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THE HOUSE THAT JACK BUILT.

"Mr. Conductor,"
Rhodes, pulling 
sleeve, "please tell

"Bless my life!" ««claimed Captain 
8am. of Express No. 55. The train had 
Just pulled out from Newcastle, and 
as there was a long run without a stop, 
ithe tired conductor had dropped Into 
a back seat to rest a hit. when Louis 

m« up and asked for a story.
"Blebs my life!" said Captain Sami. „al

"I don't know a story to my name, ev- SinK me, thou singer, a song of love!" wh
cept ‘Here Is the house that Jack A fair Kill asked of me;
built/ " Then I sang of a love that clasps the

"Don't tell me that." answered the race-
little boy. "I know that myself." and «‘ves aid, asks naug '—till her kindled on 
he began to rattle off: face

" This Is the house that Jack built; Waa radiant with the starry 
the rat that lived in the 0f Stowed charity, 

house that Jack built;
is the cat that caught the hinK n,e. O singer, a song of life!"

rat—’ ” Cried an eager youth to me;
"Stop right there!" said the con- And 1 ®anK of the life without alloy,

due tor; "that reminds me of some- Beyond our years, till the heart of the     „
thing. On »my last trip East, as I went boy CHINESE DENTISTRY,
through one of the coaches to look at Caught the golden beauty and love If ,h. — itlaM . . ...
tickets, I found a little girl about your and Joy “ ;Ü ,Pi neâeA0vft that nothlnS *•

ie sitting by herself. ‘Tickets’ I ot the S^at eternity. ne.w t0 them- and that all the arts and
—Id, without thinking. 'Mamma has _________________________ ?re ol,d «tories in the Celes-
’em,’ says she, ’and she’s gone to get a 1 81 *,n*«oin. It is still true that for
d’ink of water. But won't you please WOMAN'S RIGHT. operations in dentistry
take my orange to that little girl back Whv tho in °r^ropean wou,d hard|y care to go to

for the little girl with the ^ ^ iZ

red handkerchief, and saw a poor wo- If I were ' woman T wo..,d nnf ___ adhere strictly to ancient methods, andman with five children. They didn't ry this i^n ifTl^d a c^nce. To^e-' 1 ,s aYerred that every year one or

look6 «"k"îhfî h Thuy .d,dn’t Kin with, I don't believe hlm. I cling î,"® 5? "JJ® of the old 8Cho°llook as tf they hud had much to «at, to the belief that the girls of to-day fome to the Chinese quarter of every
tsh!2Ï°dy paying any attention ure Ju9t aB practical a class as thï? large town and remain until their cus-

*0,,Mnrvhf» vnnp momnr. m, were la "those good old days.” So- tomer» have had their teeth "put in
Maybe your mamma Won t like you ciety and modes of llvine have chamred order.

t0‘*Th« ntMe eKV nnInedCh" 1 *aJd‘ ,n fifty years; but woman has not re- The work hi ludicrously primitive.
wldahandltMÎl ^he 'WhhvrCan'nV^ Jrograded in ways warranted to make The operator extracts all teeth with

"èr&bè. m, ai«;iss^s l1
voile’ •This to from the little »Lrl wouI,d rather have a, neat- alean-ap- Ing changes the aspect of the hand,
whSJ; mamma JuTlove, hit to give ÎS'SSL %ttn;£lv.e Jlf* at and the student a finger grip
things.' the dose of a day s work than the sav- amazing in Its strength, equivalent in

this ever «) many mothers '""t™ m;mv '"men^m'alre household 7' * t? '7 Jlf,lng powcr of three or
up their ears, and presently 1 drudges™ theff wIveT^ulime them é“Ur h7dred ,pt,imde- For toothache
thor little girl bring a box of down* with rhltdren and »dlïïf.nd SÎ h employa oplum. peppermint oil, cln-

o the poor children. ’Ah,’ said dStàhlecooK three tlme^ 7div ™mo” p|l and clove oil. He sometimes
"to myself ■this 1, like that old eong who make, a èlàvc of tr- t“ih'.,î',ut d°=a ■» bunglingly
2, the ”utv7n l 7d ,h , , r aelf’ not taking time to look sweet end months y " °nIy “ few
is the cat— When I got that far a lovable is in a fair wav tn in«p th« mon tins.lady pulled a pretty 1 little cap out of admiration of her husband* It Is a An clement of superstition 
her bag. and. says she, 'Won't you let ?alr proportion that S woman work throu«h all the wo*,
your little girl wear this tam-o'-ehan- at leLt^o harder than a man. She the system all dental woes

,,, ___ _ „ . . . ,, will make a mistake if She spends all Pn by to°th worms. The
i went tui singing to tnyself, Where her time baking biscuit and none of is »uch a worm, and is alwa 

,h°/ ,11 edd wthat Lhe time curling her ihalr! There to a to the Patient.
fhüî^Si îïiinr8* AnA* itolden mean and I believe these bright
that Jack built. And, sure enough, American girls of ours know about

SUVSTSSS OUt “ ad
It went on till those forlorn 
chicks had more things than a fe 
all because one kind h 
her orange. Now, small boy, 
my knee. I’ve got to ring the 
the engineer to whistle. Go and see 
if you can't start another ‘house that 
Jack built.'”

THREE SONGS. CRIED DAY AND NIGHT.
By Edward Rowland Bill. a,„^rs- f3- Sanford, Inverary, Ont.,

. „ .. . writes:— My baby was sickly for
tog me, thou singer, a song of gold!" over a week with bowel and stomach
Raid a careworn man to me; trouble and cried night and day. Noth-
I sang of the golden summer days, ing I did helped her in the least till

And the sad, sweet autumn's y°Mow I began giving her Baby's Own Tai>-
„ „ to1*- They helped baby right away
11 his heart grew soft, and his mei- and now she is a big healthy child

with fine rosy cheeks. The Tablets 
ndly sight to see. are certainly a wonderful

I recommend them to all my friends 
io have children In the house.”
What Baby’s Own Tablets have 

done for Mrs. Sanford's baby they 
have done for thousands of other little 

simply because they go to 
root of so many childhood ailment*— 
that is, they drive all Impurities from 
the stomach and leave it sweet and 
healthy. Sold by medicine dealers or 
by mail at 25 cents a box from The Dr. 
Williams Medicine Co., Brockvllle, Ont.
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he shows
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patient. For humbuggli 
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1n his pocket some white grulbe, 
after he has extracted a tooth he aof Bo
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THE SMOOTHERS OF THE WAY.eart gave
HOW TO STAND IN A CAR.“Site always made things easier,” 

was the tribute paid a little while
ago to a quiet woman, not muoh A Brooklyn man who probably speaks 
known outside the four walls of her from long experience, writes to Shop Notes 
household and In a oharlty or two, but Quarterly to give advice upon how to 
who left an aching void behind her maintain equilibrium when compelled to 
when she passed on Into the larger life, stand in a car
coxn!S2^V^th/sbnple'com plat emiss Z —"he savs, "sw.y ta*
the statement. From her husband to „;8„ _ ,a weli M ftom side to
her housemaid, everyone in the family 81de\ 1 his often throws them into awk- 
felt his or her dally way smoothed and ward positions, especially when carrying 

mother answered, "How straightened by her tact and system parcels, which makes strap-hanging iro-
have to he, darling, be- and gentleness. She was a living ex- practicable,
love me?" ample of George Eliot's saying: "What “To overcome the difficulty, one should

r, I have always loved do we live for If It to not to make life place the feet seven or eight inches apart
ind I always shall. But less difficult for one another?" and one a little behind the other say about

ot how old I To some girls and women par haps three inches, with the toes pointing out 
this seems a small end to live for. Yet I have nrirn hiMinn— m»n ^in/nZ 
that It Is so often approached make* JJJ?? ^
thei hope and happiness of home. Life ESE?when 
Is Increasingly difficult, increasingly f*ding to and from work with little more 
complex, in many communities to-day. inconvenience than if standing on solid 
The husband, the children, the friends, ground, 
of the woman who "makes things eas
ier," more and more rises up and call 
her blessed. Her work Is worth living 
for, because it continually makes 
life within its influence seem

HOW OLD MUST I BE?

" Mother," the little child once said, 
"how old must 1 be before 1 can be a 
Christian?"

The ' 
old will 
fore you can

"Why, mothe 
you; 1 do now, a _ 
you have not told 
shall have to be."

The mother replied: "How old must 
you be before you can trust yourself 
wholly to me?"

"I always did," she 
me what 1 wa

put her arms about her mother'!
The mother asked again: "H 

will you have to be before 
what I want you to do?”

Then the child whispered, half 
guessing what her mother meant: "I 
van now, without growing older.”

Her mother said: "Y 
Christian now, darling,
Ing to be older. Don't y 
gin now?”

The child whispered "Yes." Then 
they both knelt down, and In her 

her little one

answered; "but 
know," and she

you can do

toll nt to

The green crown on the top of pine- 
every apples should be twisted off if the fruit is 
better not to be used at once as these leaves, if 

worth living. And wihen she Is gone— left on the fruit after it is ripe, will absorb 
how rugged the way, how heavy the both flavor and juice, 

n be a burden, without her gentle ministry! 
wait- We haflr a treat deal nowadays about
0 be- the superfluous woman. Some branches Dainty colored blouses may be safely 

of women's work may bet overcrowded washed if stood in cold water with one 
-but never, never, surely, the high vo- pennyworth of powdered alum, soak for 
caUon of the smoother of the way. - [lalf an hour, then waah quickly in the 
Harper ■ Bazar. nmm! way.

without 
ou want t

prayer the mother gave 
to Christ.
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