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the box which had come during her ab- No, it should be a moonlight picnic at the When Baby is Sick,
sence. It was larger than usual, but she loveliest park, and she could pay the car- Don't dose him with nauseous castor oil 
was ;od weary to feel much interest in its fare for them all. or olhcr harsh griping purgatives. Above
possible contents. She threw herself on the Was anybody ever so blest and happy be- a„ ,|lings don>t Rjve him poisonous " sooth-
bed to wait for the supper gong, and it was fore ? Should she ever be lonesome or tiled jng »» stufy These things only make him
not until that meal had been disposed of, again ? worse. lily's Qwn Tablets are what your
that she removed the lid. Directly beneath Then and there she wrote her letter of |ittie one needs. They are a gentle laxative, 
it lay a letter. This was a new leaturc-^a thanks, her lonely young heart pouring into and make baby s|eep because they make 
postal card announcing the shipment, was it the tenderness for which she had so sel- W(>1| They cool his hot little mouth, 
all she was used to She opened this dainty dom been able to find expression. As she easc his sour stomacb| and help his ohsti- 
missive with fingers that actually trembled wrote her eyes were bright an] her lips nate little teeth through painlessly. They
with the rare excitement of receiving a letter, smiled happily. She did not know it was arc what every mother needs for her baby
Her eyes dimmed, then overflowed, as she hot—she had forgotten her weariness. _and the older children too. Mrs. Rout- 
read the friendly message. “ We have de- There was nothing left to remember but the ^ier, Greenwood, B.C., says : 
cided to save you the trouble of doing your goodness and unselfishness cf the friends Dahy’s Own Tablets* worth their weight in 
o-vn sewing this summer, dear Mildred, and who had dune so much fur her, and the fiojd jn cvery pome where there are children
have fixed ycur things ourselves. We hope love of the heavenly l ather who had in- My onjy reRrcl is that y djd not |carn lbejr
they will be all right, and that you can spend sp-red them. Rreal worth S00ner." These Tablets will
the lime it would have taken you to make Kate’s eyes were wet as she read the let- belp every cbj|d from tbe moment of birth 
them over in some pleasant outings. There ter, Agnes was only wiping away tears, but on>yard and are guaranteed to contain no
is a small purse in the j icket pocket with an Ruth was smiling contentedly. harmful drug. Sold by all medicine dealers
insignificant scrap cf blue piper in it, “ To think how she appreciates everything or senl by maii at 25 cents a box by writing
which will pay for at least a few breaths of and how we’ve nev r dune anything before Thc 1)r williams Medicine Co., Brockville 
fresh air for you, and you are positively to but throw her cold scraps," s:ghed Ague?. Qnl 
use it for that and nothing else. There are “ And even that h s been grudgingly
trolley-cars and parks at your reach, and done," added Kate. and one may grieve ; but when a tea pot is
these things arc not to bz despised, since “ Don't waite your time lamenting the —a thing is only a thing. Laugh and take
they are tire best you can do, you busy créa- past," advised Ru h cheerily. “ You have a brown pitcher, and the tea will tastejust
lure. a long, lovely future to make up to her ir, as good.’ "

“ At Christmas you must come to us— and if I’m nut mistaken, >he is worth cul'.i- " I suppose it would," agreed Ellen’s 
don’t say you can’t afford it, for you must, vating for her own sake. You have the time friend, reflectively, “if the laugh were gen-
Your faithful service for Vales Brothers and the means ; she has neither. There’s ttjne, but so many of us couldn't laugh,
deserves a reward, and father means to sue your chance, girls, make the most of it." R’s Emerson, isn’t it; who says, ‘Things are 
that you get thc time and your salary too. “ We certainly wiil," they both declared, in the saddle, and ride mankind' ? Only he
Father usually accomplishes what he under- and they arc keeping their word.—Chiis'ian should have said womankind—it's we house-
takes. You will stay a month, and have a Observer. keepers who are slaves to things.”
happy, restful lime, we hope, and you must i<r______.. “Oh, not all of us,” protested Ellen,
lay your plans accordingly. „ cheerfully. “Suppose you put the pink

‘‘Our dear friend, Ruth Sewell, who is ‘‘Only a Ihing chrysanthemums in that old Dutch mug and
visiting us this summer, has helped prepare in ;l pretty, sunny parlor, modest but twi-t the trailing fern round the handle- 
your box, and so interested has she ban, tas,e(ll, ,wo wome„ wcre ranging flowers. I'm not sure it 1st. t going to be prettier than
that she says she feels as il you belonged to 0ne w |5 „u, hos;cs-, lhc ,„htl a visitor who the Venetian vase, alter all. —Youth s Com-
her, too ; and, Mildred, she is worth be- was helping with the preparations for a tea panion.
longing to. She sends >011 her love with thal afternoon. It was from thc visitor’s
earnest wishes for a happy birthday and hanJ lhj. a (lclicale KiaM Vite slipped and
many returns, in which we all jam crashed to piece, on the hearth. Th, y0UBger nla„ had been complaining

“ Let us hear from you soon. It is a pity - Oh, Ellen, I'm so very sorry !" she ex- Uut i,* coufd nol gel his wife to mend his 
our correspondence has fallen so flit. We claimed, in distress. “ The Venetian g'ass ciulbts •• 1 asked her to sew a button on 
must revive it. May wc rot ? vase your sister brought from Italy—the lh-s ven ,asl night| aRd she hasen't touched

“ Your loving cousin, very one I can’t possibly replace. Its too b. " he said. “At this" says the New
bad !" York Press, “ the older man assumed the

Mildred laid her letter down with a r.v “ It was pretty, and I in sorry of course, air of a patriarch. ” 
diant face. Was it possible she had felt for acknowledged L ien fiankly, buirowint: “ Never ask a woman to mend anything, ”
saken when friends like these were hers? promptly in a closet for the dust pan ; “but he slid.

' How ungrateful she had been! And that don’t stand there frozen in horror, and y ur “ What would you have me do? "asked
visit ! How the days would fly with that to face like a tragic m isk. Af er all, it’s only pother.
look forward to, and she had been wicked a thing.” _ •• Simply do as I do, " was the assured rc-
enough to tUmk nobody cared. “Dear ** Only a thing !" echoed the culprit, in a » “You haven't been married very
God, forgive ine ! I’ll try to be good," she voice of astonishment tinged with ird giiv- jongt and j think 1 can give you some 
murmured penitently, as she knelt beside lion. “ Of cours;: it’» a thii g. Most things SvrvlCt.able suggestion. When 1 want a shirt 

\ her box and carefully lilted out its contents, are things. Hut th it oo:sn’t prevu.t tr.cir ,ncn(|ed I take it to my wife, flourish it 
f A summer wardrobe complete ! One dainty being precious." round a little and say, “ ‘ Where's that rag-

new lawn, a neat white dress, a tailor suit, Ellen laughed < u right. ^ M bag?'
hat, gloves and shoes. Thc pretty while “Most things 1 erain'y are thing , she “What do you want of the rag-bag?" at or.ee.
garment! dear to girlish hearts, ar.d cveiy admitted, “and a I ;w things are intciout ; •• 1 want to throw this shirt away ; it’s
item complete as to buttons and tapes, but even then ihtri's a difference. I f ug h worn nut, ' I say, wi h a few more flourishes,
bindings and belts, hooks and eyes. A box that you didn’t ku-w the family I yw d, ami j çt nte gec thal sbirr, ’ my wife says
of collars and tuchcs ; some hand-made couldn't finish il « u for yourself. \ ou see ,beris . Now, John, hand it to me at once. '
handkerchiefs nestling beside a little fiisk of I was quoting my name *"u .1, who "Of course 1 pass it over, and she ex
violet perfume, hairpins and combs, a cun was the dearcs*, n-ziest, most cutv^itabe, amj,HS it. * Why, John Taylor, she is sure
ning set of shirt waist studs, a half dcz.n and yet mo t wi le-awake an 1 *-| nn»-o o d to sayt ‘l never knew such extravagance !
late magazines, and two or three new. books ; la iy in the world. She always <1- « ai« « that This is a perfectly good shirt. All it needs
a mounted photograph of three girlish faces, the richest gain that came to her thr uj 1 js •—And then mends it.”—Youths Com-
merry and friendly, on the back of which age and experience was the p« rci pi.m«.f panjon>
was written,-With love of Ruth, Kate and relative importance. Life is *o much - - . —.■♦v - -
Agnes." I.avt, but perhaps not least, a care- more easy and interesting if we r.v. ilet Celery and l ine Apple Salad. Cut stalks 
fully packed loaf of home in <k bread, an- ourselves be troubled about what t eed nut of blanched celery and pine-apple in small
other of cake, a jar or two of ftuit, a box of really matter ; and compared with | eiple puces, and spnnk e with lemon juice, l ien
Kale's delicious canoy, and a dozen fragrant and actions, things, our mere little posses stand in the ice-box until thoroughly chilled,
apple, of enormous size. ions, are, after all, so tnfl ne. She deemed Mix with a whits: rnayonna.se to whtch one-

Mildred sat among her treasures and it disgraceful that anything less than war, quarter of blanched and pounded pistachio
laughed and cried, and examined and nib- earthquake or fire, affecting things, should nuis have been added. Arrange m a mound
hied, to her heart’- content. Theie shi uld make us unhappy. on an oblong cut glass dish, surrounded hy

" • When a heart, a promt-cor a principle a ring of lettuce leaves, garnishing with stais
is broken,’ she used to say, ' that’s disaster, of mayonnaise and halved pistachio nuts-
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be a feast to-morrow night, and some of her 
“companions in misery” should share it.


