THE QUEEN'S CLOAK.
By Alice M. Farrington.

Helen hated to sew. Her stitches
were long and uneven, the thread
kinked @nd broke, the needles grew
sticky and squeaked, and she pricked
her finger. Helen lived in a little vil-
lage where sewing wasn't taught in
school, and mama was her teacher.

One day mama sald to the little girl,
“Helen, after this you are going to
sew only one hour a week” — Helen
looked delighted—'and,” went on ma-
ma, “that hour you are going to Mrs.
Stanhope.”

That pleased Helen still more. Mrs.
Stanhope was a widow, Helen knew,
and earned her living doing fine sew-
ing.

The next day, Helen went for her
lesson. It was sewing “over and over”
on a square of patchwork.

“We'll sit In the grape arbor while
we sew,” sald Mrs. Stanhope. It was
so pleasant in the grape arbor that
Helen quite enjoyed her lesson.

A few lessons went smoothly., Then
one day it rained, and they couldn’t
git In the grape arbor. The needle
creaked dismally in Helen's molst lit-
tle fingers.

“Better use your emery, my dear,”
suggested Mrs. Stanhope.

Next the thread snapped, but instead
of cutting the end neatly with her sil-
ver scigsors and tucking it daintily out
of shght, she only made a big knot and
hurried on. Mrs. Stanhope said noth-
ing just then, but soon she fiegan a
story.

“When T was a girl," she sald—and
Helen's frown swiftly cleared away,—
“I lived In England. As soon as I was
old enough, my mother had me taught
to sew. All the little girls in the
school were sewing, too. First 1
learned the plain kinds of sewing—how
to set tiny, even stitches" — Helen's
stitches suddenly became small and
regular — “and to tuck in ends and
Kknots''—the silver scissors snipped off
‘he clumsy knot, and the short end
vas tucked tidily under the edge of
the hem.

“And then,” went on Mrs. Stanhope,
“1 learned to embroider. 1 was taught
to have my work as neat on the wrong
glde as on the right. Those who ghirked
were sorry afterward, HBecause one day
our teacher said that the best work
done in our school would be sent to
the exhibiton, and the Queen would
come to see the exhibition.

“We were excited enough over t(:
Only the best sewers could take part]
ou see.

Y “pid you take part?” Helen asked.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Stanhope. “I had
a cloak to embrolder for the exhibi-
tion. Aund I worked months on it. It
was white, and ‘had a deep border
wrought In silk @l around it. T took
great care, because I wanted to have
my work as perfect as possible. And 1
wanted to please my mother, too. The
cloak took a first prize—a blue rib-
bq?fllul one day, Queen Victoria came
to the exhibition, and she saw the
white cloak. And she liked It so well,
she bought it. She sald she wanted to
glve it away for a present.”

“Oh!”  crled Helen breathlessly.
wWasn't that splendid! Do you #'po! e
I could ever do embroldery like that?

“I'm sure you oould” sald Mrr.
Stanhope heartily.  “There wouldn't
be any queen to buy It, but you could
do It so well a queen would like to
have it! And how pleased your ma-
ma would be!”

From that day Helen was ambitious
to sew well, and it wasn't long before
mama had reason to be proud of her
little girl's fine sewing and embroldery.

J————

A professor of English history Wwas
telling his young men of the impres-
slonable age about the Elizabethan
era, when suddenly turning to one of
the young men Who seemed to be In a
dream, with a far-away gaze, gald:—
“And how old was Elizabeth, Mr.
Case?”

“Elghteen last birthday,” came the
instant reply.”

MARJORIE'S ASSISTANT.
By Hilda Richmond.

“Now, Marjorie,”” sald grandma,
‘you will have to take my place to-
day. Grandpa has a very bad habit
of sleeping when he goes out to church
or an entertalnment, and once in a
while he snores, if T am not watching.
Since my rheumatism keepg me at
home, you will have to keep him awake
for it ig dreadful to snore when a
lady is singing or some one is speak-
ing. You won't forget, will you? All
vou have to do Is to reach over and
press his hand a little, for that wakes
him up at once.”

“I'll see that he doesn't snore a sin-
gle snore,” promised Marjorie. “You
don't need to worry a bit, grandma.”

They set off together, the big
strong man and the tiny little girl in
her starchy white dress and white
shoes, for there was to be an entertain-
ment at the church—a misslonary en-
tertainment and grandma, being pre-
sident of the soclety, was very an-
xlous that there shoul! be a large
crowd. Mandy had to run - fter them
to get Rex, who wanted to go to the
meeting, and presently they heard him
howling In the wond-house where she
shut him and latched the door. It
was a sweet summer day, and they did
not hurry to the pretty white church
for they were early, and the air was
full of such delightful sounds and
smells,

Grandpa helped sing: “From Green-
land's Icy Mountains,” with a vim,
and he and Marjorie enjoyed very
much the flag drill given by the “Lit-
tle Helpers,” but when the missionary
lady got up to speak somehow they
just settled back to be comfortable in
the cushioned pew, and after a while
her volce seemed ‘to fade away., The
houquets seemed to nod to Marjorle,
as she tried to remember what the
lady was saving to tell poor grandma
at home, but it was hard work and
after a little more tryving she forgot
everything.

“Oh!" sald Marjorie, breaking off a
funny little snore as something cold
found its way to her warm hand. She
woke with a start, and there was
Rex, waggirg his tail and looking very
much pleased. Grandpa had seen it
all out of the corner of his eye, but
he did not like to disappoint Marjorie,
#o he sat perfectly still with his eyes
closed.

“I almost forgot what grandma told
me,” thought Marjorie suddenly. *“And
I intended to watch all the time.” She
leaned over and put her hand on
grandpa’'s and he woke at once. They
both listened very hard to what the
lady was saying, but just then she
sat down, and the meeting was dis-
missed.

“Well, Marjorie. did you keep grand-
pa awake?" asked grandma when they
got home.

“Well, once he dropped asleep, but T
woke him right away,” said the little
girl. “I forgot all about my task
once, hut Rex helped me remember.”

Grandma looked at the very red
cheek that had rested on grandpa's
arm a long time, and then at the
crumpled white Jdrecs, so no one had
to whigper the little secret to her,
Neither did she ask much about what
the missionary lady said. She only
smiled, and told Marjorie that Mandy
felt very badly when Rex dug his way
out of the shed, but perhaps after all
it was a good thing if he proved such
a valuable assistant,

And when Marjore had the word
assistant explained to her, she sald:
“Yes, I think 1 will always take Rex
along to help me remember.

Old Betty—"Did yer hear,
hoo Mr. Broom s gettin’ on?"
Sandy—"1 heard he took a relapse

Sandy,

01d Betty (with a sigh)—Weel, weel,
I houp IU'll dae the puip soul guld;
but I hae nae faith in the new-fangl-
ed medicines.”

.was prejudiced this
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BABY'S OWN TABLETS,
A SMILE IN EVERY DOSE.

Smiling, happy. healthy Ilittle ones
are found in every home were Baby's
Own Tablets are used. An occasional
dose regulates the stomach and bow-

. els and keeps little ones weil, or will

speedily restore health If sickness
comes unexpectedly. Ask any mother
who has used this medicine for her
children and she will tell you there
is nothing else so safe and sure. Mrs.
N. Paquin, St. Wenceslas, Que., says:
“I have used Baby's Own Tablets for
most of the little allments of child-
hood, and have not known them to
fail. From my own experience 1 can
recommend them to all mothers.” Sold
by all medicine dealers or by mall at
25 cents a box from The Dr. Willlams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

WANTS AND NZEDS.

“Do you sell people what they want
(wish) or what they need?" I asked
a clerk.

“Both,” was the reply. And most
salesmen do that. They can hardly do
otherwise.

But the Gollen Rule would forbid
a salesman to try tosella man a thing
he knew the man had no use for. Ever
think of that?

Did you ever see one trying—trying
hard—to sell another scmething he
knew well he neither needed nor could
afford to buy? If not, you are not a
close observer. It Is a very common
thing for one to be persuaded into—
sometimes deluded into—buying things
he has no earthly use for; which he
will not really care for after he gets
them; which a little thought would
show him he could not afford.

This may be dishonest on the part
of the buyer. He is wasting money
that should be spent on real needs.
Maybe ha thus wrongs his family.
Maybe he wrongs those to who he
owes money. Maybe he wrongl"aod

“It's his own money, and he the
right to do with it as he pleas He
bas earned It honestly.” He has the
right to spend it right, not otherwise.
Every wman, rich or poor, married or
single, has obligations that he cannot
honestly ignore—obligations to God, to
family, to self, to soclety.

On the part of the salesman it is not
crly dishenesi, but it is very poor
business policy. It is bad business pol-
icy to get one to spend his money in a
way that will not bring him satisfac-
tion; or to get him to overbuy. Thus
the seller probably kills off a future
customer. “Honesty is the best policy”
on the part of both seller and buyer
Our real n2eds do not cost so very
much. But wants (things we wish
for) bankrupt many—"Snap Shots by
a Pasping Preacher,’ In Cumberland
Presbyterian.
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FINDING FRIENDS,

“When I first came to this town to
live,” sald a young marrled woman,
“I met a lady who discussed, analyzed
nearly every one I met, rehearsed every
one I met, rehearsed everybody's past
deeds and character according to her
own llkes and dislikes and estimates.
[ was foolish enough to let her words
influence me. so that. I must confesés, 1
and that; and
a crooked and devious path I trod for
a time. Eventually I found most of the
people more kindly and companionable
than she had represented them; some
that she had praised most highly I
found not wholly truthworthy. Now-
adays I do not depend upon a soclety
guide.”

It I8 Indeed wisdom’s way not to lis-
ten too closcly to others’ gratuitous
comments on those you meet as a
stranger, but to depend on finding
friends everywhere, taking the best for
granted. Equally wise and kindly is it,
except in exareme cases, to let others
g0 on In the same way, form their own
estimates, find their own affinities.

e —————————

One would hardly think of anything
eatable as a means of grace. But
popeorn is sald to be excellent for in-
digestion. Would not that make it
a means of grace?




