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A SPRING CE 

Ob, such a commotioi
ground

When March called 
bo!"

Such spreading of root 
wide,

Such whispering to t 
And "Are you ready? 

drop asked;
" ’Tis time to start 

“Almost, my dear," 1 
plied,

“I’ll follow as soon 
Then, "Ha! ha! ha!" i 

Of laughter soft and 
From millions of flow 

ground—
Yes, millions, begizm

FUNNY SAYINGSWEAK
THE POET’S OOBNEBHOME INTERESTS SOME AMUSING BLUNDERS.

A divine in drawing the attention 
of -bis congregation to a special com
munion service on the following Sun
day informed them that

Conducted H B L E N K
6n early frosts scatter the fragrant 

roses,
The time is short.

THE TIME IS SHORT.
I sometimes feel the t-hreàd of life is 

slender,
That soon for me the fabric will be 

wrought;
Then would I live with sympathies 

more tender;
The time is short.

'the Lord 
is with ue in the forenoon and the 
Bishop in the evening."

A Scotch minister innocently, per
haps, hit the mark by telling his 
people, "Weel, friends, the kirk is 

I urgently in need of siller, and as we 
have failed, to get money honesty we 
will have to see whet a bazar can 
do for us."

There is a certain amount of ex
cuse to be made for the young 
curate who, remarking that some 
people came to church for no batter 
reason than to show off their best 
clothes, finished up as he glanced 
over his audience, "I am thankful to 
see, dear friends, that none .">f you 
has come here for that reason."

A negro student when conducting 
the prayers at one of the great mis
sionary colleges, said, "Give us all 
pure hearts, give us all clean hearts, 
give us all sweet hearts," to which

Home must mean the hallowed 
resting-place where lingers the loves 
that are the most sacred on earth. 
It is the temple of heart affection. 
It is the sanctuary blessed by nob
lest human unselfishness. It is the 
shrine consecrated to highest -hu
man love. Home means the bond 
of hfoodi and ties of tenderness 
which clasp into one close intimacy 
the hearts of those who, hand-in- 
hand, journey heavenward. Home is 
the moral circle within which minds 
and hearts share the same shelter, 
breathe the same atmosphere, bear 
tfate same burdens, sympathize in the 
same sorrows, enjoy the same plea
sures, divide the same toils, and 
contribute to the same successes.

It is a moral union of thought and 
will, so that lives are linked to
gether in the measure of one melody, 
with varying tone, throbbing har
moniously, like human oords, which, 
each in its own way, catch up and 
re-echo the same song of soul. Thus, 
home Is the spot which souls united 
by blessings of love or bond of blood 
have made their own sweet paradise 
on earth. Home is that one place 
where our most cherished humtun 
hopes blossom in secure shelter, and 
where God's brightest blessings fall; 
for there is no place 1-ike home.

to me when I was a child by my 
old father. He was the village doc
tor. I oame into his office, where 
he was compounding medicine one 
day, looking cross and ready to cry.

" 'What is the matter, Mary ?’
" ‘I’m tired! I’ve been making 

beds and washing diAee all day and 
every day, and what good does it 
do? To-morrow the beds will be to 
make and the dishes to wash over 
again. ’

" 'Look, my child,’ he said, ‘do 
you see these empty vials? They 
are all insignificant, cheap things, of 
no value in themselves; but in one 
I put a deadly poison, in another a 
sweet perfume, in a third & healing 
medicine. Nobody canes for the
vtals; it is that which they carry 
that kills or cures. Your daily work, 
the dishes washed or the floor swept 
are homely things, and count for no- 1 
thing in themselves; but ft is the 1 
anger, or the sweet patience, or
zeal, or high thoughts that you put 1 
into them that shall last. These * 
make your life.' "

No strain

So, when dissonance Q( time i9 ^
ing,

To peace rewarding may thy soul 
brought.

Like the worn reaper to the Master 
wending.

The time is short.
—By the late Hezekiah Butterwortfc.

HOUR BY HOUR.

MILBURN’S HEART 
AND NERVE PILLS
are the very remedv that weak, nervous, 
tired out, sickly w >men need to restore 
them the blessings of good health.

They give sound, restful sleep, tone up 
the nerves, strong hen the heart, and 
make rich blood. Mrs. C. McDonald, 
Portage la Prairie, Man., writes: “ I was

A shepherd’s teat of reeds Awid 
boughs decaying,

That wandering airs may crumble 
into naught,

So seems my life—un Sheltering yet 
staying—

The time is short.

“I'll promise my bios 
Crocus satid,

“When I hear -the bli 
“And straight thereaftc 

cried,
"My silver and gold 

“And ere they are tiul 
spoke,

“My Hyacinth bells e 
And the Violet only mi 

here,"
And sweet grew the t 

Then "Ha! ha! ha!" a 
Of laughter soft and 

From the millions of fl 
the ground—

Yes, millions begizmln

One single day 
Is not much to look upon. There (.

t some way
Of passing hours of such a limit, w. 

can face
A single day; but plane 

- Too many days before sad syes,- 
Too many days for smothered sj?hs- 
And we lose heart,
Just at the start.

! Years really are not long, nor livee 
The longest which survives;
And yét to look across 
A future we must tread, bowed bya 

, sense of loss,
Bearing some burden weighing down 

so low,
That we can scarcely go
One step ahead,—this is so hard,
So stem a view to face, unstarred, 
Untouched by light, so masked with 

dread!
If we would take a step ahead,
Be brave and keep 
The feet quite steady, feel the breath 

of life
Sweep ever on our face again,
We must not look across.-looting In 

vain,—
But downward to the next close step, 
And up. Eyes that have wept 
Must look a little way,—not far. 
God broke the years to hours and 

days.
That hour by hour 
And day by day 
Just going on a little way. 
Wemfght be able all along 
To keep quite strong.
Should all the weights of life 
Be laid across our shoulders, and the 

future, rife,
With woe and struggle,

! to face 
At just one place.
We could not go;
Our feet would stop; and so 
God lays a little on us every day;
And never, I believe, on all' the way 
Will burdens bear so deep,
Or pathways Me so steep,
But we can go, if by God’s power 
We only bgar the burden of tihe hour. 
—George Klingle.

bum Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont

Think of the droopHng eyes thou 
might’st have lifted 

To see the good that heaven to 
thee hath taught,

The unhelped wrecks that past life’s 
bark have drifted—

The time is short.

The giving out of church notices 
has often proven- a pitfall for the un
wary. "During Lent," said a rec
tor lately, "several preachers will

Oh, the pretty, brave thi 
the coldest days. 

Imprisoned in walls c 
They never lost heart, - 

blast shrieked loud 
And the sleet and the

But patiently each wrouj 
tiful dress

Or fashioned her beaut 
And now they are comic 

en the world 
St/ill shadowed by win 

And well may they chee 
"Ha! ha.!"

In a chorus soft -and 1 
The millions of flowers 

the ground,
Yes, millions, beginninj 

—Harper’s Young People

is harder upon the 
young than to be forced to do 
work which they feel is beneath their 
faculties, yet no discipline is more 
helpful.

"The wise builder watches not the 
•bricks which his journeyman lays 
but the manner <in which he lays 
them.”

The man who is half-hearted and 
lagging as a private soldier will be 
half-hearted and lagging as a com
mander. Even in this world, he wh<? 
uses his talents rightly as a servant I 
is often given the control of many

"They also serve,” said John Mil- 
ton, "who only stand and wait.*

We should remember, above all,

The time is short. Then be thy heart 
a brother's

To every heart that needs thy help 
in aught;

Soon thou wilt need the sympathy 
of others.

The time is short.

Holloway s Corn Cure is a speci
fic for the removal of corns and 
warts. We have never heard of its 
failing bp remove even the worst 
kind.

WOMEN IN JOURNALISM.

In Paris some patient person has 
been collecting statistics about 
women journalists. There are 600 
of these, he declares, who live by 
journalism in England, as against 
2193 in the United States and 1200 
in Germany. Of the latter 27 per 
cent, deal with literature, 18 1-2 
per cent, with political economy, 10 
per cent. with pedagogy, 8 1-2 
per cent. with science, 7 1-2 per 
cent, with fashions, 5 per cent, with 
history, 4 1-2 per cent, with do mes-

If thou hast friends, give them thy
best endeavor,

Thy warmest impulse and thy purest 
thought,

Keeping in mind in word and action 

The time is short.

HE KEPT THE SECRET.

When the teacher was absent from 
the schoolroom, Billy, the mis
chievous boy of the class, wrote on 
the blackboard: "Billy Jones can 
hug the gUrle better than 
in the school.”

Upon her return the I etcher called 
him up to her desk.

"William, d 
she asked, poii 
board.

"Yes. ma’am.

Each thought resentful from thy mind 
be driven,

And cherish love by sweet forgive
ness bought:

Thou soon wilt need the pitying love 
of heaven.

The \time is short.

PROVINCE OF QUEB] 
of Montreal. Superior ( 
Exil da Conant, wife oo 
property of François Xa' 
hotelkeeper, both of the ( 
treal, hae this day indtifi 
tion for separation as 
egainst her said husbanc 
Superior Court at Me 
2361.

Montreal, April 4th, J
beaudin, lo ranger

ST. OE1 
Attorneys for

pnone. The reason is obvious 
this "germ age."

When cooking, never leave i 
in anything you want to boil 
ly- The spoon conducts the 
away from the liquid.

Lrfunp chimneys are not as liable to 
break upon exposure to change of 
wmpenature if they are put in a 
pan of cold water and allowed to 
heat gradually till' the water is boil- 
ibg aAd left in the water till cold

At any large hardware store & lit
tle metal rest can be bought which 
will fit any lamp chimney by bend
ing' it to the right dimensions. In 
this way baby’s food can be heated, 
or water boiled for the various uses 
of the traveler or invalid.

Equal parts of ammonia and 
spirits of turpentine will take paint 
out of cloth, no matter how dry 
it may be. Saturate tihe snot

said Jilly.
"Well, you may stay after school, 

said she, "as punishment."
The other pupils waited for Bill 

to come out, and then they bega 
guying hinu

"Got a licking, didn’t you?"
"Nope." said Billy.
*fGot jawed ?"

"What did she do ?"
"Shan't tell," sadd Billy; 'but 1 

Pays to advertise."

THE REALLY HAPPY MAN.

Lady Henry Somerset, in a recent 
article on the simple life, says: "It 
would be interesting to analyze how 
much real happiness comes to a man 
who has made or inherited a large 
fortune, and feels it necee 
live in what is called 
style.’ He buHlds himself 
engages a troop of servants, begins 
to collect pictures, furniture and ob
jects of art, and he little knows

a spoon

Soon other graves the moss and fern 
will cover:

Soon thou wilt rest, thy work for
ever wrought,

Where summer airs, aroma laden, 
hover.

The time is short.

meet us face

THE ASSOCIATIONS OF OLD 
BOOKS.

Old books are best! I confess to 
that belief. Why else did I put 
aside the prim little Shakeepeares Sn 
their fresh green leather in the 
showy Hoi bom shop, and buy the 
old Malone variorum edition of 1803 
hi Booksellers’ Row ? Books asso
ciate themselves for us with the 
places where we bought them and 
thé places where we read them.
These old Shakeepeares forever re
call that yellow fog and that an
cient stall on a certain December af
ternoon. The notes may not dis
cuss the latest German theory of 
Hamlet’s madness, but they are de
lightfully ample and leisurely, cov
ering mostly the greater part of the 
page, and" their obsolete wisdom is should be 
always vouched for by Malone, or 
Johnson, or Steevens, or T. War ton, 
or other old-time editors.—From 
"Boole-Hunting in London,” by 
John Russel Hayes, in The Book 
News Monthly for April.

adequate

Then own thy God ere yet the sha
dow closes;

Some good return in later seasons 
wrought; WHEN I HAVE T]

When I have time, so m 
I’ll do'

To make life happier e

LOOKING AHEAD SOME.
The Earl of Buchan was to U 

of tiis life, although eccentric, 
great social favorite and "a te 
old flirt."

On leaving a room he would 
leave of the prettiest young 
with old-fashioned courtsey, ant 
"Good-bye, my dear; and pray

world of trouble.- A man with a 
moderate income, who hae no re
quirements beyond those which he 
can well supply, who lives in a 
house where his thfags give him no 
anxiety, but in refined, tasteful and 
simple surroundings, who can af
ford to see his own friends because 
he cares for them, and not a host 
of people who have to be asked be
cause it is the right thing that they 
—-—— seen at his bouse is the
really happy man."

No Alum or For those whose livee a 
now with care.

I'll help to lift them 
low despair.

When I have time.

When I have time, the fri 
so well

Shall know no more t 
toiling days;

I’ll lead her feet in pleai 
always,

And cheer her heart witl 
sweetest praise.

When I have time.

Add there
" I saw, in an officiai'

report, that 70% (<
the baking powden lold in
contain atim and add phosphate».1

It is that folk ooght to beam Elixir of Life.—Since for
gotten time, man have been seeking 
for the Elixir of Life, which tradi
tion says ones existed. Dr. Thomas' 
Eclectric Oil to an Elixir, before 
which pain cannot live. It is made 
up of six essential oils, carefully 
blended so that their curative pro
perties are concentrated in one. It 
has no ecyial in the treatment of 
lumbago, rheumatism, and all bodily

mighty cardM what baking powder they
I know, if I baked my own cake and paltry,WHAT IS LEST.

Here in my drawer, a letter and a 
curl

Of golden hair; a withered hyacinth— 
A pair of tiny cuffs, half-raveled

And all the wool tied up about the

that there only one bating powder I would buy.
That’»

Si. George’s Baking PowderLITERARY REVIEW, When you have time the f 
hold so dear

May be beyond the read 
your sweet intent.

May never know that yo 
ly meant

To fill her life with swee 
When you had time.

Row is the time. Ah, fri 
longer wait,

To ^tter loving smiles i 
or cheer,

To those around whose 1 
ûow so dear.

That may not meet you, 
coming year. '

Now is the time.

a genuine Cream of Tartar Baking Powder—free of 
lads, lime, ammonia and phosphates.
ST. GEORGE’S is healthful—and makes Bisaiits, 
Lake, Pies, etc., that are not only deliciously light 
and inviting, but wholesome as well.

Swe”old°f^HnjT'to prepare » number of novel dUhev-end to 
ft’””' "lo.— in =" gtlac»- Write for • free copy to the
matiohal Dado & Chbmical Co. or Cakada, Limited, Montre»!. 10

BONAHOE’S MAGAZINE 
APRIL.

The April issue of Donaho 
gamne devotes much of its s 
Easter 
illustrations.

With labored knots, 
place.

A dolly’s teapot,

to keep it in its

cracked, wfthout a HER NOTE WAS FINAL.

The proprietor of a large drug 
store recently received this curt 
and haughty n,oto written in an an
gular, feminine hand: “I do not 
want vasioline, out glisserine. Is 
that plain enough? I persyom you 
can spell."

More important than the style of 
your tfress, the ordering of your 
banquet, the setting of your table, 
is the mood in which the appointed 
topur of entertainment finds you.
When the doorbell peals to the ring ' God 
of the first arrival, put aside all ’ f 
thoughts of how you look,. how your Thej 
drawing-room looks, how good, bad n 
or. indifferent the dinner may prove, The 
banish every care, meet your guests o 
witK nothing on your mind save No « 
the anticipation of passing and help- ' /
ing him to

And half its gaudy decorations 
Through frequent washings, 

by little hands.
Dear little hands—they grew so ■

features—poems, stories, and 
Among the most 

notable tributes to the season are 
"The Power of the Resurrection," by 
S. L. Emery; "A Metropolitan Ras
ter," by Mary Catherine Crowley; 
and "The Queen of the Resurrection" 
by F. x. Emmett.

The opening article hae for its 
subject the Most Rev. John Williams, 
D.D., Archbishop of Boston, whose 
eighty-fifth birthday occurs on 
April 22nd. Six portraits of the 
Archbishop, taken at different pe
riods, illustrate the tribute.

Other fully illustrated features are 
"A Pilgrimage to Boury, '• by Her
bert Spring, who describee the homo 
of Mrs. Craven and the characters 
to -A Sister’s Story"; "The Irish

King Edward cap who was talking to a group of 
gentlemen. He had an air of being 
some one of importance, and in her 
simplicity she took him for the sta
tion master. She therefore timidly 
addressed him, explained who she 
■was and what she required. The 
"station master" listened with po
lite attention, and presently an of
ficial approached and conducted the 
nuns to a compartment which had 
twen put on for them. The official 
bowed her in wfth her companions. 
Some time after the young qun bad 

lather

and the Nun,

Th* liver la the largest gland In the body; Its
King Edward nsas given many 

quiet proofs of his personal kindness 
and goodwill. Here is an anecdote 
from the Semaine Religeuse, of Cam- 

little

the retortpass a delightful hour. 
If you can do this thé battle is al
ready half won.

in to take from the blood the properties COURT]form bile. When tht liver is torpid and
Inflamed it cannot furnish bile to the bowels.

ornnibue^fuU ofcausing them to become bound and costive. young•*udents was roiling down 
a V** koto* old | 

® prleet'« attire got to. ' 
rf- “S’Y at toe Intern, 
««using bad language to 
” Ortving him outside. B 
Meet took no more notice 

hud been perfectly r
“«he rose to get out.

U-mpton. n . feeltos of Inlaw, or weigh! lo
the right lido, end shooting psins in the bred, which illuetiatee It. A 

band of-exiled French nuns, expelled

I from their convent by the Govern
ment of that country, decided to 
take refuge in England, and, landing 
at Fotigetone, found themselves help- 
leas and bewildered In the big, un
familiar railway station. The boat 
passengers had hurried to the train,

HELPS TO PATIENCE.
A woman, whose life has been 

long checkered with many reverses, 
said lately:

Nothing has given me more oour- 
age to face every day’s duties and 
troubles than a tow words spoken

2**“' Mb» between tit ihoolderi. ydlot
of the ildn ud

occasion to interview 
notable personages on the subject of 
a convent they desired to open. A 
gentleman was present, who ssid 
with, ar smile: "I remember you, 
“«ton». You are the lady who 
talked to King Edward." "King 
Edward!" laid the mm, “I have 
never seen King Edward in my life."

MILBURN’S
LAXA-LIVER

PILLS

timely hints.
Prequeut washings With soap will 

injurs the sarfaoe of a mirror. The

In charge of the forlorn hand, search-1 **” App~r.no. of |r»T koin LUBT’S 'Good-bye, oldPARISIAN HAIR R1N1W- Wran; and car that wouldI » hob howtos when in valnablo
propoftioo will boopproolotod. do”’t want "Xohold herself and her companions, she

’’Pardoncould find replied"“to tomto the hair,
chaplain o( tintros p-j.Pnitore**, Wl*>y- -by K. H.

0929


