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Grandmother aid Me.

dear is a very oldGrandmother

Grandmother dear can’t see.
But when she drops things or loses 

her spectacles,
Grandmother's eyes are—me.

I tunbance. Just then there rang out 
on the air the old bell, clanging 

I wildly the alarm of fire. 11 ax hVard 
: the noise, and rushed downstairs, 
j but was driven back by a cloud of 
smoke which was pouring up the 

I stairway.
’ He jumped around wildly and 
barked loudly trying to arouse his 
mistress, but she was a heavy sleep- 

! er and did not awaken. Then he 
quickly jumped onto the bed, and

________ ___ _ ; eent,y Put his paw on her face. She
But I always run when the postman *farted u.p Quickly and, realizing her 

comes rimrincr— danger,, hastily threw some wraps
on and, opening the window, tried 
to crawl out on the roof. I tax was 
there before her; and. jumping down 

!to the ground, ran around the cor­
ner of the avenue as quick as his 
four paws would carry him. By this
t.llTIP t hn fi ranwu. ____ ...

Margaret

dear isGrandmother 
lady;

Sometimes she never hears

very old

comes ringing—
I can be. grandmother's ears.

Grandmother dear likes the house all 
tidy,

Everything dusted and neat;
Do I work with my little red broom

find my duster- 
I can be grandmother’s feet.

Grandmother dear, is 
lady;

Can t walk, and can’t hear, 
can’t see.

You never could tell, though, 
fun we have playing— 

Grandmother dear and me.

the

Making Others Happy.

Agnes was a littie girl' witti ?,lch
a bright happy face that it was a

45 to iook at iter.

♦ ,- ------ ^ "y urns! tl“e the ft remen came rushing along 
fand, guided by the dog’s frantic 
j movements and barking, rushed to 

old !the room, and in a few minutes had 
rescued Mrs. Aldrich from the burn­
ing cottage.

They soon had the flames ex- 
tinguished, and found that there 
was not much damage done to the 
cottage.

Rax was the hero of the hour
whTf T\au 8PCme<‘ to understand 
what he had done, as he went to 
his mistress and lapped her hands 
and face and looked ait her with 
those expressive eyes. All agreed 
that if it had not been for his ~r

One day, in answer to her mo- !fnrt«! Mr*ther's call, she came running home burned^to d^th ^ W°U d havc b<*n 

from a neighbor’s, two or three I ____________
doors away.

Her eyes were bright, her lip& so 
smiling, that her mother smiled, 
too.

“Do you want me, mother?" ask­
ed Agnes.

“No, dear, said the mother. "Not 
for anything important. I> missed 
you, that is all. Where were you, 
daughter?"

At the Browns. And oh, mother, 
Walter was cross, but I hnppied him 
up so that he got all over ft, and J 
(hen the baby cried, and I had to 
liappy her up; and then someone 
stepped on the kitten’s tail, and I 
was just going to happy her up 
when you called me."

The mother laughed.
"Why, what a happÿing time you 

had ! It must make you happy yQur- 
‘ elf to happy' up little boys flmd ba­
bies and kittens, for you look as 
happy as possible."

And this is true, the more we try 
to make others happy, the happier 
we shall be ourselves. Then put 
away frowns and pouting lips. Try 
to "happy up" those who are trou­
bled. cross or sick, and soon you 
will find yourself so happy that 
your face will shine with smiles

Do»’t Angels Need Dallies to Play.

' Oh dear, I’m so tired of waiting 
u,yP here in the dust and the cold; 
Who doesn’t Blue Bell come and 

take me
And play like she used to of old? 

I m sure if she knew where they 
placed me

She d ask God to take me ciway, 
And not keep me. waiting and wait­

ing:
Don’t angels need dollies to play?

Ru.

JUSth°r,Ce dM th<?y take me to 

And’put me beside her in , bed- 
And oh how she kissed me and hug- 

ged me, b
ThAad 7eSed me cli>se to her head. 
That night while the whole world 

was sleeping,
And “nsels c»me down from the

Vo take her. she kissed me and 
whispered 1

°to2-"’’Ve' dearest do"i6’ Hood-

to

Rax was ore of the most intelli­
gent dogs I ever knew.

Now you may wonder what has 
real name was, and will laugh when 
1 tell you it was “Borax.” Wasn’t 
that a strange name for a dog?

He was a nice, clean-looking dog, 
all white , with very expressive 
brown eyes.

He used to come from Boston, bis 
home, down to the 'beach every sum­
mer with his owner, Mrs. Aldrich. 
She was very deaf, and "Rax” used 
to be “ears for her," she said. When 
anyone went to the cottage to call, 
Rax would inform his mistress of 
their presence by barking loudly, and 
if she didn’t go to the door at once 
he would go where she was and bark 
louder still, as much as to say, 
“Hurry up, they will, be tired woiti 
mg.” 1

He seemed to understand that he 
must look out for her very carefully, 
and always followed her wherever 
• be went.

At night when he went upstairs to 
bed it was his custom to go to the 
bureau where the pocketbook was 
v0Pt and bark till she gave it to 

him, then he would take in in his 
mouth and go upstairs, and lie 
down with it until hi a mistress 
came up to bed. No one could get 
it away from him but his mistress, 
either.

One night his mistress sent him 
upstairs, and, as usual, he had the 
pocketbook between his teeth. When 
she was ready to go to bed she went 
out into the kitchen where the stairs 
led up to the chamlbers, and said, in 
an ordinary tone of voice. "Rax, 
bring my pocket-book down here. I 
Want some chancre for the milkman." 
She waited a moment and then said, 
‘'Are you coming?" As she spoke 
the words she turned around and 
there was Rax with the pocketbook.
I was ai- fminent visitor at the 

©ottflf*e. and often did the errands 
for Mrs. AMrich at the store. When 
I vrpot to inquire if X could do any- 
thfmr for her. Pax would jump Up 
and • T>.vt b's .oscWf* on the..bureau rurd- 
bark and whine .HP ho had the pock­
et hook. than ho would come to me 
and *joV. ns -prêt! p .doe; could, if 
TlC eni'ld rv> *he store wftfol me.

Opa P«".T lvï-nj* 0n the
rÆmÊi*0*bed as vFT’nJ. 

and. aPImu/rh aurxo*nf.!y a
yet wna on the a-1 ert for a«iv dis-

the star-

And Jj”™ ,r«« my seat at the

1 TeStWhWe they’ve ,hid her

To sleep in the cold and 
light.

With no doll to press t» 
breast.

0h Gd°„nvif thcrc's foom for

P,Cîway?me qUiCk <Wld teke “<

'IXn’°t tirad, WaiUns <“«* waiting:
-wm pXr."do,,iies * -4?

her

this

Girli’ Differs»! W«y«.

'Wait a minute, Jenny; I’m
y°ur way!” Margaret Worth
ing out of Sunday school, hastened 
to overtake her friend. ''Jsn’tlT .
f nd°U,S day! 11 'mly we had this 
kind of weather yesterday! What 
did you do?” nat
a.é’fPMnt,ohî happiest afternoon im- 
lÊ-htînL b?ny hnawered, her eyesüîfïjïïssi''—■■a

- I-

~n'r‘Vhethtt 1 JU9t ™
arouna the house. The 
wanted me to join their picnic In 
the park. W I was afraid it might 

n and spoil my clothes. It did
?rZqtLUsthoT”y ^ 1 ** -me

country ten miles with mother^ 
friends, the Marshalls. They invited 
me the week before. I wasn't 
in5 to Iet a threatening cloud mar 
my last Saturday half-holiday this
ririit ft.1 °"!,d he,p I**’ I hurried 
2 Ahe store to the Mar-
nha'I s and found them ready and
wwmng. Therein began to fall 
just as we started, but it cam* 
straight down, cooled» the air, laid 
£l!L»dUflf and d,d ue w*t a bit of
faTsd b“" we were riding
In bed a cover. We were

andcle Dick and hfs friend xfr 1:-,. four children, two ZÜ kT* 
do-on lunch ha skate.” *
mZ^ZW" m-ddy?". 1far-

Z W’d ♦’be cltv l'mit,
Z? ZZZZ ny,W hod stretch

”h»l« foil Intu , ° ,be berte
•belt T Z.^ r r- M’’r-

w TfliiZZÏÏZZ:

with plenty of big leaves to 
my shoes, it was fun!”

'At must have boon! —™ 
commented dr.iy, "And your ores»?

' fortunately l wore my wijite ji- 
lien under my mackintosh, that 
washes, and the mud would nevei 
have come off my black. But i 
wish you could have seen the truck- 
farms we passed I Acres and acres 
of lettuce and beets I 1 never knew 
before what a beautiful shade of 
green lettuce is, till 1 saw it in the 
ram beside the rich red beets; with 
straight rows upon straight rows 
of onions, standing guard like sen­
tinels. Mr. Marshall bought a whole 
armful of greens for our su-pper, and 
all for a dime—fresh right out of 
the rain, mind you!”'

"But where did you eat supper?" 
Margaret asked.

“In a pavilion just olf a garden, 
where we would have feasted had it 
not been for the rain. However, the 
rain stopped just as we reached the j 
pavilion, so the men folks built a 
fire fn the grove and boiled the ket­
tle gypsy-fashion. It was such fun! 
But the 'mostest fun,’ as little He­
len Marshall would say, was when 
it seemed as if we would be strand­
ed all night in the middle of the 
electric car track on the bridge cross­
ing the canal. Such a picturesque 
spot, with the river a little farther 
along all spread with pond lilies 
Z-r-'r ctu-? on the bank, ar^ 
air so soft &hd Swedfc and faintly 
misty."

Margaret shrugged her shoulders 
dubiously. "You have such queer 
ideas of enjoyment, Jenny! " she 
said.

"Maybe," Jenny laughed. "But it 
was ju^t heavenly after the storm !
I feel as if 1 never could take in 
enough deep breaths of that air and 
look my fill on the picture, all 
round. The clouds were the most 
delicate tints of gray, the trees àb 
green and shiny, and every blade of 
grass seemed jeweled with diamonds 
Mr. Marshall was driving us to some 

. woods to dig ferns, and wte had left 
the village about a mile behind, 
when (he same wheel that had slip­
ped into the rut broke, just as Mr. 
Marshall was turning off the elec­
tric car track. The folks in the 
comp came running to our help, and 
the man said we might get another 
wheel in the village. The men took 
the bus back, Mrs. Marshall and I, 
the children and the two dogs 
bringing up the rear. Perhaps our 
return to the village was not mark­
ed with an excess of dignity, but 
•the villagers gathered on the corners 
—as they always do seem to gather 
of a Saturday afternoon—were in a 
solicitous, rather than a critical, 
frame of mind, and constituted them­
selves into an advisory board and 
escorted us in a body to the black­
smith's. It took quite a while to 
f-nd a wheel and fit it in place, but 
at last we got away. We had to 
drive carefully and slowly on ac­
count of the odd wheel, which was 
smaller than the other three, but 
this gave us more opportunity to 
see the truck-farms; they made a 
prettier picture than ever in the sun­
set. It was a lovely sunset, after 
the rain."

“I should think you’d have been 
afraid every minute of another 
breakdown, with the odd wheel," 
Margaret suggested.

“I wasn't," Jenny declared. "I felt 
that Mr. Marshall would get ^ ue 
safely home. And he did. The hard­
est part was getting up this morn­
ing. You see, I dreamed of the let­
tuce and the beets and the pond li­
lies and all the rest, and I didn't 
want to leave it. Oh, it was de­
lightful, I wish you had heen along 
*to enjoy it."

"I'm afraid* it would not have 
held the same amount for me that it 
did for you," Margaret said, truth­
fully. “I haven't your happy facul­
ty for enjoying whatever comes my 
way."

"Perhaps the faculty lies dormant 
and needs cultivation," Jenny sug­
gested.

A woman needs a blood-building 
medicine rqgularly just because she is 
a woman. From maturity to mid­
dle life the health and happi^oss’ of 
every woman depends upon her 
blood, its richness and its regulari­
ty. If her blood supply is irregular 
she suffers from headaches, back­
aches, sideaches, and other unspeak­
able distress which only women 
know. Some women have grown to 
expect th.s suffering at regular inter­
vals and to bear it in hopeless si- 
lçqcç. But wqmen would | escape 
much of this misery if they took a 1 
box or two of Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills to help them over each critical 
period. These Pills actually make 
new blood,. They help a woman 
just when nature makes the greatest 
demand upon her blood supply. They 
have done this for thousands of wo­
men throughout Canada, why not 
for you?

Mrs. Joseph Kinney, Gilbert’s 
Cove, N.S., says: "For ten years I 
suffered from nervousness and those 
troubles that make the lives Gf so 
many women o-ne of almost constant 
misery, at times I would be confined 
to my bed for weeks. I spent 
sleepless nights and seemed to lose j

all courege I tried revere! doctors 
but they foiled to give me any re- 

, Th® last doctor I consulted 
told me frankly that he could not 
undertake my case unless I would 
undergo am examination. It was 

I decided to give Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills a trial. After taking six 
boxes I was much improved in 
health but I continued to take the 
idle for a couple of months more 
when I felt like a new woman, and 
was enjoying such health as I had 

if* ™P«ï«içcti for tew years before.
1 have had no return of this trouble 
since, but I have used the Pills once 
since that time for the after effects 
of la grippe, and the result was all 
1 hoped for. These are plain facts 
from my own experience, and I have 
always felt that I cannot too 
strongly recommend Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills to the many women who 
suffer as I did.”

You cam get this great blood­
building, health restoring medicine 
from any dealer in medicines or di­
rect by mail at SO cents a box, or 
six boxes for *2.50, from The Dr. 
WiRiams’ Medicine Co., Brockvillc,

1910.1
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POET’S CORNER
Not me the sun and the storm, 
The calm and the white-sea crest.

J
LITTLE FEET.

Two little feet, so small that both 
may nestle.

In o-ne caressing hand—
Two tender feet upon the untried 

border
Of Life’s mysterious land—

Give me the best of life!
™?° live in the world with God, 
WhiCrç the seed that is sown and 

dies
j Lifts a harvest over the sod. 
Where beauty and truth are one, 

j Where the right must have its 
way,

Where the storm clouds part for 

And the starlight heralds the day.

Spain to cetohrere of”8 madc
the birth of the Kcvfj c™k'“arv 0[ |

conceived originally '^ Though 
Gulrets "History of “ «ply to 
it is much more ” Clv>htaUon '•
Encyclopedia, ’•thonfjf c>hol|,
a polemic. Jt is reVv que. or , 
P^y of history—or rn,. ^ 11 
anity-combiJng D°ih,er »' Cfahtf 
ami critical ana^yei/^f ““ ,™ight 
dition. It searches fn,- *ùlde eru-
principles Qf c#tk , . ^e basfli
Protestantism, aC,,Sm “d o,
evidence of hmtorT oon ”‘S
comparative inflLff mS the
the former and the latteTT^fd bl- 
rious spheres of hmnn ,..*n the v^. 
taal, moral, social”^ ”‘VataU^ 
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Dimpled and soft, and pink as peach- 
tree blossoms 

In April’s fragrant days,
How can they walk among the bri­

ery tangles.
Edging the world’s rough ways ?

along theThese rose-white i feet 
doubtful future 

Must bear qj woman’s load ;
A!n«: «iri’ o ’.%• mar has thu heavij : 

burden,
And walks the hardest road.

Give me the life of toil!
The muscle and mind to dare,

No luxury’s lap for my head,
No idly won wealth to share. 

Whether by pick or plane,
Whether by tongue or pen,

Let me not live in vain;
Lot me do a man’s work among

—George B. Cleaves, tn Youth’s 
Companion.

LEADERS OF MEN.

theLove, for a while, will make 
path before them 

All dainty and smooth and fair— 
Will cull away tfie brambles, letting

The roses blossom there.

the

p’s watchful eyesBut when a mother’ 
are shrouded 

.Away from sight of men,
And these dear feet ore left without 

her guiding,
Who shall direct them then?

When they are dead, we heap 
laurels high

Above them where,, indifferent, 
they lie:

We join their deeds to unaccus­
tomed praise.

And crown with garlands of im­
mortal bays,

Whom, living, we but thought to 
crucify.

How will they be allured, betrayed, 
deluded,

Poor little untaught feet! —
Into what dreary mazes will they 

wander?
What dangers will they meet?

Will they go stumbling blindly in 
the darkness

Of sorrow’s tearful shades?
Or find the upland slopes of Peace 

and Beauty,
Whose sunlight never fades?

Wil.1 they go toiling up Ambition’s 
summit,

The common world above?
Or in some nameless vale, securely 

sheltered,
Walk, side by side with Love?

Some feet there be which walk life’s 
trtek unwounded,

Which find but pleasant ways; 
Some hearts there be to which this 

world is only 
A round of happy days.

thereBut they are few. Far more 
are who wander 

Without a hope of friend—
Who find their journey full of pains 

and losses,
And long to reach the end.

As mountains seem less glorious 
viewed too nigh.

So, often, do the great whom we

Gigantic loom to our astonished

When they ore dead;
FOr> die^011 by Iargenle8S’ littleness

And partisan and narrow hates put

We shrine our heroes for the future 
dayg;

w^?d ^tOTie our ignorant delays
With fond and emulous devotion 

try—
When they are dead.
—Florence Earle Coates.

$10.000 for Charity’s Sake.

Religion at the Handmark of Me 
diciae.

E.i.bli.htd 1879 
roe WHOOPING COOGH. CROUP. 

asthma, coughs. BRONCHITIS, SORE 
throat, catarrh, diphtheria

Veperixei Crwdeae «topa the paroxyeme of 
Whoopiefc Coegb. Ever dreaded Croup can- 
«pt exist where Craaoleae is used. It aàte 
directly onaoee end throat, making breathing 
easy in the ease of colds, soothes the acre
SSMaX^' •b“>” ">

Creaolaaa is a powerful germi-iide, acting both 
curative end a preventive in contagious 

n hK?' CreeeJtee » beet vecommcndat.on is “• thirty years of eaeoeaalul aec.
Rer «tie >y AH Pnotots 
Send Postal for De­

scriptive Booklet

How shall it be with her, the ten­
der stranger.

Fair-faded and gentle-eyed,
Before whose unstained feet the 

world’s rude highway 
Stretches so strange and wide?

ForAh! who may read the future? 
our darling

We crave all blessings sweet,
And pray that He 'who feeds the 

crying navens 
Will guide the baby’s feet.

-Jpliz Akers, in "The Silver 
Bridge."

LIFE.

Throat Tablet», simple 
ind aoothlag for tbi 

Irritated throat, 10c.

Give me B taste of life!
Not the tang of a seasoned wine; 

N°t ,th® dru8 of an unearned bread;
Tk! nr *ufTaP0 an vine.
The life that is really life;

That comes frdm no fount afar 
Dut springs from the toil and strife 

In the world of things asTtey ere,

Give me the whole of life!
The ^joy, the hope and the pain, 

The struggle whore end is strength 
The loss.that is infinite gain-

*"* M----- - of 1 clauSÜmm .
t;'

Writing of the effect of firm reli- 
»ious belief on nervous diseases, 
Dr. James J. Walsh says :

Professor Oppenheim, the dis­
tinguished Berlin specialist in nerv- 
”“a.and n®“tel diseases, whore text 
book on this subject is recognized 
as one of the best published in re- 
cent years, has expressed himself 
very emphatically on the subject. 
Professor Oppenheim is himself a 
Jew. He does not hesitate to de­
clare that for many nervous diseases 
especially those that are either in­
curable or one accompanied by great 
SO ioitude Of mind, nothing is 
valuable as a therapeutic adjuvant 
unan a belief in an over-ruling Pro- 
vldenco-a readiness to recognize 
that in the moral world suffering 
has a definite and reasonable pur- 
poae. If Buffering is looked upon 
°nly,JLS v an incidei>t in the physical 
world then its inevitableness is a 
tragedy w.tbout consolation of any 
kind. In the moral order, however,
It takes on quite a different signifi­
cance, and therefore deeply religious 
reuls have a fountain of consola- 
tion within themselves wihioh is very 
helpful to the physician.

A distinguished authority in Ervr- 
land, Who was selected as the Pre- 
eldent of the section of the British 
Medical Association devoted to the 
study of mental diseases, in his in- 
augural address as President. four 
years ago, stated verv explicitly his 
experfenae with regerd to prayer. 
Far from thinking or finding that re­
ligion or Its personal manifestations 
hurt his patients f*hd this man has 
been for many years the head of a 
large asylum In Fngland ), Ws ob­
servation hed shown him ’ 
who nre wed fervently

(N. Y. Herald.)
New York Chapter, Knights of Co­

lumbus, gave a charity ball in Madi­
son Square Garden last week. Alora 
than two thousand couples danced. 
Every box and chair was occupied. 
Mnly a small proportion of the danc­
ers could find room on the floor at 
one time. Red ancl gold streamers 
and American flags were used effec­
tively in the decorative scheme.

After the Old Guard band had giv­
en a concert of nine selections the 
Fourth Degree Corps of the Knights 
of Columbus, of which Wetherard J. 
Boyd is master, and P. J. Maguire 
Commander, gave am exhibition drill 
and dress parade, following which, 
was a drill by the Fourth Degree 
Color Guard, W. J. Costigan
manding. Colonel Louis J. Connel­
ly, of the Sixty-ninth Regiment, was 
the reviewing officer.

Mr. Frank Flynn and Miss Marga­
ret Carpenter led the grand march 
and opened the ball. In the— x “““ isa.il. XU U11U HI cue
boxes were Judge Victor J. Dowl-

Wil­ing of the Supreme Court; Mr.........
liam H. Wiley, Mr. John Delaney, 
Mr. Thomas F. Smith, the Rev. Wil­
liam G. Murphy and Mr. Charles F. 
Murphy. Mr. Edward A. Arnold 
Was chairman of the Ball Committee' 
Mr. Owen F. Dolen vice-chairman, 
Mr. John F. Keller, secretary and 
Mr. James A. Dowd treasurer.

The net profits, it is estimated,' 
will be more ehan $10,000, and will' 
be used to establish a home in a 
suitable climate for victims of tu­
berculosis, to maintain a free hos­
pital bed fund and ra free employ­
ment bureau.

Was Troubled 
With Dyspepsia.

For Years Could Get Ho Relief 
Until She Tried

Burdock Blood Bitters.
-»■♦ ♦♦ ♦ ♦ + ♦ Mrs. Hermeo

- Dickenspn, Benton,
Can Eat 
Anything

IN.B., writes, 
have used Burdock 
Blood Bitters and 
find that few me­
dicines can give1
such relief in dy­

spepsia and stomach troubles. 1 was 
troubled for a number of years with 
dyspepsia and could get no relief until I 
tried Burdock Blood Bitters. I took 
tines bottles and became cured and I can 
now/eat anything without it hurting me. 
I will highly recommend it to all who are 
troubled with stomach trouble.”

Burdock Blood Bitters has an establish­
ed reputation, extending over 34 years, 
as a specific for Dyspepsia in all its forms, 
and ati diseases arising from this ct

eT.Mübune
iSfE
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and. with tl

the litential

19«7. “and “JSS Z"™ £nor Morct, has madT prom'«, Se- 
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MOTWRS praise

FOR BABY’S OWN TABLETS

t^7houta^rdUaSwh0S hav„TthrS
Hitation in saying that the n° h°* 
health enjoyed by their littip g°°d 
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