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THE MOTHER'S STRIKE.

BY ELIZABETH H. THOMAS,

Such a dream I had! So dreadful
~ That I never heard the like;
For I dreamt that on a sudden
The mammas agreed to strike.

- “We are tired,” I heard them murmur,

"~ “Tired of working night and day,

And not always hearing ‘ Thank you!’
Such long hours and such poor yay.”

’

So they would not mend the jackets
Nor the holes in stockings small;

‘No one ran to kiss the bruises
When poor Tommy caught a fall.

No one bound up wounded fingers,.
No one glued the brokep toys;
No one answered all the questions

Of the eager little boys.

No one tied the little bonnets,
No one brushed the little curls;

No one basted dolly’s dresses ;
For the busy little girls.

No one heard their little troubles,

" No one held them on her lap;

No one sewed on truant buttons,
No one hunted Johnny’s cap.

And there were no bedtime stories,
And no loving hands to tuck

Blankets soft round little sleepers,
For their mothers had all struck.

O, so lonesome and so dreadful

And so queer it all did seem!
Aren’t you glad, dear little children,-

It was nothing but a dream?
—Youth’s Companion.,
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- 'BOY'S BACKWARD LESSON.
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BY EMMA F. BUSH.

Q'The family were at breakfast table
t,when Roy Edwards came downstairs.
He slid into his place between Dick and
llttle Dorr:s with a scowl on his face.

ixhe managed, by a qurck turn of his

- body, to kick Dick and hurt Dorris with

$his clbow at the same time.

“Roy, said the father quietly, “Is
thﬂt the way we have taught you to say

- *Good morning?’ Let me see how well

'you can behave.”

Roy whimpered. “I am behaving,”

he whined.
“Not very well, my boy,” said his
; father. “Now sit up to the table and

eat your breakfast.”

 “I want coffee,” said Roy.
7, 38 “No,” said mama. “It isn’t good for
Z"v'.(.: R xOu.” ’

Roy scowled still harder.
want any old breakfast food.
- toast, and egg, and coffee,”
tered.: | |
. “No,” replied his father. “ No coffee
anyway; and you must eat your saucer
‘of breakfast food before you have egg
or ‘toast.”

Roy’s c¢lbow gane an angry jerk, and
- knocked the- spoon out of Dorris’ hand

“I don't
I want
he mut-

'~ morning.

' -could be.

As hé drew the chair up to the table,

fo thb floor. Another quick jerk, and--

THE RELIGIOUS

mama rushed to rescue the dress, and
sister Ruth picked up the broken china
and wiped up the floor.

“Roy, you had better leave the table, .
I think,” said Mr. Edwards.

“] wasn't doing anything at all,”
cried Roy, shoving his chair back against
the wall as hard as he could, and stamp-
ing over the floor toward the sitting-
room.

Mama sighed. “ Another day when
he got out of bed backward,” she said
“Tt is worse and worse all the time.”

There was a crash from the next
room, and Ruth and Dick rushed to see
what was the trouble.

“Roy has broken Dorrls best doll,”
cried Dick.

. “I didn’t,” screamed Roy. “1 only
sat her up on the mantel-shelf and she
fell off and broke herself.”

“That will do,” said his father. “You
have done mischief enough . for one
Go upstairs to your- room,
Roy, and stay. there until lunch time.”

Roy walked sylkily up the stairs and
slammed the door of his room.

They were 21l just as mean as they
A boy never could have any
fun. Sbmebody always stopped it. Dor~
ris was a cry-baby, papa always unjust,”
and mama—here Roy stopped, for the
sorrowful look he had seen in mama’s
eyes made him feel ashamed. Well, he
couldn’t help it. Dick was always teas-
ing him and making him feel ugly. It
wasn't his fault things went wrong.

All at once he stopped grumbling, for
right in front of him stood the queer-
est creature,

“ A fairy,” whispered Roy.
think there were any, really
a queer fairy.”

The queer little mlte balanced himself
in front of Roy, and, “as he danced be-
fore him, grew larger and larger, until
he was as large-as Roy himself.

Although he was facing Roy, his toes
turned in the opposite direction, while
part of his body turned to one side.
He was dressed in a long, loose robe,
something like the boys in his picture-
book, who lived far away, and seemed
to be all twisted, too. Even as Roy
looked, he seemed to turn around and
twist the other way, but as he looked
again, he, was facing him as before.

“Do you do how,” remarked the
stranger politely. |
Roy started.
asked. '
“Backward bed of out got who boy
the,” answered the stranger. As Roy
still seemed puzzled, he took him by the
arm, turned him around once and a half,
then gave him a shake, leaving Roy
facing away from him, but still seeing
him in the glass, at the ‘same time re-

peating his remark.

“Oh,” cried Roy. “I know what you
say now., The boy who got out of bed
backward.”

“Yes,” said the visitor sadly, and Roy
could see ih the glass the tears running
up his cheeks to his eyes, “the first
one.”

“Is there more than one?”
Roy.

“H eaps,"
and heaps. More and more coming zll
the time. Look at me!
and more twisted every day.”

“ Have you been that way long?” ask-
ed Roy.

“1 didn’t.
But what

“Who are you?” he

asked

L4

~ “About four thousand years,” answer-
ed the boy.
“Four thousand - years,” repeated

Roy. “ Why, you don’t look any older
than T am.’
“That’s
stranger.
“ Part of whatP ” asked Roy.

part of 1t answered

answered the visitor, “heaps

1 get more'

the

INTEL.IGENCER.

“My punishment,” his visitor re-
plied.

“You see it's the way,” he said, see-
ing Roy look at him pityingly, ot
thought it fun at first, and I kept on
getting out backward every day. When
~you once begin it’s much easier than the
other ‘way.

“I lived in a tent in the Great Desert,
and people came from all around to see
me. From all over the Desert they
came on camels and horses. You see
no one had ever behaved so before.
Every one wondered what ailed me.
At last, one day, I struck a horse which
wasn’t really a horse at all, but was a
Desert fairy. She laid this spell on
me, and I began to grow backward and
twisted, as you see me now. , Not until
there is 'a day when no child in the
whole world follows the example I set
for them can I be free.”

“ And that has never happened,” said
Roy slowly.

" “No, and never w1ll I am afraid,”
said the boy.

“But,” he added, “I have a chance
of release. If for thirteen times thir-

+ teen days one boy gets out of bed back-
ward, I can be free, and he takes my

* place. 1 have been watching you with
a great deal of interest lately, for you
have only a few more days. See, you
are growing quite crooked already.”

He waved his hand toward the glass,
and Roy-saw his head slowly turn to-
ward his back, his feet turn-around, and’
felt his whole body twisting out of
shape

Frightened, he opened his 'mouth to
scream, but no sound came. He grasp-
ed at the boy who stood beside him,
but felt him slip. from his grasp. At the
same minute he felt himself whirled
around for a second, then gently placed
on the floor.

He looked for the boy, but he was
gone, just the faintest:little echo of a
voice repeated, “ Remember, it’s thir-
teen times thirteen.”

When the lunch bell rang a few mifi-
utes later, Roy took his place quietly,
and all through the meal sat very quiet
and thoughtful. : .

“What makes my boy so quiet?” ask-
ed mama. ' '

“1 saw the . Backward Boy,” " Roy
answered, and I will never get:out of
bed backward again.” Lotk

“1 guess it was a dream,” laughed
mama. “I looked in your room twice
this morning, and you were fast asleep.

After lunch you shall tell us all about

it, and if the Backward Boy only gives
me back my sunny Roy once more,

shall not be sorry you met him in the
“Land of Dreams.”—S. S. Times.
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INDIA’S HONORED ELEPHANTS.

In India, - Burmah and other eastern
countries certain elephants are held in
high honor, and -on state occasions no
nabobs or other high dignitaries are
decked out more gaily than these pon-

" derous quadrupeds. Every petty ruler
in the east has a few of these elephants,

and he considers them as indispensable
as any of his court officials or cabinet
officers. «

In every process:on they play a not-.

“able part, and they are.as familiar a
sight to the crowds: of admiring natives
as the famous horses which draw the
royal carriage on state occasions are.to
the people of London. .They are adorn-
ed with rich and beautiful trappings as
they parade through the streets, and the
utmost care is taken that no accrdent
shall befall them.
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Pain in the
Stomach,
Diarrhma,

Colie,
Cholera
Morbus,

and all kinds of Summer Com-
plaint "are quickly cured Dby

- taking

l)r Powlcr S
Wild Strawbcrry

It has been used by thousands for -
ne;rly sixty years—and we have yet ‘
to hear a complaint about its action.
A few doses have often cured when .
all other remedies have failed. - Its

- action is Pleasant, Rapid, Reliable

and Effectual.

Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry is the original Bowol
Complaint Cure.,

Refuse Substitutes- They’re Dangerous.

Fahle tells. of a bee that founﬁ;g,n;}g;"t»_“~ .

of honey ready made, and thought it

would be fine to save all the trouble of

flying about the meadows and gather—

ing its sweet stores, little by little, out

of the cups of flowers, and it began to

sip out of the pot. Then it went on

and revelled in the sweets, but when it

began to get tired and cloyed, it found,. —
poor bee! that its wings were all clog- ;
ged and would not open, nor could it

drag its body out of the mass Satt.
died, buried in pleasure 5
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Is Your Breath Badc

Bad breath is one of the early symptoms
of catarrh, which should be checked at once
and not allowed to run into consumption.
The surest cure is fragrant healing Catarrh-
ozone, which cures ca rrh by removing its
cause. No case is chronic—even the
most stubporn yield in a short time to the
balsamic vapor of Catarrhozone. It makes
cures that lasts, for once cured by Catarrh-
ozone, you stay oured. Catarrhozone is
pleasan convenient and safe to use, relieves
almost instantly, and is guaranteed to' cure
every tyge catarrh, bronchitis and
asthma. se only Catarrhozone. Complete
outfit $1. 00 sample size 25c¢
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Why will you allow a cough to'lacer-
ate your throat or lungs and run the
risk of filling a consumptive's grave -
when, by the timely use of Bickle’s Anti-
Consumptive Syrup the pain can be -
allayed and the danger avoided. Thns, e ¥
Syrup is pleasant to the taste, and un- :
surpassed for relieving, heahng Gy
curing all- affections of the throat a
lungs, coughs, colds bronch:tts etc ks
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Some can go, most can give, all can _ °
pray. :

Heredity. - Whether consumption js &
mherlted or not, the: only safe wa
to check the first signs of declme-
Physicians everywhere
Emnls:on_'_ :

loss of weight,
recommend “The D & L"
for this purpose.
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