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¢hildren's Arepartment,
An Evening Song.

The little birds now seek their nest
'[‘h(\ ]);11»\, xlw-lr‘ on !HHUI(EI‘ s breast :
i 5 T ' chi g O Q
Thou givest all Thy children rest,
God of the weary.

veth on the sea ;

The sailor pra |
. at mother’s knce ;

'l'hc lit“t' one k |
Now comes the penitent to Iiee. |
. God of the weary. i

|

The orphan puts away his fears,

The troubled hopes for happier years,

Thou driest all the mourner’s tears,
(Giod of the weary.

Thou sendest rest to tired feet,

To little toilers shummber sweet,

To aching hearts repose complete,
God of the weary.

[n grief, ]\(-i'l'!('\\'llyi or pain, '

None ever come to Thee 1n vain ;

Thou makest love a joy again,
God of the weary.

We sleep that we may wake renewed,
To serve Thee as Thy children should,
With love, aud zeal, and gratitude.

God of the weary.

A Wise and Kind Dog.

M. Doyen, the painter of the magni-
ficent picture of St. Genevieve des
Ardens, which may be seen in the
Church of St. Roch, in Paris, had
been commissioned by the Duke of
Choiseuil to paint a part of the Cupola
des Invalides.  One day Doyen, wish-
ing to judge of the effect of a figure he
had just sketched, stepped back un-
copgelously, and seeking the most
favorable point of view arrived at the
extremity of the scaffold. The slight
railing gave way and Doyen disap-
peared. I‘ortunately he was not killed,
but one of his sides was very much
bruised. liverybody immediately be-
stowed on him the attention that he

p

A Tonic

For Brain-Workers, the Weak
and Debilitated.

Horsford's Acid Phosphate

is without exception the Best

Remedy for relieving Mental
and Nervous Exhaustion ; and
where the system has become
debilitated by disease, it acts
as a general tonic and vital-
izer, affording sustenance to
both brain and body.

Dr. J. C. Wilson, Philadelphia, Pa.,
Bays: “ 1 h#ve used it as a general tonic,
and in particular in the debility and dys-
pepsia of overworked men, with satisfac-
tory results.” .

Descriptive pamphlet free.
Rumford Chemical Works, Providence,R.I.

Beware of Substitutes and Imitations.
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Sold by Grocers Everywhere.

Made only by

N. K. FAIRBANK & CO.
Wellington and Ann Stsy,
MONTREAL.

deserved. The physicians and sur-
geons of the establishment hurried
around him and he was conveyed to
the Invalides. An under officer, his
neighbor, came often to keep him
company and to offer his services.
This officer had a dog named Azor,
well trained and very lively. By his
gambols and his caresses he often
made the sick artist forget his pains.
One day the dog disappeared. He did
not return until five or six days after-
ward, and then with a broken leg.
Doyen engaged the surgeon who
visited him to attend to the injury of
the dog, which the surgeon willingly
undertook, and cured him.
After some days Azor was again
absent, but he returned to the establish-
ment shortly after. He ran straight
to Doyen’s apartment, fawned and
caressed him, and then started toward
the door, returned to him, renewing
his caresses and uttering plaintive
cries. M. Doyen naturally wanted to
know the cause of these caresses and
rose and opened the door, where he
found a dog that had a broken leg.
Azor increased his caresses and bark-
ing, and M. Doyen, perceiving what
was wanted, made the dog enter, called
the surgeon, and relating the circum-
stances begged him to attend to the
poor animal. The surgeon, out of
respect for M. Doyen, undertook the
cure. ‘I am quite willing,” he said,
*but this must be the last. If you
knew, as I do, the nature and instinct
of this breed of dogs, you would know
that Azor is capable of bringing to this
place all the lame dogs to be found in
Paris.”

M. Doyen used to relate this story
with peculiar pleasure, and would
accompany it with some remarks -on
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ner, and had been home since, was not
looking for Ray.
to see him, and knew in a minute that
was wrong, too, but he did not scold.
here 2 Mamma would not like it.”

gain time.

s'pose I take you home first 2" He

ence of thie sutl g of their fel

. which 13 1 ’I‘H‘v.w\ by the 1n
lizent and  kind sympathy of the
r““!‘] i“( \ \Je .

What Bert Did
There was a great procession in the
treet.  Little Ray ran after it, never |
hinkine to ask leave. ‘
Ile went on till he did not know |

where he was.  His feet could not |

<cep up with the procession, so he|

stopped and sat down. [

“1 wonder if I'm losted 9 he]

After awhile he saw his older brother
:oming toward him. DBert, who had
seen the procession from another cor-

e looked surprised

Riay must have run away. He knew it

[Te only said, *Why, how’d you get

“ Where you goin’ ?” asked Ray, to
you g

“On an errand for mamma. But

thought, < Mamma will wonder where
he is.”

Somehow, Ray did not want to go,
but with a little coaxing, Bert got him
to come with him.

“ Now run in and tell mamma all
about it,” he said at the gate; and
Ray went in.

[f Bert had scolded, it would have
done no good ; and he had no right to
do it. How much better to kindly
coax Ray home! The right way is
always the best.

Isn’t it a pretty name for a little
girl?  But if you had seen Daisy Rae,
I am afraid you would not have thought
her a pretty child. She was far too
small for ber age. She never had had
enough to eat, and she lived in a close,
dirty room at the top of a long stair in
one of the dismal Canongate courts
that disgrace the beautiful city of Edin-
burgh. Her mother had been in bed
for more than a year, and consequently
Daisy was sick nurse, housekeeper,
washerwoman, and cook all in one.
She had a funny old-womanish look on
her little white face—it was far too sad
and careworn a face for a child. Did
she ever go to school ? Oh, yes, some-
times—when she took it into her
worldly-wise brain that if she did not
put in an appearance she would get
"her mother into trouble. Then she
would attire herself in a torn black
jacket that reached to her heels, and
completely hid her ragged undergar-
ments. She did not possess a hat, and
there wasn’t a comb in the house, so
what could Daisy do with those tan-
gled elfin locks, that hung like whisps
of straw round her head.

Daisy went one day to the Sabbath
school, with a child who lived on the
same flat. Thelady who talked to the
five little girls among whom Daisy sat,
asked her name.

“ Daisy Rae,’” she replied, with one

dress.

Of Frecport, 111, began to fail rapidly, lost all
appetite and got into @ serious condition from
D spe Sia She could not eat vege-

y p p tables or meat, and even
toast distressed her. Had to give up house-
work. Ina week atter taking

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

She felt a little better. Could keep more food
on her stomach and grew stronger. She took
3 bottles, has a good appetite, gained 22 1hs.,
does her work easily, is now in perfect health.

HooOD’'S PILLS are the best after-dinner
Pills. They assist digestion and cure headache.
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finger in her mouth, her black eyes
studying the trimming on the lady’s

“ Daisy — what a pretty name!
There’s a little flower called daisy that
grows in the park; but, oh, it has
such a clean, clean face, it is always

white and pretty. Won't you wash
your face, Daisy, and be like the other
daisy ?’ said the lady.

Daisy gave one upward glance, and

the unconcern of many men in the

Be sure you choose your Oil and Water Colors
with this trade mark. It stands for the
celebrated makers,

WINSOR & NEWTON

Manufacturing Artists’ Colormen to
HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN AND ROYAL FAMILY;

These colors are within reach of all. Don't
risk your picture by using cheap stuff. If your
art dealer will not supply them send direct to

A. RAMSAY & SON,

MONTREAL,

Sole Wholesale Agents for!Canada and
Manufacturers of White Leads, Col-
ors,Varnishes, &c., &c.

she speak during the rest of the night.

She was no botanist, poor little mite,
and she classified lilies, roses and gow-
ans under the name of ‘ Floo'rs,” but
it was unlike Daisy to leave a mystery
unsolved, and the next day she set off
for the park to find her;namesake, the
daisy. She wandered about enjoyi
the air and the sunshine, and looking
for * white, clean floo'rs.”

‘*“ Please, mum, is them daisies?”’
she asked a Newhaven fishwife who
had laid her basket on the grass, and
was resting in the noontide heat. She
held a bunch of white clover heads in
her little hot hand.

‘“ Na, na, bairn, them’s clover. See,
there's daisies.” She pointed to the
shadow on the wall ; and the child ran
eagerly towards the flowers.

“ Daisy’s my name,”’ she volunteer-
ed confidentially to the fishwife, who
thought of her own chubby-cheeked,
clean-skinned little ones, and sighed.

“Eh, bairn, clean yoursel’,” she
said. “ IfI gi’e ye ahaddie will you
try to.keep yoursel’ as fresh as a

then she looked down, but no word did | gowan ?”’
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