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Some Inconsiderate Parents in
London,

«Will the Child Pass?”’ Too Often
the Sole Question.

Fathers and Mothers Responsible:
for Hurtiul Rushing.

Visiulng Scicols in Scasion Should Ee
wiscountennaced.

By a Teacher, -

‘Infant reason grows and calis

Lour wwe Kiud nand oOf an asbee-i3
care.

Leligauul task!
thouguat,

10 teacn ine young idea how to shoot,”

to rear the -tender

\/rote Thomson, but he wrote it be-
iure the mad whirl of competitive ex-
.aninations and cram drew everyone, |
irom the tender little child to the
teacher, into its vortex, or he
moditied his idea. Pa-
a4 great mmeasure respon- |
low ideal in the schools;
istaken, if not the alms,
means of an education.
ais anxiety centers in having their
iidren “keep up with the procession.” :
ew parents inguire of tne tea,cner,‘
“is it weil with the child? Is every
power of his soul being unfolded, every |
crude principie of his life stirred up |
ind nourished, his whole nature cul- |
and are impulses on which
:trength and worth depend being care-
iully attended to?” *““Will the child

48387"” is the vital question, and noth-
iilg will bring a parent more promptly
o the school than to have a child fail
(s pass. Then if “passing” is almost
tie sole desire of the parent with re-
rard to the child, little Johnnie must
:cem as smart as Mrs. Nextdoor’s little |
Willie, or a little smarter if possible. |
{he teacher, in self-defense, is obliged
against his better judgment and his
conscience, to adopt the same stand-
wrd—he must also keep in the pro-
cession.

Those who imagine a teacher’s life
one long summer day, witnout a cloud
to hide the bright sunshine, should
sperd, say, an hour in the attempt to
rule 50 or 60 boys and girls longing
for freedom. The chances are that
lung before the time has expired he
will have come to the conclusion %hat
the school day is long enough, without
any staying in after 4, or preparin}.’:‘

1d correcting exercises at home, and !
that there are not too many holidays.
Or, in lieu of this, let him teach seven
or eight ordinary little boys for one

wr on Sunday, and he will realize
1t teaching eight times as many all

‘cek means.

AMore sympathy between parents and
teachers would produce hetter teach-
ing. But the parent who has been an
utter failure in controlling his own
few children, whose characters he has
had the privilege of studying from
thelr babyhood, is the most exacting
tyrant when others attempt such con-
trol. A mother will say, “T hope you
won’'t ever punish my little dear. I
should die if he ever has to be whip-
ped,” and soon he does need punish-
ment—these petted, spoiled darlings al-
vs do—and unfortunately the mother

not die. Instead, she comes to
why her request was mot attend-
to, and her little boy Ilooked at
indly when he was naughty.

Those untimely visits! what precious
nours of the pupils’ time are wasted
by them. Some say that parents
should show their interest by frequent
visits to the school. What utter non-
sense! It is well known that a late
comer or a moisy child in ehurch at-
tracts more attention than the sermon,
anrd this with grown-up people. Then
how can we expect the little undis- |
ciplined children to give their minds |
to study when strangers are constant-

y coming and going? Except iIn
special cases parents should see the
teacher when the class is not in ses-
slon.

There is the parent who wants Fred-
lie pushed on; he can do any amount
of home-work, and is so strong, and
should get “‘through’” quicker than
others, because he is really very smart,
etc. Now, it is generally true that
Freddie resists this pushing process,
perhaps unfortunately for himself, and
the teacher is not a clever enough de-
tective to discover how really smart he
is. There is also the parent who in-
forms you that he pays enough taxes
for his son to get on as fast as the
others, and is determined to have him
do so, even if he has to “buy him a
capacity.”

“I don’t want my boy teached gram-
mar nor sich like; just readin’, writin’
and figgerin’ is all I can afford to give
him,” is a desire frequently expressed,
and so the teacher is expected to make
an exceptional case of that boy, and it
is generally useless to inform the
parent that the programme of studies
cannot be changed for individual pu-
pils—he %will not understand.

“Please excuse Edward: I sent him
on a message.” Armed with this re-
quest on a scrap of paper, Edward
marches in late and noisily takes his
seat, watched - fifty or more pairs of
eyes, and has (0 have the part of the
lesson already takem up explained to
him. Did the mother who sent that |
note ever consider the injury she was
doing her son in preventing him from
forming habits of punctuality? Did!
she consider that everyone in that
room has as much right to the privi-
lege of rendering service at home after
echool was called as her son? Did she
then consider that his coming in late
was & Vvery grievous wrong done to

science

Science is “ knowing how.”
The ong secret about
Scott’s Emulsion is years

of science. When made in

large quantities and by im-
proving methods, an emul-
sion must be more perfect
than when made in the old-
time way with mortar and
pestle a few ounces at a
time. This i1s why Scott’s
Emulsion of cod-liver oil
r.over separates, keeps
sweet for years, and why
-very spoenful is equal to

rery other sﬁg_onful. An
. 7en praoduct throughout.
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| cher he is only ome of many, all
| swan on your own littie duckling, but

| ment for misconduct !
| others, that he should be allowed to

+ is your

Wil |

ander dese. hes
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on the

thought care the

message would have been attended to
earlier. It is just this lack of con-
sideration that destroys the bond of
sympathy between home and school.

A child is sent to school with others,
partly that he may learn proper con-
duct with regard to others, and his
relative value in the world. This is
just what a father or mother fails to
understand. To the parent the child
is of the first importance; to the tea-

A Qood Story Related by Dr. W.
. B, Carpenter.. .

Criticism Oannot Destroy Iavimeible
Z Truth .

From the New Age.

In the chapter on geology & good
story is told oy Dr. W. B, Carpealer
conicerning Smith Dictionary of -the
Bibje. ‘“‘1ifie idea of the puplisher and
the editor,” he says, “was tu give aS
much  scholarsaip and such’ rasults oi
modern c¢rivicism -as should b2 com:
patible with a vary judicious conser-

equally important. In a class of 50
your son has a right to just one-
fiftieth of the individual thought and
care of the teacher. You may have
discovered the pin feathers of the

so has almost every other parent (it
flatters his vanity to de s0), and you
cannot expect that more time should
be bestowed on your child than on any
other, that he should eccape punish-
ore than the

to geology, but the universality of the
Deluge was to be strictly maintained.
Theé editor committed the article ‘De-
luge’ to a man of very considerable
ability, but when the article came 0
him he found that it was so excessive-
ly heretical that he could not venture
to put it in. There was not time for

form lazy or tardy habits because he
only treasure, or that he
should be rushed at break-neck speed
because you want to be the envy of
parents with less brilliant sons. Of
course, the children themselves give
trouble independent of the parent or
hig influence. In fact; every boy and
every girl is a perfect paradox. Every- |
one has 1individual -characteristics
and puzlling inconsistencles, that keep
the teacher in a copstant state of
character-study; yet the management
of the child would be comparatively
easy if parents did all tHty might do
to lighten the burden, and by hearty
co-operation and sympathy show that |
their interest in the child and that of |
the teacher is in exactly the same
direction.

fird under the word ‘Deluge’ a refer-
ence to ‘Flood.’ Before ‘Flood” came,
a second article had been commission-
ed from a source that was believed

ticle came it was found to be worse
tpan the first. A third article was then
commissioned, and care was taken 10O
secure its safety. If you look for the
word ‘Flood’ in the  dictionary, you
will find a reference to ‘Noah.” Under
that name you will find an article
written " by a distinguished professor
of Cambridge, of which I remember
that Bishop Colenso said to me at the
time, ‘In a very guanded way, the
writer cogcedes the whole thing.””

SCIENCE AND THE SCRIPTURES

Many people seem to think that
criticism has destroyed the value of the
Scriptures.  Dr. White, on the other
hand, thinks that criticism has in-
créased their value. The new value is
a true value; the old one was limited.
Science, he ,gsays, has found
Scriptures a far nobler truth than tt}at
literal, historical exactness for which
theologians have so long and so vainly
contended. More and more, as we con-
gsider the results of the long struggle
in this field we are brought to the con-
clusion that the inestimable value of
the great sacred books is found in
their higher revelation of the steady
striving of our race after higher con-
ceptions, beliefs and aspirations, both
in morals and religion. TUnfolding and
exhibiting this® long-continued effort,
each of the great sacred books of the
world is precious, and all in the high-
est sense are true. * * * They are
true because they have been develop-
ed in accordance with the laws govern-
ing the evolution of truth in human
history, and because in poem, chron-
icle, code, legend, myth and prologue
or parahle, they reflect ‘this ‘develop-
ment of what is best in the onward
march of humanity. * * * Modern
science, in substituting a new heaven
and a new eanth for the old, has added
and is steadily adding a new revelation
divinely inspired.”

INVINCIBLE TRYITH.

Much of the story Dr, White has to
tell is pitiable and sad beyond measure,
| and the nineteenth <century cannot
| boast itself of clean hands. The stake
and the rack are done away with, but
there is a moral torture which equals
in cruelty the implements of the Mid-
dle Ages. The chapter which tells of
the evolution of the higher criticism
is one of the most interesting in these
800 pages, and yet is largely a record
of the persecution of men who, with
Kepler, thought the tnoughts of God.
The fury excited by ‘“Essays and Re-
views,” and Bishop Colenso’s book on
“The Pentateuch,” will seem almost
incredible, and yet it is little over
tweny years since the bishop’s book
appeared. Men have loved best what
they belleved the truth to be nrather
than the truth itself. They have failed
to Bee the superb majesty of living
truth apart from any question of like
or dislike. They have. failed to see
that what is called science is but the
unveiling of the hidden face of the
BEternal; that each discovery reveals
a new facet of the divine mind, and
enables men to know God better, and
that only as men know God do they
reach to their own full stature. And
though men have ' failed in- these
things, and though the history of their
failures is pitiable, there is yet a tri-
umphant aspect in it all; for, desplte
ignorance and stupidity, failure and
weakness, - cruelty and malice, the
truth has persisted; its growth is ir-
resistible, its trumpet tones rise clear
and strong above the howling winds
of error; and cne day, when the mists
have blown away, when the truth has
made men free, they will have vigions
keen enough, and hearts pure cnough
to perceive that everything that is
was once a throught in the Divine
Mind; that there is nothing unclean,
nothing which should not be known;
in that day they will know that he
who enters most often into the sec-
ret places of the Most High is most
after his own heart, and that they who
stood trembling without are of all men
most miserable, and of all men most
unworthy of the life which {s man’s
for the taking,

RUINS OF DONGOLA.

Grief.

I felt a funeral in my brain,
And mourners, to and fro,

Kept treading, treading, till it seeu.$d
That sense was breaking through.

And when they all were seated,
A service like a drum

Kept beating, beating, till I thought
My mind was going numb.

And when I heard them lift a box,
And creak across my ,soul

With those same boots of lead, again,
Then space began to toll @

As all the heavens were a bell,
And Being but an ear,
And I and silence some strange race,
Wrecked, solitary, here.
—Emily Dickinsom.
L 2% 2R N ]

The Flight of the Arrow.

The life of man
Is an arrow’s flight,
Out of darkness
Into light,
And out of the light "
Into darkness again,
Perhaps to pleasure
Perhaps to pain!

Therz must be Something
Above, or below:
Somewhere unseen
A mighty Bow,
A Hand that tires not
A sleepless Eye
That sees the arrows
Fly, and fly;
One who knows
Why we live—and die’
R. H. Stoddard

= % &
To Melancholy.

defice, all you vain delights,
As short as are the nights
Wherein you spend your folly;
There’s nought in this life sweex
If man were wise to see’t,
But only melancholy,
0O, sweetest Melancholy!
Welcome folded arms and fixed eyes,
A sigh that piercing mortifies,
A look that’s fastened to the ground,
A tongue chained up without a sound.
Fountain heads and pathless groves,
Places which pale passion loves!
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls
Are warmly housed, save bats and
owls!
A midnight bell, a parting groan
These are the sounds we feed upon;
Then strete¢h our bones in a still
gloomy wvalley;
Nothing’s so daintily sweet as lovely
melancholy.
—John Fletcher.
L IR I ]

Nancy.

When Nancy donned -her brocade gown,
Piled up her powdered hair,

And puat a patch upon her cheek,
There was no maid so fair

I longed to be a gallant knight,
Her colors for to wear,

When Naney donned her brocade gown
And piled her powdered halir,

When Nancy on the tennis court
In rough serge met my view,

I thought the loveliest frock e’er made
Was just of flannel blue;

And tennis seem2d the fittest sport
For maidens to pursue,

‘When Nancy on the tennis court
In rough serge met my view.

A Country Wasted by Misgovernment
Now Ruled by Britain.

I should, like those in England, who
would leave the fertile provinces of the
Soudan under the rule of'the Baggara
slave-dealers, to wander through what
was oncet he town of Dongola and ride
across the wasted country that sur-
rounds {t. Dongola is in ruins; not a
house in it remains whole; every
building has been gutted; where once
were busy streets the palms now rise
above the wrecked habitations, and
every thoroughfare is echoked with a
dense undergrowth of thorny bushes
and tall, rank grass. The great bazar,
with its covered arcades, one ¢of the
chief marts of Africa, is now a bheap
of rubble,

Of the public buildings and the
handsome, well-furnished mansions of
the principal merchants the red-brick
walls, with gracefully arched doors
and windows, alone remain standing,
while within them one can still see
traces of columned corridors and deli-
cate eastern ornamentation. Where
cnce extended riversiddwquays swampy
ground now slopes to the Nile. The
broad avenue where the market used
to be held® has disappeared; the pleas-
ant gardens of fruit trees and flowers
have been destroyed. For twelve years
Dongbdla has been uninhabited; for. the
Baggara declared it to be—as the city
of the unbelieving Turks—an accursed
place, in which no n should be
permitted to dwell. ose who knew
the Dongola of old find it difficuit now
to find their way through the wrecked
streets, and can scarcely recognize the
houses in which they formerly livgd.
It is a scene of wanton destruction;
the proverb says ‘that where the foot
of the Turk has trod, the grass does
not grow.” Bo it is with the Baggara.
He disdains to do any work; by pro-
fession he is a robber, and destruction
is his' pastime. He enelaves where he
@Goes rot kill, and in the place of what
lln destroys N8 apenles aothing. Clvilk

When Naney in a gingham gown
Stood at the kitchen shelf,
And, with her careful, housewife air,
Put by the kitchen delf,
Upon a sudden then I knew
'Twas she who charmed—herself—
‘When Nancy in a gingham gown
Stood at the kitchen. shelf.
- —Puck.

FOURTEEN YEARS IN TERROR.

But Dr. Agnew's Cure For the Heart
Gave Rolief in 30 Minutes, and Three
Bottles Effected a Cure Which Baffled
the Best of Physicians.

This s what Mrs. J. Cockburn, of
Warkworth, Ont., says: “For four-
teen years I have been a great suf-
ferer from heart disease, troubled very
much with sharp, shooting pains con-
stantly passing through my heart.
Very often the spasms were so severe
that I would become ‘unconscious. My
limbs would swell and become quite
cold. For these fourteen years I doc-
tored with the best physicians without
relief. Having seen Dr, Agnew’s Cure
for the Heart advertised, I determined
to try it, and before I had taken half
a bottle I found great relief. 1 felt
thé beneficial effects inside of thirty
minutes. I have taken three bottles,
and it has done me more good than
any medicine or any physician ever
did. I can conscientiously recommend
it to all sufferers from heart trouble.”

ALL THE SAME TO ‘HIM.
She—Do you think there is any rea-
son why a young lady should not ride
e bicycle as well as drive a horse?
He—Not at all. It’s just as easy to
dodge a bicycle as a carriage.

vatism. There was to be no objection |

a second article under that head, and |
if you look in the dictionary you will|

safely conservative; but when the ar-|

in our |

and went out into the desert content
to live the life of a savage in one of
the squalid hovels of which a Dervish
“aeym,X or permanent camp, is com-
posed.

Now, as the visitor walks through
the melancholy ruins of the once pros-
perous city and enters the long-aban-
i doned -habitations, he comes across

strange and sometimes loathsome
| sights. It is such a city as he has
: wandered through in dreams, in whose
foul, deserted streets and alleys he ex-
pects at every step to come across
some horrible’ thing.—London Times'
Correspondence,
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Visitor—That painting is by an oid
master, I see,

Mrs. McShoddie ‘(apologetically)—
Y-e-s, put the frame is new.

% % = %

“What is an a < ‘mmodation train,
papa?”’

““An accommodation trein, my son,
is one that stops at every station that
you don’t want®to get ot at.”

x % X %

“Isn’'t there something the matter
with the feet in this poem?’ asked the
| editor.

“8ir,” replied the haughty man,
am a poet, not a chiropodist.”

* = % %

A preached asked a college presi-
dent what he thought of his sermon.
“I heard in it what I hope never to
hear again.”
‘“What was that?”
‘““The clock strike twice.”
% k%

A farmer traveling in a foreign land,
i becoming anxious about the condition
of his live stock, telegraphed home:

“Is things all right at the barn?
John Breen.”

His stable boy, whose conversation
was proverbially laconic, immediately
telegraphed back:

“John Breen,—Things is, Robert.”

* % ¥ ¥

A little girl of tender years, who
had been attending one of the publie
kindergartens, fell from a ladder. Her
mother caught her up from the
ground in terror, exclaiming, ‘Oh,
darling, how did you fall?”

“Vertically,” replied the - chilg,
without a moment’s hesitation.

* % % %

‘“Wise men hesitate; only fools are
certain,” remarked a man to his wife
a few evenings ago, when she was
arguing a point with him.

‘I don’t know about
said testily.

“Well, I'm certain of it,” he replied
so emphatically that she laughed in
his face; and he has been wondering

ever since what she thought 8o funny
about it,

“1

that,”” she

* %3

“I hope,” she said, thoughtfully,
‘“that you won’'t have anything more
to say about the manner in which
women hunt bargains and get cheat-
ed.!)

“Why not? Don’t you think your
sex deserves it?”

“I’'m not going to discuss that point.
Even if we do deserve the criticism,
it does not come gracefully from a
man who buys hair restorer regularly
from a bald-headed barber.”

* %S

Jackie—What does it mean by ‘‘see-
ing the humorous side of things”?

Father—Well, my son, take a ban-
ana peel, for example. How many sides
has it? :

Jackie—Why, two, of course.

Father—Exactly; and when some
other man steps on that banana peel,
he sees the serious side of it, and you
see the humorous side.

* % % =

An fllustration or thrift is contained
in the story of a Scotch woman, who
had been promised a present of a new
' bonnet by a lady. Before she made
| the purchase the lady called and ask-
ed the good woman: ‘“Would you ra-
ther have a felt or a straw bonnet,
Mrs. Wilson?”

“Weel,” said Mrs. Wilson, “I think
T'll tak’ a strae ane; it’ll maybe be a
mouthfu’ to the coo when I'm done
wi' it.”

* % k%

Mrs. Wickwire—Henry, I want you
to stop at the printer’s and order a
thousand visiting cards for Bridget
Ann, and be sure to have this address
on them.

Mr. Wickwire—All right.
give you the money?

Mrs. W.—I am going to make her a
present of them.

Mr. W.—You-—what—"

Mrs. W.—Don’t you see? If they
are got up in nice style she will stay
here until they are -all used up. You
know how saving she is with anything
of her own.

Did she

A GOMBINATION or
RARE, SEARCHING

ano POTENT
ESSENTIAL DASTILLATIONS
FOR INFLAMMATION

PEXTERNALLY

For all Pains, Aches, Sore
Joints, Sprains, Bruises,
Bcalds, Burns, Stings,
Bites and Chilblains,

#INTERNALLY

For Colds, Sore Throst,
Croup, Asthma, Colic,
Diarrhoes, Pleurisy, etc.

BY ALL DRUQGIGTS ano DEALERS
PRIGE 260. 4nD §0C. PER BOTTLE

THE DODDS MEDIGINE GO,

LONDON BRUSH FAGTORY

London, Cangda.

Ask for our Paint and
Vamish Brushes, which are
fitted with Jenkins’ Patent
Bridle Catch,
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Baker & Co., Limited
% . ) ; 3 (] , _~
- Dorchester, Mass., U. S. A. N
The Oldest and Largest Manufacturers of

 PURE, HI
COCO&S and

on this Continent. No Chemicals are used in their manufactures
‘Lheir Breakfast Cacoa is absolutely pure, delicious, nutritious, and
costs less than one cent a cup. Their Premium No. 1 Choceiat¢
is the best plain chocolate in the market for. family use.
(erman Sweet Chocolate is good
It is palatable, nutritious and healthful; a great favorite witk
.Consumers should ask for and be sure that they get the genuine
Walter Baker & Co.’s goods, made at Dorchester, Mass., U. S. A.

CANADIAN HOUSE, 6 Hospital St., Montreal.

GH GRADE
s
whocolates

-Theis
to eat and. good to drink

Famou
Activ

bakes perfectly

range on the market,

A Range
That
Gives
Comfort
ind Joy
To Al
ko Use
Them.
Made in
SIX Nizes
ard

18 Mtyles.

At a recent test this rarge baked 212 loaves in 8 hours, with one
fire pot of coal, a% a cost of five cenis for fuel.
mixing. kneading and naking wcre done by one woman and was
the first time range was used.

This is & rangs that
with
less fuel than any othier

All overations of

W. dStevely & Son,

382 Richmona S$t.
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Williams
1AN0 .

Examine our stock of Grands and
Upright Cabinet Grands.
find it to your interest to hear and
see a High Grade Piano before de-

The Williams Piano is regarded
by hundreds of purchasers as the best
musical instrument on the market to-
Honest prices. Easy terms,

You will

R. S. Williams & Sons,
171 Dundas Street - Geo. E. Dies.

MANAGER,

merless Guns.

EpE—— — —

80 to 182 YORK STREET, -

Special value in Guns, Rifles and Sporting Goods,
in Greener, Clabrough, Remington and Peiper Hammer and Ham-
Qur Perfect Loaded Shot Shells, in Black and
Smokeless Powder, lead the market.

Headquarters for Shultze and E. C Powder

Bowman, Kennedy & Co

WHOLESALE - HARDWARE MERCHANTS,

LONDON, ONT.

Great value

e

decided in our favor.

Only One Gold [Medal

was awarded for furniture at the Western Fair, and the judges

This is another proof that we are leaders

in the manufacture of fine furniture,

All the latest designs ~ad

patterns will now be found in our warerooms,

-

@

London Furniture Manufacturing Co.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, 184-198 KING STREET.

FOR—T/———
Family Meat Cutters.
Qilcloth Binding,
Weather Strips.
Coal Scoops. -

SEE THE————%

118 (north side) Dundas Street.

Reid’s Hardware

Ideal Ash Sifter.

Hard to Get

jourself.
us, and you’'ll always have the best.
livered to all parts of the city.

t 4117 Dundas Street

/

Go>d results every time when you cook
Buy your confectionery frti,m
e

JOHN FRIEND

OYSTERS
8erved in All Stylesat ths
HUB RESTAURANT,

203 and 2054 Dundas Street.

TEL IR

Ward Commercal Agene

MERCANTILE REPORTS,
COLLECTIONS.

Personal attention given to slow pay accounts

162 St. James Street, Montreal

% Tront Breet West, Tu.'nto




