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Thought From the Discouraged. A Danger to Baby.right-hand row of cots and up the left hand 
row, touching every little face lightly with BY L M zimmkkman. Doctors have preached against the so-call-
hvr finger .ip,, If was a. Becky', bed ,he foolish lo My lhe,e i, no.hing in cd .nothing medicine, lor year, but they are
stopped again. It was Becky «he kissed. lhis world t0 wor al>out, for " man is horn still used altogether loo much. The fact
1 ho small, plain face in the pillow appealed . h, „. ' ., for consjder. that they put children lo sleep is no sign thatto her She stooped to it again and touched “» » Tot’toge, r,d o^our^^ie,^! Some they arc helpful. Ask your doctor and he 
the little drooping mouth with her lips. &cir troubles as if they were wil1 led >ou that you have merely drugged

"Thî“il?r l»ekm0tî" >0U| nCVCr had‘ laying In a stock of fuel for cold winter, your little one into inscnsibility-th»t sooth-
you little thing, she whispered. Others live davs and weeks in advance of ing medicines are dangerous. If your little

Becky and the matron had dreams that b, accumulating thus in advance one needs a medicine give it Baby’s Own
night. Beckys was beautiful I there was a imaoinirv trials un'il life is so over- Teblets, and you give it a medicine guaran-
mothcr in n, and llrcky sat in her lap and ,hady d 8ttlaty;. SCC'M1S |'lardiv worth the teed to contain no opiate or harmful drug,
laughed and talked through the tips of her f" ,^h '^ wo* Vou can give these iablels just a, safely to

little lean brown fingers. And the dream- 1 . . they would a new born infant as to the well grown child,
niolher laughed, loo, and once she leaned .P, . . 111' blessing and lh=y will cure all the minor ills of child-
down and kissed Becky's cheek That was ^a,e always hood. Mrs. j. M. Gilpin, Bellhaven, Ont
when the dream ended, and Becky, through ' who art w0„e off' than the complain- «ays: "Since 1 gave my lillle one Baby, 
narrowed lids, thought she saw the mothers . . . - large fie d for Own Tablets there has been a marvellousface bending over her She did no, know ‘.^^L'pîndUnd p,p« change in her appearance, and she „ growing

it was the matron s face. , . .. •. , . blessings, splendidly. You may count me always a
Tne dream that came to the matron was troubles will vanish in all the friend to the Tablets." Ask your druggist

full of sadness. She thought she went away bri dit sunlight of your rich gift* Try it for for this medicine or send 25 cents to Theand made herself a home and settled down ^l^un.igh, of your nch ^gifi Jry it for ^ Brockville.On,..
o her well-earned rest She missed he h cx)encnce the blessedness of and get a be by mall, post paid,

hide aces very much, she thought, but after look, lhe‘ , ri hl sidc cf th,raK.. ra.her
^ntliV^KX^ed^Vqui" «"-.Sib. while nursing yourlroub.e, _each wi,h a special meaning of ,,s own in 

way. Then, one diy, a Vision slood beside “dy°“ 'whirn’m^

Lord himself bids us not worry, and lov- Cyc.—The Child's Hour,
ingly bids us cast all our cares on him, for 
he careth for u«. He is our burden-beartr, 
and graceiously bids us rise on the wings of 
praise into his arms of love, and like a lov
ing mother, he will bear us on his bosom.
Unfoitunatcly, some thus rise, hut instead 
of dropping their burden, they seem to find 
pleasure in carrying it with them, keeping 
it closely tied about them ,instead of casting 
it wholly upon the Lord. God is oui Vain
er, and he knows uur wants ; why not there
fore trust him. believing he will do for us 
according to our respective needs*
Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want. ”
Why not, therefore believe it, ar.d believing, 
trust in him, and trusting him, cast all your 
cares on him? Doit, and you will find 
rest unto your toul.—Lutheran Observer

“Where is the little child that cried in the 
dark, under the butternut tree ?" it said to 
her. “Has anyone adopted her yet? Has 
she found n mother ?"

"No, no, my Lord," the matron said, for 
the face cf the Vision shone in her dream 
like the facj of the Lord, she thought.

“No, no, there is no one will ever adopt 
poor little Becky She is deaf, my Lord, 
and dumb."

A little pause, and then again the sweet 
voice spoke :

“Is she crying still under the butternut 
tree, in the dark ?"

“No—Oh, no, she can’t be crying there 
still !" the matron said, with a shudder.

“It is so daik out there and so damp, and 
the little child's heart will break," the Vision 
said. “Show me the way to the butternut 
tree. I will adopt little B.cky."

The dream was so sad that the matron
fuund heist'll sobbing when she woke up. E naint-mark of an Indian’s face Is a 
£?r Vürg T? she ljy a”kc' thinking. sj a dcfinl.e meanm which other
rhe clock tolled one-two-then three, be- , "dians may read. Whcn an Indian puts on
fore she slept again. his full war paint he decks himself, not only . T k h inaugurated a

In the morning—it was Sunday morning- wilh honors and distinctions won hy his own Tk< Grand T Ôk„ ,, " “*? « in
Becky crept away by herself to her favorite i,ravery, but also with the special honors of d,al., c dally througn car service, in
resort. The chutch bells wete ringing, but hi, ur llibe. He may possess , ne “ “VS'îLTI lÆ S
Becky did not know. She sat with her mark of distinction only, or many. In fact, 1° Om World si air last tram^ no
small brown fingers interlaced in her lap and he may [te so weh 0fi in this respect that, lnu resting route, stop-over allowed at 2 - 
ber lit,1= wistful face against the friendly like J,e English noble ,ten, he is able to «<0. «ntaccMed ^ 
trunk of ihe g.cat tree. I, whispered kind do„ , new distinction for every occasion, runs o the hue. Ask Grand Trunk Agents
things into Becky’s tar—and Becky heard Sometimes he will wear all his honnis at one fur ,ul1 >nf°rn'at,ons*

time. Then he is a sight worth travelling

The Grace of Cheerfulness.

be glad to-day !
The rain-clouds drift along the lulls, 
The grass is drowned in lakes and rills, 
The birds of song are chilled and mute, 
The dreariness seems absolute ;
And yet I will be glad lo-day !

I said : I Will

ill be glad, be glad to-day, 
Though many tiresome tasks ai 
My patient hands, l will forget 
The frets that trouble and depress, 
And think on things el pleasantness ; 
And so I will be glad to-day !

I w

“The

I will be glad to-day, to-day ;
For summer suns again will shine, 

like Ionic wine,The air will thrill
The birds will sing as ne'er before,
And wilh these blisses yet in store,
Why should I not be glad to-day i 

Emma A. Lente, in Christian Endeavor World.Indian Paint.

Djuble Track Route to World's Fair

““S :Bmssmsts ssU,ion. en the face. The virions parts of ihe fish by Grow' Çbv'l.nd on The American
farc=e.S‘:a,Thcd1o'ng,“non" Îpanned"on She C klT'“riw of "The ReorgamLtion oi

p’^ndR^t"^.-eeZmX

show t as rut in two and hanging born ei.her discuss. , “ I he Human,ly of Shake-
nostril. When only one or Iwo parts of an - ' 1 he„ 1 ,,ffThS 1 .“j
animal arc painted on a man's lace it is an United Slates :........... he Specialist n
indication of inferiority ; when Ihe whole I'rovmng Street : _ - Iransyaal labour

Becky “listened " with a violent start of animal appears, even though in many oddly ^u.ues : and Ihe Bottom-rock 
surprise. Then, in a flush, her grave little assoited parts, the signs indicate a high the Tibet Quest inn - these are among t e 
faceburstinloradiar.ee. She caught ihe rank. subjects dealt wilh in this number,
matron's hand and began to talk hurriedly,
htr fingers flying in their eagerness. She symbols painted on . 
was looking up into the matron's tender There are fish, flesh and fowl of all kinds— Anricots should be cooked a long time,
face. dog, salmon, devilfish, staifihh, woodpeckers, After the sugar is added, take off the

“Oh, you arc a mother !" cried Becky's eagles, ravens, wolves, bear: , s< alions and sea cover and let the fruit glaze a little, but^not 
little brown fingers. “I shall have a mother monsters, mosquitoes, bugs, mountain goats, harden. When cold both prunes and ayrt- 
at last."—Classmate. and all maimer of foot, claw, or beak marks cots should be setved with

“Becky"—the matron could only talk very 
slowly indeed—“I am—going—away."

The child sighed, and the smile dropped 
away from her lips.

•‘Will—you—go—with—me—Becky ? 1
want—you for—my—little—girl. I want— 
to—adopt you Becky.”

Very peculiar are some of the honorable 
the Indians' faces

■


