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“Apa tha Childeen at Home?”

Fades \ky,
A.nélo %ﬂ'ﬂ;{hé g;uf playing,
1 steal away ’mmm’yl band,

pioture of little Ln

gtirred by memories of his child to
speak. But when a dash of rain came
sgainst the- window pane his wife ex-
claimed crossly :

wash on Monday nothing goes right
all the week.”

The good man of the house pushed
back from the table, , “Now, it doesn’t
POETRY. geem jest rightto be sot as you eiron
doen your work exactly as you want
s i to, Tt ’pears to me ‘it might be an
Each day when the glow of sunset idol.”

w0d Gimpled a1t waa the

Mr Busby’s heart was too deeply

Asleep in his easy chair,
And ; from the opap’ doorway,

We Two are waiting together,
And oft; as the shadows come,
With tremulous voice he calls to me,

“They’re all home iong ago,”
An?lusng in my qnivorfnggueble

nis head upon his hand,
Apd 1 tell myself the number

Whera tha smila
Makes summer through all the yeais ;
I m, yet my arms are empty y

seven,
And the mother’s heart within me,
Is almost starved for Heaven.

Sometimes in the dusk of evening
1 only shut my eyes,

And the children are all about me,
A vizion from the skies.

The babies, whose dimpled fingers
Did lose their way to my breast,
And the beautiful ones—my angels | —
‘Who so early went to rest !

A bieath; and the vision i lified
Away on wings of light

And sgain we two are tegether,
Alone, alone in the nig%n.

They tell me his mind is failing,
Bat I smile at their idle fears,
He is only back with the children
In the dear and peaceful years.

And still as the summer surset

Fadeth away in the west,

And ‘the weeones, tired of playing,

Go trooping home to rest,

“Y husband calls from bis commer,
“Good wife, are the children home ¥’

And T answer with eyes uplifted,

“Yes, dear, they are all at Home !"”

SELECT STORY.
.Mrs. Busby’s Idols.

Mr Joseph Busby eyed the sky o8
he leisurely walked from the barn to
the house, The morning sun was
veiled by & fleecy mist, while Jow in the
south-west a bank of dark gray clonds

was visible,

‘After bis prolonged sorutiny, Mr
Busby pondered the matter. It was
| not until be had washed bis hands and

- “Pears like it might rain.”

that boiler on, just the same.”

Their faces fresh and fair, clean yesterday mornjng, aud now it
M%l: in the duxh ﬁ)ld homestead must go in the wash, making three this
“That once was of life ; i
with grllnh llnghle;, wee:. ,I do wish you would be more
with boyish strife ; carefal.

careful, I wish you would use coloured
oIt ismight ! Are the children home 1" | tablecioths, I thought you bought
S€es, love,) I answer him gantly, some turkey red ones.”

The evening hymu soft and low. of disgust crossed the face opposite Mr.
Till the old man drops to slumber Busby. “But 1 want it understood I
am not goivg to use ‘'em, I will work asked tearfully. “Do you want me

my fingers to the bone before I'll set| to take a noisy, troublesome boy into
Frnry - ublo ARl Iy oty dut.a whito] this_home ? . _Je_it_an idol. Leah, my
wanting everything so quiet and order-
iyt

sight of such things.”

going to talk such nonsense as that you
had better gét to work. Just sce there.
The eun, is shining. So you see it was{clothes were on the line. Returaiog | existence ; it will enable you to thorongly
from banging them out; Mrs Busby 3 :
“Maybe s0,” and the eyes of the found a neighbor, Mr Vance, at the
Simplochicasted sy softened
d through theé st window at the son:
kissed young foliage from which the
raindrops were yot falling. *Maybo|brcught s baby for you, or Busby,
s0, Mirandy. ¥ou air an uscommon | rather.”

woman and have beeo a good wife to
me for twenty-seven years. You hain’y|catching her breath.
got  many idols;’ Mirandy, nothalf as
meny as 1 have. But this alwdys|Mr Vance was eojoying the situation,
“A women who was goiog East on a
“ea here, Tosaph Bushy,” thero was| visit brought it from Kansas. Said it|
belonged to some of Bushy's folks,
voice.  “I think such twisting of the|She left it in charge of che ticket agent,
Seriptures is sinful. If I have idols,

right for me to wash after all.”

thipken your way best—"

an undertone or almost fierceness in her

shut the door vielently.

Joseph had gone to his work.

indeed 1”

face on the back kitchen porch and
entosed the room where his wife was
8% taking wp the braakiue, that he ssid :
| “That is what you elways say if
there’s a cloud in tho sky,” Mrs Busby
said tartly.  “I'll thank you to lift

“Gloen to wash ? It's most certain to

“T know, Mirandy, but maybe that's

When she tetarned to the kitohen

she was in possession of the feld,|gingham sun-bonnet and prepared to
follow hina eut to the waggon without
a word,

“High time,” she eniffed;  *‘idols

She put her clothes to soak, and
carrying . her dishes into the pantry
began weshing' them. Her thoughts
were not pleasant ones; the frown on
her face told that. The window be-
fore ‘whiek she stood was covered with
a thiok growth of morning glory vines,
A fow of the dm by twisted buds, un-
heediog the tbreatenings of the storm,

had opened their pink,

ok, blue and white
cups and peered in at the flushed face
of the worker. *ﬁ dirs Busby was
too husy, too dmd by her bus.
band’s words, to notice their besuty.

41 don’t sce What, ed Joseph
to say that,” ® as she began
rabbing her clothes, “I gave up the
only idol I ever Bad twenty years ago.
!_”

She stopped

isn’6 idols tha

-’__”
Again she

said duty.

! oldth,i”u(m,--wﬂn to say she
| oduld-“care for the ohild no longer, snd
if his relatives &Q:&"_mtmbthin

cah; their only ehild, and big enough to be out from under
whose. death twenty years before bad
left the old farm home desolate. hain’t any ase talkin' about it,”

Joseph Busby sxarely - opghsed his
wife, even-in g0 small & matter as talk-1 «
ing when she’ bade him be silent.
However, this timé he said : aro
“We are growen old, Mirandy. The
“There, it's rainiog: And if I doo’t| baby would be something to love us.”
These words. came back to M
Busby as she bent over the wash tab
 "Pain’t ‘an idol, is it, Mirandy ?”| Did ske and Joseph need sometbing to
love them ? She thought of the rambling | ¢as
old house with its many rooms, of the
fertile acres surrounding it, and of the

“I couldn’t give Leah’s place to
anothor,” she whispered, “And yet

“Why, now, Mirandy, F do try to be | knew, not even ber husband, now many
froublesome questions the mother settled
before her child’s picture,
She opened the blinds and Jooked
“Yes, I did buy them,” and » look | long and carssstly at the laughing
baby face. '

s e Jook. 1 door.

said, “and the eight o'clock train

and he sent it over by me. I¢'e down
T can tend to 'em, that’s all,”" and Mrs | the road in my waggon, end a¢runk
Bushy strode into her bed-room and|too, The little fellow has cried most

{ ever since the woman left him.”

asked, somewhat disappointed at her
quietness.

face that met her eager gaxe. There
were great blue eyes, a rosy mouth,
and closely ourling yellow hair, Bub
the ohild was unmistakably dirty and
began orying again in a piteous
fashion.

to auntie, dear,” sho said ingh
“Youn want some bread and milk, don’t
you, and to see the dear little chick-
ens ?”

it's that letter,” sha went on after a
| brief pause. * ) is wrong, It

‘Keops me from doing

stopped.  She had almost
A wes a letter had
{come from = little town in Kansas to
;| Mr Busby. Thele

No. 23.

‘Hkhen of allin Leavening’” Stréngth.—~Latést U. 8. Gov't Report.

oo 1 Bakin
e WA Powde%

ABSOLUYELY PURE

. (r 'ﬂ,“‘,

Ve

she

“Do you want me to, dear?" she

Ten minutes later she was back at

another idol,  You sce, you think aher washing.. The parlor blinds were | world’s best and most efficacious medi
closed and all things were as they had g i
“Now, Joseph Busby, if you are{been 'excopting Mrs Rusby's eges;|
there was a new light in their gray

depths. half: i di
By, - &% albpank wing tié bt Celery Compéuad will give you a new

“Iive been down to the station,” he|lé

“A what ?”’ demanded Mrs Busby,

e |

“A baby,”” Tt was plain to see that

Mrs Busby took down her green

“Was you expecting it 7 Mr Vance

“Not to-day,” she replied brifly.
1t was a plump bus tearstained little

Mrs Busby held up her arms, ‘‘Come

“There, Joey, dear, make fricods with
foot, I might think of it. But there| Unele Joseph., He is the dearest little
fellow,” she went on, “so cunnng and
oot a bit afreid,” was 8o high. ¢

The story was soon told. while
“QF goatse, we'll keep him, and do |l that I played like ot
our best for him,” Mrs Busby said by
way of conclusion, “Dinner is ready
and the green peas and custard pie will

were right ’bout my idols, Joseph,” quite dumb found
stopping to fasten- a towel around
comfortable bank account. Then ber|ihe child’s neck in lieu of a bib, “but,
mind wandered to the distant cemetery .
whers a white marble eross marked her
“What an-ideat Just look there,| baby’s grave.

Joseph,  See. that dirty spot on_the
tablecloth where you've rubbed your
old ‘coat. sleeve, 'This: tableoloth was|he might make u place for bimself:
Oh, my baby, I miss her still:”
Withdrawing her hende from the
suds, Mrs Bushy orossed the sitting-

room and entered the parlor, No ove BEST |" T“E WORLD.\‘““‘ gaten wisiiv m:gar., SH i

“You asre a_ remarkable woman,|
Mirandy,” Mr Busby said wipiog bis|
eyes, . “I have always said you was al
remarkable woman; and L' alingst)
afraid I’'m maken ao idol of you,”
Hope Daring. |

Just the Kind You Need |osgy the apple

PAINE'S CELERY COMPOUND '.‘*HF.} which the of

IT CURES AN

Try One Bottle of the Great Health

cine. At this season you need its life-
giying virties and its bracing-up pow,

neuralgia, nervousness, dyepepsia, blooc
seases,. liver or kidney troubles, Paine’

esjoy life.

You must be if disease has bound you in | th
ite chaipe, Let ns un

> L L
restorer—Paitie’s Celery -Compound— Kl:d which, if ¢
and you will quickly find that you are
on_the highway.to physical health, vigor | 21" time to come, Any road law that
ard strength, g

sent, makes a lot of peaple glad em‘h] Jean
time the coin is spent. You pay it to| ¢
the buteher, for meat to give you | ge
strength ; he takes it to the grocer-man, |
from whom it goes at length, some|ienor draws twenty
pretty bit of cloth or lace his better|the box office re:

goods man sends oo the coin to oy |
I%ie market hill, and though the coin is| =

aig market i |

3  am
often spent it stays a dollar still ; and | i
every time ’tis spent ab home some actl
£ £ I o 3 1i 7y
of good is dome, in ‘boomiog loca! in- |
dustries ere setting of the sun. & L

“Joay Hale Busby,» was Mirandy's|was then the talk of the town, She
: ,

laughed and said :

e+ have Lased hor “Haes

opt 2 ad pickisg dp the hild
put 1t in- Ber husb

and’s arme]

you
T told Ler that T hadn’t hiad that pleas-

ure, and thet I had very little prospect

of hearing her, the price of admission

‘Bat I don't understand,’ and Jos-} - She laugbed again, and then handed

eph Busby’s arms closed tenderly me a song she had picked oat and asked

und the little orphan. me to play the accompaniment for her
she tried it, She sang so beauti-

in adream,

When she had finished she thanked me,

and with a rare smile said
“You cannot say now that you have

never heard Jenny Lind.”

te good to little Joey. I guess you| She thanked me again, and left me

ed

A4

Bat apples if ywj\x \;O\lhl—l; well and

strong. .~ They were never cheaper
they are overihrown, ~ Now D'l tryand | trong y = P
¢ : than at tho present The raw
tiot make an idol of Jooy.” § g c
| fruit is wholesome in ', but it can

(b prepared in & huodred different
The malic agid in
xeess of ehalky
eating too much

appeti
| fruit

ys

any

| matber en
" | meat.  Fres such as the appie,
d the plum, when fully ripe,

ated by

| the pear s

{ acidity of the 8t
| voke ib In the

repres

1t was the frait to

f the nation resort-

renewing their powers of mind
¥ hey filt themselves

| food of the g

HOPE -OF EVERY SUFFERER,  |cd f

s {and
D MAKES PEOPLE|g
WELL,

1 Take Care of 'tihe‘ ﬁlghways.

Are You Alling, Anxious or Des-
pondent ? neglect,

1y to a good road is

o plagaed washoes
bec :.ev_‘,méa;«.‘q.. ypashes...
oo track,. freesing and

e, overfpaded

begiu in the wage
thawing loosen tha sur
wagons tear up

Rastorer. ta

3
asl aBd siar

Truly Paine’s Celery Compouad is the

g s, often re-
> labor and taxé an entire
whereas a little
ime would have
in'act and have
»d conditien for public use,

If you are suffering from rhenmatism

kept it ing
Are yousiling, anxious o despondent 7| Lack of attention’ at the proper time is
defect in our present system of
you to useat} ., 4, entailing loss to the tax

of dollare,

ash. pea Yaade}
ast ome bottl . of p
nued, will effestnally
ibility of good roads for

prevent the pc

ot provide for the constant and
sent eare of our highways after
n constructed is defective

“A Pome”

SR .. linitsm
“Jyst a little dollar on its miselon |

18
, indeed, less than that re-
mango, who had $1,600 a

........ | pight, while M. Jean bas only $1,500.

| than
fixed

| But in addition to his salary, the Polish
per cent. of all
pts over $6,000,

balf-to buy, or helps 10 get her Winterl  3rondeMiviam. is trying to ieep ber
hat to make her rivals sigh, The dry | engagement & secret.  Martha—How do

| you know ? She told me so.

“But if you take the shining coin | !
and break the local chain, the chances| |
are that from afar ‘twill mot return
again, I once it passes out of town,
the butcher and the baker, the grocer
and the dry goods man, the cook, the
undertaker, the carpenter, the carriage-
wright, the blackemiith, everyone, will
lose the chance to touch that coin, ere
setting of the sun.

«Just keep that little coin at bome,

At the same leisurely gait of the

morning Mr Busby agaio traversed the | P

just keep it moving well, and every Fifiy Years Ago.
time it hanges hands somebody's g00d® | | xo theory of weli: 1t

iyl PR i fon's budding biisses;
“ewill sell,  That single dollar has thus \‘.‘Ahglc\cxt:‘(:]::l 1::]“‘? ‘\’oo;; their fitf,

& wondrons P°"°"7 to m.k‘ Wme‘”dy No-microbes on their kinc:
i Itow happy they were not to know
better & dosen times an .honr. It; pays oo L Ry
the " bills and wards off ill and ne’er its
wer relaxes to soothe the dootor and

B

path from the harn to the homse.
Mirandy’s line of snowy clothes drying

in the sun brought to his mind the Fuisss

tion of tho morning but he ex<|  mne Philadelphia Record says that a
pected no reference to it from his wife. jcian  who !
A surprise awaited him, The table|that city used to tell a good story of how }3:-“5 ap
was laid for three, and at the guest’s he heard Jenny Lind. e
place stood a clumsy little high chair| I was then a clerk in a large music” ool
that for twenty years had stoed empty publishing house on Chestnut Street,
in an upper rosm. Aad on the foor
gat’ o happy-faced child surrounded by
clothes-pins, empty bottles, a disused | o
candlestick and a Jike collection of im-| W, etruck up quite a conversation, in| 1. crry Pectoral.

n‘::“ "(:oll and pay for clothes and Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral

is the standard family remedy
of 1o world for colds, coughs
np dizoases. 1t is not &
tly died in] D& ive, and is not therefore
r in smell cheap bottles.
t up in large bottles
nwoid, They cosb
0 oL,

He Heard Jenny Lind.

for tl

One day a well-dressed, quiet. little wo* 00 4 oan overthrow
man entered the stere and asked me to ,\' g -tlu; aecatost oure
ey o bbby {or all colds, coughs and

od lung diseases, i3 Ayer's

promptu playthings

" Yo, who is that, Mirandy ¥

tiie ‘couree of which T asked her if she i
8 heard the great any Lind, who __-1

fears SLGH

and g0 but 10



