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Dear Cousin Connie: Mother wants Me
ta tell Yen that we are going te keep yeur
delegate another week. Persimmons* and I
waint te) get a chance to &how ber Provl.
deuce a little bit. She and. mo'ther haven't
dune anytbing so far but attend m1ssionary
convy2àntl-ons a.nd leook atfter the heathen.
Now it's Perslmmons's turn and mine.

She's a dear 11Wtl. delegate, Cousin Con-
nie. You cara't Monday and Tuesday and
Wednesday with ber, witbeut wlsbing you
were botter than ycu are. It isn't ber fc
or ber figure or ho.r conversation-no, it
mnust b-e ber soul. Tbat's wliat mother saya.
She says, 'Tell Cousin Confie she la an
honer to the Lockport Bra.nch.'

«Well ?'
Millkent Blair sad it, looking at the other

two women trlumphantly. Mrs. L(eroy Atle

t, SatY i! Yen won't b.
'she cried.

Yenl might as well say

an-3wered,
ýhoLught it

1 Woulr't be Cross.
(By Mýarg-aret E. Sangstor, in 'Little Kuights

and Ladies.')

1 wculdn't be cross, dear, it's neyer wortb
while,

Disarmi the Vexation by weýar1ng a rmile;
Let hap a disaster, a trouble, a loss,

Wreck of the 'Stella.'
(BY the Mltor ef 'Onward.')

The wreck of the 'Stella' on the Casket'
ROCkLs, GOo)d Frlday, 1899,.

On theSe roIcks, in 1120, wa-s wrecked the
'White Ship),' with Prince William, Son of
King Henry I., when over 140 young nobles
of Enigland amd Normaady were drowned.

Tihe Editor ofth~e paper does net profea
to b. a poet, but thie aceount et thie wreck
of the 'Stelia,' on Mareii 30, espeIcially thie
sub-b.oad, 'Thie Engliglh Way,' prQteundly
stlrred bis sympathies, as we are sure it did
thwae of is readeýrs, Thie ber-osm mant.
fested compelle-d tieý wrlting of the follow-
ing lines, whlcb, inde-ed, aimont wrote them-
selves. Wlth the exeption of two verses
added later, tbey wer(o ail completed wlt.bin
a few minutes et readiag thie item, betore
breakfast.

Dravely the brave men met the ,3hnek,
'Mid bflnding fog and sea's wild sway,

'Mid crash of shlp and rend of rock,
ln tRie old ED.glishi way.

'The, wonien and thie cbildren save,'
Thie eaptain crled, with Death at bay.

They launvhed tRie boats, 'mid sýeas that
drave,

In ceol, calmn EngIish way.

A&t h1onor's coet to buy Ibis life,.There thoýugx net any mran that dar,
The weal< tbey saved 'xnld wave's wild

strife-
It was thie lEnglish way.

'Pull for your lires!' Rooks tram thie bridge
Cried to tRie seamen direncbed with spray,

Yet staulnch be stcd as rcocky rldgeý-
In tRie brave Lngîlalih way.

The' seadags o! the seagIrt ile,
'Ay, ay, sir,' answer and obey,

And Death's drear summons n


