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Grandpa\t Snuffbox. she need not be given the worst class of boys,

“ O, dear !" sighed Dilly Burton to her nor the most difficult class of little children, 
brother Joe, as they were trudging home from —Ladies' Home Journal. But my
school one day. "It is so hot 1 Let’s go ■ Carlyle and his wife were sympathetic in
into grandma’s and test.” Marvel of the Age. intellect, both were conscientious in fulfilling

"And get a gingercake, maybe," said Joe, The telautograph, the latest instrument in in emv l,,,inl lhtir dulie» lo ea, h other 
sripmg hit sweaty hide fare. the field to compete with the telegraph and N,,lblnli wa< lad-ing to the union but the

II Joe, you are always wanting ginger- lhc telephone, and io ensure, by means of m K1"1, "’tangible something called love,
cakes. Now don t you ask grandma for a photography the copy of written messages "«hout which every sharp point of character 
tangle one It isn t polite. transmitted practically any distance, is on ex- »"d temperament of each was left bare to

And Duly lo >ked very wise as she shut her hibition in London. The working of the gond and eound cach uther.
mite of a blue silk parasol and lapped lightly instrument is simplicity itself. A machine is ,jfc' f,,r whlch lhL'>' wcrc 80 '"'gelv dnw- 
a grandmas door. Grandma was not m he fixed in connection with telegraph or tele- ""5 w"h l"’wer and opportunity, was lor
kitchen; but the children went in and sat phone wires, and anyone desirous of for- b,,lh a long and, unfortunately for o hers, a
down on the wide lounge to rest and wait for wardjng a message has simply lo write it, and Sa,r"'"Us rage of disappointment. One of

- it is instantly reproduced by means of "'f most brilliant f f women, long a leader of
Joes eyes were very bright, and always photograph and an electric current at the 5?clel>'' was asked whal fale sh" wou|d

ycty restless, and he had no soutier sat down other end ol the wire. The experiments ch',ost: fur her daughter if she could control
«.‘ndhtVon^ oih'i"*' t T 'Ck, a"d ,hiT Wlth telautograph that were tried were her l,fe' 
htsknt n Î . n 8rand"T “ork exceedingly satisfactory, and there can be

n I HI? " , was ',"ehl5 hand- , "» doubt that both for commercial and press
.wJfho.K’ s J kc mammaa purposes the machine has a future. I.ord

“ It’ ttraoH, „» ■ I .vi. Kelvin, speaking with high scientific ex-
- Therl*. .LI! |iï' Mld ™ly . , . iwrience, says that he secs no difficulty in the

rhiidr-n -„„fr a I * ln Ant. the apparatus working terms the Atlantic. So
m .hé îl!. 'ong and deep at the powder far, experiments have been tried, through

TL T - . , - , the help of the English and French govern-teaL rame mtoTT. "V',* and ,be mtmts, between London and I'aris, and from
Th™ lm X » l TX d 1,1'y various centres in Kngland, with excellent

h J, , r r’" the powder flew out result,. Another advantage lies in the fact
! O dear'"’cnJda?l!!ly * U,"K' ,hat b>' lhc »>" '"'"""xraph. com-
“ Ii ,i .rar i i i ..I i munications can he transmitted without the.. a" ched m ! CChOCd lltllC j0e- intervention of any operator, indispensable in
“ Nuh-cho ! ’ l^e CaSe of l,lc ^e*eKtal,b» while a complete
T,,-’* h ,» ,.«■__ i mi , , record is secured, which is impossible in theThcn m X g ,°T’ nnd ""y S,c|'Ped T /'■ case Of the telephone. It can he used on 

dronnJd he, ™ ‘ T T"' a"d ,C ,he san,e wires as the telephone, and indeed, 
ed out fmn 'nnd™ ,h f ^ a" Cra"J" a *orki"K arrangement for this purpose has 
thenLff Joh n; , ,116 aîd StaredV already been made with the National

w,,h a blg la'l- Just then grand- Telephone company and the Post Office.
nia < dine in.

*• Why, Dilly ! Why, Joe ! What are you 
crying about ?"

“ We ain’t crying, grandma. It’s the 
b-box !’’ sneezed I filly.

“ O, you silly childien !" cried grandma.
“ You have been at grandpa’s East In.lian 
root that he smells of for the headache.’’

“ Will it ever stop, grandma ?” cried Dilly. 'ou wa,vl1 ,h‘* camp flame and the curling
“Certainly,’’said grandma, smiling a little. Hll,
Then she took the children and bathed Little browit'haby1 tfmi 

their poor ted eyes and swollen noses till ....
they were unite cool again. Little brown baby-bird swinging to sleep,

. ", » mgmg to sleep,
I am very sure, my dears, you will not Singing to sleep, 

meddle any more with things you should not,’ Your wonder black 
grandma said, as she gave them each a gin- Shielding their 
gercake and tied on their hats. lfnyielUiii»r to sleep.

The heron is homing, the plover is still,
Anti Dilly and Joe knew they never should The night owl calls from his haunt on the hill, 

again—never !—Great Thoughts. Afar the fox harks, afar the stars peep.
Little brown baby of mine, go to sleep.

been‘in love’with him. I married for an 
ambition, hut it has been more than gratified, 

life has been most miserable.’’

“To be the obscure, loving wife of 
who loved her,” was the reply.

fly Neighbor’s Cat.
‘‘It was our old barn cat, which proved to 

me that animals reason,” began my neigh
bor, "and she was a very cross cat that 
cared to make friends with anybody, 
encountered her whenever I went out to 
feed my chickens, and no kind words or at
tempts at caressing ever met with any re
sponse with her. Bnt one night, just before 
du*<k, as I was feeding my chickens, she 

up to me and purred and rubbed her
self against my dress. I thought it very 
strange, especially as she followed me into 
the house, and when I sat down she jumped 
into my lap and looked up into my face 
with a look of entreaty, and a mewing that 
sounded as if she were unfolding the troubles 
of her heart to me. When I got out of my 
chair a few moments afterwards she kept 
running across the floor in front of me, and 
coming back every few steps as if to lead me 

I went out of doors with her, and she 
led me to the barn.

“She seemed to be in great distress and 
kept looking up to the hay mow. «What is 
it, old cat !’ I asked. She answered me 
with a purr and mew. I cast my eyes up to 

eyes sleep is best, the hay mow and saw my persistent old hen 
lo re"t- sitting on the hay in the corner. I had been

trying lor a fortnight to ‘break her up,’ for it 
was too late in the season to have a brood of 
chickens to care for.

“I had no thought that she was connected 
at all with the old cat and her troubled 
dition, but I called the man to come into 
the barn and told him to climb up on the 
mow and take that hen off. 
could get there the old cat had climbed up 

Carlyle’s Wife and be8an slrikin8 the hen with her paw,and

,heiifc°f,hai S'u'a*

burdens upon shoulders wearied with much His wife a brilliant and sensitive girl, was to view ^ThTTnmhTr clt Ïuicklv
willing service has caused some of us to raise in love with Edward Irving, but, finding it know t.i whnm ÜS? LuHour voices in protest, if nut for ourselves, lur impossible that they should ever marry, was curkd herself "p witi, ,£m ' M *
the overtaxed bodies and Drains of our less persuaded to listen to Carlyle’s suit because “<u i i " i o u a « i •fortunately situated sisters. Le, a eta» lhe behaved tha, he w3d ,,sëto™m hen^hich M taS'krltallSMto 
man s wile decide not to be tyrannized over eminence. nen, wnten nad taken her darlings from her,
by circumstances. She, more than many, Hi, success surpassed her brightest hopes, come to mc for hehV'-É^ngelisT 
needs to think out her life care, .and come to but he was selfish and hard to cruelty in his ® *
definite conclusions by which she is willing treatment of her. He kept her six years in
to abide. No regulations can be laid down a lonely house on a barren moor, in absolute One reason the grace ol God is so little
for all alike, tor a woman must be herself the solicitude, while he was engrossed in writing, apparent in our lives is that we give God so
Judge of her abilities. Let her see to it, how- sometimes passing whole days without speak’- l'llle chance at us and in us,
ever, that she remain uninfluenced by those ing a word to her.
who would seek to direct her. it maybe She was his cook, charwoman, even host- When Peter was imprisoned his brethren

rSHrHBE tfpsptfpentKMStSffltiSB SesSSMMVSfc SM2UKKB
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Lullaby of the Iroquois.
BV PAI LINE JOHNSON.

Lillie brown hahy-hiril lapped in your nest. 
Wrapped in your nest,
Strapped in your nest,

It swings from the down hi•tiding brain'h of the

gray

eyes that so wide open keep,

But before he

The Minister s Wife’s Work.
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