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DOGS THAT WEAR SHOES,

In Alaska, even the dogs wear shoes—at
least part of the time. Lt 1s uot on account
of the cold, for a shaggy Lssimo dog will
live and be frisky when a man would
freeze to death. Lhe dog dous ull the
work of dragging and carryiug whicn 1n
this country falls to the borses, and in
trotting over the rough ice of the moun-
tain passes his feet soon become brwsed
and sore.  ‘Lhen his driver makes him
soft little moccasins of ‘buckskin or rein-
deer skin and ties them on with stout
thongs of leather. In this way he will
travel easily until his feet are thoroughly
healed up; then he bites and tears his
shoes with his sharp wolf-like teeth, and
eats them wup. Wondertul ammals are
these dogs of Alaska. Although they are
only little fellows—not more than half the
size of a big Newloundland—they sell at
from 15 to 40 pounds, sterling each, as
much as an ordinary horse will sell for in
this country. They will draw 200 pounds
each on a sledge, and they are usually
driven in teams of six. ‘I'hey need no lines
to guide them, for they readily obey the
sound of their master’s voice, turning or
stepping at a word.  But the Kskimo dogs
have their faults. Like many boys, they
are over-fond of having good things to eat.
Consequently they have to be watehed
closely or they will attack and devour
stores left in their way, especially bacon,
which must be hung out of their reach.
At night, when camp is pitched, the mo-
ment a blanket is thrown upon the ground,
they will run into it and curl up, and
neither euffs nor kicks suftice to budge
them. They lie as close to the men who
own them as possible, and the miner can-
not wran himeelf eo close that they won't
wet under the blanket with him, They are
human. too, in their dis'nelination to get
ont in the morning.

THEY WENT AWAY.
(By F. H. Sweet.)
One autumn day they went away
T'he woodchuck and the bobolink,
And left behind a season gray,
And naked trees to creak and sway;
And they went to where do you think?
Why, woodchuek turned a somersault
Into his winter's home,
And bobolink went off down south,
To rice fields at some river's mouth,
To sing and chirp and roam,——
A wimnter carnival to keep,
While woodchuck lay curled up asleep.

AN INDIAN STORY.

There was once a little Indian girl, the
dauguter of a cuief, Her name was Brght
Lyes. She tells it herself.

“L was a hutle bit of a thing when 1 was
out with my father. lle could not speak
English, nor read, nor write, and this story
shows that a man can be good without any
book-leurning. 1t was evening. The tents
had been pitched for the night, the camp-
fire made, and mother and the other wo-
men were cooking supper over it.

“I was playing near my father when an
Indian boy, & playmate, came up and gave
me a little bird which he had found.

“I was very much pleased. 1 tried to
feed it and make it drink.  After 1 had
played with it » long time my father said
to me, ‘My daughter, bring your bird to
me.” When 1 took it to him he held it in
his hand a moment, smoothed its feathers
gently, and then said, ‘Daughter, 1 will
tell you what you might do with your bird.
Take it carefully in your hand, out youder,
where the long grass is. Put it down on
the ground, and say as you put it down,
God, I give you back your little bird. Have
pity on me, as 1 have pity on your bird.

“I said, ‘Does it belong to God?'

“He said: ‘Yes; and He will be pleased
if you do not hurt it, but give it back to
Him to care for.

“I felt his words, and I did just ns he
bade me, saying the little prayer ke had
told me to say.”

L - ey .

GARIBALDI AND THE LAMB,

Cowards are cruel; brave men have
tender hearts. He who is unkind to the
feeblest creature is unfit to rule or to
lead.

A characteristic anecdote of Garibaldi
is related in a “Life” of that courageous
general, recently published. *“One even-
ing, in 1861, he was met by a Sardinian
shepherd, who was lanmenting the loss of
one of his lambs. Garibaldi at once
proposed to his staff that the mountains
should be explored for the little vag-
rant, but after an unavailing search the
soldiers retired to rest.  Not so the gen-
eral, however; for the next morning Gari-
baldi, who was accustomed always (o be
the first man awake in the camn, was
found by his attendant in bed and fast
asleep.  On being aroused hie opened los
eyes in some alarm, and instantly ia-
quired whether the cest of the heuse
were awake or not. He was relieved
on receiving an answer in the negative,
and stretching his arm under the coun-
terpane, he brought to light a tiny Ixnl{ll»,
which he handed to his friend urging
him to take it with all speed, and with-
out heing observed, to the disconsolate
shepherd.  The friend had just time to
remark that by the side of the hed was
a sancer, in the bottom of which remain-
ed a few drops of milk.

This was the act of a hero. He whoxe
name sent a thrill to thousands of brave
hearts, could traverse the lonely hills
in the darkness to find a poor lost lamb,
and bring it home to rest in his own
bosom.

And does not this remind us of a
mizhter and braver One, the Captain of
our .alvation, who, though the noliest
of the wly and the mightiest of the
holy, wrong to redeem and v UL
to deliver, could yet tread the gloomy
pathways of this weary world to ::n-‘k
lost wan lerers ‘rom the heavenly fold,
and bring back the staying sheep that
hind wandered in the wilderness, —Seect-
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THE CROWNING OF THE YEAR.
The fields age still; where once the wheat

and corn
Lavelied in the gladness of the summer

noeon,
And waved saluting banners to the morn
And whispered softly in a twilight

croon—
There now, the barren stubble meets the
eye, 4
And there the end of harvest days s
told:
But granaries are heaped both wide and
high,

As crncn’lnlcs that catch the finer gold.

So sun and rain have wrought their yearly

task,
Have given of their bitter and their
sweet.;
The earth, that yields us freely when we
ask,

a
las left her summer fruitage at our feet.
And now the trees and fields have earned
their rest,
And we may read the message that is
sent;
When we have done our all, and done our
bast,
We, too, may fold our arms and be con-
fent.

When the demands of industry take
away the day of rest from the laborer the
laborer’s burdens will be multiplied. In-
stead of having one-seventh of his time for
himself, his home and his higher improve-
ment, he will have no time which he can
call his own.

To keep on doing right in the face of ap-
parent failure is the test of faith. There
are thousands who are equal to it and
other thousands who become discouraged
and fail. The saved man is not necessarily
the one who begins well, but the one who
endures.

MISERABLE NIGHTS,

Nothing so demoralizes an infant and en-
slaves the parents as to take a cross or
wakeful baby from the bed and walk him
up and down the tloor during the night.
The baby cries because it is not well—gen-
erally because its stomach is sour, its lit-
tle bowels congested and its skin hot and
feverish. Relieve this and baby will sleep
soundly all night, growing stronger and
better every day Just what mothers need
to keep baby healthy and make him sleep
soundly is Baby's Own Tablets, which
cure all stomach, bowel and teething trou-
bles and thus promote natural health -giv-
ing slecp.  Mrs, V. Holmes, Dacre, Ont.,,
says: “My baby was troubled with sour
stomach and was constipated most of the
time, and was always cross and restless, 1
gave him Baby's Own Tablets and found
them a complete success and would not
now be without them.” You can get
Baby’s Own Tablets from any druggist, or
by mail at 25 cents a box by writing the
Dr. Williams'  Medicine Co., Brockville,
Ont.

WHAT COMES WITH TROUBLE,

It is true that troubles never enme
singly, but in a better sense than is win
ally meant by that phrase.  No consign-
ment of trouble is ever sent to us by
itself. By the same messenger (|
comes a consignment of special strength
to bear that trouble,—and the strength
package is always a little larger than the
tronble-package. Fo* overy  ounce  of
trouble there is offered a little more than
an ounce of new strength, The trouble
may be of good gospel measure, pros<
ed down and running over; hut the ac
companying measure of strength is al-
wavs in excess, The heavenly %ather
does the weighing, and he makes no mis
take, What a simple matter, after all,
this makes of burden-bearing! Wea can-
not he overborne, if we hut use the con-
forting, sustaining help that the Father
so freely offers. Tt iz his responsihility,
not ours, to gee ns throngh, And he
knows no defeat.—Sunday School Times,

The time to help one is when he needs
it. Had Peter been hall as anxious to
reach the cross as he was to reach the
sepuichre, Jesus would have died less
alone.

In the achievements of mind and heart
God has inseperably jomed To Wil ana
To Do, and for this union there is uo
divoree.
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" GERHARD
HEINTZMAN
PIANO

The genuine “GERITARD," be-
cause of Its constancy to high ldeals
and perfection of finish n gmadl de-
talls, is to-day counted as an In-
strument

WITHOUT A PEER
IN THE WORLD OF MUSIC.

A slight difference In cost to other
Canadian planos I8 never considervd
by the person who really bu
instrument “on Its merits,” as the
difference represents really price-
lesy value In tone and lasting
qualities,

Catdlogs Free,
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