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§ Our Boys and Girls. §
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SLEEPY TIME.

Grandaddy sat in a big arm chair
With Toddlekins on his knee,
The firelight danced on Grandaddy’s
hair
Toddlekins laughed in glee.
For Grandaddy’s knee jumped up and
down, :
And Toddlekins dear in his white night-
gown

1

‘Was the prettiest baby in all the town,

I’ve heard folks say.

Granddaddy’s knee went hippity-hop
While Toddlekins gaily rode,
The quaint old gentleman would not
stop
With such a treasured load,
So up and down with a skip and a
jump |
While Toddlekins cried, “Go bump-ity
bump!”

And Grandaddy’s foot went down with
a thump,
~ So merry they.

Grandaddy rested from frolic gay
And Toddlekins sleepy grew,
For wearied of laughter and tired of
- play
He closed his eyes so blue.
To Grandaddy’s arms the baby crept
And upon his shoulder Toddlekins
slept, :
While puss in the corner a vigil kept,
And never stirred.

Grandaddy hummed a lullaby,
‘Till down to Teddlekins own
His gray head drooped with a long-
drawn sigh,
So weary he had grown.
Sweet Grandmammy then came stealing
in,
She put a soft kiss on Grandaddy’s chin,
Another she gave to the Toddlekin,
Don’t tell one word!
—Selected.
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UNCLE BEEMAN’'S WATCH.

ELLEN D. MASTERS,

Jamie was weeding Aunt Nancy Bee-
man’s garden down in the back lot.
Aunt Nancy’s garden had never before
been so over-run with weeds. It was
the first spring Aunt Nancy had ever
made a garden withotit Uncle Beeman’s
help.

“It seems as if I can’t do anything

right, now I'm left alone,” said Aunt

Nancy to Jamie, as she sat on the back
steps, resting, It was a warm spring
morning, and Jamie was not used to
work, so he was obliged to rest very
often.

Aunt Nancy was to pay Jamie ten
cents an hour for weeding, but it
seemed as if Jamie just couldn’t work
a whole hour at a time. His hours
were made up of alternate minutes of
work and rest.

When Jamie began work, Aunt Nan-
cy looked at the clock in the sitting-
room, and when he stopped to rest, she

looked at the clock. On the kitchen

wall hung a slate and pencil, and Aunt
Nancy wrote down a record something
like this: ; : |
“Began at eight. Stopped at ten min-
utes past eight. Began at half-past
eight. Stopped at quarter till nine.”
At noon, Aunt Nancy and Jamie add-
ed up those moments of toil, and, all
together, they made just an hour and
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a half—an hour and a half of the hard-
est work Jamie had ever done.

“I'm going to work more than that
this afternoon,” said Jamie. “I’m going
to weed out those onion rows.”

But before Jamie set to work, little
Mary Trump came over for Aunt Nan-
cy. She said her little brother was
real sick, cutting teeth, and her mother
wanted Aunt Nancy to come right off.

“Why, you can keep right on weed-
ing,” said Aunt Nancy, when she no-
ticed Jamie’s crest-fallen look. “Why,
of course you can! “I’ll tell you what
I'll do,” said Aunt Nancy, going into
the house and coming out with a big

_silver watch in her hand, “I’ll hang this

watch on the garden fence, and you can
keep time for yourself. Just mark down
on the slate when you begin and when
you stop.”

Jamie looked almost reverently at the
big watch. It was the one Uncle Bee-
man always carried.

“I’d rather you wouldn’t touch it,”
said Aunt Nancy, as she hooked the
chain tenderly over a nail in the gar-
den fence. “I'll leave it open so you

can see the time without touching the

watch.”

“No’'m, T won’t,” said Jamie. Then
he wrote “Half-past one” on the slate
and began on the onion rows,

“Hello, Jamie!” called a familiar

~ voice from the other side of the fence.

“Hello, Rollin!” said Jamie, pausing
to wipe the perspiration from his face.

“Seems to me like old Mr. Weed’s
about to take this garden,” said Rollin.
“What you get for weddin’? Workin’
by the day? Whose watch is this?”

“Don’t you touch it!” said Jamie, ris-
ing from his knees. “I told Aunt Nan-
cy I wouldn’t. Tt was Uncle Beeman’s.”

“Oh!” said Rollin.

“Does Aunt Nancy 1let you mark

~ time for yourself?” asked Rollin, eye-

ing the slate. :

“She is letting me do it this afternoon,
because she had to go away from home,”
said Jamie,

“Then you.can stop whenever you
please,” said Rollin. “Let’s play mar-
bles awhile. T’ve got mine in my pocket.

Jamie looked at the big silver watch,
and wrote on the slate, “Stopped at
quarter till two.”

Jamie loved to play marbles. He hated
to weed onions, It was ceol and pleas-

ant in the shade of the apple-tree. It.

was warm in -the garden. Although
Jamie looked dutifully toward the onion
rows at the end of each game, still he
played on while the big silver watch
ticked away the afternoon.

Jamie was surprised to find it rather
late when he left the shade of the apple-
tree.

“I’ll pitch in and help you,” said Roll-
in, feeling somewhat to blame for the
delay. “We’ll soon make up for lost
time.” ’

The boys worked with a will, and
there was soon quite a change in the
appearance of Aunt Nancy’s onion rows.

“This is more than you would've got
done anyhow,” said Rollin, looking
proudly over their work. “You wouldn’t
have worked as hard if you hadn’t stop-
ped to play. You needn’t say anything
about me helping you. Just mark the
time on the slate about like it would’ve
been if you hadn’t played.” :

Jamie was pleased with the idea. He

had just been wondering how he should
tell Aunt Nancy about it
“If T hadn’t come along,” said Roll-

in, “you would’ve commenced work
about two.”

“Yes,” said Jamie. “Then I would’ve
worked til] about a quarter past two.”
“Then you would've started again at
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half-past two,” said Rollin. “You
might as well just make it out that way.”

Jamie hesitated.

“I'll write it for you,” said Rollin,

“Well,” answered Jamie.

And Rollin took up the slate and
made out a neat record of an afternoon’s
work, while Jamie looked on over his
shoulder,

“That looks business-like,” said Rollin.
“And you wouldn't've got any more
done if you had worked all the afternoon
by " yourself.”

“No,” said Jamie; but when Rollin
had gone, somehow Jamie didn’t feel
comfortable. He looked thoughtfully at
the slate and then at the big, honest
watch, If it hadn’t been Uncle Bee-
man’s watch—why, it wouldn’t have
mattered. It seemed almost like mak-
ing good old Uncle Beeman’s watch tell
something that was not exactly true.

“I know Aunt Nancy wouldn’t trust
Uncle Uncle Beeman’s watch with any
boy,” thought Jamie, proudly. -“And I
didn’t touch it.”

“I dudn’t touch it!” said Jamie, as
soon as he saw Aunt Nancy coming up
the walk.

“I knew I could trust you, Jamie,”
said Aunt Nancy, looking down ‘the
clean onion rows. “I see you have not
been idle. How many hours did you
work ?” ' o

Jamie’s little moist fingers twitched
nervously; then he rubbed them across
the record Rollin had made on the
slate.

“Why, why, I don’t zactly know,”
stammered Jamie. “I began at half-
past one, and then Rollin Strong came
by, and we played marbles a good while,
and then he helped me weed. We didn’t
work long, but we worked awful hard.”
Jamie drew a long breath of relief.

“I think you have earned twenty-five
cents, anyway,” smiled Aunt Nancy,
“The garden looks almost as nice as it
used to. I suspect I will want you to
help me a good deal now, Jamie,” went
on Aunt Nancy. “It’s a great comfort
to have a -helper that you can trust.
Can’t you come back next Saturday and
do some turns for me?” |

“Yes'm,” said Jamie. “I forgot about
your trusting me when I stopped to
play, and—and, but I won’t forget next
Saturday.”—Christian Standard.
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WHY HE CHOSE SANDY.

“There. will be room for one more
boy,” said the children’s uncle, “as Phil
is not well enough to go. Phil, you
may choose a boy to take your place.”

Uncle Travers had promised the
Moore children a moonlight ride, and
now Phil was laid up with tonsilitis and
couldn’t go. :

“I choose Sandy Magill,” said Phil.

“Sandy!” cried the others in surprise.
“Why do you choose Sandy? We never
play with Sandy.”

Phil wouldn’t say at first why he
wanted Sandy to have his ride; he
seemed to be shy of telling his little
story, but after some coaxing he did tell
it. T

“I know Sandy is a quiet sort of
chap,” he said, “and the fellows have
always said he hadn’t any spirit; but
when the school got into trouble the

other day about breaking Mr. Mason’s

window, Sandy was the only boy that
didn’t run; he didn’t throw the ball, but
he was in the game and he paid for it
out of his own money that he earns
carrying milk. He said it wasn’t fair to
Mr. Mason, but he didn’t seem to care
that it wasn’t fair to himself. I liked
him for that.”

“I like him for it, too,” said Uncle
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Make Weak Hearts Strong.
Make Shaky Nerves Firm.

They are a Sure Cure for

Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Loss

of Energy, Brain Fag, f}ftqr Ef-
fects of La Grippe, Palpitation of
the Heart, Anzmia, General De-
bility and all troubles arising from
a run down system. .

They regulate the heart’s action
and invigorate the nerves.

- This is what they have done for
others! They will do the same
for you. '
: GREAT RELIEYF.

I have taken Milburn's Heart and
Nerve Pills for palpitation of the heart
and shattered nerves, and for both troubles
have found greatrelief.—Mrs. ' W. Ackert,
Ingersoll, Ont.

FEELS SPLENDID NOW.

Before taking Milburn’s Heart and
Nerve Pills I was all run down, could not

ab night and was terribly troubled
with my heart. Since taking them I feel
splendid. I sleep well ab night and my
‘héard does not trouble me at all. - They
have done me a world of good.—Jas. D, .
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Travers; “it’s a good sign to see a man
or boy looking out for other: people’s
rights; he may not have the sort of
spirit that passes for pluck in this world
but it is the spirit of the Christian, who
‘seeketh not his ownj;’ and there is
something God put into all our hearts
that makes us admire that spirit. You
see, as soon as Philip saw it in Sandy,
he liked him for it, and he wants to

-do him a good turn.”

“We’ll send for Sandy to come to
take tea with poor Phil,” said Phil’s
mother; she hated to see her boy miss
his ride,

“Mother hopes that ‘seeking not his
own’ will be catching, though tonsilitis
isn’t,” said Phil, smiling to himself
from his white pillow.
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~ Every Lady Should Know

That Ferrozone removes the causes that

‘interferes with the proper discharge of all

womanly functions; it corrects irregularities
and is equally good for women who.are nerv-
ous and subject to headache, lame back,
bearing-down pains, despondency and tired-
ness. Ferrozone is a blood builder .and
purifier, and can’'t be excelled for the com-
plexion. Price 50c. per box at druggists.

You cannot . expect better manners
from your children than you give them.

The weak and delicate people envy the
strong and robust. We are told that
“The D & L” Emulsion builds up solid

~ flesh and that it does not disturb the di-

gestion. Why not ask your druggist
about it?

Men who pride themselves on their
own culture haven’t any,

A Long Record of Success in curing
all sorts of cuts, burns and bruises, as
well as all bowel complaints, is held by
Painkiller—over 60 years. Avoid sub-

" stitutes. There is but one Painkiller,

Perry Davis’. 25 and soc.
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