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INDISPENSABLE TO MOTHERS.

"I am satisfied that Baby's Own Tab­
lets are indispensable to mothers," says 

Arthur Ingram looked resentfully at Mrs. Abraham Boucher, Pierreviile Mills, 
the big house next door. One glance at Que., and she adds-"Before using the 
his face showed he was angry. 1’as.ion Tablets my baby was sh* Î
had been smoldering for two or three not thriving well; but the Tablets have

and it promised to get the better worked a great change and my little one
is well and happy. This is the verdict 
of all mothers who have used these Tab 
lets. And better still, mothers have ttie 
guarantee of a Government analyst that 
Baby's Own Tablets are absolutely safe- 
tliat they contain not one particle of 
opiate or poisonous soothing stuff. Sold 
by all medicine dealers or by mail at 25 
ceuUi a box from The Dr. Williams Medi 
cine Co., Brockville, Out.

worth while, than drawing crowds t"
She stopped, her eyes sparkling, her 

lips tremulous. Strangely moved, the 
minister drew her closer. His pulses 
thrilled. A great rush of relief came 
at her words. Of a eudden. tne haunt­
ing sense of failure—at least of the 
smallness of numbers that had seemed 
Vi spell failure—fell away from him. An days, a 
oppression eeemed to lift from off his 01 nmL

But was it possible that his had been 
a mere sordid, worldly ambition, 
all I Was it possible that self had eo 
blocked hie clearer outlook on things— 
so blinded his vision—that what he had 
cloaked beneath the name of a "divine goe 
dieoontent" was nothing more than a 
very human vanity!—British Weekly.

/
"I think the new boy next door is just 

horrid," he said finally. "He has lived 
there three weeks, and I don't know him 
yet. He doesn't give a fellow a chance 
to get acquainted. I guees he’s awful 
stuck up. He never walks; he always 

about in that pony cart. He don’t 
this bide of the yard, either.p;ay on

1 guess he's afraid I would si>eak to 
him. He needn’t be—I would just pre­
tend I didn't see him. I wish Walter 
Harris would move back there; he was 
rich, but he wasn't proud."

“Why, Arthur, I am surprised at you 1" 
Mrs. Ingram exclaimed. She had never 
h*».rd her son speak so about any one. 
"You have not gone to see the new buy, 
i nd perhaps he thinks you are ‘Muck 
up,' too. You should wait until you 
know him before you decide what he 
is like."
"He doesn’t give me a chance to 

speak; lie Ju-t drives by and looks 
straight ahead. I think he would like 

to ride with him, and I am

THE UPWARD LOOK.

"It ie of no uee to tel-, me to look for­
ward," eaid one in great trouble the 
other day to a friend. “The worst of my 
trouble, 1 know, lies ahead. To look 
back upon the past, before this shadow 
came, simply adds to my agony. 1 can 
only eit in the darkness and shut my 
eye* to everything, and bear as best I 
may."

"There is always one way left," said 
the triend, geutiy. "When we can not 
look forward nor backward, we can look 
upward. 1 have been in every whit as 
hard a place as you, and 1 eat a •ong 
wmie in the darkness before finding the 
way out. Try the upward loo*—it is 
meant for jnet such sorrows as this, 
which seem to shut in the euul inexor­
ably. If we look up, we

DOING GOOD BY STEALTH.

He kept hie soul unspotted 
Ae he went upon his way,

And he tried to do some service 
For’Uod's people day by day;

He had time to carer the doubter 
Who oompl-'.^ed that hope was dead; 

He bad tame to help the cripple 
When the way was rough auead;

He had time to guard tne orphan, and 
one day, well satished 

With the talents Uod had given him, he 
closed his eyes and died.

- company
/ the only boy on this street. I wish 1 

had a pony cart, but I always have to 
walk every place I go. I intend to show 
that boy I can have a good time With 
out being friendly with him." And Ar­
thur left the room before his mother 
could make any more excuses for the 
new boy.

Every evening the next week, Arthur 
brought some boye home from school 
with him. Mrs. Ingram noticed they 
played on the side of the yard next to 
the Peyton'S. Once she saw Robert Pay* 

i, peeping slyly out of the window, 
tchmg the boys at play. She imagin­

ed there was a wistful look on his face.
"I will call there to morrow," she 

said to beitoelf, "and perhaps I can 
find out why Robert is so distant. I 
want my boy to be friendly with his 

Here is a recent sketch that appeared neighbors." 
in a New Xozk daily:

"bit here, tiauguter!" The dignified 
eldeny fatuer designated a seat to me 
quiet, iniddie-aged woman wuo

into the somewhat crowded

He had time to see the beauty 
That the Lord spread all round;

He Had lime to hear tlie music 
In me shells the children louud; 

He had time to keep repealing 
As he bravely worked away;

"It is spieudid to be living 
In the splendid world to-uayi"

But the crowds—the crowds mat hurry 
Alter golden pr.zes—said 

That he never had succeeded,
o'er his head—

never look in

It was the advice of a true friend. Yet 
how many friends fail to give ill When 
we sympathize with those we love in 
their trials and worries, how often we 
fcuggeet that there is ‘ hope ahead ; that 
they are "not eo shut in us they seem"; 
that pact and future should be dwelt up­
on rainer tuau the pieeeut; anu, saying 
all tine, forget tuai we can give them a 
far truer comiort in teauuiug taew to iitt 

theuweivee and their

«

When the clods lay 
He had dreamed—"tie was a lailure," 

they compassionately sighed.
For me man nad lit us money in his 

pockets when he died. their eyee from 
problem» up to the internal Father, v 
can give joy and peace to his cuild 
through all things.

DELIGHTFULNESS OF “DAUGH- 
TERS."

"Time alone can help such sorrow* as 
yours," said a woman who called herself 
a Christian, to a bereaved friend lately, 
lliere was no upwaid loo* suggeeted

much. Time umy can dull the euge of 
pain; the upward loo* robs suitetmg of 
its eiing eurely and iaetingly. It in al­
ways puseiuie to lilt our eyes to the 
sky, and though at hrst, perhaps, we see 
oniy the clouds, we shall hud it true 
beiore lung that "over all our teare Uod’s 
rainbow bends.’’—Author unknown.

The next evening, when Arthur went 
to his room, Mrs. Ingram followed him. 
"1 called on Mrs. Peyton today," she 
said. A heathen could have said as

with him
railway suburban train. Something in 
the gentle authority and kindi.e-s oi me 
tone caused two of tne nearby passed 
gers to* look up interestedly.

The tine-faced woman—as dignified as 
was the fstner—seated her»eit at his 

A moment later the father,

"Did you!" Arthur remarked indiffer­
ently. "1 bought a new baseball bat." 
lie determined to change the subject.

Mrs. Ingram ignored the remark. "I 
found out why Robert always rides, and 
why you never see him playing. He is 
a cripple."

"A cflpple I" Arthur exclaimed, with 
the first interest he had shown.

"Yes," was the answer, "he bad a fall 
little fellow, and it in­

jured the spine. He will never be able
funTt'hlmonce, Mdhe'hw büin .7‘ald «.“erly *»“>»» UlJ*led ““““ lbe *“1*:
L mLr ..range’ boy, .... -me.• Hi. "j m -ur. 1 douX know wu«., m, 
mother .aid he cried when he aaw you turn u, coming *.11» last
boy. having auch a good time, in the July Maud is going to leave her k*y
yard, the other day. It is lonesome wlltt mo; thoa Joim . wll. lake, Augmn
Ld hard I-, him. hu, h, trie. U, he very to ‘^^tpiem'L ^a.i= go.3 *

Arthur looked sober by thi. time. "We Nova Boot!, and her bey-wed, ! d rather
played on that side ol the yard juet take care of any three °‘ n id
for spite," he 'said. "We thought Bo- The tone wasn't complaining, it ehowed
bert didn't want to know », I am rathe, the cheertul “>Uud. ol -n. -ho 
sorry we did it. I would rather likes to bear burdens and does, but the 
walk always than ride because I was a lacw-yes the tacts were clear. Urand- 
c ripple! I Intend to shew him I can ma, who,e early v go, U 
be just as nice ae I have been hateful, in unremitting toll for her cdfapnng. 
I'll take him over some of my books whose peieonal eecrtfice. had plKed M 
to read. Ye., and I'll come home af own sons and daughters m 
ter school to-morrow and play something where elaborate “<* 
with him. We can play a Kitting1 game, were possible, Grandma .f “““
I ought to do somethin, ,o m.k. up fo, .11 labor

Love la not altogether a delirium, yet the way I have done , ,d moU,,t, in l,ra,l once remarked,
it has many points in common there- And the nekt time *oa "1U llms wilh iusl , touch of bittemese,
with. I call it rathe, a discerning of such unkind "Gr.ndm. make, an inexp.n.i,. end »

, ^ as she left the room. liable nuree girl.

suggestion, 
from hie seat just bemud, across Uie 
aisle, leaned forward to make some re­
mark about the crowded conditions.

It was a alight and passing incident. 
Yet there was that decree ot deleieuce 
and direction on the one hand and of 
delicate aoquiesence on the older, which 
gave to the relationship of the white- 
Uired father and gray-uaired daughter 
thoroughly unmistakable distinction.

"I wish my father would call me 
"daughter" in that way. There is a de- 
lighttulness in it that gives me a posi­
tive new sensation," eaid one of the two 

who had heard

GRANDMA'3 VACATION.
I when he was a Sitting in the narrow gauge train that 

to the beocues, uie voice of anruns out

young women passengers 
and observed. "1 could obey any man- 
father, husband, brother, son—who
would take care of me in that tone of

No wrong can come by doing right 
If right be rightly donê;

But if the right by wrong prevail 
The wrong the day has won.

the infinite—of the ideal made real.— 
Carlyle.


