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Whenever old Sir George laughs there

laugh means some good luck. It is not
wnlucky for old Sir Geo to laugh,
but I can’t think why he should laugh
@t her; still, old Sir George lived in the
merry monarch’s times, and I reckon he
‘was merry too, though why they were
I never could think, with cho?-
ff people’s heads every hour in
y, that it was almost too dan-
to live, so they eay. Well, he

actually laughed, for there she lay like
time, z'n- in the evening "long came
that black-faced, man after her, and she

ing around my neck and cry aw-
ful, said as how she didn’t want
to go, and if I had been in my right
#enses as I am now I'd made some kind
of arrangements, and after a while I
eould have bought out the Greenwich
shop and kept her with me, as I've nel-
ther kith nor kin. I'm that sorry about
it, 1 ean’t say. To think I let her go
with that evil-faced man, that she said
was her Granny’s brother!” Then she
hal gone. Gone where? He could not
auy. Ho had oply missed them by s few
hours, but it was too late. He must
wait until Boughman kept his word and
wrote him. He sipped the whey and
went to his room. He heard the house-
keeper as she passed his rooms on her
way to the tower-garret with the unof-
fending clothes. When all the house
wis quiet, he took a candle and groped
When he had lighted the
eandle the first shing that met his view
was the portrait. What a strange thing
there was about that resemblance! The
likeness was truly striking. It was @&
pretty face all crowned with a halo of
golden hair, for all the world like Doro-
thy. His Dorothy. He took up the
little ragged bundle and went again to
his room, and locked them up earefully.
His heart went out in pity to Dorothy.

-gome ont of her life completely.

Ha did not love her. That thought never
entered his mind. He pitied Dorothy,
and had meant to do something for her, |
and now she was beyond his help. He
eould not remain quiet. He wandered '
aimiessly about until he feit ill. He:
could not rest. He would back to
town and perchance could hear eome-
thing. He found his rooms too eheer- |
lems to remain In, hence he vnnd.end;
from place to place, until he was nearly ;
ill with despair.
L 4 *

L4 ® i

When John Boughmaa snd Dorothy !
had left the castle, they walked to the |
station. Having no luggage, they at-|
tracted but littie attention. They trav-
ol'led third class, and at Euston station
took a eab for Madame Brown’s school
!atdyounghdlu. This was a school that

id special attention to fitting young
Kdia for society. Everything about it
was superficial, but it enjoyed the repu-
tation of being patronized almost ex-
clusively by the daughters of the nobil-
ity. W,hy it had been chosen by Dame
W ynter no one could ever kunow. When
he left Dorothy, John Boughman paid
for a half-term in advance, and left s
very small sum for her clothi He
intended to arrange matters right
in a few days—in fact, as econ as he
returned from a flying visit out of town
to a little village where he bad passed
bis early ebildhood. While there he
met with the misfortune of finding mo
one he knew or any one that had known
Lim. It was a little fishing village on
the coast, and fishermen are transient,
always coming and going with wind and
wave. That evening, finding himself
alone (and he had to wait for his train
to retarn to London), he thought he
could best employ the time fulfilling
Dame Wynter’'s dying wishes., He sat
there and wrote a letter to Miller, Wig-
gins & Naylor, aolicitors, London, that
“it was generally supposed”that Lord
Robert Home left no heirs nearer than
bis nephew, the present Lord Reginald
Home, and had willed him the large
estates. Now, the writar could prove
that Lord Robert Home was married
and Jeft an only child, a daughter, and
a later will. The writer would eall on
them in a few dava and bring convincing
proof of his assertions.” The'train was
now due, and in his great haste John
Boughman signed his name with a great
seraw! that no one could read. He thrust
the letter into the post and boarded the
train as it moved off. He would thus
save time by having an appointment
with these solicitors immediately on his
arrival. He would eall on Dorothy and
get the old papers he had given her for
eafa keening, but those cld papers had
aeemed of so little use to Dorothy that
she had bundled them in with the old
ragged clothes and left them at the
castle, Wiy not? Of what possible
value were one or two little, old, age- 1
yellowed scraps of paper or her old
clothes? She bad leit them behind with-
cut a regret.

John Boughman was whirling along,
Lis thoughts were om Dorothy. Who
would bave thought Dorothy, the waif,
was Lady Wedderburn and an heiress
How many st things do happen in
this life! And was all uneonscious

Sim. At that moment thers was agreat

shoek. He was thrown violently for-
ward and stunned. There had deea s

terrible ecollision, and the dead and

dying were scattered about in every

direction.

John Boughman was not killed, but
the severe blow he had received on the
head had rendered him unconscious,and
he had not recovered when he was taken
to the hospital, where he lingered for
many days between life and death.

When he did recover he had not re-
gained his senses—he was an idiot. From
the hospital he was sent to the Home
of the Friendlees. He had no papers
about his person to identify him. There
wae nothing but the ticket from “Lym-
wick to London.” If he had died he
could not have been more completely
buried. He and all his intentions had
been cut short by fate, but she would
work out all destinies as she bad dome
since time began.

What does it matter that there is
one actor, more or leas, on the stage of
lite?

There are thousands of actors waiting
for every part of the play.

Dorothy found nerself deserted. There
ehe had walited for the friends that never
eame. Lord Wedderburn had promised
to return in a few days, and he had gone
from out her life completely. 3ha waa
ashamed that he had been forced into
her life for he was an unwilling victim
as she had been. Not that she thonght
of herself at all, but he was one of the
mighty ones to earth—a veritable Leing
among men she thought him.

That he had not come brought him no
blame in her mind. She simply hoped
he would not forget her, but that hope
was now gone. He had, no doubt, done
thie deed at the earnest entreaty of a
dying woman. Who would not have
done this? Then he thought of her,
Derothy, and regretted the act, and had
If he
had wished to forget her, she would
never be the reminder.. She would never
darken his life with her own miserable
one.

His secret then should be respected all
her life. Nothing should ever force it
from her.

For the life of her, Dorothy could not
understand the absence of John Brough-
man. Every tie she had in the old life
seemed to be severed at once. All her
friends were gone now. Ints the new
life she must make her way alone. Day
after day he did not come.

In all the world one seemed so friend-
less and zlone. Surely, John Boughman
would come sometime, He had said so.
Perhaps he had been detained a few
days—she would not give up home yet.
He had no reason to desert her—she had
not bee nso rudely thrust upon him for
life. So she entered upon her new life
with the great weight of a secret upon
her—but it should be as ucredl{ guard-
ed as he could have wished. n later
years, when he thought of her at all, if
ever he did, he would know that she
had respected him and his too much to
blight his life. She, who had no claim
upon him save unwilling ones, and per-
haps this very fact would make him
think kindly of her.

CHAPTER V.

Lord Wedderburn could hear nothing
comcerning Dorothy in London. He
could not ask help in the matter. What
would the world say to such a story as
his?t It would laugh in derision. The
papers would make a great sensation of
it and drag his proud name in the mire.
No, he would suffer and bear it in si-
lence, but he was so restless and iil ne
could not stay in town at all.

Since he thought the matter over, he
thought he had made a sad mistake in
coming to town at all. John Brough-
man would communicate with him at
Castle Royal, and ie would write nim
there.

He concluded at once to return to
Castle Royal, where he was sure of
finding tidings awaiting him, and the
very thought made him more cheerful
than he had been for many days.

As he travelled he imagined getting a
letter, and of all the future he had plan-
ned for Dorothy. She was to go to
school two or three years, then he would
bring her home to Castle Royal as his
wife.

His reverie was not broken until he
reached home; and when he found he
was disappointed again, despair made
him sick. He retired at once to his
room, but could not rest. Then he dress:
ed himself and walked the floor for hou
ed himself and walked the floor for
hours, and when the daylight of the
morrow came he was too ill to get up.

Lady Home had grown uneasy. She
knew there was something wrong, but
she had somehow got the impression
that it was a lovers’ quarrel between
himself and Miss Staunton. “Poor boy,
how ill he bears lovers’ tiffs? I must
go and console him,” ‘'she thought, and
that same evening she went to him. She
was distressed beyond measure that he

looked so ill. She had not dreamed he
was so ill as this.
“Great God-” she exclaimed in her

anguish. “Is he going to die?”

She was filled with terror at the bare
thought. He was her idol, and to lose
him meant to almost lose her life.

“My darling boy, I did not know yow
werg ill,” she exclaimed.

«] am not dangerously ill,” he said,
with a , but the laugh made her
nervous, e she felt that he was try-
i.niéo conceal something from her.

e must summon medical assistance

“at once,” she said.

“Not yet, mother, I really am not il;
I feel ail tired and fagged out, but will
be myself agsin in a few days. I beg
you do not feel alarmed, for there is
nothing much the matter with me.”

Her heart went out in pity for him.
She felt angry with Miss Staunton as
the cause of his illness.

“My boy, 1 fees sure vou the thinking
over our last conversation; but there is
one thing I must say to you: I spoke
harshly to you that day. I had no right
'to do so. Marriage should be enterad in-
to, solemnly, and I believe in sentiment.
It sooths down the rugged part of life’s
pathway. I wished you to marry that
we should have to ourselves dear old
Castle Royal. Now, I say no matter
what the future has in store for us, we
will face it together.”

Oh! if we could only have spoken to
her, have told her all: but it was such
a strange story, she would not believe
it. Then what was the good of letting
anyons know it? It would only bring
about an unpleasant gossip.

So he decided to bury his secret, and
let old Time unearth it, if he chose.

Never before had Lady Alicia Home
spoke with so much affection. It cut
him deeply. His lovely, proud mother
was willing to share any and every fate
with him! Lord Wedderburn clasped
her in his arms, but his heart smote
him that.he was deceiving her.

® L L 2

Time flew by with startling rapidity.
The winter was almost over. Dorothy
had fallen into the new school life and
had made wonderful progress in

all . her studies, her music es-
pecially. Among all the girls in
the school Dorothy found time to

whom she was devoted. This was Elsle
Dunraven, the daughter of the old Earl
of Dunraven, who spent most of his time
in the Indies. Elsie was his only child
and was her father’s idol. The old Earl
was exceedingly rich, and had only one
averrue to his wordly heart, and that
was “through bhis child, Elsie.

The two giris were as opposite in
looks as sunlizht and darkness. Elsie
was small and dark, with raven black
hair and jetty eyes. She was a most pe-
culiar girl. She held hérself aloof from
her schoolmates and they, consequently,
disliked her. Behind her back they call-
ed her the raven. As to Dorothy, they
rather feared her. There was somethi
80 unapproachable and so haughtily cold
about her, they dared not take no liber-
ties with her. KElsie Dunraven was an
exceedingly frail girl. Her mother had
died young, and the thin, sallow face
of the child filled the old earl’s mind
with alarm. He gratified every whim, he
lavished momey on ner which she did
not use. He could do everything for her
that money could provide, but he could
pot see his way clear to remaly tte
eold, lonely life she le? At her home
there were servants enough, but tle
girl wandered from room to room, long-
ing for companionship, for some child’s
voice to break the monoteny. When-
ever she grew weary of land, the earl
owned a fleet of shipe and they would
take a sea voyage. He could do almost
everything, but there was the great lack
of some child friend. This friend ‘she
had found in Dorothy. She had not
cared for the stately home, mor the
great ships that sailed where she willed,
and evesy letter she wrote to her father
was about Dorothy—they were full of
Dorothy. The old ea:lz elt happy that
she had found a frie He had beégun
to question whether he had dome this
child justice. He could have remarried,
and at least provided her with a sort of
co nship; but the thought that he

i be chosen for his great wealth
wag an intolerant idea with the earl, and
he might have the great misfotune to
render his daughter’s life uneomfort-

'able. He questioned if he had acted

fairly by her, after all, and the thought
gave him pain. The end of the term
was fast approaching. [Elsie Dunraven
was expecting her father from the In-
dies. They wers to summer in England
and Scotland. Dorothy had begun to
be filled with s great fear lest no one
should come for her; and where would
she go?! She had not the least idea.
Every word spoken by the girls in glad
anticipation of their home-goings made
her heart ache. Mrs. Brown noticed her
depression and readily guessed the cause
of it.

4] am sure, my dear, there is some-
thing very strange about it all. The man
that brought you hera Daid for one
term, and said he would come back. 1
am surs that this man never intended
coming back, for all his pious face.”

Dorothy wept bitterly. These had
been her thougiits. What to do she did
not know.

“What can you do?” asked Mrs
Brown.

“I do not know. I would do almost
any work to earn my living,” said Dor
othy.

“I will try and arrange for you,” said
Mrs. Brown. “There is nothing much
to be done during the summer months
but repair the furniture, remake and
relay the carpets, and such litile odds
and ends of work. Now, if you could
make ‘yourself very useful. 1 can give
you a home for these months.”

This offer seemed kine to Dorothy,

and she was grateful. It w-s a roof
over her head, and that me::t every-
thing. Her clothes were all t.:readbare
and mended in divers places. -he had
worn the two black dresses a'most a
year, and they were worn gooc- when
given her. .She was shabby; but she had
no one on earth that she could call
friend, hence she patched and brushed
and mended.
Just before the school closed, Elise
Dunraven grew very ill with a fever
The old ear! had been summeoned at
once, but Elise grew violently ill. She
would have no one near her but Doro-
thy, to whom she clung in desperation.
She begged that Dorothy be ailowed to
stay with her, but Mrs. Brown was
loth to grant her request. She needed
Dorothy’s services and feared she might
become ill. Dorothy begged to be allow-
ed to stay with her friend.

“1 will mot have anyone here but Dor-
othy. If papa were only here I am sure
he could arrange it,” pieaded the sick

irl. . )

She had touched the right chord now.
Mrs. Brown eould not afford to offend
the wealthiest girl in school. She was

obliged to consent, despite Dorpthy‘-
age and inexperience. The girl Elise lay
ill for weeks and Dorothy remsined
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with her night and day. Even when the
earl came, the girl remained constantly
with her. The Earl of Dunraven knew
how much a debt of obligation he owed
the girl Dorothy, and he liked her.
When Elise had so far recovered as to
be able to go out, the school had closed.
The two girls were 2!moat inseparable.
Though so near one age, one was strong
and self-reliant; the other, a girl that
must always cling to another for sup-
port. )

When 4fie time came to separate, it
seemed a hard trial to both. Elise had
obtained her father’s comsent to invite
Dorothy to go with them for a short
vieit, but this she refused. How could
she tell them she must work these sum-
mer months for a shelter? After that
she could form no idea. Her most flat-
tering thought or wish was that Mrs.
Brown might find her so useful that she
might be allowed to Btay on anather
term, provided sne could work between
school hours.

When the time for separation did
come Dorothy found a roll of bank notes
and some beautiful dress goods, as com-
pensation for her devotion to the earl’s
daughter.

The lzrge school building secmed de-
serted. There was no one therc save
Mrs. Brown, Dorothy and a fow ser-
vants. There was a lawn in front of the
house and the grass was fresh and green.
The great trees made an inviting shade,
and the weather had not been too warm.
Altogether, Dorothy was comfortable
and happy. Thero were books to read,
a piano that she might uee, and Doro-
thy resolved to devote every spare mo-
ment. JIn the morning the twittering
of the sparrows awoke her, and she
went to her duties at an early hour.
Every carpet in this large house must
be taken up, mended and replaced, or
e into other rooms. Dorcthy
kept faithfully at her work. She was
young, and kept cheerful enough about
her great tasks. '

As eoom a8 evening came, and she
could not see to sew, she went to her
books end muasic, and made the most
wonderful progress in both.

Desprie her application to work, Mrs.
Brown was growing restless and uneaay
as the time came for school to open.
She had so many applications that she
would be crowded, and it was clearly
evident that ehe could not keep Dorothy,
until one day a letter came from KElise
Dunraven, saying, “Keep Dorothy Wyn-
ter until I come.
tory plans for her, but keep this secret
from Dorothy, lest she feel a sense of
obligation, which I most earnestly do
not wish.”

Mrs. Brown was greatly pleased. The
ear’s daughter’s letter had worked a
revolution all at once. She could ac-
commodate Dorotby nicely, and she had
always thought some good fortune was
in store for her. . i

The work in the great house wa3 now
about finished, and Dorothy was greatly
troubled, and to lter intense joy the
morning when she had mentioned her
future, Mrs. Brown had spoken so kindly
and reassuringly to her, and told her
«she would make some plan for her, to
rest her mind in regard to the matter.”

Dorothy was almost overpowered with
joy. and eet to work gaily and happily
fashioning with her own deft fingers her
simple black dresses that had been given
her by the earl’s daughter, whom she
soon expected to return to school.

The old earl had decided to remain

for a time in England. His daughter
Flise had not seemed quite stronz, but!
she had decided and urged so stronglyl

returning to school that he was forced
to consent. ’ .

Among ail the friends the earl had in
England, he was most attached to Lady
Marcia Ellsworth. She was a woman of
sound judgment énd sense. It was an
evening in September, and tha earl had
placed his daughter in < heol and was
to remain Lady Mare:2' @ ucst a short
time longer.

The other guests wers »ff on an ex-
cursion, and he and Lady Marcia were
alone,

“Then you do not think it best for
me?” he said.

(To pe Continued.)

PP

DO YOU KEEP CHICKENS?
(Buffalo News.) .

It seems surprising tnat ary family can
be eo indifferent to the comfort of neizh-
bors as to keep chickens in a residential
district In a city. The roosters begin
crowing even before daybreak and keep
at it vigorously until the middle of the
foremoon. and the hens begin cackling as
early as the cocks begin.crowing and if
there is any greater foe to si than
chickens in the necighborkood it has not
been discovered.

I will make satisfac-.

velopment anterior to that when spin-
ning threads had beem invented s rep-
resented by the loom or frame
the natives of Sarawak to make a textile
with ehreds of grass.

i
g

and compresses the weft into the
This method of the weft inte
the warp was employed by Hgyptian and

age and except for more eubstantial con-

struction there ia little difference in main

Pnnmpeuk' i between it and the medimeval
zom.

With such looms and by arranging
colored warp threads in a given order
and then weaving into them colored
shuttle or weft threads simple textiles
with stripes and checker patterns are

; but textiles of complex pat-
terns and textiles necessite the more
compticated tus which belongs to
'3 later evolutlon of the loom.

A Chinese book on the art of weaving
intricate designs was published in 1210,
but the traditions and records of such
figured weavings are far older than the
book. The world is thermfore indebted
to China for knowledge of figured shuttle
weaving, although the Chinese, who wers
cultivators of silk in 2690 B. C., were
matured in fine silc weaving xt the
comparatively modern period of 260 B.C.
Designs were woven by the Chinses in
the earlier ;’an dvnasty 208 B. C., =s
elaborate as thoee of the present day
with dragons and phoenixes, mystics,
forms, hﬂ:twm and fruits.

At t time even Egypt, Assyria,
Greece and Rome were doing .mﬁi"e
weaving, but only with epun wool and
flax and possibly some cotton, with
which the ornamentation of th:r tex-
tides was done, apparently not by shuttle
weaving, but by either embroidery or a
compromise between darning and weav-
ing, from which tapestry weaving de-
scended.

The range of their colors was limited,
red, purples and yellws being the chief,
while their shuttle weaving wwe princi-
pally concerned with plain stuffe end in
checkered fabrics. Remains of this
work, whether done by Egyptians thou-
sands of years before Christ, by Seandin-
avians of the early bronze age, by lake
dwellers or by Aztecs oy Peruvians long
before the Spanish conquest, display
little if any technical differenwe when
compared with that done by nomads in
Asia, hill tribes in India and nalives in
Central Africa. Such ormamental effect
as s sieeni n them depends upon a repe-
tition of stripes or simple crossing
forms.

Chinese trade enterprise was soon felt
in the western worid and the Emnperor
Heliogabablus is reported to have been
the first Roman Emperor to wear gar-
ments entirely made from silk.
early in tha third century to
century the knowledge of eilz
weaving was sbreading all over
also in Egypt. The Persians and Syrians
were then mastars of the art. 8cri
subjects were being wowen into sitk and
many splendld examples of the art as
then practised are distributed through-
out Europe. Its epread in the west did
not, however, take place till the twelfth
century, when the influsnce of Spain was
feit and the Moorish wearers were mak-
iaﬁ;cpec-l' ty of it in Grenada.

the fourteenth century fancy weav-

11

was the general rule, and

patterns of gooda with wool intermixed
with eilk were produced. Latar in the
develcpment are satins, damask and
taffetan, and still later Italian velvets
and oloths of gold. Italian weavera
through strees of civil wars left their
country and settled in Flinders, where
the art was practised with further pro-
grees. New designs were introduced and
materials, and from that time to the
end of the eighteenth century the French
weavers held first place.

For 150 years the French figured etuffs
were unsurpassed. A school of designers
arose in the country as soon as the art
was on a substantial basis, who adopted
a realism that has predominated in
French patterns. Soomn after the revoea-
tion of the dict of Nantes thousands of
weavers left ¥rance and established the
industry in Spitalfields, in Chesaire, in
Yorkshire and elsewhere in Enclund, as
well a8 in Germany at Crefeld, Elber-
feld, Barmen and Weissen.

The Northeastern Irish industry of
damask weaving owes much to French
‘refugees who settled there toward the
close of the seventeenth century, al-
though linen manufacture had been es-
tablished in the district by a colony of
Scots in 1634. fermline in Scotland
i8 said to produce as much damask as the
rest of Europe. ‘

Mrs. - Mulcahey—“What frind helped
ye home, ye drunken baste?” Mulcahey
—“Faith, ita no frind he was, knowin’
the rayception 0’id recaive.” —Boaton
Transcript.
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WAS SELDOM FREE FROM THAE
WEARY, DROOPY, MALF.
DEAD FEELING. »@

n,

appetite, able to '
m& a whole lot of good form
icine and I can say Dr. Hamil-
are the best pills, and
r, I am sure, proves it.”
fuse a substitute for Dr. ‘
on’s Pills of Mandrake and Butternut,
25¢ per box, or five for §1, at all drug-
giste. and storekeepers, or id from
The Catarrhozons Co., Buffalo, N. Y,
and Kingston, Canada.
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MEDICAL LICENSES AT THE =

ALTAR. _'m

The question of eugenics is the most
{nsistent subjeet with which society has
to deal. The nation which permits the

rpetuation of weaklings is a nation
r: peril. A Puritanical attitude of mind
does not solve this problem—it simply
overlooks it—and ignorance and
modesty have played havoc far too
long! +

Since the fact is perpetual, why or
how men and women continue to ape
the ostrich (knowing that their childrem
are sure to become sophisticated) is one
of the most incomprehensible and ridi-
culous riddles of our time.

Instead of permitting boys and girle
to acquire erroneous, distorted ands las-
civious impressions of the holiest phases
of life, how much more gensible it is
to forestall this inevitable experience by
telling them nature’s truth in a clean
and reverent manner.

Man will not rise to the height of his
destiny until the underlying truths of
existence are taught in very dhillde
hood. *

When matrimony becomes the privil-
ege only she sound, sane and clear-
blooded, when the penalty of vicious-
ness disease and recklessness is enforced
celibacy—youth will not dissipate its
forces—methods of living will become
saner and both sexes be far more cau-
tious of their birthrights.

Meanwhile the world must proceed to
eliminate unsound breeders.

A poor mould is certain to reproduce
imperfections, and there are already far
too many blind, ecrippled and weak-
brained humans.

Medical statistics make an eloquent
plea in favor of a rigorous physical ex-
amination as a prerequisite to wedlock.

Parents who really love their sons and
daughters will demand a doctor’s certi-
ficate before they will consent to & wed-

license.—Herbert Kaufman in Wo-
man’s World for July. -

THE WOMAN W;iO'HAS A TEMPER
A woman with an ungovernable
{s unreasonable.

th-ymubowedtodotmmm

it they attempt to repeat it tire next day.

they are met with a storm of temper.
“Mother’'s on a tear * is thefr

to-day,
remark, and they try to kesp out of
dgt until the storm has passed.

ese temper exhibitions unfit the 'A?-
man for regular or competent woerk. -
ter an outburst, she cannot
as much as she could otherwise. Her en~
ergy has been dissipated with no bene-
ficlal results. Her mind has been upest

her mind.
temper explosions further

her for prolonged mental effort, just aa
numerous explosions of an auto
make it useless. The first few mAy
repaired, but later it would be folly
attemnpt it or trust ft for & lomg trip.
Work requiring great mental conocentra-
tion can be accomplished only by the
smoothly running mind, not by one eas-
ily upset.

An ungovernable temper Is the worst
toe of married content ¢r of a 1
home life. When the temper is lost, all
the virtues seem to follow. You never
can teil what an angry woman will say
or do. Her husband comes home at
night. tired and looking forward to am
evening of peace and quiet, but is met at
the very threshold with a setorm — and
peace has flown for the evening. A few
such storms and the husband does not
try to find a peaceful evening at tome,
tut goes from the office to the club, pre-
ferring to spend the evening with con-
gental friends, who, perhaps, also have
been driven from Lome D ya temper with-
without & brake.

The husband of the woman wit han un-
governable temper might as well give up
all hope of entertaining his friends when
he enters matrimony. There is no pleas-
ure In inviting friends to your home to
hear an exhibition of temper or, perhape,
to be insuited by the flow of words a@i-
rected towards them:; for the woman,
when she loses her temper, vents it on
anhyone who is near.

ChiMren cannot rempect a mother who
lcses her temper. One Rgreat secret. i
the government of children s consist-
ency. and the woman who loses her tem-
per is unchangeable. She lIs inclined to
viclent punicshments one dcay, offsat b
a laxity the next day. The childrem <o ill
“trust to luck’’ if they see a chance to
follow a desired course of action. Their
offense may be pumished, but it is just as
likel yto be condoned. VioleAt punish-~
ments folowed by remorse often are im
order under the reigm of terror. Such a
course of action disqualifies the womam
as a gulde for others, especially child-
ren. A woman who cannot control her
own temper is not fit to have control of
others'—Dr. Edith B. Lowry i Woman's
Wortd for July.

IN FAT BERTH.

(The Catholic Standard and Times.)
Towne—No; Grafton doesn't work at
all now.
Browne—He doesn‘t? Why, when I
knew him he pemed to be a man of con-
siderable push

Towne—Oh, “that's all c}wﬂ now,
He's a men of conald le "pul”

doean’t ve to work.




