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When we sit down

as we go .'l]()ﬂ;!‘.

quietly and bung up  memory's
pictures one by one T am afraid there
will he many n which we shall not
look ‘pleasant,” Sadie, and, hike you,
wWe ]11” \\1\]) them (1('5(!‘“)'((] or

blotted out.  But memory's photo-
graphs cannot always be thrust out

of sight at will, and they often rise
up and confront us when we least|
expect or want them,” she fimshed, |
“ So we'll both endeavor to make |

only gocd pictures hereafter.”

THE JACKDAYW AND THE

PlGIIONS.

A Jackdaw seeing how well some
Pigeons mmoa certain dove-cote fed,

and how happily they hived together,
wishcd much to join them. \With
this view he whitened Ins feathers

and slipped 1in one evening just as it
was pgetung dark.  As long as he
kept quiet he escaped notice, but
growing bolder by degrees, and feel-
g very jolly in his new quarters, he
burstinto a hed@tty langh. s vouce
betiayed him. The Pigeons set up-
on him and drove him out.  When
he would afterward have joined the
Jackdaws again, his discolored feath-
ers and his battered state drew atten-
tion to hum, and his former mates,
finding out what he had been at,
would let him have no further part
with them.

THE I.ITTLE MAN.

There was cnce a little gentleman
who every day grew twenty-four
hours older. But when he went to
the inn to drnink.a glass of wine or a
schooner of beer, the innkeeper al-
ways greeted him  with, * Good
morning, my little man!’ which
vexed him greatly.

One morning he went to the shoe-
maker to have a pair of high heels
put on his boects.  No sooner had he
entered the shop than the shoemaker
said, ““ Good m rning, my little man,
\What can I do for you to-day ?”

‘““ Master Crispin,” he answered,
“ hasten to put a pair of high heels
on my boots, and let them be high
enoughto make pcople stop calling
me little man.  1'm tired of it.”

The shoemaker set to work, and
when he had finished and paid,
“ (Good morning, little man,"” he said:
“ If you are satisfied, remember me
another time."”

The little gentleman was greatly
vexed that the shoemaker had no
more respect for his own work. ‘It
will be diﬂ"erent with the innkeeper,”
he thought. ¢ He will open his eyes,
and greet me by another name.

He entered the inn, stamping his
feet, and starding as straight as if
he had swallowed a bayonet. As
soon as the innkeeper saw him, he
cried, *“ Good morning, my little man;
what will you have, beer or wine ?”

Fancy the vexation of the little
gentleman that his heels had pro-
duced no more effect! He hastened
tothe hatter to buy the tallest hat that
could be found. He had not let go
the door-knob before the hatter
greeted him with, * Good morning,
my little man ; what can I do for you
to-day ?"”

‘I want a hat tall enough to make
people stop calling me lhttle man!
It vexes me beyond measure.”

The hatter gave him a hat that
might have served for a grenadier,
took his money, and thanked his

customer. “ Good bye, my
man, remember me next time,”

lhe little man was angry that the
hatter paid so little respect to his
own wares. ‘“Bah!" thought he.
“ It will be different at the inn.
Ile hastened thither and entered the
bar room, his hat on his head like an’
LEnglishman.

“ Good morning, my little man,
sald the innkeeper. ¢ \What will you
have, beer or wine ?” '

It 1s needless to saythow much the
little man was vcxe(\. What was
the use of having such high heels
under his feet, and such a tall hat
on his head ? How was it that, in
spite of these expensive things, every
one persi ted incalling him little man?

Right and left, up and down, he
asked all he met, why, in spite of his
heels and his hat, he was still called
httle man. DBut no one could or
would tell him. This vexed him
horribly.

“ How stupid T am !” thought he.
“ The people here know nothing; 1
will go to Rome and ask the Pope,
who knows everything.”

No sooner said than done; he
packed his valise; and set out for
Rome.

On the way he stoppcd at a tavern
to pass the night. “ Good day, my
little man,” said the host. ““ \Where
are you going at this pace?”

““] am going to Rome to see the
Pope,” said the little gentleman,
crossly. *“The Pope will tell me
why, in spite of my high heels and
my tall hat, every one takes the lib-
erty of calling me little man. It
makes me furious.

“ Bravo!"” cried the host,
go along with you. I, too, have
something to ask the Pope. I should
like to know why every one calls me
the poor tavern-keeper. John, you
lazybones, pack my vahse, [ am
going to Rome.”

““ Master, I am going, too,” said
the hostler. 1 want to ask the
Pope why every one, without know-
ing me, calls me lazybones.”

On reaching Rome, the three
fiiendsasked anaudience of the Pope.
They were received in a drawing-
room, in Jwhich there was a mirror.

The Pope received them kindly,
and said to the tavern-keeper :

“ Turn your back to this mirror;
then look over your left shoulder,
and tell me what you see in the glass.”

‘«“] see ” cried the tavern-keeper,
‘““ ten or twelve women, sitting round
a table, drinking cofTee and chatter-
ing. Why, there’s my wife! Il

<1 wall

warranti she’'ll not lose a word of the
gossip,”
“ Well, my son,” said the Pope,

‘““so long as your wife spends her
time in this way, away from home,
you will be called a poor tavern-keep-
er, and you will stay a poor tavern-
keeper.”

It was the hostler’s turn. He
placed himself in the same position,
and looked over his left shoulder.

“ Holy father,” he cried, “I see
dogs chasing a hare. They think to
catch him; ho, ho! Dash and
Rover, you did not get up early
enough ; the hare is too fast for you !”

* Well, my son,” said the Pope,
“ when you run as fast as this hare
the first time an order is given you,
be sure that no one will call you
lazybones any longer.”

After the hostler came the ittle
gentleman. * He,- too, turned bhis
back to the glass, {and lookedfover
his left shoulder. The Pope asked
him what he saw.

. |
]ltl](:j

‘I see nothing but m)s<]f
swered the little man.

“ Do you see yourself larger than
you are ?"’

“No,"” said the little
myself just as I am,
nor larger.”

¢ In that case,

)
Pope,

man ; ‘| see
neither smaller

my son,’ said the
“I have but one, piece of
advice to give you; to have yourself
measured until you have grown.
When you are tall, you will no long-
er be called little man.”

The little gentleman retired dis-
contented, which was wrong in him.
But how many silly people thcre are
just like him! How many wish to
soar above their shadows, think to
add to their stature by borrowed
plumes, necd to go to Rome to see
themselves just as they are between
their hats and their heels !

KILLED BY

A MOILILUSC.

““To look at an oyster you would
never imagiue that there was any
fight in it, would you? No one
would think an oyster could and
would fght unless he had been a
witness, some time or other, of the
oyster's fighting qualities. One of
the most exciting contests I ever saw
was between an oyster and one of
the most deadly enemies of the
oyster family, and 1 am glad to say
that the oyster won the fight. The
enemy was a starfish, and if all of its
kind were as fresh and indiscreet as
this one was, they wouldn't be a
source of so much dread to the
oyster farmer.

“ Every person who has anything
to do with raising oysters has seen
many a battle between them and
starfish. These destructive enemies
of the oyster grow fast, but seldom
attempt to attack the bivalves before
they are six months old, and then

their inexperience and over-confid-
.ence are apt to get them into a heap
of trouble. A starfish that has cut
its eye teeth, so to speak, will get
the best of an oyster every time, for
it will mount the shell, drill a hole

through it, inject its stupefying
liquor into the oyster, and then
envelop the whole thing with its

capacious and elastic mouth-stomach
before the poor shellfish knows what
has happened to it.

‘“ Starfish are virtually walking
stomachs, and I have found them
stretched over clams, shell and all,
that were a great deal bigger than
the natural dimensions of the star-
fish. When one of these rapacious
marauders envelops a clam or an
oyster, it simply turns itself wrong-
side-out and pulls itself over “its
victim, as you would pull on a pair
of new socks. This fight I was
speaking about occurred in a shallow
water, and I had a good sight of it.
I saw the starfish work warily along
over the oyster, and then settle down
upon it. The bivalve was on the
lookout, however, and when the
starfish was near enough, the oyster’s
shell closed like a steel trap on one
of the starfish’s five rays and cut it
off as slick as if it had been done
with a knife.

¢« A starfish doesn’t mind the loss
of a ray or two; in fact, it can stand
the loss of four of its rays and then
makes its way off, in a short time
spreading and growing the lost
members again. But if the starfish

loses all five of its rays its doom is
sealed. It

will die almost im-

mediately.

“ The oyster had no sooner clipped
oft one of its foe's legs than it set its
trap again and waited for a renewal
of the attack. This was not long in
coming. The starfish dropped it-
self slowlv, with so much confidence
that I could almost see it, and was
soon astride the oyster again. Again
the trap flew shut, and the starfish
rose with but three of its five rays -
left. DBut it was plucky, and, with
confidence unimpaired, returned for
the third round with the prompt and
watchful oyster. The round was a
repetition of the other two, and the
starfish was bereft of another leg.
The persistent enemy of the oyster
had apparently set its mind on hav-
ing that particular one, and, without
a moment’s hesitation, turned its
crippled body to the fourth assault.
The oyster was now mad allf{the way
through, and shifted its position,
turning its open’ shell upwards as
the starfish dropped towards  it.
This was the last round of the fight,
for the oyster caught both remaining
rays of the starfish in the trap and
snipped them off at one bite. The
rayless starfish turned over and sank
to the bottom, dead.”

New Color in the
Cheeks

New Richuess in the Blood  New Vigor in
the Nerves When Dr. Chase's Nerve
Food is Used.

Paleness of the gums, lips and inside
of eyelids, nervousness, weakness, indiges-
tion, headache and despondency are the

symptoms common to chlorosis and
anaemia. :
These symptoms indicate that the

blood is thin and watery, and does not con-
tain sufficient nourishment - symptoms that
disappear when Dr. Chase's Nerve Food is
used to build up the body and fill the shriv-
elled arteries with rich, red, life-sustaining
blood.

Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food is a special
formula devised especially for all diseases
arising from an exhausted condition of the
blood and nerves, and has proved signally
successful as a cure for anaemia and
chlorosis.

In fact, it cannot fail to curc these ail-
ments, because it goes directly to form new
red corpuscles in the blood, and so nourishes
and restores the system to health and vigor.

It is of incalculable worth to women
suffering from the weaknesses and irregu-
larities peculiar to their sex, and is evi-
denced by the grateful testimonals publish-
ed from time to time in the daily press.

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food, the great
blood builder and nerve restorative ; 50c. a
box at all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates &
Company, Toronto.
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All the season’s now on view. Tho lateet
Parisian, London ®#nd New York styles.
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