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and wisdom from poor
, but it is flattery in the
n; it is wot selfish; it

right di ¥
_tends to aid the flattered, and not the
. flatterer. Oymicism and disbeliel arn,
on the other hand, an invitation to

the cowardly. They are nothin
more than a condonement of wrong.’

Alter all that 'we say and do, time
goes on and we stumble along with
it. Perhaps we walk pretiy straight,
perhaps we take an occasional fall.
Perhaps we were wretched last year

over a fashion we were unable to fol- .

low—this year it is iorgotten. Per-
haps last year we lavish love
mistakenly—this vear other loves cure
the smart. r
toiled for an onject and this year
the turf covers what we worked for.
And still the sun shines; the seasons

change; the mystery of life, the great- |

er mystery of death, pass in proces-
::.; anxieties Pll \ p:?:urud glad-

penalties follow s and re-
wards drag, and we are what we
have made of ourselves and others are

we ‘expected them to be. All
we can do is at all times to keep our
ideals, to do nothing for policy’s sake
il a is involved; to turn our
backs on ptation; to be honest.
Then, whether our lot were humble
or we were called to honors, whether
fortune smiled on our work or the
heavens were brass to our cries, we
have lived and made the most of life.,

FOR MARRIED WOMEN.

Keep up a little reserve with the
husband you love so dearly. Practice
some of the arts you used when you
were not quite sute of him. Do not
let him too deeply into the mysteries
of your toilet. It is not at all neces-
sary, and he will love you all the
better for it. 1 am sure I need not
advise that you respect your woman-
hood and are modest in all the inti-
macy of home life. AV man sometimes
disgusts a woman by his license of
speech and action, but women should
be patterns of sell-respect and wo-
manly behavior. Teach the girls
the same. :

You may as well make up your
minds that men are men. They do
not see wit&ﬂw same vision you do;
the same things do not ruffie them
that drive you nearly ‘insane; they
are obtuse and do not feel things that
give you pain.  Probably the man
loves you. He may not always act
as if

ers. Take it for gran
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] . Into the whites put
reacuplal of granulated sugar and beat 4

thoroughly. Then beat in ¥he yolks Jsome mistake.””

and beat well., Stir in a scant cup-]} The bzm positive; but to

ful of\flour, folding it in and doing |sure, “Ma!"’ he called. ‘‘Ain't I just
all with as little beating as pos- |nine ye.rs old?”’
sible. Put it in a pan is not | ‘‘Yes, son.'s *

After a time he ventured: “Say,
mister, what made you think I was
more than nine years oMl?"’

“ Y'" said
couldn’t understand how you
Vt s0 dirty in nine years.''—New

ork Tribune,

WHAT SHE THOUGHT.
on is a precious little tot ol

fruud. and sprinkle over the top a
eacupful of granulated sugar and beat
from the ul alfter it was measur-
ed. Bake in a moderate oven twenty-
five minutes. Cool in the pan and
take out as needed with a fork.

CULINARY HINTS,

Coarse salt and vinegar will clean
enameled ware that has been burned
or discolored. ‘

To bake a pie crust without the
filling, line with paraffin paper filled
with uncooked rice.

Potatoes will bake more rapidly
it a pan of water is put into the oven
with them.

To break ice in small pieces for the

summef at a Long Island resort.
Country folk as well as city ones
have their share of rain these
past, few weeks, and Marion objected
to the cwtn( !&ﬂnt the storms
necessitated. e day she decided
comfort of an wnvaild use a darning |0 ignore the rain and go for a walk

sedle. on her own account. She evaded her
A nut pick kept on the kitchen table [Purse and mother and without hat or

|

. abput anything eatable.
'omy to have a supply -of paraffin pa-

is the most convenient utensil for re- |COAt started for the highway. Just
moving the paper cover from the /then her mother discovered her and
milk iom,.( | the runaway’s trip was cut short.
Never “‘m newspapers to wrap | “Mll’ion,' what do you think you’ll
It is econ- get for this caper?”’ asked her mo-
ther, in her severest tones.
l “I dess I'll get an umbrella,” was
nonchalant reply. — Breoklyn

per always on hand.
The novice should memorize this the

rule: White meats well done, dark , Eagle.

' meats underdone, except in fowls, : b g WO

which should always be thoroughly SIT AND SET.

°°l?;|‘°d' Ghaskd o Rantd . Two little words have been a source
ole “t:) t.l‘:emse:ve:pnin(l:: ‘;h:w::eﬁ; ;ol great mortification and trouble to

Pe: japs last year we'

iiulmct.ory than powdered sugar.
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e did, but down in his heart for titse'll. 5 § A \thies
i to all ot- | ment of colds and coughs and all af-
gy e e oy OY:)u will , fections of the throat has unquestion- 'does not stop and the leader catches

(when fresh) are so porus every Mmany well-meaning persons.
strong odor is absorbed. A man, or woman either, can set a

No odor from onions will pervade hen, although they cannot sit her;
the house, it is said, if a generous 'neither can they set on her, although
piece of stale bread is cooked with the hen might sit on them by the
them. hour, if they would allow it.

Use a small clam or thin-edged mus-| A man cannot set on the wash-
sel shell for scraping pots and ket- bench, but he could set a basin on
tles, and the cake turner for clianing  it, and neither the basin nor the
off the molding board. grammarians would object.

An ingenious cook has a holder fas- | He could sit on a dog’s tail, if
tened to the dress belt by a longy the dog were willing, or he might
tape while working in the kitchenWget his foot on it. But if he should
thergby saving steps and burns. set on the aforesdid tail, or sit his

A hovel pickle is made by combin- |foot there, the grammarians as well
ing sweet corn and cabbage, each as the dog would howl—metaphorie-
cooked separately then scalded in  ally-at least.
sweet spiced vinegar and canned for| And yet the man might set the tail
winter use. aside and sit down, and be assailed

For the meringue on pies use one neither by the dog nor by the gram-
tablespoonful of granulated sugar to |marians.~Golden Days.
the white of one egg. It is moresat- | °

A LAUGHING GAME.

This 13 one of the jolhest im-
‘promutu games that we know of. We
mean by impromptu that it requires
no preparation whatever, but may

been opened, keep/the lid raised, or
better (still, cut # off so the contents
will exposed to the air.

If the ecups in which custard is
cooked are well buttered before the
mixture is "turned it, it will be
found much easier to wash the cups.

Perch or other small fish are much
better if fried quickly in deep, hot
fat. Larger fish can be fried slowly
in a skillet in hot salt pork fat.

When- sweet corn is served on the
cob, leave a few of the inner husks
on the ear when boiling as 1t will be
much sweeter and keep warm longer.

Stand the jar to be filled with hot
fruit on a steel knife blade or a
cloth wet with very hot water and
there will be no danger of a broken

Mt:f a can of /condensed milk has

it is_ brimful of fun from start
finish.

part in it. They first select a leader,
who should be a bright, alert, quick-
witted boy who is' capable of pre-
serving his seli-possessipn while fun
and laughter are going on all around
him.

The players seat themselves in a
circle and the leader takes his place
in the centre. He holds in his hand
a white handkerchief, which he has

jar. \ knotted so as to make it partly solid.
When everything is ready the leader

Bickle's Anti-Consumptive Syrup  tosses the handkerchief up in the air
needs no recommendation. To all iand then every player' must begin

laughing. But they must all stop
laughing by the time the haundker-
chief reaches the floor, and if any one

who are familiar with it, it speaks
Years of use in the treat-

have to, for it is an exceptional man | ably established its place among the him either laughing or smiling he im-

who takes the trouble to mention the | very best medicines for such
He put forth a  eases.

matter 1o his wile.
good . deal of effort when he was
trying to , convince you that two

could live on less than one could and |

save money besides; he did not find
it too much trouble to clean up and
devote himself to you evening alter
evening; he could remember your
birthday and was clever at inventing
holidays; he could turn a neat com-
pliment, and feel anxious when you
were ill or in any sort of trouble.
But those days are past, and may as
well be relegated to the storehouse
of your memory. It will do no good
to speak of the contrast. Lay away

the memory forgcomfort when things

go a lttle worse than usual, The
time always comes when a Wwoman
has to turn to memory for comfort.
You have the man you love. Take that
to your heart and do not expect a
great deal from him. Give love
and loyalty and truth and devotion.
You probably get all of it that the
man & capable of showing, perhnrs
" more than you give. Men are so dif-
rerent.

Home.

IN THE KITCHEN.

I have @& new recelpt for mayon-

which will be of use to

to make & In{ﬁ quantity of
with  lit

work. Stir
a lespoonful each of flour

‘

|

| 1 ”\"fll duh" v. I k
‘benefit, '

dis- | poses a forfeit or a fine.
If you give it a trial you will i Or instead of making the detected
not regret it. You will find it 25 laugher pay a forfeit he may be re-
cents well invested. gnired to ‘drop out of the circle. If
—— played in this “wav the plavers drop
A CAUSE FOR TEARS. 'out one after another until only one
: is left, and that one wins the prize.
A fifty-thousand-dollar schoolhouse,
says the Woman's Home Companion,
had been burned to the ground. The
taxpayers groaned, for the building
was not fully insured. A small boy
looking on the ruing wept bitterly.
““Why, my little man,'" exclaimed a
sympathetic bystander, ‘‘You
have been very fond of your school
“ "Pisn’t that,”” howled the boy;
“but I left a nickel in my desk, and
I'll never be able to find it in that
mess!”’

HOW HAROLD FOUND A HOME.

It was a ‘‘red-letter”” day in Har-
old’s life when he was told that he
was to have an outing—two weeks
in the country. Whether he was Har-
old Brown or Harold Jones or Harold
Smith or Harold something ese I do
not know, He was known in the
slums simply as Harold. He had
been an orphan as long baek as he
could remember. His home—if the
wretched back room in which he liv-
ed could be thus designated—was in
the most dismal part of the slums.
He shared it with an old tag collec-
wy |tor, who had no ‘love for him, but

was glad to give him bed and board
for his assistance. Harold’s bed was

must

REALISTIC.

“How did you break your slate,
Jack?"' asked his mother.

“1 don't know,” said Jack.
drew a picture on it of a throw-
ing a stone at a

) aad BUESS | . bundle of r
. ags (as was his em-
:}‘m mtnhlo ‘(“ slate instead ployer's), and his board—for the
ey greater part—scraps. = “‘Old Jake,”
the rag collector, made life lively

for Harold in one respect, cursing
at him and calling him vile names
and even at times using a lash.
Could vou have seen the boy’s ema-
ciated and bruised body, you would
have wept. Could you have known
of the sorrow and longing in his
heart it would have made yours ache.
But at last there came a break in the
dark clouds Harold's head. He

S L ee— . |had been asked to go to the coun-
Mo waa 80 Radimar e Couia me 17, The Sl 1as Suledor . owld - srm. around. it WS W
‘hmmmww not consent to 's . but neck, u‘ then "‘.. S"in'l, he cried
) "DayinaChalr |as he had no claim on the child, the out, “Grandma! Grandpa!”
b a8 AR o he taen from im. - For | After ‘that llle ‘grew still moce |
Sondridge, Ont., Oct. 24—(Special ) A o 1 his_ emembrace be. peautiful in that humble home, The
e Wil Do, of T lace it 1 s noo i et i el Ay, Ther
simost. mira . cure. ema. @ ‘  children grass or sweet Novers, Im't the joy

almost miraculous of Rheuma-

tism by using Dodd’s Kidney Pills. [trolly
“For four years I su excruci- :

ating torture,’’ says Mr. Doeg, *‘I

was scml{ an hour firee from |

pain.. I could not lie down to take

rest, but had to sit night and day

in a chair. _ s :

. "1 was treated for Rheumatism by

_any |

rheu-

the oéranger, “I'
y could

four years who has been spending the,

] !

y . ;.'.a-: e tu have o° around for
» Week or two see how 1t
fould seem, and I'd like to give that

E* dtime. I'd like some mho
. €88 (i “m
know m". ’p‘ time

g face lighted up lor a moment
hen the light fades.
it won't do,”” he added, “ it

do.”
““What won't do?”’ the old Jady
“It won't do to take a boy. It
would mean too much extra work for
y king and so on.”
“1'd like the extra work,” was the
v “I'd like to cook for @
boy."”
face

glowed at the thought.
His caught the glow.

“Would you?” he said. ““Then let
the boy come.”

And the boy came—it was Harold.
Samuel Swift sent the nisssage

the agency of Tom Hunt.

. for a boy who has never
lmtnme," was the message..

, ps there had never been a more
urw boy than Harold was when
the Swilts welcomed him. He had not

fl for a welcome, but when the
old took his hands in a gentle

but close clasp and the old woman
kissed his cheek and smiled upon him,

:

&m world dawned. A lumg came
$0 his throat and choked him so
he could not find his voice, but

the lump disappeared joy was

born. The Swifts were not rich,
but they were in ‘‘comfortable cir-
cumstances’’ to use an old-fashioned
ase. They owned the small cot-

in which they had lived all their
lives and the few acres of good land
around it, They always had the
best of food. Best of all, they were
truly good, and it was characteristic
of them hoth to be ever ready and
willing to lend a hand to any” one
in_trouble. The moment they looked
into the face of their small guest
knew that life had been hard

to . Had a t come to them
from the upper walks of life he would
not~—in fact, he could not—have re-
ceived better treatment nor a warm-
er welcome than Harold did. The

'boy’s heart went out to them in the

be played by a roomful of boys and | gwake him.
girls the moment it is suggested. And |heard a bird sing

to {dow and he felt the sweet breadth

first love he had ever felt.
saw it in his eyes and heard it in his
voice, and they felt happier than they
had felt for years. A small pleas-
ant room next to theirs was Har-
old’s. When the boy was stretched
out in the soft bed it seemed that
the old world had passed away. The
simple sweet old home was—to him
~the most beautiful place in all the
beautiful new world into which he
had come. It would not have seem-
ed 8o beautiful had it not comeyafter
a % in the slums. The boy's heart
was \full of joy and gratitude. After
the restiul sleep in the peaceful room
came the call to breakfast. On the
bed of rags there had been a kick to
Now m dressed he
ide the win-

of new mown hay as the soft wind

Any number of players may take touched his pale cheeks.

And, oh! that morning greeting
in the cozy kitchen when the break-
fast table was laid. He would ne-
ver forget it—never. Then there was
the breakfast—bacon and newly laid
eggs, toast and coffee with real
cream. In all his poor little dreary
life Harold had never—until the night
before—sat down to a table to eat.

The two weeks seemed to have
wings; it was morning—blessed
morning, and then it was mnight.
How to describe the time between
night and morning 1 do not know ex-
cept to say that it was all joy—pure
joy. If the boy had been the fts’
own grandson, he could not have
pleased them better. After the first
morning he was never called, He
awakened when he heard the old folks
stirring. By the time Mr. Swilt
was dressed, he was with him, feed-
ing the chickens and pigs and hunt-
ing for fresh eggs in the barn. Be-
fore the first w ended the old folks
felt as if years had rolled off of their
shoulders. The young lad whom
they were helping was helping them.
He was growing stronger every day
and more necessary to them., His
great love for his new friends made
him long to help them in any way
that he could. Old Mrs. Swilt said
he was the “handiest boy’’ she had
ever known. At the breakfast table
one morning old Mr. Swift remarked:

“It doesn’'t seem as if it were two
weeks since you came here, Harold,
but it is."”

The young face, that had become so
dear to the old folks, clouded.

“Oh!” the boy cried out. ‘‘Oh! It’s
the day to go—isn't it?"’ and the
:right world suddenly seemed to dar-
en.

“To go where?” questioned Mr.
Swift.
“Back—to—the—slums."’

“It is time for us to tell you that
we love you and want you to stay
with us all the tithe,”’ Said the dear
old man.

“And,” put in the dear old lddy,
“if you could call us grandpa and
grandma we'd like it."”

Harold eould not speak, but in his
loving brown eyes there was an ex-

‘pression that made them strangely

beautiful. His lips quivered and his

eyes filled with tears. Presently he

was there to stay. [n November
“orandva’ had a severe rhevmatic at-
tack, but he did not seem to mind it
much,

“For.” said he, smiling, “I have a
pair of hands that I call hlessed
hands—they do so much for us old
folks."! :

It & “picture beautiful” to see

doing the chores during these
cold days. he fed the chickens and
z:::,‘ m‘zm for the cow,
ftening for Thanksiving, an

- Hone A e e g

that grandma
SRS
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. John O’Connor,

This Salve Cures RHEUMATISM, PILES, FELONS
or BLOOD POISUNING. Itisa Sure Remedy
for any of these Ciseases.

A FEW TESTIMONIALS

What 8. PRIOE, Esq., the well-known Dairyman, says :
¥

John O’Conner, Toronto:

DEAR SIR,~I wish to testify to the merits Benedictine Salve
arolorrhu'-ptl-. I bad peen .m:nﬁl-shh- -
gmouddtch'h.uduktimsanhnhhnm complete-

475 Gerrard Street East, Toron
Jobn O'Connor, Esq., Nealon House, Toronto,
DEAR SIR,~I have great pleasure in
Salve as a sure cure for lnlhf When
hmrdoetor.agi:mu t would

be a time before 1 would
around , usband bought a box u':'mm.:
applied it to directions. In three hours I relief, and \m»
four days was able to do my work. I would be to recommend 19
to any one suffering from lumbago. I am, yours truly,
(MRS.) JAS. COSGROVE

256} King Street East, Toronto, December 16th, 1905,
Jobn O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR,~After several doctors and spending days
s, e i, it oy St el it o 0 302
X y ve
i e i v et Wi 1 ' sh bt § e i Al
to stand for a few seconds mmmmm‘Mhﬁm
un.llw.:t‘::thmm!:hu}l‘m.m-lunmom -
' w /
send him to me Y will prov:%t to hlnnm AR S v
Yours for ever thankful '

198 street %
Jobn O'Connor, Esq., Tmio: East, Toronto, Nov. 21, 1802.

12 Br
Esq., Toronto: ight m’, Toronto, Jan. 15, 1903,

7 Lauriér Avenue, Toronto, Decem '
Esq., Toronto, ot ber 16, 1901

DEAR SIR,—After suffering years
Piles, 1 was asked to n-u'ﬁu:‘.'"h Yo 2ol fute ot

| try Salve.  From the first applica
I got instant relief, and before using one box was m.“‘:
can strongly recommend Salve to any one
piles Yeurs sincerely, JOS.

24] Sackville street, Toroato, Aug. 15, 1903 i

John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto:

DEAR SIR,~I write unsolicited 10 say that your '
cundmolhwm‘bmol“u’l ’Puu. lhnu.aﬂ.t:
er for thirty years, during which time I every remedy X

Sedngymunnhenuthcnn'o,l t 1 would try your
Salve, and am proud to say it has made beartily
recommend. it to every Z.m b s ., -

JAMES SHAW.
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B8LOOD POISONING
Corner George and K Streets, Toronto .
John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto: ing ’ » Sept. 8, 1904

Dear Sir,~I wish to say to you that I can tes to =
your Benedictine Salve for tify to the merits ‘‘of

|

foot amputated. I left the hospital !
and with two boxes my foot healed

boot and walk freely with same
also treated in the States prior tog
out relief.

g

fohn O’Connor, Esq., City:
DEAR SIR,~It gives me the test of to be able to testity
wmunmmd-mr'mmm.mnmm my
was so badly swollen that | was unable to work, and
intense as to be almost unbearah'e. Three days after using

directed, T am able to go to work, and I cannot thank
Respectiully yours, E.'A

ESE

3
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~John O'Connor, Esq.:

DEAR SIR,—Early last J«k 1 acvidently ran a rusty nail
The wound was very painful and the next g there
of Blood poisoning, and my arm was swollen to shoulder. 1
al edictine Salve, and the next day 1 was all right and abdle to
go to wark. J. SHERIDAN

. 84 Queen street Fast.
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