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THE HOUR OF PRAYER IN THE
DESERT.

F1vE times every day the devout Moslem
Spreads his pmyer—carpet and repeats his
prayers towards Mecca—the mother city ©
the faith of Islam. Whether on shipboard,
or in the crowded city, OF in the lonely
desert, he never fails o perform his
religious duty. Heis required also to g0
" through certain ceremonial ablutions; .but_lf

wiater cannot be had, as in the desert, it will

suffice if he washes his hands with sand.
. The camel, in the picture, is hobbled till
his master finishes his prayer.

What a peevish,. discontente

expression of countenance the
camel has |
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ON THE FARM.
BY BERTHA VOLENTINE.

« 1 pon'rdrink cider; Tma
Prohibitionist,” said six- year-ol
Walter, stoutly, as his brothers
around the home cider-mill
urged him to take some.
wouldn’t, either,” said Amy,
Walter's acknowledged compan-
ion in thought as .well as in
play. ¢ Old worm-juice ! ugh!

Then the boy and girl ran
away, and soon were seen with
a crowd of young people, who
had just come up, all visitors
to the Thompsons.

““They're queer ums, any-
way,” said Eb. And at his words
the others looked to where
they now formed a not unimn-
portant part of the little gath-
ering on the lawn. They had
always said that Walter_had
queer opinions about things,
and that Amy would be astrong-
minded woman: and right
proud were they, let it be added,
to be able to call their brother
and playmate more clever than
the majority of boys and girls.
And Amy, indeed, s_;eemed, just
now, to be showing her con-
tempt  of conventionalities.
Right in the midst of the group
of children she stood, with her
little round hat pushed far back
on her head, curls ‘‘every
which way,” as she would have
expressed it, bespattered apron,
and & fan which she was coms-
placently using, as with a broad
smile, she enjoyed the effect of
the fresh thrust she had given
<ome of the boys on the tem-
perance question, while Delsie,
the daughter of the house, and
Naida Witchfield rocked their
dolls in cradles under a tree near

b, Maybe one or t’'other of
‘e will be presidenb, some
day,” resumed Eb, as they
turned again to the work they
had just left. *‘You know they say the
right side always beats in the end.”
“ Pooh !” said lazy Dick. “I'm in for
o present.”
th“li wouldn't be queer fiox;lnuﬁi_ri,” said
oo, who was applauded noistly.
ba})‘yAJnd 111 drink all the cider I want,
s;;id‘Denny. But he didn’t that time.

Their father came up just then, and, to

their surprise, ordered them all to go into

m?‘ };;(;)rl}l:: d’'you §'pose can be the matter [

4 each other. 3 ]
theyﬁl{l&:" volunteered some 0né T heard

father and mother talkin’.about' Eom.e tt)rl;;ct;
they got at the fair against cider ’ing.”

didn't supposs iv'd amouns to snyt
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¢« What'd they say about cider ?7 de-
d Dick.

ma:r‘“%?ll tell you what they said,” answered
big brother Robert, as he passed ‘them on
his way home from the field. ¢ They said
that cider began to have alcohol 1n 1t when
it was only twenty-four hours old, and
that when the cider was made_out of rot-
ting apples there was aleohol in the juice
before it was even squeezed oub. Y

“Tet’s quib eatin’ apples, bogs,” said
Dick sarcastically. But his speech was

not noted by the other boys. They saw
i had

how grave Robert looked, and they

THE HOUR OF P

great respect for their grown-up brother.
 Boys, I believe that my Nuul:my-sclvum\
teacher was right when she xaid that cider
starts more people to drinking than any-
thing else, and that it’s ¢ the devil’s kind-
ling wood.’
last Sunday, but if Ihadn’t, I'd do it to-day,
after what U've heard about it,” said he.

«That's right ; give it to ’em hard !”
said Amy, just then coming up, and guess-
ing what they were talking about.

And with Amy and Walter and big
brother Robert against cider, to say noth-
ing of what their father and mother will
do, there is no longer any d'()ubt as to how
the temperance question will be satiled at

the Phawgaers’s

I signed the pledge against it

A LESSON IN POLITENEES.

A LITTLE girl who was .I)lilyil.lg with her
dog unintentionally hit him with her foot.
She immediately said, ¢ Please wxcuse me,
Duke,” with as much deference as if she
had been making an apology to a person.
¢ That is a lesson in politeness for us all,”
said a guest who was within hearing.
Then he told this incident in the life of a
high railroad official.

Trastus Corning many years ago was
president of the Central Railroad. He
was a lame man, and not very prepossess-

RAYER IN THE DESERT.

He stood one day on the
about Lo step o tothecars.
luctorwho Jdid not know him shouted :

ing in looks.
platform and was
Acont
v Come, hurry Ups ’ dop
day about 1t the train can’t walt. k
I'he conductor went round to take up
el ’
the tickets. A passenger said to him:
«Po you know the gentleman you
R
ordered on board !Y
o8 W o c W
No, and 1 don't ' “him.~
«Tt may be worth while to mal\e‘}\ﬁ 13
i ' i 3 pAas . He is
quaintance,” gaid the p&ssen;{er i
your boss, the presnlep’? of the road,
he'll take your head oft. - a
The conductor gave & low whistle, ar{ N
tooked boll,  However, he at onee sough
*hn ;uuqiéqm and nftared an apulng":

old man ; don’t be all

M b2
ant to know him.

-

«Personally, T carc nothing about it,”
said Mr. Corning. *‘1f you had been so
rude to any one else, I would have dis-
charged you ou the spot.” He continued :
«You saw I was lame, and that I moved
with great difficulty. The fact that you
did not know who T was does not alter the
complexion of your act. 1'll keep no one
in my employ who is not civil to every
one.”

HER GRACE.

A~ Englishwoman of rank, a duchess,
while kind-hearted in many
ways, was careless about money
matters, particularly with the
tradespeople whom she patron-
ized. She was apt to forget
to pay her bills.

A milliner, whose large bill
had been repeatedly ignored by
the duchess, at last determined
to send her little girl, a pretty
child of ten years, to beg for
the money which was so much
needed.

“Be sure vou say ‘your
grace’ to the duchess,” said
the anxious mother, and the
child gravely promised to re-
member.

When, after long waiting,
she was ushered into the duch-
ess’ presence, the little child
dropped a low courtesy, and
then folding her hands and
closing her eyes, she said soft-
ly: ¢ For what T am alout to
receive, may the Lord make
me truly thankful.’. As she
opened her eyes and turned
her wistful gaze on the ducl.-
ess. that light-hearted person
flushed very red, and without
delay made out a cheque for the
amount due to the milliner.

The little girl, happy in the
belief that she had dome the
errand exactly as she had been
told, departed joyfully; but
the quick-witted duchess knew
that the lesson she had received
had never been intended, and
felt its reproof all the more.

DON'T SNUB ANYBODY.

WE suppose that none of
our readers really needs that
exhortation. But it is well
enough to remind ourselves
that to *‘snub” any one, for
any cause, is small business,
and should be avoided always.
This crumb puts emphasis upon
the point :

Don't snub people who do
not wear as good clothes as
you do. Fine clothes do not
make men and women. Don’t
snub people who may not move
in what you are pleased to term
“first society.” Jesus was
reared in a humble home, and many of
the worll’s true noblemen have never be-
longed to the aristocracy. Don’t snub
young people, even though in your opinion
they may be a little **too forward.” If at
fault at all, it is a fault of the head rather
than the heart. Don't snub old people,
whose opinions and habits may seem odd
and old-fushioned to you. Remember that
old notions of things are sometimes very
correct. Don’t snub anybody. ’

TrE labouring men of the United States
complain of poverty, and the tyranny of
capitalists, yet they gave $600,000,000 last
your for liquor |



