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EMULSION 
is taken by people in tropi- 
cal countries all the year 
round. It stops wasting and 
keeps up the strength and 
vitality in summer as well 
as r. 
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MRS BERRY'S IDOLS 
(By Hope Darling, in the ‘Christian Globe.’) 

Mr John Borry eyed the sky as he leisure- 

ly walked from the barn to the house. The 
morniag sun was vellod by a fliecy mist, 

while low In the south-west a bank of dark 
groy clouds was visible, . 

After thls prolonged serating Mc Berry 
pondered thi mattsr. Iv wis not until he 

had washed his hands and face and entered 
the room where his wife was taking up the 

breakfast that he said: 
‘It looks like rain.’ 
“I'hat is what you always say if there is a 

eloud in the sky,” Mrs Berry sail tartly! ‘T'.1 

thank yon to lifé shit boll:r on juet the 
same.’ 

‘Goin’ to wash? Its "moat certain to rain.’ 
‘Lot it rain. 1 haven't any pit ence with 

such weather,” and Mss Berry rushed away 

to fetch the jug of milk. 
Her husband never hurried. He put the 

the boiler carefully on the stove, built up a 

.good fire and, in obadience to a gesture from 

his wife, took his place at the table. 

Mr Berry always thought before he spoke. 
This time, aftor a brief but eirnest blessing, 

he devoted himself to ham and eggs for five 

minutes before saying, in his ususl drawling 
volee: 

*That was a clever sermon of the ministar’s 
yestorday, Ellen. I always thought that the 
text about Ephraim being joined to his idols 
might apply to some of us. Nearly everybody 

has idols of some sort or other. 

Mrs Berry stirred her coffee reflactively. 
‘Perh vps so. I hope the people who need it 
took Mr Ranton’s fine applica ion. Ae for 

me, I once had an idol, bat God took it.’ 
There was a pause. The thoughts of both 

hnsband and wife travelled to the parlor 
where hung thepictare of a child a wee maid- 
en, with laughing blue eyes ane dimpled arms 
It was the picture of lit*le Agnes, their only 

child whose dea h twenty years before had 
left the old home desolate. 

Mr Berry's heart was too deeply stirred by 
memories of his child to speak. But when a 
dash of rsin came against the window-pane 
his wife exclaimed crossly: 

‘There, its raining. And if I don’t wash 

on Monday, nothing goes 1izht all the week.’ 

‘It isn’t an idol—isit E!'ea? The good 

man of the house pushed his chair back from 
the table. ‘Now, it don’t seem just right to 
be so sct «8 you are on doin’ your work ex- 
actly as you want te. It 'pears to me it 
might be an idol.’ 

‘What an idea! Just look here, Joseph, 

See that dirty spot on the tablecloth where 
you've rubbed your old coat sleeve. The 
tablecloth was clean yerterday morning, and 
sow it must go in the wash, making three 

for this week. Ido wish you would be more 
«<areful.’ 

‘Why, now, Ellen, I do try to be careful. 

‘I do wish you would use colored tablecloths. 
‘I thought you bought some.’ 

‘Yes. I did buy them,’ and a Jook of dis- 

gust crossed the face opposits Mr Berry. 
Bat I want it naderstood I am not going te 
083 'em. I will work my flogers to the bore 
before 1'll set my table with anything but a 
white clcth,” and se stroked the glossy linen 
approvingly. 

‘I kaow E len; but perhays that’s another 
idol. You see, you think such a lot of such 
of such things.’ 

‘Now, Joseph Berry, if you are going to 
talk such nonsense as that, you'd better get 
to work. Just sae there. The sun is shin- 

So you see it was right for me to wash 
after all.’ 

‘Perhaps 80,” and the eyes of the simple- 

hearted man softened as he looked through 
the east window «t the san-kissed foliage 

from which the rain-drops were yat falling 

Perhaps so, Ellen. You are an uncommon 
woman and have been a geod wife to me fop 
twenty-seven years. You haven't got many 

You will find relief in Zan Buk | 
It eases the burning, stinging 
pain, stops bleeding and brings 
ease. Perseverance, with Zam- 
Buk, means cure, Why not prove 
this ? 4% Druggists and Stores. 
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ido's. E lr, not half as many as I have 
But this always thinking your way is best—' 

‘See here, Joseph Berry,’ there was an un- 
dertone of almest fiercene:s in her voice. 1 
think such twisting of the Scriptures is sin- 

ful. If I have idly, T can st-end to ‘em, 
that’s all,” and Mes Berry sir,de into anotl.- 
er room and shut the door violently. 
When she returned t~ the kitchen she was 

in powession of the fiell. Joseph had guna 
to his work. 

‘High time,’ she mut eed, “idols, indeed!’ 

She pat her cl thes to soak, and, “carrying 

her dishes into the pantry, began washing 

them. Her thoughts ware not pleasant ones; 

the frown on her face tHld tut. Near the 

window before which ste ttood was a thick 

growth of flowers. A few of dei’ t'ly t vis tad 
buds, unheeding the threstiniags of the 
storm, had opened their pink, blue and 
wh'to cups, anl peered :t tie flushed face 
of the worker. But Mrs Berry was to busy 

too dirtarbed by her husband's words to 
notice their beauty. : 

“I don’t see what possessed Joseph to sy 

that,’ she said, as she began rubbiog her 

clothes. ‘I gave up the only idol I ever had 
t venty years ago 4 

She s opped abratly. ‘Of course, it's that 
letter,” she went on, aftr a brief pause. 

‘But he is wreng. It isn't idcls tnat keeps 
me from doing my—' 
Again she et pped. She had slmost said 

‘duty.’ A week before a lstter had come to 

Mr Berry from a hit'le town rome distance 
away. The let'er contiined news of che 
death of Mrs Elma Hale, a distant cou ia of 
Joseph's. Mrs Hale was a widow, and had 

left one child, a boy, two years old. The 
writer, a neighbor of the decd woman, went 

on t» say she could care for the chidd no 
longer, and if his ralatives did not come for 

him he would be sert to the poor-house, 
Joseph pondered the matter a day asd a 
night. He then coolly proposed sending for 

the ohill and adpting it. His wife flatly re- 
fused. What—a child, a two-year-old babys 

to make litter on her clean floors ani upset 

her orderly plan of life? 

‘You must ba mad, Joseph,’ she sald sev- 

erely. ‘If it was a girl now, and big emough 

to be out from under foot, I might think of 
it. Bus there hain’t any use tslking about 
it.’ 

Joseph Berry rarely opposed his wife, even 
In so smal a matter as tilking when she 

bade him be silent. However, this time he 

sald: 

‘We are growin’ old, Ellen. 

would be something to love us.’ 
These words eame back to Mrs Berry as 

she bent over the wash-tub. Did she and 
Joseph ned something t> love them? She 
thought of the rambling old house with Its 
many rooms, of the fertile acres surrounding 

it, and of the comfortable bank account. 

Then her mind wandered to the distant 
emoatery where a white marble cross marked 

her baby's grave, 

‘I couldn’t give Agnes’s place to another,’ 
she whispered. ‘And yet he might make a 

palce for himself. Oh, my baby, I wiss her 
sill!’ 

~ Wishdrawing her hands from the suds» 

Mrs Berry croesad the eit ing-room and en- 

tered the parlor. No one knew, not even 

her husband, how many troublesome quee- 
tions the mother settlad before her cbild’s 
picture. 

She opened the bliads and looked long 

and earnettly at the laughing baby face. 

‘De you want me to, dear? she asked 
tearfully, Do you want me to take a noisy, 

troublesome boy int) this home? Is it an 
idol, Agnes, my wanting everything so quieg 

and orderly?" 

én minutes aftar she was back «t her 

washing. The parlor blinds were closed, 
and all things were as they had been except- 
ing Mrs Berry's eyes; there was a new light 

in their grey depths. At half past eleven 
the lst clothes ware on the line. Returning 

from hangilog them out, she found a neigh 

bor, Mr Vance, at the door. 

‘I've been down to the etition,” he said, 

and the train brought a baby for you, or 
Berry, rather,’ 

‘A what? demanded Mrz. Berry, catching 
her breath. 

‘A baby.” Tt was plain t> see that Mr. 
Vance was enjoying the eituitin. ‘A wo- 

man who was going to» Birmingham on a 
vicit brought it. She Sail it belonged to 

some of Berry's folk. She left it in care of 
the station master, and he sent it over by 

me. It's down ia my wagon [ontside the 
gat2, and there's a trunk there, tio. The 

little fellow has crisd almost ever since the 
woman laft him.’ 

Mrs Berry took down her hat and pre. 

pared t> follow him out to the wagon with 

out a word. 

*Were you expecting it?” Mr Vance asked, 

somewhat disappointad at her quietness, 

.‘Not to-day she replied briefly. It jwas 

a plump, but tear-stained little face that 

met her eager gaze. There were great 

blue eyes, a rosy mouth and closely curl- 

ing yellow hair. But the child was unmis- 

takably dirty, and began crying again in 

a piteous fashion. 

The baby 

Mrs, Berry held up her arms. Come to 
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auntie, dear; she said coaxingly. You 
want some bread and milk, don't you, 

and to see the dear little chickens? 

At the same ‘leisurely gait of the 

morning Mr. Berry again traversed the 

path from the barn to tlie house. His 

wife's line of snowy clothes drying in the 

sun brought to his mind the conversation 

of the morning but he expected no refer- 

to it from his wife. A surprise awaited 

him; the table was laid for three and at the 

guest's place stood a clumsly”little; high 

chair that for twenty years had stood 

empty in an upper room. And on the 

floor sat a happy faced child surronnded 

by clothes pegs, empty bottles, a disused 

candlestick, and a like collection of im- 

promptu playthings. 

‘Who, who is that, Ellen? 

‘Joey Hale Berry, was Ellen’s prompt 

reply, and, picking up the child, she put 
itin her husband’s arms. There, Joey 

dear, make friends with Uacle Joseph 

He is the dearest little fellow,” she went 

on, ‘so lively and not a bit afraid.’ 

‘But I don’t understand; and Joseph 

Berry’s arms closed tenderly around the 
little orphan. 

The story was soon told- 

‘Of course we'll keep him and do the 

best we can by him, Mrs Berry said by 
way of conclusion. ‘Dinner is ready and 
the Yorkshire pudding and custard will 

taste good to little Joey. I believe you 

were right about my idols, Joseph; stop 

I foun in her cabin a stout, elderly lady 
with a life-be’t on. At bect the cabin door 
was only wide enough to let her goin and 
out, so what object she had in donning the 
life-belt I could not see. Tt upset my grav- 
ity. 

Belng asked if the gale was abating did 
not restore my equanimity, and I laughed 
outright, 

The old lady said, “Young man Idid not 
send for you tolaugh at me. Answer my 
question. Is the gale aba‘ing?” 

[told her there was.no gale; that the 
westh ir was fine and had beer. This did 
not pacify her. 

“Go away, young man!” she exclaimed. “I 
will report you to the captain as soon as I am 
well eneugh.” 

Th's she did to the captiin’s great amuee- 
mer t.—The Youth's Companion. 

Birds Sense Of Home 

The interesting question whether mig- 
rating birds, on returning in summer 

come back to nest in the same places as 

before seems to have been answered in 

the affirmative by the experience of Dr 

C. B. Ticehurst of Huntbourne in Kent 

England. In May, 1209, Doctor Ticehurst 
sister put a ring on the leg of a swallow 
nesting in their chimmey, which had 
accidentally got into the house, This 
spring on April 12th, a small flight of 
swallows arrived at Huntbourne, and 
four birds separated from it and stopped 
at Doctor Ticehurst’s, where two pairs 
had nested last year. Two days after-ward 

ping to fasten a handkerchief around the 

child’s neck in lieu of a bib, but they are 

over thrown. Now I'll try and not make 
an idol of Joey. 

You are a remarkable woman Ellen: 

said her husband, wiping his eyes. I have 

always said you were a remarkable wom- 

an, and I’m a leetle afraid I am making 
an idol of you’ 

HER FIRST EXPERIENCE. 
* 

“Everything is relasive,” says Marie Bash- 

kiitseff, **and if a pin wounds you as sharply 
as a knife, what have the sages to say in the 
matter?’ Likewise, if falr weather at sea 

seems frightful to one unused to the water, 

why should the marines criticize? At the 
same time, the reader cannot help sympsthi- 

zing somewhat with the lad In Robert Wool- 

ward's, **Nigh Sixty years at Sea.” 

1 w:s putting out the lightsone nigktaboat 

eleven o'clock; the ship was making good 

headway with a fine, fair wind, A l:dy’s 

mald stopped me towsk me if I would come 
and speak to her mistress. 

Doctor Ticehurst caught one of the birds 

and found that it bore his sister's ring. 

Tho ring was very light and made of 

aluminum. Since last year many migrat. 

ing birds have been provided with these 

rings in England. Fach ring bears a num 

ber for identification. The Youths com 
panion. 
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An Easy Comparison 
Uncle K han was in a cautious frame of 

mind. “*Which,” s)mebody asdea him, ‘‘do 

you think is the worss, aflood or a drought!’ 

Uncle Ethan scratched his head. 
“It always depends,” he replied. *I 

hould say $1at a flood was a great deal worse 

providing, of course, that there was a flood. 
The Youths Companion. 

The world is paying a heavy death toil in 
aerial navigation experiments. Those who 
hope for practical success may feel In a 
measure reconciled to the cost. The aeroplane 
and the dirigible should become more than 

scient fic toys. Toronto Weekly Globe. 
be.  - I 
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Mountain Hospitality, 

The herder of the Great Smoky Mount ing 
of Pennessee literally keeps open house in 
his rude log cabin, with its chimney of stickg 
and sand, no window and onlv one door— 
which but for the co!d woull never be shat, 
as it is never locked. The traveller or tramp, 
says Prof. Charles Forster Smith, in his 
delightful book, entitled *Raminiscences snd 
Sketches,” soon learns that he may with 
perfect impunity take possession of the cast la 
in the absence of it: 1d, and cook, eat 
sleep there without fear of being co sidered 
an intruder. 

If the tramp has not brought provisions o 
his own, the herder generously invitss him to 
share his board, as he does his bod, the flaor, 
and can rarely be indvesd to take any pay. 
E pecially is this the case in the region of 

Cade’'s Cove, which stretches along by the 
side of the Great Smokes from the foot of 
“the Bald” almest ty “Thunder Head,” and 
where the traditien prevails that it is mean 
to charge for hospitality. 

“I well remember,” writes Professor 
Smith, “the self-condemnatory look of a big 
barefoet mountaineer, who, having been per- 
suaded to take in payment for lodging —on 
the floor, it is true—three meals and an extra 
pone of bread for lunch, a quarter of a dollar 
called after us, a¢ if compounding with ie 
conscience: 

“Boys, ef you uns cross the mountain "bout 
dinuver «ime, you better come by an’ git yer 
dinner! You uns bain’t got the wuth o yor 
quarter yit.”—Youth's Companion. 

eset i stain 

Air-Ship Passenger Service.—An 
attempt hss been made to establish an sie 
ship pasaenger service between Fri lerichshaf- 
en and Dussaldorf, Germany, a distance of 
about 300 miles. The first trip was made 
Jute ¥nd, inCount Zeppelin's gr-at diripible 
balloon, the Duaetsshland, with the count him 
self steering, and 20 passengers on board. 
The passencers rods in a grest eabin whieh 

resembled a +1:eping car, and viewed the 
soenry from the window as they swept above 
the ground at a height of about 300feet, and 
at an average speed of nearly 33miles an howe 
The best speed for a single hour was 438% 

miles, The second trial trip, June 28th, 
made aftr ¢he Ductechland had been bought 
for $137, 000 by an ais hip company, was 
disattrous. The air ship was buffeted aboaf 
by a gale, one of the mctors was disabled, 
and the huge craft came down npon the top 
of a forest, the passengers escaping upon a 
rope ladder.—The Youths Companiow. 

The announcement that Lord Grey is to 
preside over Canada for another year is re- 
ceived all over Canada with unmixed satig- 
faction, There never was a Governor who 
devoted hims:lf more zealously and with 
more real interest to everything that the 
constitution perm’ttad him to do fcr she 
country. He nct only takes his proper ef- 
ficial interest in its existing institutions amd 
amusements, but he has done what ke might 
in promoting improvement in beneficient 
erections. His professed interest in the 
country is mot of the ordinary diplomasie 
tyye but like Lord Dafferin, Lord Lorne and 
Lord Aberdeen, he has conceived a very real 
love for it. He bas, moreover, expressed a 
belief in our furure plice in the empire that 
our own imaginations had hardly risen to. 
Not alone of Englishmen he has expressed 
the belief that Canada is the coming eenwse 
of the Empire. Wa realizo that in him Cas- 
da will always have a friend who values her 
ghly and who will seek for her ¢qual plase 

in the family of British nations.— Montreal 
Witness, 
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New Electroplating Process. -n 
A Londoner has invented a remarkable 

process, whereby worn plated articles are ye- 
plated by the simple plan of rubbing them 
with a powder of pecukar composition. The 
powder contains three essentials; the metal 
to be deposited, in pure or cymbined form; 
a salt, capable of producing an aqueous elee- 
trolyte when brought into contiet with meig- 
ture; and a metal that is electropositive ag 
regards the metal to be deposited. Silver, 
tin, nickel or cadmium can be deposited on 
any metal surface except alumioum by the 
new method, nod the process promises to be 
of great value for use in homes generally, — 
Youth's Companion. 

What The Label Said 
Paintings were not her specialty, but as she 
gazed at a beautiful copy of Millet's *Gleane 
ers,” her admiration of the work eslled forih 
enthusiastic comment. “What a wonderfa 
pictare!” she exclaimed. ‘And how!naturall 
it looks! 

**But what are thoea people dc ing?’she ime 
quired, as she bent nearer to read the tie. 

"Oh, yes I see, gleaming millatd How per- 
fectly fascinating!” The Youths Companion 

Simplified Spelling 

‘“Why did you take Elnora away from 
school, \uns Mahaly?’ a lady asked her coek 
one day. Aunt Mahaly sniffed scornfully, 

‘“Csuse de teacher sin't sat'sfactionary 
tah me, Mis'Mally. What you reckon she 
tell dat chile yistiddy? She "low dat IV spell 
four, when even a idjut’ud know it spells ivy 
The Youths Companion,


