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give up cheerfully, taking plea-
» in the happiness of others, be-
comes generous in mind and heart,
. 'giving help to all with whom she
‘above the mean influence of gossip
or scandal, for instance, because,
being generous minded, she can give

others the benefit of the doubt and |

the ‘kindness of spirit that is part of
generosity keeps her faith strong
in the good and makes her doubt the
bad. The spirit will go even farther,
for if the bad is proved, it gives as-
sistance either by word or act, not
bitterly or grudgingly, but sweetly |
and kindly because or the generous
" Much that

passes for generosity is either indif-

nature that prompted.

ference or a form of self conceit,
No desirable reputation is more easy
to gain than one for generosity, as
a woman may, by sending castoff
gowns to poor relatives, giving mo-
ney or other gifts to friends or phi- |
lantropies, and in other such ways
being quoted as a person who gives.
This may not be generosity, though
undoubtedly it is giving, and it is
pleasant and gratifying to be known
in how

that

is that form

as a benefactor,
limited a way.
passes for generosity
of giving that is done because it is

no matter

Indifference

expected and it is easier to give than
to refuse.
er than either of these, and with it

True generosity lies deep-

is happiness.
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TALENT MUST BE CULTIVATED.

A talent is next to worthless un-
less ‘one has an ability to get down
to plain every day hard work. The
painter, the singer, the writer must
study and toil else they will ever
stand still in the ranks of mediocri- |
ty. The public fancies that the suc-
cessful individual merely sits down
and writes of paints or sketches and
that's all there is to it. Success
is usually preceded by years of driv-
ing, grinding hardship and work.
Certainly, any talent should be cul-
tivated. To neglect this is like
having & gift of a beautiful plant
and throwing it aside. A girl who
can write clever letters, who is
bright and witty, has every chance
of making a name for herself. But
she must not imagine that the road
will be easy, or that good luck will
immediately furnish her with an au-
tomobile, so she will get over the |
track more quickly. She must plod |
for time.

QUALITIES UNLIKE IN THE
SEXES.

“A man is @& man down to his
{thumbs and a women is a woman
down to her little toes,”’ writes Dr.
Havelick Ellis in his book ‘“Men and
Women.”” There is hardly a measur-
able quality of any sort which is
not umlike in the two sexes, Women
even butpon their garments on the
other side from that chosen by men
and choose Sunday instead of Mon-
day for meking way with themsel-

" ves. So far as laboratory tests go
Dr. Filis says that women are un-
. questionably superior in general
" tactile sensibility and probably su-

" perior in the discrimination of tastes

. with no  advantage either way
in_the case of the other senses. Wo-

ntﬁemnﬁaﬂnformrlﬂﬂe
8 to play with. They will ans-

She is ablet,orisa‘

nicely for a mtnhtun!lenot

baby's first school.—Mother's Maga~
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WHAT PARENTS SHOULD NOT
NEGLECT.
Parents, even in a humble cottage
home, should pay attention to the

|cunduct. and manners of their chil-

ren at meal times. . They cannot
tell what position they will fill in
after life, and a man or woman who
is ignorant of the most simple laws
of table etiquette is handicapped.
Were the parents to reprdve the child
who cenveys its food to its mouth
with a knife, who drinks its tea
from the saucer, or who sticks its
elbows out at right angles, the les-
son so taught would never be for-
gotten.—Woman’s Life.
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N
HER TWO IN HEAVEN.

‘““You have two children,’’ said I.

“I have four,” was the reply;
‘“two on earth and two in heaven.”’

Thus spoke the mother! Still
hers, only ‘‘gone before!” = Still re-
membered, loved and cherished by
the hearts and at the board—their
places not yet filled, epen though
their successes rest upon the same

faithful breast where their dying
heads were pillowed.

‘“T'wo in heaven!’’

Safely housed from storm and
tempest. No sickness there, nor
fading eye, nor weary feet. By the

green pasturesy tended by the Good
Shepherd, linger the little lambs of
the heavenly fold.

“T'wo in heaven!”’

Earth less attractive; eternity
nearer; maternal cords drawing the
soul upward. Still, small voices
ever whispercd; “Come!"”’ to the
world-weary spirit.

“Two in heaven!"”

Mother of angels, walk softly; holy
eyes watch thy footsteps; cherub
forms bend to listen! Keep thy
gpirit free from earthly taint; 80
thou shalt go to them as they cam-
not return to thee.
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FAMOUS ROMAN FAMILY.

The Gaetani family had eight Car-
dinals. They claim descent from
Amatolius of the early Roman em-
pire, and for ten centuries were one
of the most powerful famflies in
Rome. Their palace, which still re-
mains in the family, is among the
show places of the city and is des-

cribed by Marion Crawford in his
Saracenesca novels.*
" s e
CONFIDENCE UNSOUGHT.
‘“Do you know what I love you

best for?’’ said a woman whose do-
mestic burdens were almost beyond
bearing, to the friend to whom she
had been giving a partial confidence.
‘‘Because you never ask any ques-
tions. How many more hearts
might have the relief that comes
from sympathy and expression if
only this immunity from questioning
could be assured! But few griefs
and perplexities, and those not the
most poignant, can fittingly be
pouretl forth without reserve. The
friendship that will respect ome's re-
ticences that will not seek, by word
or gaze or guess, to overpass the
line omne’s self-respect has drawn,
is more rare than it should be. To
betray a fid is recognized as
a breach of honor. To force one is

almost as base.
"= e as

«IF' YOU WANT TO BE LOVED.

Don’t find fault..
.Don’t hunt for urpleasant things.
Don't believe all the evil you hesr.
. Don't repeat unverified evil re-
ports.

Don't jest at anybody’s religious
views.

'Don’t be rude to your inferiors la
'oohl position.

" 'Don’t repeat gonlp. even ﬂndoe-
intduct a crowd.

| to Dr. T. A. Slocum, Ltd., for pub-

The followmg letter has been sent
lication.

however run
the heart and Mnm and as !peclﬂo
Oxomulsion are

your_Psyc
u m::n n:%:;.m llncenly. Rev. J. J.kioo.

PSYCHINE, Pronounced Si-keen,
is a scientific preparation, having
wonderful tonic properties acting
directly upon the Stomach, Blood
and weak organs of the body,
quickly restoring them to strong
and healthy action. It is especially

adapted for people who are run
down from any cause, especially
Coughs, Colds, Catarrh, LaGrippe,
Pneumonia, Consumption and all
stomach or organic troubles. It
has no substitute.

(PRONOUNCED SI-KEEN)

is for sale at all dealers, at 50c and
$1.00 per bottle, or write direct to
Dr. T. A. Slocum, Limited, 179
King St. W., Toronto.

There is no other remedy *‘ Just

as Good” as PSYCHINE. '

Dr. Root’s Kidney Pills are a sure and |
permanent cure for Rheumatism, Bright’s |
Disease, Pain in the Back and all forms |
of l\ldnev Trouble. 25c per box, at all |
dealers,

|
|

MAKE YOURSELF A NEST!

Make yourself mnests of pleamntj
thoughts. None of us as yet know, |
for none of us have been taught mf
early youth, what fairy palace we|
may build of beautiful thoughts—
proof against all adversity.—Ruskin.
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TIMELY HINTS.

A large ink spot was removed from
a light colored Axminster carpet by
the application of common kitchen
sandsoap with a soft cloth that had
been wrung nearly dry.

Grease may be removed from the
leaves of a book by sponging the
part with ether or benzine, and then
placing it between two sheets of
blotting paper, and quickly and
lightly passing a hot flatiron over
it. .
Tightened fruit-tim lids, cruet stop-
pers and mineral water screw tops
are sometimes almost immovable.
An easy plan to remove them is to
take a piece of common sandpaper,
and cover the lid or stopper. Turn
sharply, and the top will at once
become loosened.

arnish on the hands should be
removed with methylated spirit, and
paint or tar by rubbing in butter or
lard. When the stains are loosened,
wipe the hands as clean as may be
with soft paper or rag, and  then
give them a good washing with soap
and warm water.

Lumps of fresh charcoal tied in-
side of fish nets and hung wherever
there is & convenient place is a mar-
velous power to remove all bad odors
in the cellar. As its power is strict-
ly proportioned to its freshness,
which heating restores, the charcoal
bags must be taken down each week
and emptied, the charcoal heated
hot and returned to the bag, which
in turn are replaced.

Lisle thread stockings should be
washed in tepid water tinted with
a little blie and soap should only be
used for the feet. Rinse in  clear
water, allowing a plece of am-
monia the size of a bean to every
gallon ~ of water, Dry quickly in

| lettin’
out right.”

" The

—-Whuuppudaximny by
brisk rubbing, Dr. Thomas’ Hclectric
0il opens the pores and peut.rw-
the tissue as few lmiments do, .

Within | touching the seat of the trouble and
1a | immediately affording relief.

Admin-
istered internally, it will still  the
irritation in the throat which  in-
duces coughing and  will cure affec-
tions of the bronchial tubes and re-
spiratory orgams. Try it and be
convinced.

FUNNY SAYING.

Marjorie was on a visit to  her
grandmother on the farm. One day
her mother asked her to run to the
barn and call grandpa to dinner. She
started, but, espying a cow in the’
lot, ran back, crying, ‘“O mamma,
there’s a cow out there.” ‘“‘Why,
Marjorie, that’s a mooley cow. She
can't harm you, for she hasn’'t any
horns.” ‘“‘But, mamma,” exclaimed
the child, ‘‘she might butt me with
her pompadour!’’
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HE KNEW.

Schoolmaster (at end of object
lesson)—Now, can any of you tell
me what is water ?

Small and Grubby Urchin—Please,
teacher, water’'s what turns black
when you puts your ’ands in it!

LI T

‘““Some w'omen," said Uncle Eben,
according to a writer mn the Wash-
ington Star, ‘“‘not only wants deir
own way, but dey wants de privi-
lege of blamin’ deir husbands foh
‘'em have it if it don’ turn

- s an

Once a Scotchman was visiting
New York, and coming across a sta-
tue of Washington stood gazing at
it. Just then a Yankee came up and
said to Sandy, ‘‘There’'s a good
man; a lie never passed his lips.”
‘“No,” said the Scotchman, ‘I sup-
pose he talked through his nose,
like the rest of you.””
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FEMININE ECONOMY.

following letter was received
from his sister by a New Yorker who
was away from home on a” visit:
“I am sending by mail a parcel
containing the golf-coat you wanted.
As the brass buttons are heavy a I
have cut them off to save postage.
Your loving sister,

J—.

“P.S.—You will find the buttons
in the right-handpocket of the coat.”
—Harper’'s Weekly.

A RUNAWAY ENGINE.

An engineer, employed for forty-
eight years on Western railroads,
says, in the Davenport (Iowa) De-
mocrat, that although he has had
some narrow escapes, he has never
been hurt in a wreck. The story of
one of his escapes is interesting and
peculiar. One day in 1863 he had
left Stockton, bound east. The
train was carrying a lot of green
wood, cut the day before, but om
the back end of the tender there was
some dry wood for use in'climbing
a steep grade.

“My fireman was back after some
of that dry wood, and down where
he couldn’t see me or the engine. I
got down jon the deck and stood
with one foot on the front emd of
the tender and the other on the sill
of the engine deck, taking a look
into the fire. Just at that instant
the engine parted from the tender
and shot away ahead,

“Of course, I went down between
engine and tender, clear to the
ground between the rails.

“I didn’t think; I grabbed and

end of the tender. We were  run-
ning only four or five miles an hour,

»buthuenongﬁ.- lpuﬂgdmy-

caught the safety chaine at the front

1 heard the piper playing,
The piper old and blind,
And knewmm-syhr—
mvolcao!ﬂumnmarwhd

I heard clear waters falling,
Lapping from stome to stone,
The wood-dove ¢rying and calling,
Ever alone, alone.

I heard the bells of the heather
Ring in the summer breeze,
Soft stir of fur and feather
And quiet hum of bees.

The piper drew me yearning
Into the dim gray lands
Where there is no returning,
Although I wring my hands.

There to the piper’s crooning
I saw my dead agamn,

All in a happy nooning

Of golden sun and rain.

You piper, kind and hoary,
Your pipes upon your knee,
If T should tell my story,
The things you piped to me.

The folk would leave their selling,
And bid their buying go,

If I could but be telling

The things you let me know.
—Katherine Tynan Hinkson.
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THE REWARD OF SERVICE.

The sweetest lives are those to duty
wed, b

Whose deeds, both great and small,

Are close-knit strands of an un-
broken thread,

Where love enmobles all.

The world may sound mno trumpets,

ring no bells;

The Book of Life the shining record
tells.

Thy love shall chant its own beati-
tudes

After its own life working. A child’s
kiss

Set on thy singing lips shall make
thee glad;

A poor man helped hy thee shall
make thee rich; :

A sick man helped by thee shall
make thee strong;

Thou shalt be served thyself by
every sense

Of service that thou renderest.
—Elizabeth Barrett Browning.

THE WINGS OF A DOVE.

At sunset, when the rosy light was
dy#ng -
Far down the pathway of the west
I saw a lomely dove in silence flying,
To be at rest.

“Piigrim of air,” I ctied, ‘“conld I
but borrow
Thy wandering wings, thy freedom
blest,
T'd fly away from every care-full
SOTTOW

And find my rest.”’

But when the dusk a filmy veil was

weaving,

Back came the dove to seek  her
nest, ’

Deep in the forest where her mate
was grieving—

There was the true rest.

DAILY PADING AWAY.

v filiams’ Pink Pills.

The Story of & Woman Made well |-

OVER [THE HiLs,

Ov. the hills and far away

A little boy steals frcm his ‘morning
play,

And under the blossoming apple tree
He lies and he dreams of the things
to be;

Of battles fought
won,

Of wrongs o’erthrown and of great
deeds done—

Of the valor that he shall
some day,

Over the hills and.la.r away—
Over the hills and far away!

and of victories

Prove

Over the hills and far away
It’s oh, for the toil the livelong day!
But it mattered not to the soul
aflame
With a love for riches u./nd
and fame!
On, oh man! while the sun is high—
On to the certain joys that lie
Yonder where blazeth the noon of
day!

Over the hills and far away—

Over the hills and far away!

power

Over the hills and far away

An old man lingers at close of day:
Now that his journey is almost done
His battles fought and his victories
won—

The old-time honesty and truth,
The trustfulness and the friends of
youth,

Home and mother—where are they?
Over the hills and far away—

Over the hills and far away!
—Eugene Field.
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KISS THEM GOOD.NIGHT.

The tales are told, the songs are
sung, Y
The evening romp is over,

And up the nursery stairs they
climb,

With little buzzing tongues that
chime !

Like bees among the clover.
I

Their busy brains and happy hearts
Are full of crowding fancies;
From song and tale and make-be-
lieve
A wondrous web
weave,
And airy child romances.

of dreams they

The starry night is fair without,
The new moon rises slowly,

The nursery lamp fs burning faint,

Each white-robed like a little saint,
Their prayers they murmur slowly.

Good-night!
still.
On pillows oft reposing,
The dim and dizzy mists of sleep
About their thoughts beginm to creep;
Their drowsy eyes are closing.

The tired heads  are

Good-night! While through the silent
air
The moonbeams pal. are streaming
They drift from  daylight’s nofsy
shore,
Blow out the llgM. md shut
door,
And leave them to their dreaming.

the

that you could hardly bo
think about the ‘‘Corme
ever, I want all my girl
to put on their thinking
chen tell me what sort
tion they would like to
member, now, Have all
gestions in by Saturday
inst. Love to all my I
and nephzwi,

y AUNT
" e e
Dear Aunt Becky:

It gave me great pleas
that you intend having a
petition for the boys anc
as you Kkindly asked us
something which would
propose a composition o
ject you may wish to gi
been trying to study tha
school and would be ple:
a specimen of my efforts.

Hoping it will meet wi
proval and also of my lit

Your loving nie
M
Quebec, Jan, 4, 1907.
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TWO LITTLE GII
I'm twins, I guess, ’'ca:
says

I'm two little girls. Ax

Is Good little girl, an’

she

Is Bad little girl as sh
An’ ma says so 'most eve

An’ she’s the funniest n
when
My doll won’t mind, an
W'y, nen my ma she so
An’ say, ‘Dear Good I
good-by!
Bad little girl’s comed he
I remain,

Last time ’at- ma act’ th
I cried all to myself aw
Out on the steps, an’ 1
An’ get my doll all fix’

An’ go in where ma s at
‘“Morning to you, momr

Where's that Bad little |

here?
Bad little’ girl’s goned ¢

An’ Good little girl’s con

stay.” i
—James Whitcomb Riley.
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A WORD TO THE B
SMOKES CIGARET

A word to you, sonny-
twelve or thirteen year ol
is smoking cigarettes
What do you want to be
grow up—a stalwart, heal
ous, broad-ghotildered 'ma
little, puny,’ measley, mo-cc
minded dude ? If you wa
man, strong like a mamn,
on your face, brains in y
and muscles in your limb:
let those cigarettes alone.
want to be a thing piti
folks, despised by the ¢
in contempt by the fellov
right on smoking.—Hustle;
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AN HONORED QUE

She doesn’t wear a cost
decorated with precious sf
as most queens are usuall
to wear. She doesn’t. sit
great throne nor hold a
her hand. She. doun't dr




