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BOTH MEN 
and WOMEN

who handle money are 
recommended to open 
a Savings Account at 
The Bank of Toronto

This Bank is strong
and well-equipped, and 
will afford you facilities 
and conveniences for 
handling your money 
and transacting your 
banking business that 
must be tried to be 
fully appreciated.

Prompt and court
eous service given.

Bank of Toronto
Incorporated 1855

“Fine! You may be the hope of 
the family yet. I believe you know 
more than 1 do, after a whole year of 
selling groceries.”

It was James who made this gener
ous remark, and Bertha smiled and 
then said quite gravely :

“But thawjsft’t all I’ve learned.”

H. H. NIGHTINGALE
Stock Broker and 
Financial Agent

Investments and Loans Negotiated

33 Melinda St. - Toronto

“Well, dear,” said the mother, 
“tell us the whole story. What other 
fine bit of knowledge have you stored 
away.”

“I've learned something about the 
art of rebuke.”

“The art of rebuke.”’
Everybody wonderingly repeated 

tlie words, and Bert said solemnly,
‘ Well, I never knew there was any 
line art about blaming "people.”

"You’d think there was, if you had
worked for a whole month in Miss 
Todd’s Store,” Bertha said enthusi
astically.

And then, of course, she told the 
V/ whole story.

“M ss Todd hardly ever blamed 
any of us, unless she first praised u- 
a little, and one day when 1 plucked 
up courage enough to ask her how 
this was, she said, ‘No one who 
doesn't deal largely in honest praise 
is fit to rebuke.’ And even when she 
just couldn’t praise some of out
work, she reproved us so beautifully 
that there wasn’t a bit of sting left. 
And so, along with a lot of other use
ful things, I couldn’t very well help
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learning something of what 1 call the 
art of rebuke.”

A great silence fell upon the heeG 
of this final bit ol Bertha’s business 
report, and then Mother Norris sa,u 
quietly :

“1 wouldn't wonder, dear, if this 
was really the best part of your month 
at business. To learn the art of re
buke is surely to master one of life's 
rarest, finest lessons.”—Rose H. 
Wakefield, in Girls’ Companion.

THE FLOWERS THAT CAME IN 
TIME.

A vigorous knocking ! Then the 
kitchen door pushed open, to disclose 
Mary, my washerwoman.

“1 can’t come to wash to-morrow. 
I’ve got to go to a funeral:—my 
chum’s little girl, little Lena.”

A big, raw-boned, carroty-haired 
Irishwoman is Mary; yet with gentle
ness of heart as genuine as the 
roughness of her hands she told the 
story of little Lena and the flowers.

Lena’s way in life had not lain 
along flower-bordered pa.hs. Flowers 
did not belong to life at all in her 
experience. What belonged to life was 
work ; work, and want and worry 
and—worse things. Yet, by a merci
ful provision, the hands and heart of 
Lena, that had cracked and bled at 
first in the struggle with work,—and 
the worse things,—grew hard and 
callous after a while, and did not feel 
the hurt so much.

There was no father now. There 
had been once,—a father who had 
lived violently, till he died violently. 
After that happehed, life became less 
cruel for Lena and her mother and 
the little boys; but it was still hard, 
harsh, bare.

Lena’s mother, with Mary, her 
chum, scrubbed buildings in the city 
parks. That meant thirteen hours a 
day away from home. “It’s a good 
thing I’ve got somebody to leave with

.v .ittle boys while I’m away,” said 
Lena’s mother. “Lena’s a big girl 
now,—eleven, goin’ on twelve,— 
plenty big enough to see to cookin’ 
for the boys, and ’tend to the house 
and the work, and to have my coffee 
. c ady when I get home. And she
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So busy Lena, in the one basement 
room that was “home” for four, 
cooked meals on the little low gaso
line stove; made the two beds, did 
dishes, and swept and scrubbed the 
•‘house.” Washdays she got up early, 
so that she could have the clothes on 
the line in the basement by the time 
she went to school.
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Monday night it happened. Al
most seven o’clock it was, time for 
mother to come; and her pot of coffer 
uo.led fast and furiously over the 
gasoline. Somehow, as Lena whisked 
1..01U m that crowded room, a flame 
from the low little stove leaped out 
and snatched the hpm of her calico . 
and Lena, flames streaming high ovet 
her head, rushed screaming into the 
windy street.
******** 

Poor little burned shoulders ! Poor 
little back and limbs ! She could lie 
only on her hands and face ; and she 
had lain? so, not daring the agony of 
moving, from Monday night till Sun
day. “Great exhaustion,” the doctor 
said, “from shock and pain.” The 
little thread of lift* seemed ready to 
part.

She grew quiet soon, and lay still, 
ner fingers clinging, clinging to the 
precious flowers. Glad content 
smoothed out the pain-wrinkles from 
her brow and face.

“Ain’t it nice!” breathed little 
Lena. “Ain’t it nice that you don’t 
have to wait till you’re dead to have 
somebody send you flowers?”

A happy shining was 111 the eyes 
that had been so hot and anguished. 
I hen the lids drooped, drooped, clos
ed over the shining, and shut it in 
safely forever as she passed from 
pain into peace —S. S. Times.

Are You Anaemic 
x or Bloodless?

Sunday afternoon the school teach
er came carrying a message. Not 
words,—and for that the school teach 
cr was thankful. Words forsook her 
utterly at the piteous little sight 
The school teacher’s message was 
flowers—-a bunch of pinks was all ; 
but such flowers Lena had never 
touched nor thought to touch. “The 
little girls in your class sent them,” 
the teacher succeeded in saying.

The weary, weary little face, lying 
sideways on the coarse sheet, took on 
a look of scared w onder :

“For me—” in a sobbing whisper, 
“those flowers for me, now ?”

For answer the teacher laid the 
pinks beside tile wondering, frighten 
ed face.

One band what a little, little hand, 
ti be so cracked and callous — ventur
ed forth tij clasp the flowers. Over 
her anguished eyes she spread their 
fresh coolness; across .her rigid lips 
she laid their sweetness, to breathe 11 
in, and in. Then again little Lena 
■questioned tremblingly,

“For me, for me, now ?”
The teacher bent close to hear the 

next weak words:
“I tlidnN think such nice flowers 

could be for me,- now,- because"— 
for a little space there was an ach
ing silence; then the pitiful, pain 
broken little voice poured out its 
quivering protest against the way of 
the world that avails, when it has 
sweetness to selid. “I thought,—oh ! 
I thought,—I thought you’d got to be 

dead before anybody’d ever send you 
any flowers.”

If So, the Spring Is a Most Trying 
Time for You.

Your Hope Rests In Getting the Blood 
Rich and Red by Using

DR. CHASE’S
NERVE FOOD

Shortness of breath and fatigue 
with slight exertion, failure of the 
vital organs to properly perform their 
functions, and pallor of the gums and 
eyelids are among the indications cr 
anaemia or bloodlessness.

The blood is thinner and more 
watery in the spring than at any other 
season, and for this reason the per
son who is subject to anaemia, or lack 
of blood, suffers the most.

You must increase the number of 
red corpuscles in the blood, and this 
can best be done by using Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food. This great re
storative treatment docs not merely 
stimulate the organs to renewed ac- ■ 
tivitv, but cures by building up tile 
system. For this reason its benefits 
are both natural and lasting.

Sleeplessness, indigestion,, neuralgic 
and sciatic pains and weakness and 
irregularities of the vital organs be
come a thing of the past when Dr. 
Chase ’s Nerve Food is used.

It is only natural that you should 
get strong and well when this build
ing-up treatment is used, for it sup
plies to the blood in condensed and 
easily assimilated form the elements 
which go to form new, rich blood.

Your digestive system has failed to 
extract sufficient nutrition from the 
food you cat, and hence the necessity 
of such direct nourishment as is sup
plied to the blood by Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food. 50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, 
at all dealers or F.dmanson, Bates & 
Co., Limited, Toronto.


