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NAN'S SOUVENIR.

Nan was going to have a birthday 
party out at grandma s house. I en 
little girls were coming to spend the 
afternoon and stay to supper.

There was on y one tiling that 
troubled Nan, and she went out into 
the kitchen where grandma was frost
ing cakes, the afternoon before the 
party, to talk Ibout it. The cakes 
looked so good that Nan never could 
have stood it if grandma had not 
baked'her tasters, in patty pans, of 
every single kind of cake.

“Everything is too good for any
thing," said Nan, leaning her elbows 
on the table “except, 1 wish I did 
have silvernears lor the party.”

“Goodness me!” said grandma 
“what’s that?

“Things for them to take away to 
'member my party with, for always, ’ 
answered Nan. “Silvernears is the 
best part of a party, I think, grand
ma."

“Oh, yes, souvenirs; yes, I see. 
Well, we must see about them, then. 
Didn’t you tell me there were twelve 
kittens down at the barn?

“Yessum,” said Nan, “and—oh, 
grandma, y.-u said they’d have to go, 
some of them anyway, ’cause the 
farm was getting overrun with cats; 
but, grandma, you wouldn’t say so 
if you could see them once; they are 
the sweetest, cunningest, dearest — ”

“Yes," said grandma, calmly, 
“they always are. But why not give 
them to the p^rty for souvenirs?”

“Oh, grandma, you are the dear
est—you always think of the perfect- 
est things! Of course there’ll lie one 
apiece and two for me—and you 
don’t mind the two for me, do you, 
grandma? ’

So the next day, when the ten little 
guests went away, after having the 
most charming time, they each took 
with them a kitten, in a box with 
slats fixed so that it could breathe; 
and after they were all gone Nan 
went down to the barn. When she 
came back she looked very sober.

“I wouldn’t have thought,” she re 
marked, “that I could have felt so 
lonely without those ten kittens. I 
hope I’m not getting selfish.”

And grandma smiled.
The next day grandma was up

stairs, when she heard Nan calling; 
and then, rushing up the stairs 
accompanied by a chorus of mewing, 
she burst into the room, her cheeks 
very red and her eyes very bright, 
w»th ten boxes piled up in her arms.

“Oh, grandma,” she cried, “the 
P®rfy all came back and brought 
their silvernears! They said their 
mammas said they were just as much 
obliged, but they had so many kittens 
now they do not really need any 
more, and say—oh, grandma, don’t 
you think we can keep th_m now?”

And of course grandma, when she 
got through laughing, said yes.

“ONLY TEN MINUTES.”

1 . ^ was once a handsome, 
ongot little prince who had a beauti- 
r ™ot“Cr. He was a gfeat nephew 

* great Napoleon Bonaparte, 
«e loved his beautiful mother, the
woïr!.SS Engenie. very dearly, and 
*wted to please her. But he was

a hurry to do as she asked 
.he wanted to take his own time.

sh«»en j "as only a little boy, if 
anted him to rise 1n the morn- 

would say: “Yes, in ten min- 
“ his teacher told him that

it was time to study, he would say:
1 I’ll be ready in ten minutes.” At 
night, when his mother begged him 
to go tu bed, he answered: “I will in 
ten minutes.” And if he felt too 
sleepy to talk he would hold up five 
fingers on each dimpled hand as a 
sign for his usual waiting time. It 
was such a fixed habit of his growing 
lile, day after day, that though he 
was Prince Imperial of France his 
mother laughingly called him “Little 
Mr. Ten Mitnves.”

When the little prince was grown, 
he was a Soldier in the army, and 
his company in Africa was ordered 
to a fort in Zululand, which seemed 
deserted.

“Let us return,” said an officer; 
the Zulus may be upon us.”

“No danger,” said the young 
prince; “let us have a cup of coffee, 
and start in ten minutes.’’

In less than ten minutes a band of 
fierce Zulus rushed upon them, and 
the young prince was the first to die 
by the sword.

The habit of delaying, of procrasti
nating, even ten minutes, when one 
should be “on time,” may become as 
firmly fixed and as dangerous to any 
of us as it was disastrous to the 
young Prince Imperial of France.

To Get

After Grippe
Build the System Up and Revitalize 

the Nerves by Using Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food.

Every reader of this paper can recall 
many cases in which the after effects of la 
grippe have proven fatal. How many people 
are now complaining of special ailments or 
lingering sufferings or weaknesses which are 
clearly the result of the debilitating effects 
of la grippe ?

The best plan is to prevent la grippe, if 
possible, or, once a victim, to apply yourself 
diligently to obtaining what relief you can 
Dr. Chase’s Svrup of Linseed and Turpen
tine is wonderfully beneficial, because it al
lays the inflammation in the throit and 
bronchial tubes, loosens the cough, heals 
the lungs and prevents pneumonia or con
sumption.

It is a great mistake to suppose that Dr. 
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine is 
a mere cough remedy. It is far more. It 
thoroughly cures the c Id as well, and 
seems to take the aches and pains out of the 
bones. No ordinary cough mixture could 
ever attain the enormous sale which this 
medicine now has. For old and youne alike 
it can be used with perfect safety and with 
absolute assurance that the effects will be 
remarkably beneficial.

If weakened and debilitated by the ener
vating effects of la grippe there is nothing 
so suitable for your use as Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food, the great nerve restorative and 
blood purifier. The regular and persistent 
use of this great food cure is bound to result 
in the upbuilding of the system, because it 
contains, in condensed pill form, the most 
efficient restoratives known to man.

Though only known in Canada for a few 
years, this famous discovery of Dr. Chase’s, 
the Receipt Book auth< r, has become gener
ally recognized by physicians and people 
alike as a great strengthener an$ blood 
builder. In no case is it more successful 
than in restoring and reinvigorating a system 
wasted by la grippe. Whether weakened 
by overwork, worry or disease, Dr. Chases 
Nerve Food will renew vigor and vitality. 
Fifty cents a box, all dealers, or Edmanson, 
Bates ft Co., Toronto.

The 5 jer cent. Guaranteed Debenture Policy

1American Life

Issued by the North 
American Life

is an ideal form of insurance for in
vestors and those desiring to provide 
for their loved ones a definite yearly 
income, free from ordinary invest
ment risks.

Issued on Life, Limited Payment 
Life and Endowment Plans, in sums 
of $5,000, upwards, ages 20 to 60.

Send us your name, address and 
age next birthday and we will be 
pleased to forward you rates and a 
little booklet containing full par
ticulars.of this most desirable form of 

insurance.
L. Goldman,

Secretary
Wm. McCabe,

Managing Director

North American Life
Head Office: 112-118 King St. West, Toronto, Ont.

THE LITTLE SPRIG OF 
CONTENT.

Edith is only a schoolgirl, but she 
has some of the wisdom that is better 
than any to be gotten from books. 
She does not spend her time fretting 
over things she does not have. She 
enjoys what she lias.

“Dqn’t you wish you were going 
to the sea short? ’ asked Margaret.

“I would like it,” said Edith, “out 
I m glad I’m going to grandpa's. I 
always have a good time there.”

“Wouldn’t you like to have a new 
dress like Mary’s?” said Jessie.

“Yes; but I like mine just as well,” 
was the answer. ~

Edith has “ihe little sprig of con
tent,” which gives a rich flavor to 
everything.

THE POWER OF LOVE.

A goud woman took in a boy. from 
the penitentiary. Her friends were 
disgusted. She was talked to, scold
ed and sneered at; hut when every 
one had said his say, she looked up 
arid smiled.

“Isn’t Frank’s soul w orth saving?” 
she asked.

There was no answer. The dajs 
and weeks went by. Once Frank 
took a little money from Miss Arnold’s 
pocket book It was-not much—only 
fifty cents—but it showi d the boy’s 
weakness, and Miss Arnold was 
grieved. She did not let him know 
that she knew he had taken the 
money, but patiently waited. Mean
while she was kinder than ever, if 
that was possible, to ti e poor boy 
whom no one else cared lor She 
prayed for him, too, as regularly as 
she prayed for herself. One day her 
prayers were- answered. She was 
sitting before the fire when Frank 
came in. / He was very pale—his 
hat was in his hands.

"Tm going away, Miss Arnold,” 
he said hoarsely. “I wasn't going to 
say anything—just slip off, you know
__but I couldn’t bear to do it. I’m
a mean fellow I don’t know what 
makes me so, but I am. I stole a^ 
half dollar out of your purse, Miss 
Arnold. I wanted some cig 1rs, and 
I got ’em, but I couldn t smoke ’em 
after I got ’em. I just couldn’t, be

cause I kept thinking how I promised 
you I never would. But the money 
was gone, your money; I’m the mean
est fellow in the world; but I don’t—” 

He stopped there, for Miss Arnold 
looked at him in a way that made 
his lips quiver and his eyes fill with 
tears. He knelt down beside her, 
and she laid her hand caressingly on 
his head.

“Don’t call yourself names, 
Frankie,” she said gently, “you are 
a brave laddie, I thinkl”

What could she mean? He looked 
at her wonderingly. She would not 
mock him he knew, but what did she 
mean**

“You are a brave laddie because 
you have won a great victory. You 
did a great wrong, but you have 
owned yow sin and are truly sorry.”

She slipped down on her knees be
side the boy, and with her arm 
around him asked God to bless him 
and forgive him for Christ’s sake. 
He was another boy from that 
moment. Only a few days later he 
cut a quantity of kindling and piled 
it up for old Squire Dawes, who paid / 
him fifty cents for "his work. He/ 
rushed home almost out of breath, 
and gave the fifty cents to Miss
Arnold. ___

“I’ve paid the money hack,” be 
said to himself with great joy, “but 
the - the—'loving kindness’ I can’t 
ever pay that—I can’t ever.”

THE GENEROUS LION.

A lion having pulled down a bul
lock, stood over it, lashing his sides 
with his tail. A robber who was 
passing by stopped and impudently 
demanded half shares. “You are 
always too ready to take what does 
not belong to you,” answered the 
lion; “go your way, I have nothing 
to say to you." The thief saw that 
the lion was not to be trifled with, 
and went off. Just then a traveller 
came up, and, seeing the lion, 
modestly and timorously withdrew. 
The generous beast, with a courteous, 
affable air, called him forward, and, 
dividing the bullock in halves, told 
the man to take one, and in order 
that he might be under no restraint, 
carried his own portion away into 
the forest,


