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Beautiful Things.

Beautiful faces are those that wear—
It matters little if dark or {air—
Whole-souled honesty printed there,

Beautiful eyes are those that show,
Like crystal panes where earth-fires glow,
Beautiful thoughts that burn below.

Beautiful lips are those whose words
Leap from the heart like songs of birds,
¥Yet. whose utterance pradence givds.

Beautiful hands are those that do
Work that is earnest, wnd brave and true,
Moment by moment the long day through.

Beautiful lives are those that bless—
Silent ‘rivers of happiness, :
Whese hidden fountains but few may guess.
—Littelr's Living Age.
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: The £Ky Road.

Some ‘time. since a lover of children told a
touching story of meeting three little urchin;
in a city suburb who, ragged, hatless, and
shoeless, but quite unconscrous of any: de-
Liciencies, were bubbling over with bits = o:
knowledge picked up at the public schoc's,
from which fragmentary lore tlieir busy brains
had wrought quaint deductions. They nad
been hearing scraps of  Grecian mythologv,
and were full of the wonderful story of
Pegasus, the winged horse, who, as the legend
runs, first touched the earth on the Acropolis
in Corinth, and finally flew back to heaven.
The smallest of the trio explained that Pega-
sus couldn’t travel on the dirt road because
he was made’ for the sky road. Looking up
at the lady, he said with a sly little nod:
‘We are made for the sky road.” Dear littis,
ragged fellow! One cannot help wondering
if he realized the marvelous, far-reaching trusn
of his own words.

The sky road! Another little one caught
a glimpse of the beautiful, ‘upper realm of
living where child souls, in tneir sweet inno-
cence, ought to be especially at home, A
group was happily playing on the broad door
stone, under protecting shade treés.

T'm the mother, cried the largest littl:
girl. ‘There always has to be a mother, ani
I'm it

Black-eyed Ned sat next. ‘I’'m the father,
he asserted, sturdily. ‘Neliie and Rob can
be the children, but I’Il be the father, and,
of course, I'll see to things.’

A little blue-eyed tot of a girl saw a very
good chance of being left out in this pretty
family game. ‘

‘What am 17 she asked, a little pitifully.

“There has to be servants,’ said the self-
elected father and mother. ‘That’s all that’s
left that we can see.

‘Well, remarked the wee girlie very sweet-
ly, ‘Il be a real nice ome, then. Somebody
has to do something for the rest, and it’s
just as good as anything if you do it nice’—
Selected, ¥ v
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About Our Premiums.

We have a large variety of miscellaneous
premiums, as well as the ever popular Bibles
and other book premiums. Write us for par.
ticulars, aléo sample papers to show your
friends.

We give just one premium offer as sample,

A FINE SET OF CARVERS FREE

No better gift to any housewife. Sheffield,
make; blade 8 inches long; strong, buckhorn
handles. Free for only S1X NIW subscribers
to the ‘Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

Watch this corner again next issue,

March 27, 1908.
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Has as its Frontispiece

A Beautiful Girl

with

Easter Lilies
Seenes of the Waning Winter and the Budding Spring
Electric Eingines on the G. T. R.

Ontario Miners Seven Hundred Feet Under Ground.

The Greatest Hydraulic Lift Locks in the World in
Ontarijo.

A Great Canadian Inventor.
Exquisite Pictures of Niagara in Winter Dress,
The Lieutenant-Governor of Manitoba and Lady McMillan.

Weddingé of the Month; Fashions; Easter Customs;
Toilet Hints; Care of the Baby, &e.

Such pictures cost many times more than
ordinary type pages, and ior this reason and
because of their attractiveness and informing
value, and because they are the best that can
be had anywhere, the cost of the publication
to the Subscriber is a mere trifle.

X

I0c a copy. $1.00 a year.

For Sale at all the Leading Newsdealers
or of the Publishers

The Pictorial Publishing o,

142 St. Peter Street, Montreal,

P.8.—The ‘Canadian Pictorial’

and the ‘Weekly Witness’ } Ollly sl.3s




