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Y warmed hot . sbout her lay the roughness
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{ront door had banged and some ome| Ap oig couple sat opposite them There was a note of 1'\~min;sc(*n'.
was stumbling along the hall = Shel on the car. The mam’s clothes were| sogness in her voice. Mrs. Warner
CO Ltd | _gaited, tense and breathless,” her| thin and poor, his white shirt was looked at her sharply. She  sat
2 3 whole face - reddening with shame.| frayed at neck and wrists, and his hunched up in the way of old ladies,
3 ONT, presently her busband lurched intio| old hat, shome dully from much brush-

4he doorway,

— ed.cotton gown and her queer little tion:
RECTOT\* clothes were disheveled, his  eyes| honnet wa.s faded. They were nerv- “Me an’ pa ain’t been poor allus.’”
g bloodshot. ous and ill at ease, but Mrs. Warner she hastened to explain. “He usod
e “Tsn't it rather late for you to Jbe thought that they were having 8| to be a carpenter an’ he earned good
OCIETY—Estag up?"' he demanded. thickly. He stood very good time indeed. They. ex- b ThaAt o ‘wh(m Qaryiia
1856; incorpop. clutching the framework of the doo.r,f changed frequent shy, reassuring lit‘tle. T8en. 1 dusro: mm‘\"hw Vi
- 1840. Meets iy, ‘is face bent upon her in a maudlin smiles, a.r_ld once, when the old lady’s got to drinkin’ an’ he went down hill
. 92 St. Alesap, - goowl. hand resfed upon the seat, the old pretty fast. T had to go, too. There
Monday of the “I don’t know,”” the woman amns-
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and walked slowly,
drom him and towanrd the
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ey 2nd Vice, B, she said. She lifted her silken train shortly, His wife arose and follow-
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cretary, W. J. Aragged herself from the room. “Let’s get out here and rest a

Secretary, She had prayed so long and so spell,” said the littlo old man. He
hopefully, with all the faith of 2 lhelped his wife from the car with

ey pure young: Cathollc hedrt, Bndl was | claborate care and took her arm as
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this to be the end of it ? Her ‘mar-
ried life had started in with thappi-
ness and prosperity. Was it per-
thaps that, in her joy of lhfe and
love, she had forgotten her God amd
her duty to Him? Often now, in
&ar hours of grigf and tmial, she
brought her mind back to those first
sweet days, and realized that that
had indeed been her sin. And now
God in His justice was punishing hou
for it ! Her husband already a
drunkard and a gambler, without will
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ducompetent hand, and leaving her,
unfitted as she was, to face a possi-
ble future battle with the world; her
child, the only fruit of their marriage
~and here God’s hand lay heaviest—
. 8 cripple from infamcy. In his mad
| ©assion  her  husband  had radled
against his Maker amd his ““luck,”’
tut she in her womam’s way sought
solace and  atonement in that reli-
@lon which happily was hers. “With
| Mary's help,” she was wont to say,
f and on her knees sought some aid,
fome consolation. It would all come
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| blacker than usual, as they were to-
| Bght, she hoped again that  all
L 'Would be well, and carried her ach-
| dng heart to Mary’s feet.

. She had not slept well and  she
f &ooted  her husband at the break-

cy, R. Gahan, {28t table next morning with @ pale
eal AdVisers. DA and hoavy ey, He was in none
Dr. B. J. 0'Colibo good & temper, the result, of his
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she slept, the wife dreamed
dho stood upon a bill in the

to the
A

«Come, come,”’ he cried, impatient-

The

and steadied: himself
Ahere, clinging fo thepcasement. His

She got up mervously
wearily, away
other

{ the farm would certainly bring & bg

|hands - and strove to ealm herself,

t_wa ycln‘—if you throw hLoth up

said, bitterly;
nich |

and look at it, anyway.
think much of the place."”
They boarded a suburban

hire were over.

her face of late had worn a tense
white look, pitifulin its hopelessness.

had brought upon himself,

.ers over hers.
The ride to the end of the line was
not a long ome.
“We get out here,” said Warner,

she picked her way through the dust
of the road.
The wide stretch of highway, un-
shaded by the young trees that had
been planted along its edge, led up a
gently sloping hill. This was the
country, hut houses of city aspect
with sloping lawns, stiff and bare
in their newness, were scattered
along here. Electric lights followed
the street ' railway to its terminus,
and a hright néw firehox on the last
pole stood out red and shining, Sure-
ly, a lwayer was justified in saying
that the city was growing out this
way.

On the hrow of the hill stood an
: old gray farm house, the fertile fields
about it stretching away down the
hill on the other side and to the dis-
tant woods, a dark line against the
sky. Ils barns and yard were well-
kept amd extemsive. Mr. and Mrs.
Warner made thenr way toward the
farm house, walking apart at the
edge of the road, and still exchang-
ing no word. The little old couple
were going that way, too. They
trudged along. arm in arm, their
peaceful, pinched faces turncd to, the
upper air and both panted a little
with the heat, for they were old.
“Sorry I can’t pay the farm taxes
with debts,!” said Warner, as they
went in. ;

“God direct ua what to do,” said
his wife.

Warner turned on her with a feeble
laufh. ‘‘God has fergotten us!”’ he
said.

“For shame 1" cried Mrs. Warner,
with a little soh; ““He is better to us
than we deserve !’’

She same out of the farm house
first, and stood at the gate, looking
down the long stretch of sunny road
Tﬁh blinding: tears. If only they
could keep this farm ! It was a fine
biecg of land. The doctors had said
that much might be done Vin-
cent a8 he grew older, but must
Ve money to have it dome.  And
She clinched  her
Su

od, would not leb them lose

nd increasing rap

0
t yeare.
.hvcy-ber 2640

, Banctioned by
roved by U
::."enl of whom

Woods—you haven't been there
incent would have the farm to look

' €0t up and kicked back his
chair, savagely. “Oh, Vincent 1" he
‘“Vincent must  be
Curse the luck ! Why shoutd
our child be like that when other
children—'’ He stopped, struck . by
his wife's white face. Then he added i it A
sullenly, after a moment. ““Come out‘ ; R aanm henlde horc

I don’t !

street
car, for their days of frochanded cab
Mrs, Warner was not
- complaining woman; her very pa-
tience often nettled her husband. But

Husband and wifo were strangely si-
lent during the ride, she because her
heart ached too deep for words, he
because his savage mood could have
found utterance only in heaped-up
complaining against the fate that he

ing; his companion wore an amtedat-

man slipped his work-hardened fing-

| Prass

7 ally, “It’s a pleasant day.
she said, lstlossly, . . .

/She spoke without futerest or ami-
mation, but the old lady was garrul-
ous and little emcour
‘P and me’s had such a nice time,”
she said. “We had 'nough  money
to BO streetcar riding, so we took
this ride. I think it’s a real nico
ride; don’t you ? Sary—shé's our
darter—she wants us to have a goods
time even if we are old, an’ she gives
us nickles to go trolley riding real
often.”

et

Mrs. Warren looked down at the
Had
these people ever known anything

lbetwr than this, the life of their old
.age? When she and Warner were old
—and like this—would there be a
“Sary” o give them nickles for
street-car rides 2 Her lips trembled.
Vincent could not give them money
to go—-—Vingmt with his.poor, weak
back amd puny legs !

““Sara is a good daughter,”” she re-
marked.

“Law, yes,” cried the old lady,
‘‘an’ she’s got a good man, too. He
earns good pay an’ he's awiul good
to us. He'd do anything for Sary
an’ the children, an’ he don't drink,

her folded arms upon her knees, her
wrinkled face cuivering with emo-

wasn’t nothin’
sighed,
lieving it'd come right, though some-
times it was pret Uy hard, God kno“.‘
I knew he knew best, an’ though His
ways are queer ways, He allus brings
us out right in the end.

else to do !” She

“I never really gave up bhe-

Sary, she
grew up, an’ then she went to works,
an’ then she got married. We've had
a nice home ever since, an’ I ain’t
had to work. Pa’s all right now,”’
she added, quickly, “‘bot he's too old
to work. I dunno what we’'d
without Sary.”

Warner came out of the farm house
just then. Mrs. Wamer got up blind-
ly. “1 hope that you will enjoy the
ride back,’’ she said.
g0 now.”’

do

“We—we must

She followed her husband down the

road. The blood had come into hor
pale, set face, and her eye were
fever bright. The old lady’s story

had affected her strangely.
At the car tracks she suddenly
turned upon her husbamd. She was
usually so calm and patient that her
attack took him gquite by surprise.
“Look at them,”’ she cried, pointing
back up the road. “They are old
and poor ! You and I will be like
that some day ! He dramk and went
down hill and she went, too, even
as I am going with you'! But they
have a daughter Sara to take care
of them and we—we have only
cent !"*
* The, man stared at her.; “What are
you dvivimg at ?” he inquired, testi-
ly. :
But the wife went on, unheeting :
“Last night, you said that we womld
go to the opera with the McCarthys,
and I believed you and dressed and
waited for you to come, The Me-
Carthys have influence and they

Vin-

can
help you to keep your place in the
bank, and I believed you when you

said ‘that you were anxious to keep
their regard. ‘But you had lied to
me again. You meant to go and
dnink and gamble! And while T was
waiting for you, I slept and dream-
ed that I was on a high hill in  the
sunshine, amd down at the bdttom
of the hill all was blackness and
storm. I knew that destruction
awhited me there, but a laughing
boy with your face was dragging me
down hill and I was going, §oing
against. my will ! Oh! don’t say |
X' believe in ‘dreams!”’ she cried.
My faith is my only support nmow.
I am praying to see my duty to my
Maker and to my child. But T know
that that dream was only & contins-
ampe of my waking thoughts, the
thoughts T h'e* hardly dared to ex-

‘Wamner struek at the weeds with

—Cleveland Leader.

her lips moved in a disconnected
Was wingled with the
rhythm of a small clock on the man-+

burr, burr of the electric cars was
borne to her ears. Only heaven
knows how heavy her heart was |
Barly in  her married life, when
't,hing's first began to g0 wrong, she
had learned that neither pleading
mor storming brought her satisfet-
tory results. Warner preferred his
club to his home, and of late he was
coming to count g night enjoyable
spent only in gambling and debauch-
ery.

He came into the room and stood
before the fire, idly tapping his foot
against the brass fender.

“Did that old lady tell you all that

stufl  this morning ?"’  he asked,
abruptly.
“Yes,” the woman answered.

“Mighty strange dream you had!"’
he said, after a pause.

Mrs. Warner crushed her hands to-
gether. ‘It was not strange,” she
said. ““I told you that it was but a
dream of what I think hourly, and
never ccas¢ to pray for strength  to
endure. It was myself and all that
hurts me most ! I have stayed with
you so long only hecause I love
you. . The little old lady loved her
husband, and she stayed with him
through thick and thin, but her child
was strong. I know to-night that I
am not made of the strength of which
she was made. She stayed until the
bottom was reached and after, but
she had Sara. I have only Vincent
and 1 not stay—mugch lonjger—
even for—his sake !’’

The face of the man had changed
strangely. He was frowning, but he
bit his lip nervously.
‘““Come, come,”’ “What a
state you are in ! You are not your-
self to-night ! Down hill ? It’s not
so bad as that ! I know I'va been
pretty much of a devil, but we can
pull together again! Didn't I tell
you? I'm going to throw up the
house at the beach and the lodge in
the woods, as you suggested, and we
can keep . the (:\rni It will make
Vincent a rich man some day. T will
quit drinking! I will quit gambling!

can

he cried.

I will—There !"’ said Warner with
impatient contriteness, ‘‘don’t cry
like that! God knows vou have

been an angel and I do not deserve
your forgiveness, but just truss me
this time, dear wife, and help me to
be a decent, Godfearing man again’’
Mrs. Warner was trembling hyste-
rically. “‘Oh, I've prayell and pray-
ad £0.!”” she sobbed, ‘‘and sometimes
I know that I have almost doubted
that God would answer my prayers)
I don’t deserve this! I don’t
serve it !’

*“It is I who deserve nothing good,"”
said Warner, humbly, with his arms
ahout her. ‘I have been so black
and sinful and T have visited the
fruits of my folly upon those neamest
and dearest to me. We'll cure our
boy by faith, little woman ! God is
He

de-

as good as He is merciful! will
help us back to prosperity.”

And He did.—Benziger's.
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Give me a spoon of oleo, Ma,

And the sodium alkali,

For I'm goingto make & pié, Mamma

I'm going to make a pia.

or John will be
Ma,

And his tissues will decomposd;

So give me a gram of phosphate,

And the carbon and cellulose.

Now give me a chunk of casein, Ma,

To shorten the thermic fat,

And give me the oxygen hottle, Ma,

And leok at the thermostat,

And if the e]ectriuove_n is cold

Just turn it on half an ohm,

For I want to have supper ready

As soon as John comes home.

b tired and hungry,

Kidney
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Manufactared by FRUIT-A-TIVES LIMITED, Ottawa.

+ kidneyand skin diseases.

th my back and kidneys, and
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Mrs, JOHN FOX, Cobourg, Ont,
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SERVANTS N N,

In One Household it Took
Twenty-8even to do the
Housework,

(New York Tribune.)
Intricacies of caste among the ser-
vants prevent housekeeping from de-
generating into & tame and mono-
tonous occupation in India, accord-
ing to Mrs. O. M. Eakins, whose
husband was acting vice-consul at
Calcutta under the last administra-
tion. ,\I:s. Eakins, who 1s now in
New York, lived in Calcutta for two
years recently.
“It required twenty-seven servants
to perform the housework for
husband and myself,"”
discussing  the subfect. “The man
who does the marketing will on no
account carry the purchases home.
There must be a coolie for that. The
official cook of the establishment ne-
ver cooks,

my
said she, in

He sits and directs some
other person, who performs the ac-
tual labor. The man who serves the
food at the table will never bring
it from the Kitchen, which is in a se-
parate building in the compound.
There must be a special servant for
that. The man the cham-
ber work and took care of the bhath-
room was specially unclean to all the
rest of the servants. They would
neither touch him nor any article
which he touched,
to be moved not

twenty-six

who did

If a table were
one of the other
would lift one end of it
if he had hold of the other.

“It is necessary to have a certain
number of Mussulman
handle the food.
will touch your
dishey,

servants to
No Hindoo servant
food or wash your
This is particularly the case
with meat dishes.
they do not mind.

Some vegetables
But the

same
trouble arises over pork with the
Mussulman servants. One day my

cook went on strike, and a Mussul-
man helper offered to get luncheon.
I told him to fry some bacon, but he
murmured apologetically that he
couldn’t touch pig. So I went and
sliced the bacon, and after that he
slid it into the frying pan and when
it was cooked slid it upon the plate,
and so served it without touching
it.

They are the most imperturbable
people in the world. You may throw
one downstairs or pat him on the
back; he accepts both with the same
expression of countenance. The In-
dian’s religion is at the boitom of
all his acts, all his feelings. He eats,
sleeps, mioves and has his being ac-
cording to religious formulae, And
his doctrine of reincarnation forms
his whole philosophy of life, The
fact that you are the master now is
due te the fact that you have been a
servant in some previous reincarna-
tion. He is the servant now, and
the only ohance for him to he
born in the master’'s position is  to
learn  all the lessons of his present
incarnation. He tales everything
philosophically. It is all a part of
the day’s work.

““Calcutta is the most cosmopolitan
city in India. Conditions of life there
are very similar to those in any Ku-
ropean oity. It is situated in the
least attractive part of India, where

re-

natives of that region are looked
down upon by other native races of
India. “‘Dog of a Bengali” is a com-
mon expression throughout the coun-
try. “Babu’’ really means ‘‘Mr,”’
but it is a term used in Calcutta to
signify an F:ngll\sb—smklng Indian.
It is & perfectly common sight to see
& babu walking in the streets of Cal-
cutta wearing patent leather shoes,
no stockings, the native drapery
wound about his upper limbs, and
his costume, ‘tompleted by the shirt
of the white man.{worn guite un-
trammalled. < The babu prizes his
patent leather shoés above all other
artiales, of ‘attire, amd when it rains
will take them off and

the climatic conditions are bad. The 4

| aggerates or

see in Indian houses. Sometimes
there will be generations of dolls,
from the grandmother down to the
present young daughter of the house.
An Indian girl never plays with a
doll. Sometimes sha will play with
little brass toys, but she plays very
little anyway. An Indiaa girl is the
most little ~ beggar in the
world. It is a curse to be born a
woman at all, and the women simply
accept that curse as a part of thair
lives, with the san® philosophy

serious

as
the whole of life is accepted, The
sola test of whether a woman is g
good woman or is not is her pos-
session of sons. 1If she has soms
she is a good wife. If she has

only
daughters, she is not. s
“It all comes back to an cconomic
basis in the final analysis, Daughters
take dowry to marry them off. There-
fore they are expensive and undesir-
able. Boys bring dowry in the
family with their wivee. Thé Indian
woman has only two things to
for—to have somns and to beacome
mother-in-law.

live

@
As a mother-in-law
she is gueen of the female portion of
the household. and the daughter-in~
law may expect no release from sla~
very until she in turn becomes a mo-
ther-in-law. To g0 back to the dolls,
a pwospective bridegroom will oftem
ask how many dolls the girl has.
The dolls ave givep for industry, obe-
dience and good temper, and there-
fore the number of them is of inter-
est to the future husband.

‘““The English in India have no in-
terest in studying native life. To
them the natives are simply ‘“‘nig-
gers.”  They neither hold any social
intercourse with them nor recognize
socially any person who It
one visits an Indian household he is
treated with the greatest courtesy,
but he does not go into the room
where food is prepared or eaten, and
if he eats in the house the dish which
he used is afterwards destroyed. Yet,

does.

the obligations of hospitality are
very strong. An Indian would ne-
ver do anything against one who

had eaten in his house.

‘“No white person, no matter how
long he may study iit, ever arrives
at any clear understanding of tha

native life. Waalth and position
have 'nothing to do with the caste
system. A prince may get down

from his elephant to salaam to
beggar. It is a topsy turvey land.'*

a

TO MAKE A MAGNET KENIFB.

Lay the blade of a pocketknife or
table knife flat on the back of an or-
dinary kitchen - stove shovel; them
press the round knob of the poker or
the fire tongs tightly down om it and
rub the knife blade hard, being care-
ful to rub in only one direction—
from the handle of the knife to the
point. Turn the blade frequently, so
that both sides will be rubbedl equal-
¥ well. After doing  this steadily
for a little more than a minute the
knife blade will have become magne--
tic and will 1ift & neadle or steel pem
with ease.

—————

If your name is to live at all, it ig
80 mueh more to have it live in peo-
ple's hearts than only in their brains
“—Holmes.

———.

We know that, when we are in g
hard place, if we do the duty that is
before us, and keep steadlily at worke
as well as  we can, * that the hard
problem will get worked through in
some way. We know that this is
true, but how many realize that it
is because the Lovrd meant what He
sdid when He bid us “Take /o
thought for the morrow, for the
morrow will take thought for the
things of itself.”’—Annie Payson Call.

One thimg,” writes Newman, ‘is
certain.  Whatever history teaches,
whatever it omits, whatever it ex-

extenuates, whatever




