that I 
lately sent thee ?”

“ I sold it to my friend because it 
was heavy and did not seem well risen.”

Then the emperor said, “ Truly, he 
whom God helps is helped indeed,” 
and turned the blind man from him.

—What we all want is inward rest 
—rest of heart and brain ; the calm, 
strong, self-contained, self-denying 
character ; which needs.no stimulants, 
for it has no fits of depression ; which 
needs no narcotics, for it has no fits 
of excitement ; which needs no ascetic 
restraints, for it is strong enough to 
use God’s gifts without abusing them ; 
the character, in a word, which is 
truly temperate in all desires, thoughts 
and actions.—Canon Kingsley.

Things to Forget.
If you would increase your happi

ness and prolong your life, forget your 
neighbour’s faults. Forget all the 
slander you have ever heard. Forget 
the temptations. Forget the fault-find
ing, and give a little thought to the 
cause which provoked it. Forget the 
peculiarities of your friends, and only 
remember the good points which make

you fond of them. Forget all personal 
quarrels or histories you may have beard 
by accident, and which, if repeated, 
would seem a thousand times worse 
than they are. Blot out, as far as 
possible, all the disagreeables of life ; 
they will come, but they will only grow 
larger when you remember them, and 
the constant thought of the acts of 
meanness, or worse still, malice, would 
only tend to make you more familiar 
with them. Obliterate everything dis
agreeable from yesterday, start out 
with a clean sheet for to-day, and write 
upon it for sweet memory’s sake only 
those things which are lovely and lov
able.

The Blue Birds.
When Bessie first went to live in 

the country it was quite cold, and there 
was deep snow on the ground. But it 
was getting warmer every day.

One morning she saw her father put
ting up on the trees some nice little 
boxes, each one with a round hole in 
its side.

“ What are those for ?” asked Bessie.
“ For the blue birds,” said he.
“ There are no blue birds here,” said 

Bessie.
*• It will soon be spring,” said her 

father, “ then they will come and build 
their nests in the boxes.”

Ned and the Chickens.
Ned was a donkey. Some donkeys 

are cross and bad. They will kick and 
bite you, if you go near them. But 
Ned was a very good donkey, and had 
no bad tricks.

Frank Foster first saw Ned at the 
fair, and he was so kind and gentle, 
that he asked his father to buy him.

“ Where shall we keep him ?” asked 
his father.

“ Let him stay in the barn with the 
chickens,” said Frank ; “ he will not 
hurt them, and they will be glad to 
have him to play with.”

Frank’s father laughed at this. “ It 
would be a funny sight,” said he, ‘ to 
see the chickens playing with a 
donkey.”

But he bought Ned for his little 
boy, and they took him home and put 
him in the barn. They made him a 
nice bed of straw, and he lay down 
quite contented with his new home.

When the chickens woke up in the 
morning, and went to the barn to find 
seeds in the straw, they were much 
surprised to find Ned there. They 
had never seen a donkey before,* and 
they were afraid to go near him.

Frank thought they were very silly 
to be afraid of Ned, and he told them 
so, but they did not know what he 
said.

The chickens soon found that Ned 
did not try to harm them, but would 
lie quite still and let them peck at the 
straw. Then they became bolder and 
would jump on bis back. Ned was 
quite pleased to have them with him, 
and they soon became good friends.

My Way.
“ It is my way,” said a boy who 

came in from school, and threw his 
cap and coat in a heap on the floor. 
“ Now, mother, please don’t scold a 
fellow for being careless, but remem
ber it is only my way.”’

“ It is my way ; you must excuse 
me,” said a young girl to her class
mate, after a hasty show of temper. 
“You must never mind what I say, but 
remember it is only my way.”

“ Oh, Miss Evans, I forgot to return

the book 1 borrowed of you last week 
\ es, I remember you asked me for it 
yesterday, and I intended to bear it fo 
mind, but you must excuse me ; it j8 
only my way.”

Harry came down stairs this morn
ing in a very bad humour ; nothing 
suited him ; he snarled and snapped at 
every one who addressed a word to 
him ; but after breakfast, his temper 
being restored to its normal condition 
he said they must excuse him, it was 
only his way.

Dear children, never use the expres
sion, when speaking of a fault, “ It fc 
only my way.” Have no such ways; 
but if you find them growling on you! 
ask God for strength, and become 
cured of them. “ It is my way.” will 
never excuse you of a wrong action in 
the sight of God, or your fellow-men.

-Forsake yourself, resign yourself, 
and you shall enjoy great inward 
peace. Give all for all, Ask for no
thing, desire nore turn. . . . Yon 
shall be free in heart, and darkness 
shall not coveryou.—Thomas a Kempit.

The Soul’s Resurrection.
Some day we are to go forth in our 

spiritual responsibility and to meet the 
demands of our spiritual existence. The 
soul, buried under the cares of life, 
thrills when it hears such tidings as 
that. Is it ready—is it any way get
ting ready—foi such resurrection ? 
See how the whole evangelical experi
ence starts with such an intelligence. 
The soul, brought face to face with its 
destiny, feels its utter unfitness for it. 
Sin and stain are on its garments. It 
must have some deliverer. It must 
find its Deliverer there whither it is 
going, in that spiritual world for which 
it feels its unfitness, for which it must 
be fit. It cries out for Christ. Christ 
comes, and the mysterious work of par
don and regeneration passes between 
him and the soul ; and then the soul, 
with a spiritual immortality now set 
clearly before it, goes to work to strug
gle with itself, to conquer down its yet 
remaining sin, to win Christ perfectly, 
to be good, pure, and holy.—Bishop 
Brooks.

—We have but to name God before 
sorrow, and it changes colour ; name 
Him before burdens and they grow 
less ; name Him before the vanity of 
life and it disappears.

Notice
Something we all need but seldom gat 

is Good Coffee.
A. J. Billlnghurst, for 18 years tea blender 

and coffee roaster for the late Ed. Lawson, nai 
opened his new store. 31 Church street, oppo
site Lawson’s old stand, where he will be plMW* 
to see all his old friends.

Coffee masted fresh whenever you want it by 
latest English Roaster. Nothing to equal it in 
Canada at 3; and 40 cents per pound.

Special lines of Teas at 85, 36, 40 and 60 oenti 
per pound. Try a pound and be convinced oi 
its quality.

Discount to ministers calling at the p*°re.
Note the address, 31 Church Street- Tele

phone 2068. Open every evening until 7 p.m^

George ear in, _ „ntT
Issuer of Marriage Licensee. County 

Clerk. Office—Court House, 61 Adelaide Street 
East. House—299 Gerard St. East, Toronto.

AGENTS WANTED—MEN and W W*
OS**Any wide-awake man or woman can earn •MJjvT 
month (and more) canvassing for the famous newOUR JOURNEY AROUND THE WORLD

By Jiev. Francis F.
Pres't United Soc. Christian Endeavor,his best^&,?hr«rv niait 
ular book. 220 costly engravings, a perfect jJQOfcu
and entertainment, and the king of all suosenm from 
OCTOne Agent has sold 800, another 282, an<lot «000 
25 to 100 copies a month : all are making holiday*- 
more Agents wanted. Now is the time to wort/or * retail, 
fi-^Distance no hindrance, for we Pay Freight,^. tw-nee no hindrance, ior we ray Ter*
'remium Copies. Free Outjit, Extra Terms, and fiTC 

ritory. tiff We also pay all dutus for our CMtjMM “fe 
Write for terms and specimen engravings (tree; caôB* 

A. D. WOMTUINOTON -fc CO- llartforo.


