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Wasted Lives.

Y50 TEACI US TO NUMBER OUR DAYS
THAT WE MAY AFPLY OUR 1IEARIS
UNTO wispoM.”

FETER ANDERSON,
O life 5o shom, and still so sadly
wseted,
Could we but see how soon thy tale
is told,
Would we not counl the moments,
while they lasted, .
As grudgingly as isers count ti-cir
gold?

Wc spend our strength in toi' for
sordid treasure,
And all our finer feclings crush,
and mar;
And never icern that cver lasting
pleasure
Comes—not from what we have—
but what we are.

How many hours we fill with empty
chailter,
What seas of social scandal some
explore,
For any trivial and unworthy matter
‘To *“whirl them fron themselves”
fotever more,

What if our consciences are not de-
feated,
Although they grant a secming day
of grace ;
What if at last they will not thus be
cheated,
What If ourselves at tast we ali must
face |

tlow shall we face our f{railties, out

offences,
‘Where all shall know, cven as they
are known,
\Wien stripped of all. illusions, all pre-
tences,
We stand upon the shores of light—
alone,—
Alone—with all the tzavel stains upon
us—
That rever faded, through the

troubled yearf=-
Alone-—alone—with a1l the evil in us
We never wept-away—with all cur
tears—

Alone with our dwurfed souls,—our

darken’d spirits
So fas below ther,good at which . we
. aimed ;
And with the crushing sense of our
demetits,
So much unlike the Master, whom
we claimed. .

O not alone, dear Saviour, be Thou
with us,
"Thou, only ‘Thou, canst help us in
our need ;
Infinite love alone, at last forgive us,
And take the inclination for the
desd.

Hold Still.

ANNA 1. BRADLEY.

To-day I watched a tnother as with
loving, ansious care she a’tt'emptcd* to
remove a splinter from the foot of her
lisule son,

‘I'be child—suffering, nervous and
frightened——=was trembling in his moth-
er's arms, and shrank from the ap-
proach af the sharp needle as from 2
ctuel something that as intended to
wound him most severely.

“Hold sull, my datling. Mother
will not hurt you, She only wants to
get the splinter out and make the dear
foot well,” said the mother in her most
loviny tones. )

But the child, already in such pain,
was so afraid of the ncedle he could
not hold still. How could he allow
that sharply crucl point to be inserted
in the tendcr, already wounded little
foot?

And though the mother longed to
help her dear ane, whom she loved so
well, yet was she powerless because the
little one would not trust her, would
not yield 1o her tender joving care,

After a while the child scemed quiet,
and again the anxious mother attempted
to remove th ¢ painful splinter,  Before
the child was contcious of what she
proposed, the lille foot was in the
hand and the needle applied, But
instead of the splinter removed and

the quick, glad reiicf which the mother
cxpected, there came, instead, a wild
tczeam of agony, while a long scraich
from which the blood was oozing
showed that the necdle had done a
very different work from what had been

designed.
Why was this? Yd the mother—

herself suffering so keenly in sympathy
with her datling—desite to hurt 1he
child? Was it possible that her hand
w.s unskilful?  Or could it be that the
severe temedy applicd was not the
very best to bring a quick relief?

Ah, no1 It was nonc of these,  But
the poor, hitle, blinded, ignorant child
—Dblinded by pain and ignorance—had,
as he felt the first touch of the fricndly
needle, drawn the foot suddenly away,
and thus received a wound more pan-
ful than the first,

As I waiched the trembling 'Hdl]

and saw the pain upon the me'lerE
loving face, I could but remember how
like a blinded, stubburn, ignurant
child I was in the hands of a pitying
Father who is always too wise to err,
loo merciful to be unkind.

In my careless, thoughtless journcy
ings through life 1, too, have received
some liltle wounds that my Father's
loving hand would fain restore ; and
He, with gentlest voice bids me hold
still.  But I am so afraid I cannot hold
still.  And so, partly in fear, pastly in
tebellion, T cry in spirit, **Not Thy
will, O God, but mine be done.”

Well, it.§s possible that I may have
‘my way ; but an aching frame, a broken
heart, a wrecked and disappointed life
is xure to be the sad result.

But if, in the mighty hand of God, I
could only holdstitl If 1 could only
believe that the blows from the divine
hammer were only intended to chisel
my awkward life into smooth and per-
fect beautyl If I could only under-
stand that the scorching flames through
which I, at times, may be fotced to
walk arc only intended to conzuwme the
P . g AR e N
droas from ‘my maturé and"to Jeave the
gold undimmed! But I cannot com-
prehend. Like the little child that
feated the needle in his mother’s hand,
1 ucmble at the approach of that
which only means my good. And,
again Jike the lile child, my wildest
cty of agony is often caused biy wounds
teceived while trying to wrest myself
from the loving arms that only long to
shield and help me.

Ah me, how blind we-arel How
like to trembling, fearing children!
Why can we not, ourselves, learn the
lessons .of trusfuiness and submission
which we endeavor so eatnesily to
teach to them? Why can not 1 hold
still and let my LFather work His mer-
ciful will in me? Alas, I do not know.
God krows that, deep within my heart,
I long to trost Him, God knows that
the real spiritual part of my being bids
me yicld my hand to his clasp, and to
walk trustfully in every path where He
may lead the way.

. But yet—but yet—ah well, I do not
know {ust how it is. I belicve that the
little child from whom we received our
text, really knew the mother yearned to
help hum.  He was very sure that she
had only tenderest love for him, and
yet an inward something, which he
could neither explain nor comprehend,
forced him to sheink from her touch.
Did the mother condern h r child for
wilful disobedience? Was she angey
that he could not trust her? Ah,nol
The mother-heast within me_rebukes
and forbids the thought. She under-
stood, and, with a tendetness which
only a mother can (cel, she wiped the
bleeding wound, and hushed the fright
ened cries of pain upon her gentle
breast.

Ax 1 watched all of this, how swect
was the cumfort which swept over my
spisit.  *'As onc whom his mother

belicved, as never before, that my
ignorant mistakes, my blind folly, my
impaticnt deeds, all that so marzed my
life to day would onc fitture day—uime
glad, bright day—be all forgotien and
forgiven as I was hushed to rest upon
my Saviotir’s bosom.
But if I could only learn my lesson
now! 1( 1 could only tust soday !
* Why should I murmur? for the pain
Thus only longer hived will be.

The end may come, and will to morrow,
When God has worked his witl in me.”

DPalias, Texas,
The Sliver Lining to the Cloud.

“ Every cloud has a silver Jimng”
What an old saying that is, and yut
how wonderfully true! The night is
never s0 dak but the doy dawns at
last, and the road is never so long but
some tune we scach the end.  The
mothcr, a8 she stands by the bedside of
her only son and secs the cherished
young life ebbing fast away, cannot sce
where there is any silver lining to the
densc cloud now hovering o'er her ; but
somewhere in the far future she will see
that her Father's hind rested only in
tenderest luve upon her, wheruas she
felt its weight as 2 cruel blow, Other
mothers now are gricving their hearts
sore as they think of wayward sons
going fast down, down to the lowest
degradation that Satan's glittering net
can -ensnare and drag them to.  And
she (oh, her, son was but human) may
rejoice that in his innocent childnood
he was taken unto “that school where
he no longer needs our poor protection
and'Christ himself doth rule,” instead
of the schools of vice and crime of
which Satan and his followers are the
masters. Brightindeed is the lining to
that cloud.as we see it when “the
mists” of sotrow and selfish love * have
cleared away.”

The rich man, as he stands on the
verge of ruin and thinks of his wife and
Jamily Qoﬂ_j_ala\:ing 1a poil for fheir daily
bread, curses the fate that brought him
dora to that, His daughiets.cannot
now be accomplished and teign as so-
ciety queens, but must go oL, into the
world and climb lifc's hill alone, His
son, who was about to be taken into
partnership with one .of the.leading
firms, will now have'to wotk in the
office for years to come, for lack of the
capital lis father would so gladly sup-
ply- Ahl it scems hard. He paces
the fAoor, and hines of care and anxiety
trace themselves upon his smooth hrow.

Yes, yes, it does seem hard; but he de.
pended too much in himself and lorgoy
the One to whom he owed it all, and
something must bring. him bick. A
A good moral man; +:Joving husband
and fathe:. yet unhecding that " Seek
first the kingdom of God and his
tighicousness, and all these things shall
be added unto you.” bhiuch of worldly
goods had been added unto him, but
he must go back o the firstand “scek
Him whe would add blessings that
colfers of gold could not purchate.  He

sufficiency, snd he is led-to place jde-
pendence upon one Almigh'y, and has
his treasure where the bank never
breaks and " moth nor rust doth not
cortupt nor theives break through and
steal.” The daughters who would
otherwisc have neglected the talent
they possessed arc now forced to
cxercise it and win a2 name and
pace in the world far more noble
than all the homage poid in ele.
gant drawing rooms. ‘The son looks
no longer row 1o father for aid and
sirikes out boldly for himself and be-
comes a trusted and successful business
man, and a sclfmade man at that
Where 18 the sorrow now? It has
fown. The silver lining has forced its
way 1ight through the cloud until, now,
we can se¢ noth.ng but its brightnese
Ah, God knows bist. ‘The day is dark
now, but be assured the sun will shine
at last, ‘The ni.ht of weeping seemeth
long, but see : “Joy comelh in the morn.
fng A. E.-H,

Use K. D. C. the greatest cure

comforteth,” I whispered softly, and I

of the age for Dyspepsia.

feels His own weakness now and in.|
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LEADING NEWSPAPER

OF CANADA.
Daity (Maming ¥d).......... 86 oo
do (Sccond Ed.)...ev.vvvis 4 00
do (Saturday Ed)......... 1 50
Weekly.oooveiiiiiiiinninn, 1 oo

The Saturday twenty page stlustrated
edition has no equal in the Domn.
ion.

SEND POR SAMPLE COPY

THE GLOBE,
TORONTO.

%agrxxzﬂ% %

OWEN SOUND, ONTARI10O.
I8 THRY VERY BIAT
I'LACR 1N CANADA TO ORT A

Thorough Business Education,

TAEB g BE[!!D Em and vl all othet

Business Colleges
and Crmmercial Departenents in Canada, then
visit the Nonheea Business College 3 examine
everything thoroughly,  1f we l:fl to produce
the most thorough, complete, puctltil and
estendve course of studyt the best college
premises and the Lest and most complete and
wost suitable (ueniture and aE.dhms. we will
s:n you o fel] course, FRE For Annual
l"l:’t'u.m-xcemenl, giving fu)l particutars, (ree,

! C. A FLEMING,
Prinzipal;

+ RAIDERS

BY S, R, CROCKETT.
“rREsIt 4 BRERZV 4 DRILLIANT.”
PAPER, CUT EDGES, 6o Ois,

seliers oxomeaned e follontag opnlon of
(23 the lollowin anlon o
this great story 1 ** The best ‘novel that's
been written in Ave years. Better than
anythlng Barric ever wrote. Ay good ay
anylhing of Stevenson's.”

CLOTH RDITION. 3i.a3.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PUBLISHER,
29-331 Richmoad Street West, Torooto.

' ANDERSON'S

Double Actlog

For Wells and Cis
terns, Spraying
Trees,

HAKD POWER ORWIND WILL

Navop P;u;senl
Always Primed!

Guaranteed casiest working, most duras
ble and best Pump made, or no sale, Live
men, pushees, wanted in every Township
in Canada to relts thess Puinps. Fonypars
ticulars address,

J. W. ANDERSON,
PATENTEE, Aylmer Weat, Ont,

THE GANADIAN MAGAZINE

22,30 per asnum,

This Magazine should b: read by
every Patiotic Canadian, and should
find a place in homes where pure
literature is appreciated.  What the
prestsays :

“Worthy the hearty support of alt sec-
tions of thg Dominion. =7 A¢ Globe, Toronl

**Bright and Interesting, the articles aro
rematkable for their taste aud hierary
Bnish.”—=Catholic Neond, London,

** Attractive In appearance, excellent in
typogxaphy and, abovo all, worthy and in.
teresting in matter.™—The Mall, Toronto, /

PURLISIIED BY THE

ONTAR!0 PUBLISHING CO,, LTD,,
Toronto,
D. L. BINCLAIR,

‘Barrister, Solicitor, Notary
Public, Etc,

Orncra~Casads. Lifs Bulding, 6 King Stremt
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