i ‘ﬂh the fruitage of the soul.

- piqued by it.

hich we call serenity is the last les-
(mon of culture; it is the flowering of

It is as precious as wisdom, more
ko be desired than gold. How con-
hlnpﬂble mere momey-woalth looks in
companison with a sereme life,—a life
which dwells in #he ocean of truth,
beneath the waves, beyond the reach
of tempests, in the eternal calm

How many people we know  who
§0lr their lives, who ruin all that is
sweet an wutiful by explosive
empers, “who destroy their poise of
character by bad blood' In fact,. iL
is & guestion whethery the great ma-
fority of people do not ruin their
lives and mar their happiness by lack
of self-control. How few people we
meet in life who are well-balanced,
who have the qxquisite poise which
is charaoteristic of the finished cha~
racter !

* e P

THE MAID'S REFERENCE.

No matter how excellent is  the
written reference shown by the ser-
want it should be verified by the
prospective employer. 1In many cases
khe mistress of a departing maid will
write for her an uncandid reference
for the sake of saving herself an un-
pleasant scene or from a mistaken
kindliness. She does mot' wish  to
endanger the maid’'s chances of se-
curing further employment, and she
prefers to stretch the truth to being
honest in the o dation she
bestows. A lamemtable « want of
honor prevails among housekeepers
in this regard,. Too much stress can
hardly be laid uport this necessity for
honesty in the references given. It
is the protection of the maid as well
as of the mistress.—Harper's Bazar.
* * *

RILEY'S MANNER WITH
i REN.

James Whitcomb Riley, whose love
for children is so great and who is
almost invariably successful in mak-
ing himself popular with them, has
one unfailing method of winning their
confidence, According to Riley, any-
ona who employs it cardnot fail, un-
less he is a most unnaturally dis-
agreeable person indeed, of winning
the shy interest of a child.

“Oftem,’”” he says, ‘‘I have , been
sitting in & room which a child would
enter while I was in_conversation
with some of its elders. My impulse
would be to leave the elders incon-
tinently and to turn to the child, but
that never accomplishes anythirdg.
Indeed, T would go on talking and
pay no attention in the world to the
little intruder. There is enough hu-
man nature in a child to make him
pmeonsciously resent this, perhaps be
Gradually the _child
bhas come nearer, watching and lis-
tening, ‘and wondering what manner
of person this may be who pays it no
deference. And at last I have known
children to venture quite to my knee.
fThen I have put out a hamd in a
nu\wl and absent-minded manner,

absent I have pat=
tad the hand, and at last, still tails
ing with an assumption of absorbed
interest  to the grown people, I
have even lifved the child to my knee
and known it to sit there in content
and comfidence without my ever hawv-
ing addressed it.

“And one cam do this, Instead,
people usually frighten a child away
by demonstrativeness and -unreserve. |

CHILD-

Sy
Y

Achﬂdisliken.grvwnperson.only;

more s0. It wants the privilege of
making  some of the advances . of
friendship itself. = And tie cm
s so well  worth winnﬁv‘, i von(!nr

 that everyone doesn’t méﬁe e

study.”’—Tribune;

]hq ln always sweet, serene, and

M oxqui:iu praise of character

nedl;mlwlﬂmﬂmtmmbﬁ”

" TRI8 is the reasofr clear

cheol. The créam soups and purees
with pread and butter make a fairly
nutritious meal. There are two kinds
of soups—those with stock amd those
without. Stock is the extract from
meats; beef extract acts as a stimul-
ant, bringing the digestive juices into
play. 1In it we get only the flavor
and the coloring, but no nutrimenit.

““A dog fed on beef extract died of
starvation. It is used in sickness as
a comserver of energy, to lewp up the
vital forces. Bouillon i’s the clear
soup made of beef extract, delicately
seasoned. Brown soup is made from
stock, which is two-thirds lean beef
and one-thind fat and bome, In the
bone we find the gelatine and mineral
matter.

‘“The best cut for stock is the mid-
way cut of the shank, in which is
found the roun®# bone with the mear-
row. Brown soups are made of this
stock clarified and seasomed with
vegetables and herbs. White soups
are made from stock of fish or of
chicken. Consomme is made
two or three meats, and is clear.
Mutton soup or broth is invaluable
for invalids in comvalescence, especi-
ally in fever cases, through its sus-
taining: qualities.

“The soups, without stocks, are the
creams, bisque and puree, The last
named is seasoned with vegatables or
fish and pressed through the puree
sieve with tissues of the vegetables
left: in the soup. Bisque is made
with shell fish or vegetables with
bits of the fish or dice of the vege-
tables left in.”’—Indianapolis News.

* + ¥
TIMELY HINTS.

A point not to be forgotten is that
potato peelings, well dried, are as
useful as oramgepeel treated the same
way for lighting a fire ‘and making it
burn up quickly. Both save fire-
wood. %
To mend a hole in an umbrella stick
firmly on the inside a piece of black
court plaster. This is not 80 no-
ticeabla as a darm.

Triangular shaped sducepans are
new inventions and will no doubt be-
come very popular. They are made
to fit exactly into each other, 80
that a single burmer of a gas stove
serves to cook several pams.

To clean white feathers draw them
gently through a warm soap lather

from

several times, then pass them
through tepid amd finally through
cold water to rinse them. Then hold

them a short distance from the fire
and curl the separateparts of the faar
ther as it dries.

To keep milk sweet for several days
add a teaspoonful of fine salt to avery!
quart of milk,

To revive withered flowers which
have, been packed or carried for some
distance is not always easy. The fol-
lowing plad has been found very sa-
‘tisfactory:  Plunge the stalks into
very hot water and allow them  to
stand till the water, is cold.  Then

“Weak

‘=== Palpitation and irregular
action of the heart are due largely
to a thin, watery condition of the
blood. ‘The heart and nerves
refuse to petform their proper work
for want of support. Pale, weak,
or anmmic people should useb
“PsycHINE” and avoid heart

troubles, * Psvouing” mkudch
blood, tmmm

uud !leﬂndln soup, especially in 3

soups are werved for heavy dinners|
and purces and cream soups for lun-|

flour.  Stir a  beaping Ma
baking powder in the flour, Beat two
¢ggs and a cup of milk together with
& half cup of butter. Add a. lttle
-salf. . Mix the ingrediemts. If = the
dough isn't guite stiff enough add a
little move whoat flour. Bake in pat-
€y tins. Serve hot or cold.

Baked Oysters and Macaroni—
Break enodgh macaroni into two inch
pieces to fill a cup. Throw it into ra~
pidly boiling water containing a tea-
spoonful of salt and boil twemnty mi-
nutes, drain and rinse in cold water
to blanch. Drain and wash by pour-
ing cold water over them in a colan-
der two dozen oysters. Put a layer
of macaroni in a baxing dish, then a
layer of oysters, dust with salt and
pepper and dot with small bits of
butter; then another layer of maca-
roni and oysfers, and so on until all
are used up; pour over them a cup of
cream, cover the top with a layer of
crumbs, amd bake onc-half hour in a
moderately quick overr. Half a tea-
spoonful of salt, hali a teaspoonful iof
pepper and a tablespoonful of butter
will Le the righ't proportion for sea-
soning.

Orange Meringue Pudding.—Peel and
slice two oranges, and lay them in a
pudding dish: sprinkle with sugar;
make a custard of one-half pint - of)
milk, the yolks . of two eggs, one-
fourth cup of sugar, and ome tablo-
spoomful of corn starch; when cold,
pour it over the oranges; beat the
whites of the eggs into a Stiff froth,
add ome-third cupful of pulverized su-
gaz, pour on the custard, and put it
in an oven for a few minutes to
brown.,

and two ounces of ham into ome pint
of water; cover with water and sim-
mer three hours, during’ which time
it must not boil, as the pores of the
meat will then be upuned'amd ‘the
gravy drawn; put in three quarts of
water (hot), with a quarter ounce
each of pepper, allspice and. salt, as
well-as sweet herbs; cloves, two or
three carrots amd  turnips, together
with a little celery, and boil slowly
until the meat is dome to shreds:
strain well and serve hot.
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FUNNY SAYINGS,

“How did you get that black eye.
Willie 2"

“I got ‘dat,” replied Willis,  dis-
gustedly, ‘‘by wditin’ to count tem
when I was angry, like you told me
o’

+* 4+ @

The Editor—What have you written
ahout the death of that bright young
Jemuciog ?

The Reporter—Something neat, sir,
windin’ up with these words: ‘‘He
leaves a brilliant future behind him.}’

* b *

The class was having lessons in
natural -history .and the teacher agk-
‘ad : ‘‘“Now, is there any boy here who
®an tell me what a zebra is 2"’
‘Tommy-~‘“Yes, sir, T can.’”

Teacher— ‘Well, Tommy, what is u
zebra ?°"

a foot ball suit om.”” - oy
Lt H
The. protest mguin-t vaccination in

Tommy—"“A zobra isa donkey wlﬂx

{Ohraoibhin Cuo,
V. clusi m' in her leafy screen,
" Mo Chratifihin Cno,

web as it is otit inf'.mrm?"' :
““How mm men could: be drowmd
in water as dcep as that ?°

*‘Did you ever stand with your head | :
Wde thabdm ofumon true ;

in the water till you could’t breathe
any move 2"’ |

“If ‘& father fish couldn't find amy
worms in the water for his little fish,
would he think of guing up on shore
to dig for them ?'*

‘““Is that big man with the gold

buttons om his coat the father of all
those men whio do whatever he tellg
Lhem L fie ;
“Oh, look " wna,d!q gleeful  com-
ment as they passed a steamer tow-
ed by a little harbor tug, which
whistled sharply every now and then,
‘‘that, big boat’'s got the littla boat
by the tail, and the little boat's
squealin® 1’

Then his attention was momentari-
ly turned upon a collie of high de-
gree whose silky tail swept the deck.
When di ed simul sly by
the horrified ownar of the canine as
well as his own weary guardian he
was actively engaged in tying the tip
of the dog’s tail upon its back to the
ring in its collar. 5

“But ‘deed T wasn't ' hurtin’ it
any," ‘protested tha small boy, dole-
fully, “Bemson says dogs what trail
their tails behind ’em is sneaks, and
T was d¢rying to help unsneak him!’’
—Pilgrim,

TORTURING NEURALGIA |

Gravy Soup—Put one pound of heef{

e

Suffered for Ten Years, Cured by
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills.

Neuralgia is thq king of torturers,
A t ngling of the tender skin, & sharp
sudden stab from some angry nexrve;
then piercing paroxysms of pain—
that’s neuralgia. The cause of the
trouble is disordered nerves due  to
thin watery blood. The cure is Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, which make
new, rich red blood, and thus soothe
and strengthen the disordereu nerves
and cure neuralgia, Among) the thou-
sands who heve proven that Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills cure neuralgia = ig
Mrs. R. C. Johnson, . of Simpson’s
Corner, N.S, Mrs. Johnsom says:
“For upwards of tén years I was a
sufferer from the .awful pains of neu-
ralgia. Over-exertion or the  least
gxposure to a cold wave would set re
nearly wild with torture. I doctored
with two physicians, but they. did
not cure me. I dlﬁttied sevaral
ndvunused medicines, but found  no
benefit. The ‘:rouble continued  at
tm;enrala that mnda life  miserable, |
lm,ﬂ.l six or eight momths ago, when
a relation of mine bri ,me & box
ot Dr. Williams’ Pink Pﬂls and urged,
m¢botrym Iusedﬂx!lboxmd
then . got a hall dozen. move,  and
by the ﬂm. I M used them all um

I feel safa’

| Would you be, if you could, a child

‘And pettiness that all must bear,

1 have not since had-the slightest |

. omome way,

What if kind fate, in somo h{ry.u.n

: st‘nuidmmmoryounhm
‘Bo-day i ;

. test,
Whicb. of all gﬂh would ;m\cwnu
the hest 7 -

Would you leave the crowded

mart, ;

The glitter of gold, the crown of
fame,

To sport as a
beart,
And eyes unclouded by grief  or

shame ?
Tell me, oh world-tried women and
men,

city

child with carefree

agair ?
—Ida Goldsmith Morris.
+* P S

THE BELOVED.
They ars gome out into the night,
The young, the loved, the wise and

gay; :
Here whence our joys so soon ‘take
fligit
Ah, who woulll stay?—would choose
to stay ?-

Oh, who's in love with life to be,
Life s0 alone when friends are
gome 2
Tha last leaves on asl empty tred
Tremhling afone, trembling alone.

Oh, who would fear to take the romd—
To stay were rafther cause for fear—

That the beloved faet have trod "
But yesterday, but yester-year 7

Beyond the night, beyond the waste,
Where stars yet lift their diadem, .

Shall we not, if. we go in haste,
Come up with them, come up with

them 7

Oh, who would fear the night und
frost,

Beyond whose = mirk  their faces |
shine—

The young, ' ‘the loved, the early lost?
Oh; yours and mine; Oh, yours and

mine |
—Kitharfe Tynan Hinkson,
e
< AT NIGHT.
[—
At night

The whicl of life grows still,

The throbbing of the noisy mill,
The pulsing brain and hand that till,
At night grow still. -~

At ndg!-t
‘The stars come ou't and keep

Their watch through all the hours of|

Sow.
Oerdreumin‘ glund,nmduolmdag,
Andﬂwuwhowpap 1

AL kgt o ABSSAY. g
Wa rise above ‘the cars :

AmMemwdammur

'mm'huniudmuh’lhl-'

g ﬂmmym

‘ lumes ;
s compare. thy dark-brown
* Cant silks thy neck of snow 2
&Wmummammm

Mo Ohraoibhin Cno,

When harebells  scarcely show thy
trace,

*Mo Chraoibhin Cno,

I’ve heard the songs by Lifley’s wave
That, maidens sung—
They ' sung their land, the Saxom’s
slave,
In Saxon tongiie—
Oh 1 bring me here thet Gaelic dear
Which cursed the Saxzon foe,
When thou didst charm my raptured
ear,
Mo Chraoibhin Cno,
And none but God's good angels naar
Mo Chraoibhin Cno,

I've wandered by the rolling Tee,
And Lene’s green bowers—
I've meen the Shannon’s wide-spread
sen, ;
And Limerick’s towers—
And Liffey's tide, where halls of pride
Frown o'er the flood below;
My wild heart strays to Own-mor's
side, i

Mo Ohraoibhin Cno,
With love thee for aye to bide,
Mo Obraoibhin Cno,
—Bdward Walsh.

*A liberal translation of ‘“Mo Chra-
oibhin Cno'’ (promounced ‘“Mo Creav-
in 0") literally *“Cluster of Nuts,”
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THE SPINNER.

———

The spinner twisted her slender thread

“And the moon and sun;
Into 'my web the sunlight goes,
Anid the breath of May—
And the crimson life of the new-bort
rose
That was born to-day.”

/The spinner sat in the hush of noon,
+ And her song was low;
‘“Ah, morning, you pass away
soon,
yw are swift to go;
My heart o'erflows
cup,
{ With its hopes and fears—
Love, comg and drink the sweotness
“up,
 Ere it turns to: tears.”
The spinner Jooked at the falling sus,
“I8 it time to rest 7
My bamds are " Weary—my work is
% M. o

too

like a brimming

1 have wrought my best;
I hm' 8 Bpun and woVen with patient

| Lo't Whera the' toil of a lifetime lies

'*Inwwm-nmz"

Mugﬁ.dxm.

A kiss when ‘lwwda i1
A kiss when T go to b
A kiss when I burn m
A kisy' when I hurt m
A Jiss when my bath |
A kiss when my bath
My mother is full of k
As nurse is full of pin

A kiss when I play wit
A kiss when I pull hes
She covered me gver
The day I fell from th

A kiss when I give he

A kiss when 1 give her

‘There’'s nothing like m

For her own little baby
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NUMBER SE
“‘Mercy, it’s hot {”
stout woman, waiting f
in a city department s
“But it’s nice angd coc
ment,” smiled the cash
returned with a check
The customer looked
moist, shiny face—amd
ed, white little face it

sure, but cheerful as a

shine—and the  womam,

herself, smiled back as s

‘“You dox’t seem very

“That’s because I'm &

run more checks than an

norm'xy," the girl saigd

off to answer another c

“You'd think Number £

interest in the concernm,
glad when she's busy,”’
marked, handing  the <
change. ‘‘She’s a good
Yyou up a day like this.”’

The clerk who had sunm
cash girl handed her a dl
ing as she did so to the
ker :

“I wish T had'a drink

“T'll bring yow one ¢
back,” Number Seven ing
sponded.

The clerk nodded amd |
thanks, and when the y
had passed out of hearin
ber fellow-worker :

“‘She’s the most ‘willing
basement, [ always like
my checks,” A

The day grew hotter, the
&rew Larder to ‘please, °
gTew  more tired,  but t
8pirit of Number Seven
ged nar failed, w Of
her step did, amd her face

“What's the use 2 Gmb
make you any cooler and t
tired qut of vour fm "Ny
ven answered,

0o the way . howre 'hg
seating capacity of | ithe ca
Sumber Seven to a standing
beside the motorman. y
“Say, isn’ .




