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THE BOY WITH THE PURPOSE.
,thtle man with cheeks so brown,
Efés’ a-flashing and heart that glows,
“Blood that hot like a mill-race flows,
 Hope-you life’s highest prize to find,
Peace -of body and soul and mind?
'Work till the sup on your task goes

down !

.Little man . with the earnest eyes,
» What if your coat be patched and
Y

Holy each btltch ‘tis a mother’s pray-

‘er.

W’hat ‘if from boots brown, toes peep.
r out?"
Wake the welkin: w:th Jjoyous shout;
Woork txll the stars begem the skles'
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Lutle.man twmh aspug)ose hngh
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Do with % w‘gt’*wﬁarayondme to do;
Heroes are made from such as you;
Admirals, generals presndents,

‘;. Are but creatures of . gnt and sense—

Work‘ while - the world swmgs through

e the syt

; so pure,
'.fo)o_ for a boy to

-". \"
b s>

“No height’s
scale,
No sea’s too ‘broad for his shlp to sa1l
There.s»nathmg too great for a boy
RRGE dO-v 4 s
So he to self and his God beftrue—-

p Wack while the round world doth en-
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:BOY AND. MLEY
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Ay -~In Sthe - Jones -house there were two

,small‘ boys. Johnme Grumble-boy and
b’hn;ue Smiley-bay, ‘but ‘no ome ever"
both at. conce. At first they. hardly
r&!iﬂed;i’ thls little - boy’s  father and
'got'het‘ and’Aunt Emma, that there was

». but when one mornmx a
lgttle ehap eame down to breakfast with

, ..,g-hg frown on ‘his face, ‘and -blue eyss

0

“were 's0 ‘cross ‘that’ they looked

‘&ﬁegg l)Ia.ek and when pleasant remagks
. Jrom tlw ialmly had_no effect in making
¢the boy Jook: pleasant, .they were éblnged

‘402 make: up thetr minds that a strange
e oy

&

O.;xthq treated him with. ail

i,tha.eerepOMeeessuy with.a: stranger

and.,unetty soen he, found hnmself ‘fcel-
u“zefand queer.

0% ,,mBut ‘he ‘wouldn’t tell any one that he
£ “"hlt ‘strange. Not a bit of it.

'n(’l: that kind of a, boy When he came
down feelmg that, way,. why, everything

ki «,was wrong. The oatmeal was too salty,
Pl ""‘hl& milk didn’t taste” right, and his egg

¥ '.T*;'gns boiled too hard, And he just didn't -
¥ e wear his old cap to kindergar-

.;-i’h‘!'.g.w

~ wasn't comfortable at all,
sort of thing went on for some
untl’!: Aunt Emma made Gp her
that some remedy must be thought
The ‘mornings when Smiley John-
‘e}m down. there was the happiest

was 4 very different place from

wliat'at was on Gnlmble-boy s days,

"86 auntie thought . and - thought, and

% ,m day ihen Johnnie came down ‘and

§7.'was the Grumble-boy Johnnie who

' “climbed “up to the seat beside father, ne

.a great change in the atmosphere
ﬂlé hnuly hble. Usually when he

: hxin by . cheeriulneu that
wel'e not as far wroug asl:e

L — S -

d eome to take the place »f
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THE RELIGIOUS
thought them. But today it was differ-
ent, - - :

“This hominy - is too hot,”
small voice. ‘

“It is entirely too hot,”’ Aunt Emma
agreed, sulkily,
“Mine’s burning ‘my mouth,” mother

piped a

said sadly. :
“Mine’s simply scalding,” growled
father. a

Grumble-boy looked up surpnsd and
for five minutes there wasn’t a word
said. : .

Then came the boiled eggs and toast.
“My egg’s too hard,” growled Grum-,

ble-boy before he thought, just because
he was in the habit of saying it when
he felt cross. :
“So’s mine,” wailed auntie,
“And mine,” sobbed mother.
“Mine’s like a
growled father. . ;

Grumble-bOy could hardly keep from

smiling, it was all so like the good old.
.story of Silverlocks and the three bears,

but he’d come downstairs feelmg cross,
and it was his habit to stay cross.

And then the finish. came when some

lovely hot . griddle-cakes were brought
on. Grumble-boy wanted to. complain,
just because ‘he felt like it, so after he'd

- poured maple-syrup over his cake  he

touched it' with his. fork and grumbled:
“These -cakes are tough 2
“I can hardly cut mine, walled moth-
er in a tearful voice,
Father started to cut his Just then anld

so did ‘all the others and at the same

time father grow]ed A
“Shame to send such tough cakes to

‘the table,” and the cakes simply fell

apart on their forks and e%rybody
burst into a roar of laughter.

After that, when by chance ‘thﬁe

' ~Grumble-boy appeared at breakfast, it

was enough for. auntie to say:. :
“Hello, are your- cakes tough this
morning, boy ?” to break the clouds and

bring. back sunshme.—-Tl;e Exammr
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The Visitor and Sue Frances sat on
the pleasant, shady plazza, eatmg cook-
o ies. Between bxtes
straggly stitclies in Laﬂy Claire’s
sleeves; they thought tlgey were “making

Lady Claire a dress. Since the Visitor’s -

arrival they had played croquet -and ball,

- go- a-vnsxtmg and school, travel - and_

guess- what s-m-my-uund l‘héy were
really quxte tired out playmg Ao o

““Who’s that striped. little girl 'cross
there, wheeling a baby carriage without

“any hat .on?” mquu'ed the Visntor sud-
denly, . .

Sue Frances took mother bite. and

-y

.answered: “Oh, that’s the Little Girl

That Never Plays. She’s always wheel-

ing or sweeping or doing something;

she never plays,”

“Never plays!
worthy !”

“Well, honest, she never, -1 guess
'you'd pity her if you ‘lived on the op-
posite side of her! It makes me ache!”

"The " Visitor got up rather suddenty,

Sue * Frances Tre-

“I guess I'll take Lady Clare to walk,”

she said: “she needs a constitution.”
-But it was mnot of Lady Clan'es

health she was,_ thmkmg. she wanted to
go a little nearer to_the Girl Who Nev-

er Played and see how she looked.

Across the street the baby . carruge
came to a stop as the Visitor approach-
ed. The Gir] Who Never Played was

smiling! ‘She Jooked Just like other lit'.e

‘"’l‘# o Wy
“How’d you do?” she: nodded.

“No, thank you—I mean Imeptetty.

R I I i L

_rock, . it’s so hard,”

‘the regular Czar, you know.

. don’t you?”

they took- long, :

iﬁféhdxc’;éncsa.

well thank you,” murmured the Visitor
in séme confusion.
bit dxtferent"’ she added honestly

“Me?—diff’rent?” in wonder,

“I mean because you don’t ever play.
1 s’posed you’d look”—

“Don’t ever play—me! Why, 1 play
all the time!”

“Oh!” stammered the Visitor, “Oh, T
hope you’ll bég my pardon! I thought
Sue Frances said you swept and—and
worked.”

“Why,.I do; but I play all the (ime
I'm doing it. I always take the baby
out like this; what do.you suppose I
play then? I was playing+it when you
came ’'cross the street. You can’t ever
guess, so I'll tell you. 1 was playing
body guard.” :

The Visitor's eyes opened wide.
 “¥Yes,” laughed the other, “I'm the
body -guard, you know. The baby’s th:
Czar, and ‘he can’t go out alone for fear
of bemg bombed and—things. I have
to- stay .r:ght with him every mmute o
‘body-guard him.”

“Then, when I feed hlm I have to

taste everything first to be sure it won'’t
poison him; that’s the way they do with -
‘T take
little bites, and, .when it doesn’t poison
nie dead 1 give it to the ba—the Czar,
1 mean. It’s lots of fun to play that!”
- “But—but you have to sweep a lot,
questioned the
slowly. -

. “’Course; and then I play I'm dnv-

.,mg out the hordes.”

““The—the what?” : ;
“Hordes——of sin, you know. My, don't.

1 sweep ’em out' like everything! I
- make those old Hordes fly, I, téll you!

‘But they will creep back, so next day I
take the broom and driv“e ’em out again.
l‘.hat play’s fun, too.”

The Visitor’s eyes were gettmg very
wide open indeed. She had never
“played” sweep or body-guard the baby.
Suddenly she remembered a kind of -
work you couldw’t play,

“There’s washing the dxshes,’f_ she saxd
trxumphantly And as sure as you live
the other little girl nodded with glee.

“Oh, yes, that’s splendid play!” she
loughed “I play that three times a
day. Shipwreck, I call it.”

“Shipwreck ?” _the Visitor gaSped.

“Yes the dishes {umble into the boll :

ing, sea. waves always are soapsudsy on
‘the tips, you know. I play a great ship

- has been wrecked, and I'm the life sav-
“ing .stationer saving the folks. The nice

whxte dishes are the first-cabin passen-
_ gers, and the cracked and _nicked ones

the second-eabms*and the pans and pots
the steerages. The saucers are the boys

and the cups the girls, and the butter-

plates the little babies.
est play, that is!” - . . P
The Visitor went back to. Sue Fnﬂt
with a thoughtful face. She had qmte
forgotten Lady Claire, who daug!éd 18*
_nominiously by .one leg.
Sue Frances was:
she had tea all ready.

e

“Well,” she- ‘said

looking up from the btﬂe* mld-anti-r

white teapot, “don’t you pnty her dread--
fully ?—that poor little girl ’cross. there

that you're been a-talkmg to? 'fluak of -

never play”’—

“She plays all the tlmc,” ﬁ;e Vulto!
said . quietly. " “I know, ’cause she said;
s0. . She ‘has ’ the stllt times
sweeping and taking. care o’ -the baby and
—you guess what rlse, Sue anm

Treworthy! But you can’t,” if ‘you keep ¥

right on guessing till the tip end of
forever.

did play- out of - umlung the dishes!”

The cambric tea in_the tiny gold-and-

white teapot grew cold while they both" 4

sat gazmz actoss: the street vntk agn- ¥

“You don’t .look a

Visitor"

stitution better tﬁu my m

'txently, cheerfully whceletl
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She makes a perfectly splen- ‘

, Thls sprmg you vnll ﬁed
something to take awa ﬁtha! ¥
tired, listless feeling “brought
on by the system being clogge
with - impurities: whlcl) hav
accumulated during the’ wtflge.;g
Burdock Blood Bitters u{-’
remedy you require. *
It has no equal as a sp
‘medicine. It has been usedt
thousands ‘for a quarter ©
a century with unequa
success. T

Mrs. J. T. Sk:ntof S
.writes: ‘I have used Bure
 Bitters as a spring m n
four years and don't the
When I feel drowsy, ti
‘desire to eat I get a
_purifies the blood and

der-struck faces at the thtif
Played AH the Time, wi

Czar, I mean—up and down
shme -—Longrcgauonaiut. '

ﬂ‘ﬂ‘ll‘

A Tonic for the Debilit
melee’s Vegetable Pills by ]
1y but thorougbly on_the s¢
the body are a: valua-ble "
lating the lagging organs to s
action and restoring them to f\ﬁl
They can be taken in: graduated
and so used that they can ‘be
tinued at any "time without -
the aximems whach they were
allay

‘.6-

’ Every day should be sacr
should ‘be no breaks bet
The mble of divine momﬂ
stretch !bmoxh seven ° days,
power ev"

every ﬂax.-—-»Bshop Vi mcent

. In all “xts iorms it resmfs; ordi
ary tre;tnient, but is completgiy
'y Weaver's Cereate used’ mteo '

;“ 3.0 .
Namou:, smtdlg mg m ,-yg,-,
ing 1o live wttlli we speak fee
a .‘mch we_reco
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