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little adventure but she took particular Amy, bad done more than any one knew 
cave to keep out of Mr. Jenkins’ way to tliaw the wall of Ice around the heart 
and perUapa might never have spoken of Silus Jenkina and to change hia crab*

. to the old man again bad it not lieen for bed selfish life.
“Why Aunt Ella, don t you know w ^ L)lck waM Amy'a canary and he

that is? That*» old Jenkina, the' did wknt perliupa no liumun being could
eat man in town. 1 thought every o e?er knTe accomplished. It waa aweup- 
knew him.” - .whll iug day and the alttlng room window ,

“Do you mean the Mr. Jenkins wno imJ 8omelllillg el*e waa open Abundance of amusing aa well aa sta
rves next door? Well, he does too* ^ we„ A |u Uer Uurry to BChool tiatical proof of the approach of such
pretty stern but perhaps people tniux ^|lt moniingi bad neglected to fasten an era of universal telephony aa is im-
him worse than he is." Dick’s cage securely, so the little bird plied in 20 per cent, development is

“Not a hit of it," returned Aui), )iud ,nHnnged to get out and few gaily not liurd to tiud.
believe he is even worse than people ^ of t,l0 w|nj0Wi But the snow which publicity to all sorts
think, for 1 often see him in his glistened so nicely was colder than Dick schemes for utlllsi
mumbling and slinking his bead as it m ^ i,lingi„ed so, seeing another window tlon in heretofore u
would like to be after some one. lie ia ln flew tu get warm. This Instrument has come to he of assistance
the man who put ashes on the lull ao that wl||(1’ow happened to iqien Into Mr. Jen- in about all the vocations and advocu-
we could not coast last winter, and wc Mne, ,ihrnrv Dbk waa not partie- lions of the everyday world,
are all afraid of him." ^ ^lnr, nor was lie acquainted with the hiis it annihilated time and apace on the

"-Poor old man," said Aunt Ell - lie own'er of tj,e library or lie might not snperticial earth, but the Norwegian
doe* look ao lonely, perhaps if people # , „„ HWPo<|y ns be sat on top N fishermen drop Into the ocean deptlia a
would make a few more advances lie Qf fhe line with telephone attachment by winch
would be willing to meet them lian „oh Ainy " ca|)0«l Mrs. Muir, "Dicky the swish of the approaching
way." fins flown into Mr. Jenkins' boose, codfish, or mackerel ia commun!

“Yea, I’ll bet he'd meet you more tua ^ ]wve to RO after him," tlie anxious listeners above,
half way, and use a stick that would *oh mother, 1 can't. Mr. Jenkins' la *o Qf the moat delicate «»perations of hos-
aettle all advances, 1 know him, the old ̂  ^ flmt Vin afraid! Won't Fretl. go? p|tal surgery the telephone medical prao
curmudgeon," put In t red, who had join R,rep Vm no advance guard tice the country mother raises the baby
ed Amy and his août In time to hear Mk. Jenkina' affection»," said to the transmitter in order that the
part of their conversation. Youd re- physician In the village may determine
treat quicker than you'd advance, I can • hurry Amy," went on her whether or not the cough is croupy. Con-
tell you." And both children |»uiked “„r Dick may fly <>ut again, certs have been transmitted more or less
at the thought of any one trying to make cnUMy anything." auccmfully over the wires and Ban-
friends with Mr. Jenkins. A f hesitated for n moment and then day morning preaching effect iv el y con

For the next week m more WM .tid A, , he»tt«. . knock wne. veyefi. After n recent rev.vnl,
open the subject. A beaTj full »f ,now m ' ■ ^ oM h|,n«elf. in which «ore, of eager 'Meker, had
made the coaatlng excellent and the a Amf been .he might put in their request, fro prayer.,

toe busy to thing of nny „„.|red that he looked leaa «evere gvhat handed hia «ecretary a Hat of names
tlmn ««uni with their telephone numbers and with the

.«Wait-what do yon want?" he asked, instruction: "Just call up each one of these
‘Tlense-please did Dicky fly In here?" sisters and brothers to-morrow morning,
"And who is Dicky, pray? Not that and ask them how it goes with their souls.

_i brother of yours. 1 ’ Tell them to keep on with their prayers
a had Job for him if he flew and inform them that 1 am praying lor
ekes." them right along.”—F. W. Cobum, in the

November Atlantic.

AMY MADE THE ADVANCE.HOW
{By Mary I. Houston.)

Camington, Ont.

USES OF THE TELEPHONE.
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""Ône afternoon, however, as Amy was 
homing from school to get her sleigh,
.he 'saw ahead of her the fomlUar figure 
of their neighbor, plodding along with 
.... ..IS of n atout cane nnd looking, It linrnrn acnruiu 
possible, more stern than usual. Ones or It would he 
twice, ns lie stepped on s slippery
lle,^ll?Tliope he’dosen't fell," she esid to tdrd. snd mother esys

düîT'nnd'win0'blame us for helping to “ïe., I believe End. .a, cross. Nothing seemed to

make the sidewalk slippery" J«* 'be" him," and beW*»»p,„„.e Her. She tor, her dill, 1res. try- 
.he thought of Aunt Elln « words. she was in the t «luging Ing to put it on. She Ml over her poor

“Well I'm sure It won t he me who will House. And *.ere pussy, and, because she mewed, she
make the first advance—There! he almost away on top of IÇ Home here” threw her out of doors. She scolded
fell again. I wonder if lie 11 let me help Yon naughty . Tt0by Roy when he reached out for her
him? There is no one on the street so, cried Amy ””6“ ”..f'wld the old man, picture book. What wns the matt-' 
perhaps, he wouldn't mind. No'very o*> with Edna, Everybody wondered.

Without wording any time she caught • like some ohlldr . feeling “I wish I knew where our little girl
frlghtlrned^tonef ‘Tt’s’ l.JVh” ÏL 41ied upon ,o ™ "» —

"No. You'd he more likely to help alighted ou n l>^ur« ,ri ivl,edp1rt„re
triii me if vou got the chance. I know eycs followed him. ou«what chlidron 2re and will help my- i, that? Isn't she lovely." -he exclaim-

self. Run along there." ed."
Amy did not wait to be told again 

safely inside lier own gale ai 
before lie has finished speaking, her

Into my dut 
“No. oh no, not Fred. Dick Is my 

that he flew in
WHY EDNA WAS UNHAPPY.

"Why, I'm here." said Edna.
"My little girl has sunshine in her 

face," said mamma, “and your face is 
so crow and seowly. Oh, I would not 
like to change my little girl for yon."

"Everybody Is crow to me,' said Edu t, 
"nnd nobody loves me." And she be
gan to cry.

The old man made no reply, bill Amy 
understood. "Oh sir. I.forgot.^ I dnln t 
mean to hurt yon. I"

"Dead, yes child she Is tlend nnd all 
the good in me died with her, some- 
thing seemed In choke him, Ml k* went 
on. “Yon ore like her, not only In looks. 
I hove watched you often and 1 know.

and go.—Rut

hut was

heart heating and her eyes swimming.
"Oh the mean old thing. He knew 

! only wanted to help lilm. Aunt Ella 
doesn't know him or she wouldn't have

Edna, nnd 
i mnmmn.

Edna went into the room nnd sat for a 
long time on the floor with her face in 
two small hands. Then she jum-'" * -
and ran to lier mother. “Mamma." she 
said, “I broke off the lily on the «porch, 
when I wns playing with Skin and I 
let you think the wind did It. I'm 
sorry ns I can be."

"I am very glad my little Edna le ready 
to own her fault," said mamma, kl .slug 
her fondly. “I forgive you freely."

Then the sunshine came back to Edim'* 
face, nnd she W'ns kapipy again.—Morn
ing Star.

“You can go into the room, N 
see if you can think It out," said

spoken no.
But, hud Amy taken time to look buck 

plie would have seen something on the 
old man's face that would have sur
prised her. As lie stood and watched her 

the street before lrini a look came

Now take your 
wait—weren't yon
him?” . „ , .

"I'm not afraid now though." replied

canary
afraid to come after

A "Well-Well.

enough to frighten anyone; 
loved me." And Ids gnee turned to the 
picture again. 'Well, go now child; but 
you may come again, perhaps.

“Yes, I'll come." answered Amy sim
ply. And Amy did come again, and very 
often. People wondered that Amv Muir 
should bother with old Mr. Jenkins, but 

came to lose all fear of him too. 
The "advance guard," as Fred called

vim up
into his eyes that no one had seen there 
for years. "She Is very like her, very 
like. Aud perhaps after all she meant 
what she said—Poor Alice, my poor girl 
—But there, I'm an old fool. Of course 
tlie girl meant only to tease me; they 
are all tlie same. No I did well to send 
Uer on."

Hut still Silas Jenklus* face was a 
little softer, had any one taken the trou
ble to notice it. Amy told no one of this

It’s no wonder. I'm 
but Alice

A living salary is more to be desired 
than fulsome eulogy, and a competent sup
port is better than a bunch of resolutions 
after the pastor has resigned.
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