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One of the daily papers tells &
pretty story of the kindness of the
Empress Frederick of Germany, and
m lovinx gervice that she rendered

‘patient in the hospital at Potsdam
“was lying &t the point of death, and
shis wife had been hurriedly summon-
ed, 'With ‘her baby in her arms
ghe was walking up and down the
waiting room close to the ward in
'-.whl;:h her ‘husband lay. The Em-
press happened to be paying one of

and, seeing the woman in her bitter
sorrow, she approached to ask some
sympathetic questions. ‘“Yes, he is
dying,” the wife gsobbed, ““and he
wants to say so much to me about
how I am to managewhen he’s gone,
and how the children are to be
brought up; but baby is not well,
and cries, and he is so weak that he
can’t bear it, and he may die at
the
into

any mement.” In an instant

emi)rcss had taken the infant
her arms, and while the wife sat for
a whole hour by the side of her hus-

band, her majesty took care of the

child walking up and down the

room with it, and soothing it with
motherly tenderness. An act of
gervice like this, humble though it
may be, is the ‘‘cup of cold water’’

spoken of by the Saviour, whose

giver shall in no wise lose her re-

ward.
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THE CRAVAT.

The cravat was once the name of
a great military nation, the Croats,
or Cravates, of the Balkans. It was
their fashion to wrap large shawls
or pieces of cloth around their necks
and shoulders. About {he middle of
the reign of Louis XIV. he uniform-
ed several regiments in the Croat
fashion, with huge shawls about
their necks. The fashion took, and
the shawl diminished in size to the
slight strip of cloth we still have
with us.
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TAKE CARE HOW YOU LABEL
YOURSELF.

They were discussing a man fam-
ous over the world as a statesman
an. a philanthropist, when one
member of the company said with
real spitefulness that as long as she
had lived in a certain city she had
never heard a good word said for
that man.

Silence fell, but one sharp _ per-
son whispered to another. ‘“She la-
bels herself, doesn't she ? She shows
just what sort of people she was
living among.”

It was the only possible conclusion
for a well-balanced hearer to reach.
The worst labels we get are those
we put on ourselves.

Day after day, at duties or at di-

versions, we label ourselves in the
very opinions we express of . other
and their  doings. What

seems to us the smart retort labels
us as having enjoyed the society
of unkind critics; what we consider
merely a secret hinted at but not
revealed, marks us as having 1live’
among those whose sense of honor
was not high, and the jest with the
sting behind it labels us as undes-
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SPANISH WOMEN OF TO-DAY.

Nearly all Spanish women have
beautiful eyes with a soul-melting
look; and if fine teeth ani an abund-
ant  head ~ of - bhair be a sign of
strength, the Speanish race is - the
strongest in the world. The women
of the lower classes never wear any-|

‘thing on their heads, uidﬂulr:lory ¢

Ll

hali-pence, will come daily to ela~
borate the shining edifice. Hardly
any woman of the people over 30
years of age can read. 'The ’eldest
sister trains the younger, and at the
ageof 12 or 18 years they are
put out to service; even to-day
there is not very -much time given to
school. Amongst the higher classes
French or English governesses are
the rule, and young girls are taught
two or three languages and “‘accom-
pliskments.’” Spanish parents, as
a rule, fight shy of higher education.
For middle class education there
exists practically no organization.

HOW TO REMOVE INK FROM
CARPETS.

When freshly spilled, ink can be re-
moved from carpets by wetting in
milk, says the New York Journal.
Take cotton batting and soak up,
all of the ink it will receive, being
careful not to let it spread. Then
take fresh cotton, wet in milk, and
sop it up carefully. Repeat this ope-
‘ration, changing cotton and milk
each time, After most of the ink
has been taken up in this way with
fresh cotton and clean, rub the spot.
Continue till all disappears; then
wash the spot in clean, warm wa-~
ter and a little soap, rinse in clean
water and rub till nearly dry. If
the ink is dried in there is no way
that will not take thecolor from the
carpet as well as the ink, unless the
ink is on a white spot. In that case
salts of lemon or soft soap, starch
and lemon juice will remove the ink
as easily as if on cotton.
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TEST YOUR WASHING BLUE.

Many rust spots of seemingly un-
accountable origin may be traced to
the blueing used in washing. Prus-
sian blue, the constituent of some
of the bluings on the market, is a
compound of iron, which, in the pre-
sence of an alkali, deposits the rust
spot. If you suspect the bluing you
use, take a little of the compound in
a vessel with soap, or, better, caus-
tic potash, and bring to a boil. If
iron separates, the compound is prus-
sian blue, and you will have to be
very careful in rinsing to get out all
the - soap.
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WOMAN AND THE AGE.

Woman's sphere is the Christian
home, where she rules as queen. All
her instincts point to this destiny,
and for this position nature has
particularly fitted her. For this she
is- endowed with patience, tender-
ness, symimthy, endurance, courage,
and great executive ability. The idea
of the up-to-date woman is to tally
antagonistic to that of the Chris-
tian mother. She is assertive of her
rights. She is .refusing the obliga~
tions of home life. She is ready to
abdicate woman’s real dignity and
to descend from her throme in  the
household and enter the turmoil of
public life. It is related of the
great Napoleon, whose heart burned
to do great things for France, that
one day he asked Madame de Stael:
‘““What shall I do to make France
really great ?”’ Napoleon was then
in the zenith of his power, and was
making and unmaking kings at his
beck and nod and was in a position
to do almost anything for France.
Madame de Stael answered him:
“Give to France good Ohrllthnmo—'
thers."”

When we measure up the influerces
that shape the affairs of this world
we believe
‘woman will be given the palm. For
good as well as evil, there is nothing
that can come any way near lm' in
import.uwo The - history of .

without & doubt that | '

ard of Christian womanliness.
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RECIPES.

Dainty individual salads are pre-
pared by arranging on plates the
cup-shaped leaves of crisp lettuce,
placing them together so as to form
little nests. For a filling use one
cup each of chopped celéery, English
walnuts, apples and a little salt,
Into each lettuce cup place a large
tablespoonful of the mixture. = The
mayonnaise dressing may eithér be
put on top after the cups are filled,
or mixed with the ingredients before
tilling.

For nut and cherry salad use pre-
served or home-canned cherries that
have been put up without pits.
Drain off all the juice, and in the
middle of each sherry place a  hazel
nut that has been blanched by lying
in boiling water for a few mo-
ments. On each salad plate put se-
veral lettuce leaves, heap a few
spoonsful of the nuts and cherries on
them, and pour a good mayonnaise

dressing over them. The salad
should be placed on the ice wuntil
ready to serve.

Coffee Sherbet—For coffee sher-

bet pour one quart of boiling water
over four ounces of fine ground Java
coffee, says the New York Tele-
gram. Cover, simmer ten minutes,
strain  through cheesecloth’ and
sweeten with six tablespoonsful of
sugar. When cold pour into the
freezer and begin to freeze. As it
thickens add the whites of two eggs,
beaten to a stiff froth; freeze five
minutes longer, remove the beater,
scrape down, cover and let it stand

fifteen or twenty minutes before
serving. A quart will be enough for
twelve  people. Serve in glasses,

with a spoonful of whipped
on top.

Delicious  Dessert—Line a glass
bowl with split lady-fingers or with
thin slices of sponge cake. Into the
centre of the bowl sglice thinly
oranges and bananas which sweeten
and sprinke with lemon juice. Over
all this heap sweetened whipped
cream. To whip cream successfully.
it must be thick—ask the milkman
for double cream—and be very cold.
If a cream churn is one of the great
conveniences in the kitchen, a few
turns of the crank will heap the
churn with thick froth from a pint
or less of cream. But when there
is no churn, an ordinary wire whip
will answer almost as well. Sit in
a cool.place and beat steadily. If
the cream is thin, add to it the
white of one egg, which will facili-

cream

tate the frothing. Sweeten .the
cream before beating it.
It seems like gilding the lily, but

the addition of a few spoonsful of
rerl_ raspberry jam, or of canned
peaches to ice cream as it is served
will be found a greataddition. Serve
the mould of ice cream on a platter
—glass if it is in possession, for it
looks so deliciously cool—and serve
the jam alongside of it in a glass
compote dish.
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TIMELY HINTS.

The odor which clings so persist-
ently to a utensil in which fish or
onions have been fried may be dis~
pelled by placing in a hot oven for
orﬂfutnmnmdtermw

ten
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flavor, and not scorching so readily.
For the sting of beeg and h ts,
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bathe the parts stung with  equal
parts of salt - y
with water. Use plentifully. ~
Coffee grounds kept in the #ink
strainer will catch grease ‘and thus
prevent clogging of pipes. ¥

You cannot ‘be happy while you
getting a bottle of Holloway's Corn
Cure. "It removes all kinds of corns
without pain. < Failure with it is
unknown.

FUNNY SAYINGS

NOT A MASTERPIECE. g

A Scotchman who had married a
widow noted for her plainness, says
Harper's Weekly, was accosted by
his employer.

‘““Well, Thomas,” said the latter.
““I hear you're married. What sort of
a woman is your wife ?’*

““Weel, sir,”” answered the Scot,
‘‘she’s the Lord’s handiwork, but I
cannot’ say she’s just His master-
piece."”
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SHADE OF MRS. PARTINGDON.

Mr. Dangle—I heard that our old
friend and neighbor had a very im-
pressive funeral.

Mrs. Mangle—It was so fine it was
really an imposition of the respect
people had for him. - And the min-
ister preached such a beautiful pare-
goric over the deceased.
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THE WAY IT LOOKED.

‘“And what are you going to be
when you grow up, my little man?”’
asked the caller.

The unfortunate child shook his
golden curls savagely and gazed with
anger at his lace cuffs.

“L want to be a man,’”” he said,
“but I think mamma's bringing me
up to be a lady.”
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POLLY'S FIB.

Little Polly, coming in from her
walk one morning, informed her mo-
ther that she had seen a lion in the
park. No amount of persuasion or
reasoning could make her vary her
statement one hairbreadth, That
night, when she slipped down on her
knees to say her prayers, her mother
said: "Polly, ask God to forgive you
for that fib.”

Polly hid her face for a moment.
Then she looked straight into  her
mother’s eyes, her own eyes shining
r!ﬂmiﬂn and said: “I did ask
Him, mamma, dearest, and He said:
‘Don’t mention it, Miss Polly; that
| big yellow dog has often  fooled
me.” ""—Everybody’s Magazine.
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have corns.. Then do not delay in |

¢ CLEAR ENOUGH FOR HER, |

ing:

the strife, s #

Bormdonmﬂanbtmﬂw bo-
neath the wonder, =

Thaburdmndtbmyolub.

The proud pass swiftly by wlth

colors flyingy -

The light

streaming o'er

Thofrlhlnlncpt‘!h.mdwhﬂo the
poor and lowly bty

Stand empty handed—watching at
Thy door.
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Master, lean and lift me, I am sink-

Beneath temptation’s heavy crown
of thorns;

It tears my struggling heart, which
wavering falters, i
Allured, distracted, even while it
And oh, to feel the sweetness of the

kinowledge
That o'er this burning path Thy feet
have trod;
And oh, to hear 'Thee whlsper
through the darkness
The words, “‘Be still, and see that I
-am God!”

Master, lean and lift me, I am sink-
ing;

Thy strong rlght arm alone can’st
bear me up,

Naught of myself have I but
and sorrow,

How shall I then shrink backward
from the cup

Which Thou hast proffered me? Come
nearer, Master,

For the blind anguish and the bitter

sin

smart

Will sink to naught, if Thou wilt
lift me higher,

Yea, higher, even to Thy Sacred
Heart!

—Mary Dolorosa.

Master, huvmdmtm.»! am sink-|

llvnulhthlo-tueounn hx'

of Thy mthnm'

Andmwﬂnmme wither with

 the years.

H- left the wealth that flooded -all
his garners,

Whlch' ,..@ré the sun had set upon
his pall,

Was reached for by the hands of
., greedy mourners.
Who feared lest something might

What did ‘he take ? Ah! that is not

for mortal
To judge the dead, or mete for him
the rod;
Whate'sr he carried through that
mystic portal l
Is known unto himself and to his
God.
Just thiswe know,he took the bless-
ing tender
Of those he cheered in poverty's en-
thrall—

He took whate’er - he won of
worth’'s grandeur,
What time he sweetened Sorrow's
cup of gall—
And that was all.

true

GOD'S SILENCE.

God answers prayer;
when hearts are weak,

sometimes

He gives the very gifts believers
seek.

‘But often faith must learn a decper
rest,

And trust God’s silence when He docs
not. speak;

For He, whose name is Love, will
send the best,

Stars may burn out, nor mountain
walls endure,

But God is true, His promises are
© sure

To those who seek.

Bleeding Piles
Entirely Cured

‘When Doctor's Treatment and
Surgeon’s Knife Failed Oure
: was effected by

Dr. Chase’s
- Ointment.
It 1s mw_u:(:;ung

most,
forcnrylomotﬂl.

oonudd,
that Dr. Chase’s Ointment is the|®
ve Wobm'

rorunmmzotpcnn’.mm'

Dr. Chase’s Ointment as the
treatment in the world for
iles.*!

Dr. Cha.se's Ointment, 60 cents a
box, at all dealers, or Edmanson,
Bates & Co., Toronto.

Quﬂmum foo High for

Thn heulty o( a large Protestant
th»olochn seminary recelved some
mmthﬁ‘hwhlehthe inha-~
bitants. of a small town in Kansas
t&gn for a young clergy-
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to you again,
SDending the

bec; as also dool'Jd
broaches the ice-crean
must thank Joseph fo
thought about the fre
T. is enjoying the ret
little friends from ‘the

is much in love with

Tippy. I trust Annie
nice time at. the picn
about. Many  thank:

kind invitation to wis
Lonsdale, but, as T sa
I started out to visit
triends it would take
summer, and that wo
as city vacations do 1
much time as tho littl
vacation. But, then,
may drop in on my g
by way of a surprise.
Your loving
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Dear Aunt Becky:|

You cannot imagine ]
I was to see my letter
week in the True Witn
not disappointed in th
was lovely. It has
now though, but there
pleasure we are lookin
now; it is the arrival
lish frigates. The Fren
here at present, but I
visited them. The Emp
tain and. Ireland com
tinually; they are beaut
Our holidays are nearl;
and we will have to sa:
pleasure for awhile at
will soon be upon us,
ing here is beautiful.
T., and I am pleased
she is cnjoying herse
Good-bye Aunt Becky.

Your loving i

Quebee, August 14,
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Dear Aunt Becky:

How quickly the time
Here the week has pass
Friday again. My sist
going to catechism Suz
weather has not been s
this last week. The m
evenings are nice and ¢
away visiting one day
had lots of fun. ¥ wen
in the evening with tw
I was glad last Sund
when my sister came h
with me. My ulm:-
time while she wu lWl
visiting from where she
other place for a day.
going to a picnic a wet
nesday. I hope we wl'l
day to go. Well, du! 4
letter. is getting" 19“ :
say good-bye,




