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DRUGGING CHILDREN A SOURCE 
OF DANGER.

When y eh give yo 
“soothing" medicine you are not curing 
its sickness. You are merely drugging 

insensibility. Footh- 
opiatcs and an 
child. When

my mother. You look very well, and 
not at all as if you had been living all 
these years in the White Man's Grave."

“It has never affected me. I haven't 
even had a touch of fever. You look 
well, too; hardly changed at all. It is 
good to see you."

^“Have you never been home in all
lhe<e years!"

"Never. The man who stays is the 
man who scores, I suppose, aud T had 
nothing to bring me back."

She was silent a moment ; then he 
spoke again.

“Rossmore is marvellous ; you’ve dis
covered between you the secret of eter 
nal youth. See my grey hairs, and I'm 
a good five years younger than Will."

“I like them," she answered simply. 
"They always moan something in a

The words arrested Whitney, and re
garding her more attentively lie saw a 
little discontented line across her brow, 
aleo that her mouth drooped, and that 
her eyes filled with shadow.

“You’ve had a very happy life,” he 
said gently. “It is written on your face, 
and I have always pictured you happy. 
It has helped me a lot."

The words came from his lips with
out hie seeking. His soul clave to this 
woman yet. in a -/lire, unselfish devotion 
that has few r arallels in this world. 
It was his op desire to be assured of 
her happine-.j before he returned to his 
post. At first sight, had been cer
tain ; now he was not ao sure.

"T am all right,"
"I have much to be thankful for. I do 
wish you could have seen my darling 
children, but you will come again, per
haps, when they are here."

"No," he answered gently but firmly. 
"I shall not come any more.”

She did not ask why, and the min 
utes passed, she with her eyes bent on 
the dancing flames, the pucker in her 
brow still remaining.

There is nothing prettier than a field 
of Irish flax in full bloom. The stems 
are about thirty inches high says a wri
ter in Truth. They are very slender and 
of a pale green.

On each stein is a flower in an exqui
site tone of blue; something between 
a corn-flower and a forget-me-not. The 
little flower is not of a very robuet, con 
atitution. The petals soon fall, and then 
a seed pod forms which, when given 
time to do so, produces quantities of 
what we call linseed ("lhln," is the Cel 
tio name for flax). But when the flax ie 
grown for the manufacture of linen, it 
is pulled up before the seed hae had time 
i.o mature.

ur child a so-called

it into temporary 
ing medicine# contain 
overdose may kill the 
you give your little one Baby’s Own 
Tablets you have the guarantee of a 
government analyst that this medicine 
is safe. And you have the word of thou
sands of grateful mothers that this med
icine will promptly cure all the minor 
ailment# of childhood. Mrs. L. W.
Smith, St. Giles, Que., saye: "I have 
used Baby’s Own Tablets for my little 
gill for constipation and other troubles 
and huve found them the best medicine 
I have ever used." Sold by medicine 
dealers or by mail at 15 cents a box 
from The Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., 
Brockville, Ont.

After having been exposed to the air 
for a few days, the flax is laid in water, 
and during the fortnight that this pro- 

lasts the odious smell with which
it tills the offended air is of a remark
ably powerful character.

As*the local guides say: “Sbure, t’s 
just the flax fermintin.’ It's a pawer- 
ful smell entirely, but there’s no dan 
ger in It, glory be to God.”

The soaking makes it easy to separate 
the straw from the fibre by bruising 't 
between the rollers and then suspending 
It an opening In the top of a
machine in which a horizontal shaft 
with wooden blades revolves at the late 
of 250 times a minute. Parted forever 
are the fibre, flax and the straw, now

Next comes the spinning into yarn, 
done in immense mills, and after that 
the yam is woven into the fabric t- 
self. Finally comes the ble -chi rig, 
when the linen is laid out on 4 *e green 
field to be whitened by rain find sun and

These long strips of snowy whiteness 
on the green turf surprise the stranger. 
He thinks it some sort of top dressing, 
spread upon the land to fertilize it. Bel
fast is the centre of the linen U vie.

CHRONIC WEARINESS.
Robert J. Burdette.

You are “too tired to go to church”! 
That’s sheer nonsense. There isn’t a 
place on tlie continent so restful as tin# 
church. You are going to lie around Jil 
house all day; snooze in a hammock; 
loll in a rocking chair; go to sleep >ver 
a book. That isn’t resting, that's loaf
ing. Tell yourself honestly—you like 4o 
think you are honest—did you ever i'l 
all your life see a loafer who looked "est- 
edf Did you ever see a loafer who didn’t 
look tired all the time! The people who 
try to rest are always tired. Resting is 
the hardest work in the world, when 
you make work out of it.

About a year ago, I stopped in a Bos
ton street to watch a group of laborers. 
It was noon hour. They had been it 
work all the morning digging a sewer 
excavation. They had eaten their din
ners from the little tin pails and .now 
they were “resting." Some of them were 
pitching quoits, and others were putting 
the shot, with a great round boulder. 
They were workingmen "resting." And 
sitting on the curbstone watching them— 
too lazy to even stand up aud look ..t 
them ; their lazy china resting on their 
lazy hands, and their lazy elbowa sup
ported on their lazy knees were the loaf
ers who had been watching them work 
all the morning. These fellowe were too 
tired even to join the games by whica 
the workers rested themselves.

You have no need to loaf all day Sun
day. Two hours in church; two hours 
of the quiet; the sermon ; the reading; 
the uplift which comes from the new 
channels into which your thought, your 
mind is led, will rest you more, physical
ly, morally, intellectually, than will all 
the day spent in trying to “rest."

she answered.

"It is splendid, I think, to go out 
did, and to come back 

I don’t
A GOOD RULE.

Don’t interrupt your father when lie’s 
telling funny jokes;

Don’t interrupt your mother when she’s 
entertaining folks;

Don’t interrupt a visitor when he lias
come to call;

In fact, It is wiser not to interrupt at 
—St. Nicholas.

ovowned by strenuous years, 
refer to the honor you received to-day. 
You know I am not one to count on 
such things. But I feel very proud of 
you. all the same."

Whitnev was at a lose for a moment 
in his reply. Her praise was sweet, but 
there was an under current in it that 
wrung his heart And because it wrung 
him he nrobed more deeply.

"I am glad to find you in such circum
stances. Rossmore- has prospered; has 
built up a good position for himself," 
he said a little eagerly.

“He hasn’t built up anything," she 
answered. “His father gave us this 
house and all it contains, and he left 
us sufficient to live in it.

The sound of Rowmore’s fine baritone 
voice, singing in the dressing room 
above, came floating down the stairs.

"It’s very pleasant; there Isn’t any 
care." she said with a half smile. "Will 
doesn’t believe in care, in unpleasant 
things, In stress of any kind. We live 
in Lotus land. He picks a good many 
flowers as he goes along, but I—I am 

but I

all.

FOSTERING SELFISHNESS.

A certain middle aged woman h»fl 
the summer holiday 

three married
been spending 
season in visiting her

and yet, in spite of her cordial 
with them and their wives,relations

her visits were not wholly happy.
"The trouble is," ehe said 

old friend, “my boy# «*• '
Selfishness does not consist in being 
mean In money matters, or in want
ing their own way all the time, but 
only in expecting other people M 
wait on them. Now they expect their 
wives to do it The fault is wholly mine. 
I didn’t bring them up right.”

Many another mother, If *he were 
ae frank aa this woman, could bring 
the same charge against her children. 
The selfishness of which she com
plains is the almost Inevitable result 

parental solicitude which Is ua* 
wise, however, deeply rooted it may 
be In affection. John wants his slip- 

fresh collar, or his clothes 
ie mother who

The daily turning over is not the only 
necessary attention for the proper treat 
ment of a mattress. This operation 
itself is liable to strain the ticking and 
pull the stuffing out of shape In course 
of time. To avoid this handles may be 
sewn to the sides, so that the unyield
ing surface of the mattress itself need 
not be grasped. These can be made 
from webbing or a cross piece of tick
ing, and sewn as firmly as possible to 
the sides, as the strain on them will be 
considerable.

to an 
all selfish.

afraid I am horribly ungrateful, 
see only the weeds."

They heard the door bang, and pres
ently Rossmore, smiling, handsome, 
fresh, and immaculately attired, came 
bounding down to thorn.

"Sir Richard Whitney, accept . my 
humble apologies and my homage." he 
said, dropping lightly on one knee. 
"Isn't it great, Enid! Poor old Whit 
ney! Who would have thought it. who 
would think it now, even, to look at 
him!"

Enid smiled, that detached smile, 
which had wonderful fathoms behind 
it, and turned to the dining-room door.

“They’re ready for ns, dear," she 
•aid gentlr “and the soup la getting 
cold.”—British Weekly.

Special evangelistic services of a suc
cessful encouraging nature were brought 
to a close on March 18th In 8t. Andrew’s 
church Brantford. Brantford Methodist 
and St. Andrew’s Presbyterian churches 
united In the movement end the pastors 
of these churches were ably assisted by 
Rev. Thoe. Wilson of Walkerton. Mr. 
Wilson possesses special aptitude for this 
kind of work. He told the old, old story 
in a plain and fascinating way that ap
pealed to the hearts of all who heard 
him and his two weeks sojourn in Brant 
ford will long be remembered by these 
two congregations.

/ of a

need brushing; it 
waits on him. By and by John marries, 
and almost before he knows It, he is ex 
acting of Mary, his wife, the same little 
personal services to which he has become 
so much accustomed that he takes them 

Buch sons andas a matter of course, 
euch husbands miss the finest flower or 
life, which ie service, and not tribute.


