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room right across my patient, who was
doing well, but might—as I had been
warned—have a serious relapse if he
caught cold ? It was (or had been) very
hot weather, and I knew nothing of the
cold wind that had suddenly sprung up.
There was absolutely no reason—as far as
I could see—for visiting the sick-room
that night, and yet if I had not been
sent there, how sad the consequences
might have been.

I know this is a subject which must
be approached with common sense. Faith
and credulity are sometimes confounded
with each other; and a reverent following
of God's leading, and belief in His every-
day providence, may be confounded with
a superstitious belief in omens and
presentiments. It has been said that
every vice is only a virtue carried to an
excess ; and I certainly don’t want any-
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body to think that I put the smallest
faith in the hundred-and-one superstitions
which cling even to this matter-of-fact
century. Faith in the ever-present help
of the Living God is utterly opposed to
superstitious fear of breaking a looking-
glass, spilling salt, hearing a dog howl,
‘ sitting thirteen at table,”’ etc. The
servants of the Lord are not at the
mercy of such things as these. Long
ago there was one guiding pillar for the
whole church, now has been fulfilled the
prophecy of a special guidance and pro-
tection for each home : ‘* The Lord will
create upon every dwelling place of
Mount Zion, and upon her assemblies, a
cloud and smoke by day, and the shiuning
of a flaming fire by night : for upon all
the glory shall be a defence. And there
shall be a tabernacle for a shadow in the
daytime from the heat, and for a place

of ‘refuge, and for a covert from storm
and from rain.”’—Isa. iv.: 5, 6.

‘“God holds the key of all unknown,
And T am glad.
If other hands should hold the key,
Or if He trusted it to me,
I might be sad.

‘1 cannot read His future plan ;
But this I know :

1 have the smiling of His face,

And all the refuge of His grace,
While here below.

‘ Enough ! this covers all my want,
And so I rest.
For what I cannot, He can see,
And in His care I sure shall be
Forever blest.’’
HOPE.

GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS.

The tw o years of
Archibald’'s Munro’s
regime were the
golden age of the
school, and for a
whole generation
‘“ The Section ' re-
garded that period
as the standard for comparison in
the following years. Munro had a
genius for making his pupils work.
They threw themselves with enthus-
iasm into all they undertook—stud-
ies, debate nights, games, and in
everything the master was the source
of inspiration.

And now his last examination day
had come, and the whole Section
was stirred with enthusiasm for
their master, and with grief at his
departure.

The day before examination was
spent in ‘‘ cleaning the school.”” This
semi-annual event, which always pre-
ceded the examination, was almost
as enjoyable as the examination day
itself, if indeed it was not more so.
The school met in the morning for
a final polish for the morrow’s reci-
tation. Then after a speech by the
master the little ones were dismissed
and allowed to go home, though they
never bv any chance took advantage
of this permission. Then the master
and the bigger boys and girls set
to work to prepare the school for
the great day. The boys were told
off in sections, some to get dry cedar
boughs from the swamp for the big
fire outside, over which the iron
sugar-kettle was swung to heat the
scrubbing water ; others oft into
the woods for balsam trees for the
evergreen decorations ; others to
draw water and wait upon the scrub-
bers.

It was a dav of delightful excite-
ment, but this year there was below
the excitement a deep. warm feeling
of love and sadness, as both teacher
and pupils thought of to-morrow.
There was an additional thrill to the
excitement, that the master was to
be presented with a gold watch and
chain, and that this had been kept
a dead secret from him

What a day it was'! With wild
whoops the boys went off for the dry
cedar and the evergreens, while the
girls, looking very housewifely with
skirts tucked back and sleeves rolled
up, began to sweep and otherwise
prepare the room for scrubbing.

The gathering of the evergreens
was a delightful labor High up in
the balsam-trees the more daring
boys would climb, and then, holding
by' the swaving top would swing
themselves far out from the trunk
and come crashing through the limbs
into the deep. soft snow, bringing
half the tree with them What larks
they had ! What chasing of rabbits
along their bheaten runwavs ! What
fierce and happy snow fichts ! And
then, the trinmph of their return,
laden with their evergreen trophies,
to find the hig fire blazing under the
great iron kettle. and the water hoil-
ing. and the girls well on with the
scrubbing

Then. while the girls sernbbed first
the benches and desks. and last  of
all, the floors. the bove washed the
windows and put up the evergreen
decorations Everv corner had its
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pillar of green, every window had
its frame of green, the old black-
board, the occasion of many a heart-
ache to the unmathematical, was
wreathed into loveliness ; the maps,
with their bewildering boundaries,
rivers and mountains, capes, bays
and islands, became for once worlds
of beauty under the magic touch of
the greenery. On the wall just over
his desk, the master wrought out in
evergreen an arching ‘* WIKLCOME,"’
but later on, the big girls, with
some shy blushing, boldly tacked up
underneath an answering ‘‘ FARE-
WELL.” By the time the short
afternoon had faded into the early
evening, the school stood, to the
eyes of all familiar with the com-
mon sordidness  of its everyday
dress, a picture of artistic loveliness.
And after the master’'s little speech
of thanks for their good work that
afternoon, and for a]l their goodness
to him, the boys and girls went their
ways with that strangely unname-
able heart-emptiness that brings an
ache to the throat, but somehow
makes happier for the ache

The examination day was the great
school event of the yecar. It was
the social function of the Section
as well. Toward this event all the
school life moved, and its approach
was attended by a deepening excite-
ment, shared by children and parents
alike, which made a kind of holiday
feeling in the air

The school' opened an hour later
than ordinarily, and the children
came all in their Sunday clothes,
the boys feeling stifi and uncomfort-
able, and regarding each other with
looks half shy and half contemptu-
ous, realizing that they were unna-
tural in each other's sight; the girls
with hair in marvellous frizzes and
shiny ringlets, with new ribbons,
and white aprons over their home-
made winsey dresses, carried their
unwonted grandeur with an ease and
delight that made the boys secretly
envy but apparently despise  them.
The one unpardonable crime with all
the boys in that countryv was that
of being Cprondt The bov con-
victed of ‘‘ shoween oflf,"” was utterly
condemned by his fellows Hence,
any delight in new clothes or in a
finer appearance than usual was care-
fully avoided

Ranald alwavs hated new clothes
He felt them an intolerable burden
He did not mind his new homespun,
home-made  flannel  check shirt  of
mixed red and white, hut the heavy
fulled-cloth suit made by his Aunt
Kirstyv felt like a suit of mail He
moved heavilyv in it and felt  aueer,
and knew that he looked as he felt
The result was that he was in no
genial mood, and was on the alert
for anv indication of levit at his
expense

Hughie. on the contrarv, like the
girls, delighted in new c¢lothes is
new hlack st mmade down from one
of his father's, with infinite planning
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and pains by his
mother, and finished
only at twelve
o'clock the night be-
fore, gave him un-
mixed pleasure.
And handsome he
looked in it. All
the little girls proclaimed that in
their shy, admiring glances, while
the big girls teased and petted and
threatened to kiss him. Of course
the boys all scorned him and his
finery, and tried to ‘‘take him
down,”” but Hughie was so unfeign-
edly pleased with himself, and moved
s0 easily and naturally in his grand
attire, and was so cheery and frank
and happy, that no one thought of
calling him ‘‘ proud.”’

Soon after ten the sleighloads be-
gan to arrive. It was a mild win-
ter day, when the snow packed well,
and there fluttered down through the
still air a few lazy flakes, large,
soft, and feathery, like bits of the
clouds floating white against the
blue sky.

The sleighs were driven up to the
door with a great flourish and jingle
of bells, and while the master wel-
comed the ladies, the fathers and big
brothers drove the horses to the
shelter of the thick-standing pines,
and unhitching them, tied them to
the sleigh-boxes, where, blanketed
and fed, they remained for the day.

Within an hour the little school-
house was packed, the children
crowded tight into the long desks,
and the visitors on the benches along
the walls and in the seats of the
big boys and girls. On the platform
were such of the trustees as could
muster up the necessary courage—
old Peter McRae, who had been a
dominine in the Old Country ; the
young minister and his wife, and the
school-teacher from the ‘* Sixteenth.’’

First came the wee tots, who, in
wide-eyed, serious innocence, went
through their letters and their ‘‘ ox '’
and ‘‘cat’’ combinations and per-
mutations with great gusto and dis-
tinction. Then they were dismissed
to their seats by a series of mental
arithmetic questions, sums of vary-
ing difficulty being propounded, until
little white-haired, blue-eyed Johnnie
Aird, with the single big cyrl on the
top of his head, was left alone.

‘“ One and one, Johnnie 2"’ said the
master, smiling down at the rosy
face.

‘“ Three,”” promptly replied John-
nie, and retired to his seat amid
the delighted applause of visitors
and pupils, and followed by the
proud, fond, albeit almost tearful,
gaze of his mother. He was her
baby, born long after her other
babies had grown up into sturdy
vouth, and all the dearer for that.
Then up through the readers, till
the Fifth was reached. the examina-
tion progressed, each class being
handed over to the charge of a
visitor. who forthwith went upon
examination as truly as did the
class
‘“ Fifth class '’’ In due order the
class marched un to the chalk line
on the floor in front of the master’s
desk, and stood waiting.

The reading lesson was Fitz-Greene
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A Young Man's Face

or his sister's either,
should be just as free
of pimples, blotches
and blackheads as his
arms, chest or back.
If it isn't what it should
be, he can get it so by
using our reliable
home treatment,

Acne and Pimple’
Cure.

A dollar pot lasts &
month, and will con-
vince any young man
or woman of its worth. Don't go about with a
blotched face, but get our cure. Fourteen years’
experience. Oldest established skin specialists
in Canada. Superfluous Halr, moles, eto.,
eradicated forever by our method of electrolysis.
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GRAHAM DERMATOLOGICAL INSTITUTE
Dept. F. 602 Church Street. Toronto.

Have You Seen the Handsome Catalogue of

If not, you are not yet familiar with the
work being done in Canada's Greatest Coin-
mercial 8chool.

370 students placed last year.

HOME COURSES IN BOOKKEEPING,
SHORTHAND or PENMANSHIP
for those who cannot attend at Chatham.

If you wish the home training, write for
catalogue E. If you wish to attend at
Chatham, write for catalogue F.

Mention this paper when you write, ad-
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D. McLACHLAN & CO.,
Canada Business College, Chatham,
om Ont.
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days’  trial treatment
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