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—a kind that makes people loving 
and gentle. I don’t quite know 
how to explain it ; but I know 
what I mean, because my mamma 
was good like that, and it was that 
I know, that made her so beauti- 
iul and sweet. And that kind of 
goodness makes people happy, and 
it makes them patient and kind, 
and brave too, and it helps them to 
bear troubles, and it does all kinds 
of wonderful things.”

Molly’s eyes were fixed intently 
* u} or. her little companion’s face ; 

she looked wistful and eager, yet 
a little doubtful.

“ Are you good like that, Dor­
othy?

Dolly shook her head mournfully. 
“ I’m afraid I’m not at all ; but I 

should like to be.”
“ Do you think you ever can ?
“ I don’t know. I have been 

thinking a good deal about it. *1 
want to try.”

“ How can you begin to try ? It 
would be very nice to have some­
thing to help us to bear troubles, 
and to make us happy. I should 
like to have it too;’* and Molly 
sighed deeply. “Bnt I don’t see 
what one can do—I don’t a bit know 
what it is you mean.”

“ I ought to know better than I 
do,” said Dolly. “ When mamma 
was teaching us it all seemed plain 
and easy ; but yet I can’t remem­
ber how one can get that kind of 
goodness. I’m afraid I often was 
thinking more of mamma herself 
than of what she was teaching ; 
and now I don’t feel as though I 
knew how to begin.”

“ I wish you did,"said Molly,who 
was in an unusually gentle and 
thoughtful mood that day. I don’t 
much care generally about being 
good, but I think I should like that 
kind.”

I know it has a good deal to do 
with God,” said Dohy slowly and 
thoughtfully.

“ With God 1 ” repeated Molly 
with a change of tone. “ Then I 
don’t think I care to know any 
more.”

“Why not?"
“Because I don’t think anything 

to do with God can be a bit nice.”
“ Don’t you ?” said Dolly doubt­

fully, adding alter a pause, “mam­
ma loved God very much, and 
wanted us to learn to love Him 
too.”

“ Do you?” asked Molly quickly. 
Dolly hesitated, and her colour 

mounted slowly.
“ 1 don’t know. I’m afraid not. 

I think I used to, or I thought I 
did,when mamma used to be teach­
ing us ; but He seems such a long 
way off now, and I don’t feel as 
though He heard what I said to 
Him. Nobody here talks to me as 
mamma did, and everything seems 
to be slipping away. I'm afraid I'm 
very naughty to feel so.” And Dolly 
heaved a great sigh.

“ Why are you naughty ? I don’t 
believe you are. Why should you 
care about God ? He does’nt care 
for us.”

“ Yes, but He does,” answered 
Dolly quickly. “ He does care.

Mamma said so many times that 
He loved us, and wanted us to be 
His little children ; but I don’t 
know what to do to get to be one.”

*‘I don’t believe He does love 
us,” returned Molly obstinately. 
“If He did, He wouldn’t let things 
happen as they do.”

“ No,” said Wilfred, and both 
girls started at the sound of his 
voice, for they had not seen him 
ènsconced behind the window cur­
tain from which he now suddenly 
advanced, “ God doesn’t care for 
us. He is angry with nearly every 
one, and sends people to hell when 
they die."

“ Yes, I know,” answered Molly 
gloomily ; “ He can’t care a bit tor 
us. Perhaps He does for good 
people—very good ones, I mean, 
who are always saying prayers and 
reading the Bible ; but he doesn’t 
for anybody else, I’m sure.”

Dolly sat silent, feeling vaguely 
distressed and uneasy, and yet not 
knowing how to combat the argu­
ments brought forward by the 
other children. Yet she could not 
but stand up for the one idea 
which possessed her.

** 1 don’t know about all that, 
though I don’t think you’re quite 
right ; but I do know—I’m quite 
sure—that if we were only good in 
the right way—in the way God 
likes us to be, we should all be 
much happier.”

“ I can’t see how,” said Wilfred.
“ I wish I could explain better ; 

but I know it would be so.”
“How?” asked Wilfred again. 

“ Would it make us like lessons ? 
Would it make the other boys nice 
to me ?”

“ It would make you nice to 
them,” answered Dolly gently. “ If 
you had that kind of goodness, 
you would not want to quarrel with 
them any more. You would be 
fond of them, and then perhaps 
they would grow like you, and you 
would all love one another, and oe 
so happy together.”

Wilfred’s face had again put on 
its fretful look, but Molly’s eyes 
were fixed upon Dolly with a 
rather wistful light.

That would be nice,” she said 
softly. “It would be nice to have 
people fond of us, and to be fond 
of them. I often think so when I 
read stories about children who are 
happy together and fond of each 
other. But I thought it was all 
nonsense. I thought real brothe.o 
and sisters always quarrelled.”

“ So they do,” muttered Wilfred ;
but Dolly said very earnestly— 

“ Pm sure they need not. I aam
sure God does not mean them to. 
I know it says somewhere, Little 
children, love one another.’ He 
cannot bear quarrelling. He would 
like us all to be fond of One an­
other."

And if we are good in the way 
you talked of, shall we do that ?” 
questioned Molly.

“Yes, I am sure you will,” an­
swered Dolly.

“ Only you don’t know how we 
can get good like that.”

( 7o be continued.)

BAKING POWDERS CONTAINNG LIME.
Why14 ROYAL” Is Absolutely PURE

Analysis shows the presence of Tartrate of Lime in sev­
eral brands of Baking Powder placed upon the market.

“DR. PRICE’S” Baking Powder contains Tartrate of 
Lime.

“ PEARL ” Baking Powder contains Tartrate of Lime.
“ GROFF’S SNOW-FLAKE ” Baking Powder contains 

Tartrate of Lime. ‘
“ DE LAND’S ” Baking Powder contains Tartrate of 

Lime.
All BULK Baking Powders contain Tartrate of Lime.
The presence of this substance in the above-named Bak­

ing Powders results from the use of inferior Cream of Tar­
tar in their manufacture. The Cream of Tartar of the 
market, from which they are made, contains Tartrate of 
Lime in amounts varying from six to ten per cent, and 
hence these powders contain this impurity as a foreign sub­
stance to a corresponding extent, which is of no value, but 
a positive detriment in any powder in which it is found.

The Royal Baking Powder is made from Cream of Tar­
tar specially refined and prepared for its use by patent 
processes by which the Tartrate of Lime is totally clind 
nated. This highly important result has been attained only 
with great care, labor, and expense. In money alone a 
quarter of a million dollars has been invested in patent^ 
machinery and appliances by which the crude Cream of 
Tartar, being procured direct from the wine districts of 
Europe and subjected in this country to these exclusive 
processes, is rendered entirely free, not only from the ob­
jectionable Tartrate of Lime, but from other foreign sub­
stances. This adds greatly to the cost of manufacturing 

Royal Baking Powder ; but, as all its other ingredients are 
selected and prepared with the same precise care, and ré- 
ganlless of labor or expense, an article is produced that is 
entirely free from any extraneous substance, and chemically
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pur»' in all respects. No lime, earth, alum, or impurity of 
any kind can, by inadvertence, or by the use of adults 
ated articles or otherwise, be introduced into the “Royal» 
and it contains no ingredients except those certified by the 
Goa ernment and other eminent chemists necessary to make 
a pure, wholesome, and perfect Baking Powder.

It costs more to manufacture the Royal Baking Powder 

than any other, but it is, as shown by chemical analysis» 
the only “ absolutely pure ” Baking Powder made.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., New Yo*
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