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If men eared leap for wealth and fame, 
And lew for battlefield and gloy ; 

If writ in human hearts a name 
Seemed txHfru tWkgjnng aadafr» 

If men. imstead dFoaflltig pride, 
Would learn to hate and to abhor it: 

If more relied on lofe to guidefit,
The world would be the better for it.

If men dealt less is stocka and lands, 
• And more in deeds and bonds 

• fraternal ;
if le re's work "had more willing hands 

To jink the world to the supernal ; 
If men saved up love’s oil and wine, 

Antf on braised human souls would 
•pour it,

If “yours" and “mine" would once 
combine,

The world would be the better for it.

If more would act the play of life, 
And fewer spoil it in rehearsal ;

If bigotry would sheathe its knife 
Till good became more universal ; 

If custom, grey with ages grown,
Had fewer blind meh to adore it ; 

If talent shone for truth alone,
The world would be the better for it.

If men were wise in little things, 
Affecting kaa in all their dealings ;

If hearts had fewer rusted strings 
To isolate their kindly feelings ;

If men, when wrong beats down the 
right,

Would strike together and restore it; 
If right made might in every fight, 

The world would be the better for it.

HOW STEVE TENNEY 
CAME TO CHANGE 

HIS MIND.

The school directors of Distric] 
19, Perry Township, were holi 
meeting.

wouldobody would have tHoi 
The chairman was leaning 
his front gaje with his checked 
sleeves turned back and an aie 
hand, surveying the father two 
hers of the board, who stood outside 
the fence.

It was a meeting, nevertheless ; and 
its object was nothing less important 
than die selection of a teacher tor the 
fall term. - u

“ Lyman Doty spoke to me about 
having the school,” said the chair 
dubiously.

“Ionian Doty ! ” exclaimed 'Steve 
Tenney, a stalwart young fellow, with 
thick brown hair, white teeth and a 
square cMn, to make up his lack of 
downright good looks.

“Why, Lyme Doty I ” couldn’t 
teach a baby. He quit school long be
fore I did, long enough, and he hasn't 
studied anything but potatoes and 
winter wheat since, that I know of. 
Better Mick to hisfarm—eh,Larkcn?"

“GeiBi you're right," responded 
the thiA member of the hoard, a little 
man wM a cheertul face and a tuft of 
hair jBckiag straight out from his 
chin.

And the chairman nodded his 
agreement.

“Well," continued little Mr. Lark
in, with an air of importance, “I’ve 
had a» application that I guess will 
suit. It’S a sort of relative of my 
wife’s, and just as nice a girl as ever 
was. Smàrt too. She's got a certif
icate for" two years, last examination. 
She’d make a splendid teacher, Molly 
Sanborn would."

“Sanborn 1 " said Steve Tenney 
shortly. 1 “Any; connection with the 
Saijfcrns over on the river ? ”

“That’s where «bp’s from,” saidMr. 
Larkin. “She’s old John, Sanborn's 
girl—him that diedjast winter."

Steve frowned.
“You won’t put her Into that school 

then, with my consent I ” he said de
terminedly.

“What ! "said Mr. Larkin with a
gasp, while the chairman stared.

“What would you think,"the young 
man responded, “if a man sold you 
fifty head of sheep, at a good price, 
and half of them died off in the next 
week of a disease he must have known 
beforehand? That was the trick John 
Sanborn served me. And he laughed 
in my face when I wanted my money 
back. No, sir ! I can’t conscientious
ly consent to putting any of the San
borns in that school. Bad lot, in my 
opinion I ”.

Mr. La Ain’s small, bright eyes 
snapped. V-.

“Old Sa<j&o wasn't too straight, 
and evcryhoryAnowa it," he admitted 
“But what that's got to do withMolly 
is more than 1 can see. She’s as fine 
a girl as you ever set eyes on ; not a 
bit of her lather about her."

‘•Well, well, fight it out between 
you,” said the chairmao, good natur- 
edly, and returned to his wood-chop-

f he tall young man, and the little 
old man walked up the street together, 
talking briskly.

Mr. Larkin was hot and Indignant; 
Sleeve wasoool and immovable.

“There don’t aeem to be any mercy 
in you," said the former almost tear 
fnlly, as Steve wa» preparing to turn 
in at his gate. “If they'd been left 
wtR off, it would be différent; but 
they’re as poor as poverty, and -Molly 
needs the place the worst way."

“You hadn’t mentioned that," said 
the young man, turning back. “If 
that’s the case—”

Mr. Larkin walked away triumph 
ant, five minutea later.

Bat Stove Tenhey bad surrender 
ed with bad grace.

“I couldn’t hold out after that, you 
see,” he said to his mother, relating 
the atory over their tea; “But I don’t 
approve of it. “There’e not much 
good iu the Sanborns or I lose my 
guess I ’’

School began two weeks late?, when 
the first cool wave was depopulating 
front porches and increasing the at
traction near the kitchen stove.

Stove Tenney held to his opinion 
concerning the new teacher and acted 
accordingly.

He did not call at the school the 
first day. as was his custom, to leave 
the register and see if anything was 
wanted—the chairman having turned 
these duties over to his younger col
league. _

He sent the register by a boy and 
was utterly indifferent as to whether 
anything was wanted. He turned the 
subject when the new teacher was 
mentioned ; and he avoided Mr. Lar
kin's comfortable home, where the tea
cher boarded.

The little man made him a call,how
ever, a month or so after school be
gan.

“Guess you’ll have to own up to be
ing in the wrong, Steve,’’ he began. 
“We hain't had a teacher for years 
that’s given the satisfaction that 
Molly "dues. The children rave abouc
her—all of em." '<

But Sleeve was unimpressed
“My «pinion, hna yet tn 

be said, rather stiflfy.
And Mr. Larkin looked discour

aged.
“She spoke about oecdiug a, new 

hroofn and water pail," he said as he 
rose. **I told her she’d better come 
to you about ft.”

“That schoolhouse had a new 
broom last term, and water pail 
term before last 1" said the young 
director emphatically.

And Mr. Larkin took a discomfited 
leave. e.

- That nextSunday evening the young 
man, sitting in the pew of a small 
wooden church with his mother, and 
allowing his eyes to rove about dur
ing the rather long sermon, suddenly 
discovered a new lace, and sat study
ing it for the remainder of the even
ing.

It waa of a young girl, but fair 
and fresh and innocent, with a bright 
intelligence in her eyes and a sweet
ness in her full lip.

“Who is she ?" was his first quest
ion, 'after the services were concluded, 
addressed as it happened to little Mr. 
Larkin, who had come In late.

"That ?" the latter repeated iu as
tonishment ; “why that’s our teqeher 
—that’s Molly Sanborn. That's my 
wife she's with, don’t you see ? Iam 
waiting to take ’em home.

Steve Tenney foundjhimself wishing 
quite frequently after that that the new
teacher would come to him about the
b.room and water pail.

Not that he should furnish them if 
he found they were not needed, but he 
should not object to an interview with 
the school teacher.

He even mentioned the subject to 
Mr. Larkin osrulcasly, when he met 
him one day.

“Well, yon see," was the response, 
“she sort orates to come to you. 
The way you felt about her having 
the school has got all around town 
and 1 s’pose she’d heard of it. She 
can't help what her father was, Molly 
can’t, and she’s real sensitive.

The young man looked disturbed.
That afternoon he left hia world at 

an early hour—not however,admitting 
to himself his purpose in doin^ 
and strolled down the street, turning 
off—but he persuaded himself that it 
was not intentional—in the direction 
of the sehoolhouae. /

“I might as well go in and see 
about that broom and water pail," he 
said to himself, when he stood oppos
ite the little barelookiog building.

And he went accordingly.
The little teacher looked consider

ably startled when she opened the 
door to him. She dropped the spel
ling book she held, and her voice was 
hardly steady as she expressed her 
gratification at seeing him.

Evidently Steve reflected, some 
idiot badjpointed him out to her at 
church the other evening. He sat 
down in a front seat feeling unpleas
antly ogreish.

She was hearing the last spelling 
class. How pretty she looked, stand
ing there in her dark blue calico dress 
and white apron. What a sweet

voice she had,though pitting out “hen, 
men, pen," to a long line of fidgetting 
youngsters could hardly show it to the 
best advantage.

When the cl»» was dismissed, and 
the last small student had rushed, 
whooping down the stretiughe teacher 
and the young dnqptor ‘bjcod" looking 
at each other with somohwkwardness.

“I thought I’d. comfa in,". said 
Steve at lastLepoIoetiW) “and see 
if anything was needed.
* He did not mention tlje fact of fiia 
being some weeks late in the perform
ance of this duty. V-

“I—don’t think so," she murmured 
“What a brute she must tbiuk me!"

Steve reflected, with some self-disgust- 
He turned carelessly to the qprner 

where the broom stood.
“Isn’t this pretty far "tone ? ” he 

said with a conscience-stricken glance 
at its stubby end. > if ,

And the little tcaoh<ti|rt|ded. 
“Your water pail toemw'to leak," 

the director went on, indicating the 
empty bucket and the wet leor. 

“Yea," the girl nnrqtori _
“I’ll sec that you have q,ew ones," 

Steve concluded.
And he was rewardedhy a grateful 

glance from the teacher’s soft eyos as 
she took her hat from.it» nail.

He took her loach basket from her 
hand as they started away together ; 
and having taken it did not give it up 
short of Mr. Larkin's gate.

He was a little reluctant to release 
it even then. For theto,first awk
wardness had quite worn off: their 
talk had been far from unpleasant, 
and they were feeling veiy «well ac
quainted. n\Y

He did not panse to oonsuler that 
it was old John Sanborne, daughter 
of whom he was thinking ; he was on
ly conscious that she was jaj^right 
young girl, whom it was eheraiing to
look at and to. I*—.

Ha plcasàut mood was. noddy in- 
Wrupted by little Mr. Larkin, who 

id in thl

school," he observed with a,i 
“but it looks as though he 
to have the teacher I "

“What ! " mifiSteve, 
unexplainable sinking 6f'

“He’s hanging around ctmSilShble, 
anyhow.” said Mr. Larkin^./-“Went 
to visit the school last wetfe, and he 
was asking me to-day wbetherJfolly'a 
got anyway of getting"' howaAPriday 
night. He aaid he'd just at lief take 
her in hia buggy as not. Molly gen 
erraly walks; but I gueOa.alie’ll be 
glad of a lift."

“You don’t mean to tell said 
Steve warmly, “that she’4 have any-* 
thing to do with him ? "

Mr. Larkin'stared. What oould 
Steve care with whom old John San
born’s daughter had to do ? ’

But he only said, deprgcatingly :
“Well, Lyme’s a good steady fel

low." ;
“Humph!” was thfrjoornful re 

joinder. T*
The young man mused long and 

seriously when his visitor was gone, 
and went to bed witif'eNi^k heart, 
having come to a firm côHBetion.

When the new teacher oloied school 
the next Friday night, she ^rs feeling 
rather worn out, as she, was apt to 
feel at the end of the week ; nor did 
the prospect of her font1 tfiles’ walk 
home serve to cheer her,

She looked the dooi 
down the path with a 

A neat little hi 
briskly up the road, 
start as the driver 
horee and spradg to 

It was the young 
was coming toward her.

“I won’t make any*-excuses, Miss 
Sanford," he said, with» a humorous 
solemnity. “I won’t ,eay I’m going 
over the river on business, and hap
pened to think you might Ulu: to ride. 
The truth is that it’s a carefully laid 
plot. Will you be an aider and 
abettor ?" «

started

coming
ly gave a

and he

“Steve Teuny's taking Molly home 
in his buggy," said Mr. Larkin, join
ing his wife in the kitchen, jbd sink
ing dazedly into a chair. “I guess 
the world's coming to an end 1"

“Steve Tenney ain't a fool," his 
wife responded practically. “1 knew 
he’d get over that ridiculous notion of 
his—and especially after he’d seen 
Molly,"

“Sajjs he’s doing it from a aenae of 
duty," aaid Larkin, chuckling slowly 
as the humor of the situation dawned 
upon him. “Wonder how far his 
sense of duty will take him ?"

. “I shouldn’t be surprised at any
thing 1" said Mrs. Larkin mysteri
ously.

Tho Larkins—and—perhaps Lyme 
Doty—were the only people'who were 
not surprised when the new teacher 
gave up the school at the end.of the 
term, and was quietly married to the 
young direotor.

The chairman of the school board 
is wondering over it yet.

Funny Sayings,

FIVE CENTS GONE.

Kindly old lady—“What’s the mat
ter, little boy ? ’’

Little boy (crying bitterly)—“I 
jeslost fi’ cents.”

Kindly old lady(giving him a nick
el)—“Well, here is five cents more 
for you, so don't ory. How did yon 
lose it ? ”

Little boy (feeling better)—“I lost 
it pitchin' pennies."

Said a little sohool-gir! Jt> her 
teacher :—“Mamma _ gives me two 
certs every day for taking a dose of 
thorougbwort tea without making any 
fuss about it."

“Indeed I And what do you dq.1 
with so much money ? ”

‘ “Oh, mamma takes care of it fc 
me, and uses it to bay more thorough 
wort tea ! ’’ ■ *

Miss Ethel—“Yes, indeed 
girls ye folly alive tgjtiie iusth^of, 
tflfe poptlTaT "Criticism de chattering 
vrotnun, and that is the reason we or
ganized our Thought Club ? ”

Mr. Blank—“Thought club 1 ”
“Yes; and it's do^ng ^us such a 

world of good.”
“I don't doubt it.”
“No indeed. Why, at the last 

meeting we talked for five whole hours 
ou the advantages ot silent medita
tion. .

A FEW?ACTS. >
■J t

A pace is three foet »
A span is lfl| inches.
A palm is 3 inches.
One fathom is 6 feet.
There arc 1,750 languages.
Two persons die every second.
A storm moves 36 miles per hour.
One mile is 1,760 yards in length.
One square mile contains 640 acres. 
The average life is 31 years.
One barrel of^flour weighs 196 pounds 
Sound moves 1>118 feet per second.

. One barrel of pork weighs 200 pounds. 
Slow rivers flowe4 miles per honr.

•One acre contains 4,840 square yards. 
A hurricane ntoves 80 miles per

# Light moves 186,000 miles per second. 
One firkin of butter weighs 56 pounds. 
A hand (horsè measure) is 4 inches. 
Rapid rivers flow 7,miles per hour. 
Moderate winds blow 7 miles per

The world now uses 40,000 barrels of 
coal oil daily.

The first steam engine was brought 
from England in 1753.

Electricity travels at the rate of 288,- 
000 miles in a second.

The first use of the locomotive in this 
country waein 1829.

The first almanac was printed by Geo. 
ifvon Purbach in 1460.

Until 1776 cotton-spinning was done,, 
by the hand spinning-wheel.

canal in China is ovef 
long and passes forty-one

cities.

for by the hand spit 
t<viÏ? The imperial i 
| 2,000 milgs lonj

THE INFANT CLASS.

B\%JOHN IMBIE, TORONTO.

Sixty little smiling faces,
All in their accustom’d places ;
Each a happy household’s treasure, 
Teaching them a perfect pleasure.

Sixty .pair of eyes, whose gladness 
Shows no trace of care or sadness,
Are fix’d on u^e with glances bright,
Like twinkling orbs of purest li^bt.

Sixty voices in a chorus :
“Childhood’s years are passing o’er us” 
May those years to God be given, 
Walking in the way to Heaven.

Grateful hearts are rais’d jn pray’r, 
Craving God’s peculiar care ;
Waiting for tho children's blessing, 
Faith and love their hearts possessing.

Childish words, brimful of trust : 
“Jesus, Thou canst make us just,” 
May we now and ever share 
In our Father's watchful care."
Now they listen tflChe story 

Of redeeming love and glory :
How Jesus took the siuner's place,
In boundless love and matchless grace.

Simple words and illustration,
Suited to their humble station ;
“Line upon line” they learn to kiow 
The word of God and wiser grow/

Their minds, thus stored with heav
enly truth,

'Twill feuce them from the snares of 
youth,

And thus a safe foundation lay 
To lead them through life’s rugged 

way.

Oh, blessed arc the children dear 
Who love the Lord, and in Tils 
Do walk in his most holy way 
That leads to everlasting daÿ 1

And blessed is the teacher’s part, 
To educate the infatft heart ;
A Saviour’s love to them unfold, 
Truths ever new and never oldu.

fear

THE PEACEMAKER.

THE iING

The little teacher laughed appreci
atively as he helped her into the 
buggy. H* M-

“I must stop at Mr. Larkin’s and 
leave my dinner pail,” she said de
murely. V

Mr. Larkin wasMitafFmg at the 
front gate. He stood staring at the 
young director, as the laiter assisted 
the teacher to the ground, and sat 
down on the horse block to wait for 
her.

“Lyme Dotty was heie after Molly 
just now,'’ he said gaspingly. “I sent 
him down to the schoolhouse.”

“We met him,” said Steve. “You 
see,” he added, making a bold attempt 
at carelessness, bwAsDealâng never
theless in a shaméîlafed' way, and 
avoiding the little mao’s eye—“you 
see, I feel as though it’l my bounden 
duty to keep Lyme Dotty away from 
her. Pure impudence, his banging 
around her that way.”

The little teacher came trioping
back, and the young director’s buggy would make the lobe of the ear, which,! will.give mi idea whai 
whirled away in a cloud of dust. | not being rich in blood vessels, has1 actual combat.—[Ex.

DANGER OF W3> 
EARRINGS.

Dr. Morin, a French physician, in 
his new work on the hygienes of beau
ty, makes a dead set agaiust earrings. 
In numbers of cases he has known 
erysipelas proceed from their use. 
The idea that they are good for weak 
eyes he quite disposes of. It is 
possible, he says, that in cases of in
flamed eyes they might act

little recuperating vitality, in a state 
of permanent ulceration. There is 
no surer test ot a good or bad consti
tution than the state of an ear which 
has been pierced and exposed to the 
irritation of heavy earrings. If the 
lobes keep red and swollen, they pro
claim bad blood and scrofulous tend
encies.

“I hear tltqt. Smith has sold out his 
saldon," said dne of a couple ef middle 
aged men who sat sipping their beer 
and eating a.bit of cheese in a Smith- 
field street saloon last Friday night.

“Yes/1 responded -the other, rather 
slowly.

“What was the reason ? I thought he 
waa just coining money there.”

The other nibbled a cracker abstract
edly for a moment and then said : “It's 
rather a funny story. Smith, you know, 
lives on Mt. Washington, light near me, 
where he has an excellent wife, a nice 
home and three as pretty children as 
ever played out doors. All boys, you 
know, the oldest not over nine, and all 
about the same sizç. Smith is a pretty 
respectable sort of a citizen, never 
drinks or gambles, and thinks the world 
of his family.

“Well, he went home one afternoon 
last week and fvund'his wife out shop
ping or something of that sort.

He went on through the house into 
the back yard, and there under aifi apple 
tree were the little follows playing. 
They had a bench and some bot
tles and tumblers, and were play
ing ‘-keep saloon.” He ndtieed tiiat 
they were,drinking1 soumüiing uujt of a 
pail, and that they acteol tipsy; ,j The 
youngest, who waa behind" the bar, bad 
a towel tied VuS&d 'his waist, and was 
setting theSmfiks up pretty, freely. 
Smith walked over and looked In the 
pail. It was beer, and two of the boys 
were so drunk that they staggered. A 
neighbor's boy, a couple of years oldgr, 
lay asleep behind the trees. v *

“‘My boy, you most not drink ilti*,” 
he said, >s he lifted die six-year-old 
from behind the bench.

“ ‘We's playin’ s?loon, papa, an' I was 
sellin’ it jes like you,’ said the little fel
low. Smith poured out the beer, carried 
the drunken boy home and then took 
his own boys in and put them to bud. 
When his wife came back she found him 
crying like a child. He came down 
town that night and sold out his busin
ess, and says he will never sell or drink

BriejgUme and Ce- 
menr company,

aud will fill all orders' on the shorten 
notice.

JOHN F. MILTON, 

Manager. 
IIopuwull, July 28tli, 1885. ^

HARRY’S MISSIONARY
board,

“I can t afford it,” John Halç, tho 
rich farnu-r answered, when asked to 
give to tlic cause of missions.

Harry, his wide-awake grandson, was 
grieved aud indignant.

“But the poor heathen,” he replied; ,:is 
it not too bail tirât they cannot have 
churches and school-houses and books ?’"

“What do you know about tho heath
en?" exclaimed the old man, testily. 
‘•Wouldyou w-ish me to giveaway roy 
hard earnings ? I tell you I can't af
ford it.”

“Grandfather, if you do not feel able 
to givo money to the Missionary Board, 
will you give a potato?”

“A potato !” ejaculated Mr. Hale, look
ing up from his paper.

“Yes, sir; and land enough to plant it 
in; and what it produces in four years.'*

“Oh. yes !” said the unsuspecting grand 
parent, setting his. glasses on his cal
culating nose iu a way that showed he 
was glad to escape from the lad’s perse
cution on such cheap terms.

"Harry planted the potato,and it reward
ed him the (irst yCtlr [,y producing thir
teen; these the following season became 
a peck; the next season, seven and a 
iSaff bushels; and wften the fourth har
vest cnmCjlo ! the potatoes had increased 
to seventy bushels; and when sold the 
amount realized was with a glad heart 
put into the treasury of the Lord, 
eveu the agjd farmer exclaimed, “Why, 
I did not feel that donation in tho least 1 
And Harry, I’ve been thinking that if 
there was a missionary like you in every 
house, and each one got? a potato, or 
something else as productive for tho 
cause, there would be quite a large sum 
gathered.’
-! Little■.reader,.v/ill you bo that mis
sionary at home?—{Gospel in All Lands.

WOMEN—MEN.

FmCA-aW*. 8t-itiTOA7 ^ i~r —Vf-'-f--
eraily hit ; men reason out logically and
generally miss.

When a woman becomes flurried she 
feels for a fan; when a man becomes 
flurried he fuels for a cigar.

Some women cpû’t pass a millinery 
store without looking in; some men can’t 
pass a saloon without going in.

A womatynever sees a baby without 
wanting Wrun to it; a man never secs 
a babyNetliont wanting to run from it.

AjK^Btty^ya carries her purse in 
hc^j^nfo'Th^othcr women can sec it; 
a man forries Ills in his inside, pocket so 
that huswife-won’t see it.

A munyof fashion hates the rain be
cause it dflççnges the set of his panta
loons: a women of fashion hates it be
cause it deranges her complexion.

When a women wants to repair dam
ages she uses a pin; when a man wants 
to repair damages he spends two hours 
and a half trying to thread a needle.— ' 
^Chicago Tribune.

A MONSTER GUN.

What must be considered the heaviest 
gun at present in existence has been 
just shipped at Antwerp for Italy. It 
was manufactured by Krupp, is 4g ft. 
long, weighs nearly 116 tone without 
the breech piece, and J18 tons 3| t wt. 
with the breech. It arrived at Antwerp 

^yn a specially consthKtt d carriage, 105 
rft. long, and running 042g wheels. It 

was at first intended to feçd the gun 
overland; but the 8c. Gdfliurd railway 
and other Swiss , rail ways objecting on 
account of its great weight, and fearing 
for their bridges, the weapon had to be 
taken to Antwerp, and thence forward
ed to Italy by sea. Its ultimate destina
tion in said to be Spezia, where it is to 
[^mounted in one of the iron eind port» 
guarding that harbor.

Byj LD AN IcE-IIOUSE.

Iii winter prépaie for summer by stor
ing away a sufficient amount of ice to 
carry you through hot weather. It 
dosen t require flinch of a building for 
an ice-house; yet ;i good one, well built, 

,-d investment. , The principal 
thing is to have the sides well sh-athed, 
the iHHtoin w -11 drained, ami the space 
above ice we! ventilated. With these 
conditions fn.fl!hd it dosen t matter 
much what youi house is 'bum of. Jt 
can be kept in a pit log in the ground, 

farmers do wijum wo know. Inanother drop uf liquor- His wife told I s,.’n ,
, . , , , , storing, lie sure it is packed < urefulhmine about it, and broke down crying j ^ tllu t akc8 the same sire ;i,rough-

while she told it.” out it possible. Ice is a worn; rful con-
This is a true story, but the name was 

not Smith.—[Pittsburg Dispatch.

One of the most reçcnt and novel in
ventions is a small Reamer called the 
“Paceemaker.” whicl/ will float on the 
surface or dive like\a porpoise, at the 
pleasure ot the \ engineer. >Shc 
is 30 ft. long, yith a convex 
upper deck aud water-tight. It is 
proposed to use this craft in warfare Jo and friends,

vunicn n to bu;ier-iii -.kers when the 
thermometer registers ninety degrees in 
the shade.

AN UNERRING MARKSMAN.

dive down by the sides i.f the enemy's j 
ships, place torpedoes covered wit!» tn;> •- 
nctized iron on the sides of Uu'niun-f.l"- 
war vessels, withdraw a IV w L. • mired 
yards, have tine wires attached to the- 
torpedoes and explode with «-It iix

counter irritant, but if they did they | hullT'iiOi' lureei*Muuiv :

‘Whiskey nev v misses flve4” Mid a 
man to us lln; oth'Y -lay. No, it never 
does. It is Mi.-.- h, bring-h wn its victim 
soon u1'or kuv,. witi-rher he be high or 
low in the s -ciu! -u intellectual sonic 
And fluttering all about him will 
always be the w.Hind; ! h.efino:! -r, 
father, wife, chiidr.-u, sisters, lvotht-.s.

A'hile behind and ' vomi
all this i < t 
Mii'av.-: <• ui ,tii!u:ili
least six heart -. - 11 ; 
life-;-.1 ’ overshadow

Yi. ■ .undertone •

d

At

1 j.Advau vc-


