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the household drudge and to / bring
home to her the fact that there are
higher interests in the home, will
If she really looks

her

husband has compamiouship as We}l
chil-

important than their
A smiling face and a cheer=
ful word will far outweigh some
glight disorder in the household, but,
failing to find these, the husband
will scarcely pardon the defect, even
though his wife may have spent)
hours in polishing the silver or pre-
paring a new salad. A meat house,
good cooking, and carefully mended
garments do much towards making e
pleasant home, but health and good
temper should not be sacrificed to
them, and every woman owes the
duty to herself and family to talkde a
sufficient amount of rest.
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THE FASTING FAD.

We are living in an age of fads,
remarks an exchamge, and as ite
opinion has been solicited in regard
to the “fasting fad’ it proceeds to
give it as follows:

There is no par\'t;iculur advantage to
be gained from going hungry. Hunger
is thd& voice of nature telling us that
the system needs food, and, like all
of nature’s . warnings, should be
heeded. To be sure, a great many,
we might say the majority, of peo-
ple eat too much as well as too
often. But the entire abstinence from
food is am exceptional remedy if it
is used at all. - In cases where omne's
stomach is filled with germs it is
far better to fast than to go on
eating jn the usual way, but even
then it is not necessary, for ome cam
get all the benefits of fasting and
more without discomfort by sub-
sisting for a time upon a fruit diet.
In this way the germs anre starved
out, the fruit juice acving as a  disy
infectant. Usually ome or two days
of this kind of fasting is all that is
needed, and it is not always neoes-
sary to use the fruit emtirely alome
even then. Some dry stenilized
bread, such as zweliback or gamose,
may be taken with it without infter-
fering with the purpose of the fast.
It is really wonderful what can be
accomplished by the use of fruit in
ridding the digestive tract of germs.
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THE NEW FALL AND WINTER
FABRICS.

The August number of the Wo-
man's Home Compamion has some
advance information on fall and win-
ter styles. Of the fabrics to be used
Grace Margaret Gould, the fashion
editor, says:

““For the mamnish tailorumade suits
hard-finishled worgteds will be used.
The new worsteds are medium in
weight. Their wearing qualities ame
above repnoach, and they come in
the most fascinating array of stripes,
small broken amd umbroken checks,
plaids, and plain colors. In these
materials stripes are the most in
favor. Serge will be much used,
as well as chewiot. Cloth plaids
promise to be less a rumiored fashion
and more a fact this fall and winter
than for many a past season. The
dark blue serge tailor-made costume
will be extremely fashionable for
early fall wear, with just a touch
of plaid or onange cloth in the pip-
ings on ‘the folds of the skirts
the lapels and cuffs of the coat.”’

e e we

HOW TO CARE FOR EVENING
SLIPPERS. i

Cloth top slippers should be ‘well
whisked each time arter ‘Wearing,
and an occasional ~ cleansing with

or gasoline will keep them | noticeable.
the Washington Star

Keep out of the past. It's lomely
And barren and bleak to the view;
Its fires have grown ocold, and its
gtovies are old;
Turn, turn to the present—bhe mew.
To.dey leads you up to thw hilltops
Thait are kissed by the rediant sun;
Today shows no towb; life’s hours

for Dr. Thomas’ Eclegtric Oil is
when croupy symptoms appear im
the children; When rh ic pains

lbeset the old; when lumbego, asthms,
coughs, colds, catarrh or earache ait-
tack either yourg or old; when burne
scalds, abrasions, contusions ort
sprains come to any member of the
family. In any of these ailments it
will give nelief .and work a cure,
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GIRLS SHOULD REMEMBER.

That true beauty of face is omly
possible where there is beauty of
soul ifested in a beautiful cha-
racter.

That the girl everybody likes is
not affected and never whines, but
is just her sincere, earnest, helpful
self. .

And, finally, that ome of the
beautiful things on earth is a pure,
modest, true young girl—ome Who
is  her father's pride, her mother’s
comfort, her brother’s inspiration
and her swoer’s ideal.
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A CHICAGO PRINCE.

A writer in the Chicago Daily
News jells the following little epi-
sode of the congested downtown dis-
trict of this city, an incident thait
came to his notice at the busy hour
of noon. A prince was walking
down Clark street. He was mo. ef-
fete, defumct,unsavory specimen from
over the water—just an Americam

prince, a Chicago prince, if you
please.
He was going south, ome of the

tangled, double stream of humamity
which fills every inch of the walk
at this tired and hungry hour. As
he came to amn alley crossing, two
steps down, littered with debris be-
cause of repairs going on near by,
he met an old lady, poorly clad,
crippled, wrinkled, feeble and ‘tot-
tering. This young prince in smart
business clothes stopped, turmed
around and took this old, overlooked
flotsam on the selfish hungry tide
tenderly by the arm, and, with all
the affectionate comsideration which
could be shown to a queen, helped
her down and across and up omn the
other side, lifted his hat and was
caught up again in the fevered cur-
rent. of the bread hunters.

As we touched elbows for a mo-
menit, I said: ‘““Young mamn, your soul
has grown a foot taller in the last

He looked about with a suggestive
moisture in his eyes and only ans®
wered: ‘‘Oh, we've all got mothers
at home.”

To-miorrow a prince will be walk-
ing the streets of Chicago about
noon, too. You may not see him.
He wears no criown ‘on his head, but

on his heart rests a diadem tihart
outshines all the stars.
e e o

Here are the qualifications for

wifehiood which Mr. Schwab has re-
cently formwulated:

ILearm to cook a perfect meal.
Learm to darn.

Learmn to make beds.
Learn. to soothe man’s tnoubled
brow. &
We seem tio mote @ slight inconsis-
tency in the firal requirement. With
every button om, every rent ambici-
pated and the perfect meal consum-
ed, what normal man would have a
troubled brow to soothe?
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OLD FRIENDSHIPS.

The old friendships, safe, genuine
and firmly built, for which we take
little thought, and which always
avail us, are like those good, thick
walls of bygone days, which need nio
repair, and are ever ready for shel-

ter or defense.

TIMELY HINTS.
To test the purity ef butter smear
a little on a piece of clean, white
paper, roll up the paper and bum
it.

of the buming paper will not prove
uep » but if the butter is not
pure; distinct odor of tallow is

Fine table nl'tmhbedonnul‘!ﬁe

If the butter is pure, the smell |

& re
the eyes, under the eyes, and
swelling of the feet and ankles or any
When any of thess sym Mmﬂutu
themselves can
oltbmbiotge unqolthyobum
medicines for the kidneys,
DOAN'S
KIDNEY PILLS.

FUNNY SAYINGS.

IDENTIFIED.

Tommy made himself the hero of &
dtory—which | ‘the Record
prints—when he called for ‘‘that one
about the boy who ate the ribbons
and it made him sick.’’

Aunt BEthel was puzzled. “‘I know
of no such story,’”” 'she said, after
searching her memory wainly.

Nothing she oould suggest answer-
ed the description. Tommy  cannot
read, but he thought he could find
the book. He| found it. They read
one thing after another, until in the
midst of the ‘‘Night Before Christ~
mas’’ Tommy gave a whoop of glee.
Aunt Ethel was nreading:

““He rushed to the window and
threw up the sash.”’
“That’s it! That's it!’ cried

Tommy. “You see, it’s just as I told

you!”’
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THE INTELLIGENT BOOK-BUYER/

A fashionably dressed young Wwo~
man came hurrying into a book:
store necently, and appnoached a
salesman’ with the statement: “x
want to get a book—it’s a red book
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From B. Herder Pub. Co.,

The Pro it Refor ion
Rev. Charles Coppen, S.J. Price,
cloth, 40e.
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From Liongmamns:

The Legends of the Saints. ‘ By
Rev. H. Delehaye, S.J.
September Woman’'s

n is T rkabl
for two things—the exquisite cower,
by Earl Stetson Crawford, wihich
womn the. $1500 prize recently offered
by the companiom, and for an ex-
cellent arnticle on ‘‘The Influence of
Business Life on Women,” by / Anna
Steese Richardson. This September
cover represents the highest achieve-
ment in magazine-cover wonk yet
produced, and the article mentiomed
above will make a profound impres-
sion on all people interested in the
subject of women in business life,
as it is the candid expréssion of a
woman who has made a promounced
business success herself.

The fiction in this number is far
above the avemage. Anthony Hope
conftinues his charming novel,
lena’s Path,” and Jennette Lee, the
late Julia Magruder, Grace Mac-
Gowan Cooke, and several others
comtribute shont stories. Dn BEdward
Everett Hale’'s monthly editonial
page is on the subject of Letter

The Home
C

Writing. Grace Margaret Gould,
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BLUE RIBBON TEA

THE MOST DELICIOUS OF SUMMER DRINKS.
BREW IT THE SAME AS IF YOU WERE GOING TO SERVE
HOT TEA,THEN POUR IT OFF THE LEAVES INTO A PITCHER
AND PLACE ON THE ICE. WHEN QUITE COLD SERVE WITH
\ ASLICE OF LEMON(DO NOT USE MI
ACCORDING TO TASTE. THE MOST REFRESHING AND
WHOLESOME SUMMER BEVERAGE KNOWN

AND ADD SUGAR

—not very thick! No, I dor't know
the name of it or what it is about,
becapse I haven't read it. It has a
picture in the middle of the coven
—at least I think t is a picture—it
is something round, done in gilt. It
may be the mame.

“I wish you would hurry and
hunt up the book, because I am tak-
ing a trein to New Yorlk, and I wamnit
to read on the trip. I saw some
one reading it on the train the dther
day and Jaughing over it, and that's
why I wart it.

““Of course I am not expected to
know what, it is, but I should think
any one who knew books and was
hemdling them all the time ought
tio kmow:!

“Nio, I don’t think it was either
of those books—it was thicker than
that one and Mmore on the cerfise
shade than that one.

you to hunt it up.’’
As the young woman passed out
of the shop she turmed to her com-
i and remarked

whio fell among thieves. . . . He
askied the class why the priedt = and
the Levite passed by on the other
.+ v Silence fell’ until tiiel
boy raised his hamd and ~ his

““Well, I can't wait any longer for |'

the fashion editor, has special pat-
tern pages for children’s and .young
ladies’ school clothes. Fammnie M.

‘Farmer tells how to cook the  dif-

ferenit kinds of mecanoni, and all the

otiher depa: idery, dress

knitting, etc.—are full of

making,
timely and helpful suggestions.

Was A Tot;l_ Wreck
From Heart Failure

ﬁ such cases the action of
MILBURN’S
HEART AND NERVE
PILLS

in quieting the heart, restoring its nor-
mal beat and imparting tone to the nerve
centres, is. beyond all question, marvel.
lous. 3

Mr. Darius Carr, Geary, N.B., writes :
“It is with the geatest of pleasure I

/
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This little chain more then its me-

gold,— ) ; S
For the dear prayers that d? has
told! .

To-night and many e night of old!

Now she has put her beads away,

Forever in the holy peaoe
That like the perfume of the noses,
exhale.

Her hopes, her fears,

Her prayers for me!

I kiss thee, jewel, dear to me

As if her tears thro’ all the years—

4 The ‘draught of pain

That mothers drink A

From life’s unfathomalble cup—
Came welling up

And drop on dnop and link om link
Forged this dear chain,

This rosary.

Of love, for me!

How God must hearfcen when a mo~
ther pleads,

And heaven hush all its harps end
lifted voices

To listen to her count her beads!

And omn this little chain

Nightly she tells her meeds,

Tumning to Holy Mysteries—

To Bethlehem, to Calvary,

To Resurrection’s riven Tomb—

Conning the old sweet sacred story—

Uneanthly gladness, pain-pierced
glory—

Of mother-love and love divine,

For strength to bear her pain,

For strength to suffer mine!

How often has she followed Him

Anto the shadow of the olive trees,

Into the deepest depth of sorrow’s
vale,
Where in the darkiness crosses dim

Stalked out of the deep fearful
gloom,

And pitiless clasped her in thedr
arms! X

How often has she gore alone
Into the darik of Geth

To drink the bitter cup for me!

O little beads, a life-time spenit

In counting thee could only say

The old, old truth—a yther choice
is

To watch and pray

And be content.

Heaven, I ask no greater gain
In life then to atone!

Lot me be strong to shield her from
alarm:

S,
Let every day give her the fruitage
rare

Of all these mySteries,

Sorrowful, glonious,

Joyful—victorious!
This, gentle Jesus, is the prayer
That I would tell to-night

Upon this precious nosary, so old.
80 worn, ‘80 white. )

Mother ol\mohhers, in whose gemtlg

eyes

The shadow of
lies

Across the light of infinite happiness

That motherhood divime hath given
thee! .

Mother of Christ, pray thy dear Som
to bless

all mother-sornow

My mother who, on these dear beads,

for me

W@imhﬁmm ta

M‘,ut.tlednh"ndarmm

To-night you hold risoner

~Chiarles Phillips,
e e v

AUF. WIEDERSEHEN,

We wait for the Again,

The friends who lea;
feel the sorrow %

no

O‘MDC.“Wefeeln,mmum

Lamenting dey by day,

L | our dolls were a5 good e

E M:h:rmde out of daisies a
Susanne,

I wreathed a gold cno

w0, now she is Queen of
Marjorie Jean,

i When walke , courtesy, dolls,” Ro
.:he! 1 morrow i Ubon Sinm was flustered; sh
find in its aon eat much,
we phl‘”m i Stomed It must feel quite odd to
The one beloved face. ‘ i 'ml:;dwxj-ﬂ-w , ‘“Take
. v ;
7 W“'d““b“ griet, it the go. [ Hel"c; comes o great bear
Being i eam,
_Meleasod from of course it was Rover, -
a1l retain |- oMb, shoud el v

. A semse of earthly pain;
t were O
a double grief, if the true-

Whio love us.hare, shoul
ther shore
T US no more.
Believing, in the mid:
flictions, T ot our
Theat death is g, inni
end foeering,

d on the far.

af-
not an

We cry to them amd send
Farewells, that better might be call.
ed predictions,
Bemga:omdhwnadowmgs of the future

Into the vast Unknown.
Faith overleaps the comfines of oun
reason,
And if by faith, as in old ti
iy ime was

V&foman received their dead
Raised up to life, then only for

a
Our partings are, ror shall we wait
in vain
Until Wwe meet again.
—Longtellow,
" e we

THE IRISH PIPER.
I heard the piper playing,
The piper old and blind,
And knew its secret saying—
The voice of the summer wind.

I heard clear waters falling,
Lapping from stone to stome

The wood dove crying and calling,
Ever alone, alone.

I heard the bells of the heather
Ring in the summer breeze,

Soft stir of fur and feather
And guiet bum of bees.

The piper drew me yearnicg |
Into the dim gray lands f

‘Where there is no returning,

Although I wring my hards.
There to the piper’s @vooning
I saw my dead again,
All in a happy noomning
Of golden sun and rain.
Yiou piper kind end hoary,
Your pipes upon your knee,
If I should tell my story
The things you piped for me.
The folk wiould leave their selling,
'And bid their buying go,
It I could but be telling
The things you let me know.
—Katharine Tynan.

My love, I see thee pass.

They damoe about the distant fields,

Like fairies of the night,

Unto the rippling lake beloWw
dash with all their mighit.

And o'er the oM, gray ganden-wall,

They leap in their glad prance;
And, far into the villagé green,

They hold their mﬁtﬂfn dance.

II.

The village with dts old thatched
roofs ~

‘| cine._ that

Fresh . from the dewy grass;

Bateese, the plough-boy, unged them

: on,
Berttille, she saw him pass.
Beneath & hat of straw there beam-
ed

A face, sunburat and red,
And, when the Angelus pealed ou;
In pray’r he bowed his head.

On bended knee, he asked his God
To bless Bentille Lachance. :
“I Jove Bateese,’” Bertille whisper'd;

“Baibeese, king of the dance.”

vt e

Very many persons die annually
from cholere, end kindred — summe
complaints, who might have Dbeen
saved if proper remedies had beet)
used.” If attacked do no;- Yxel
getting a bottle of Dr. J. V.
logg’s Dysantery Cordial, the medi
4ol ; ryra/u. to effect

With my back, ard
twisted.”

i k it; i
/"90 it was

o oo

Away through the clover

He ate up the cake we'd
to take,

And meybe an apple or

Twes the merriest panty!
Susy Ann
Will ‘member it all of hes
Now that’s all I'll say aix
lies to-day
Fxcept—they're the dear
dears.
—Grace May North, in Chr
gister.
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YOU WILL NEVER BE |

For living a pure life,
For doing your level bes
For being kind to. the pox

“Is there not somebody !
get to come and sit with 3
while?”’ said Father Logan,
prepared to take his deparity

“Yes,” replied the sick
“there’s Mrs. Gillan, in 1
room down the passage. S
come if you asked her.”’

“I certainly shall ask her,
od the priest. ‘“‘Now,
try and remember all we ha
over. I'll come anound im
morning.’’

Carefully closing the doos
bim, he turmed down the nar
sage, whose walls were dar
age and the accumulated
years. At the third door he
and knocked, but it was noit
He knocked agatin, and heari
shrill cry of “Come in!’’ of
door, and, standing on the ti
Jooked into the dingy, squal
At first he thought it was
but afterwards saw in the
est comer a rough bed, max
boxes, on which were spress
ragged clothing. Out of ith
peered e thin, sharp face, li
piercing black eyes. He
back, the resemblance to a,
so striking! Then, recalling
rand, he asked for Mrs. Gille

“Other side. What is it y
her for ? Thought you mig
doctor coming to see me.’’
“To see you?’’ said the
trossing  the room to the
“YV'illyzﬁDm you il1?””

! uld thirk so. Wh;
been in three hospitals, buty
Couldn't cure me!’’

. There was such an unselfis
In this statement * that the
shuddered.

“I think you ought to be -
mlﬁl now, This is surely

lor ou.,
el y Can you nor
“Never have walked!

What's the matthn b

. Something
the legs |
“And 1o bed but this? Hov

"R‘yhlot you out of the hospi

» I had a nice maittress
P dowh and I'll whispen;
4 me if she heard me tell.
P worth pawni
“Took it!  Wioul

R d beat you

i MF . :’h"—'ﬂ—you know., "
This helpless

of such o, guardian
Rory wasn't bro But perha

was deefxly
sufferer at the

“Wait & while,"” he said, ‘T
Mrs. Gillen. I wan




