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HOUSE # HOME
Conducted by Helene.

dwell
The dd «tying that people 

know one another until they 
undpr the same roof is a true one, 
for nothing bo severely tests the dis
position as constant intercourse and 
tne wear and tear of everyday life. 
Hence ft is more important to strive 
to toe agreeable at home than to 
acquire manners that will make us 
brilliant anq popular in society, 
though the two are not art, all in

tiro west wall, toy means of which 
those sitting in the great hail could 
assist at Mass.

Halfway up the street are two 
specially interesting old houses, one 
called the Prior’s Manoe, which, like 
Millet's home, once belonged to Per- 
sbore Abbey, and the other, the 
Lygon Arms, a magnificent speci
men of an ancient hostelry, 
turesque without and within,

More Terrible 
Than War!

More terrible than war, famine or pes- 
" hydra-

oompatnble, both requiring unselfish- with memories of Charles I.,
ness and the true instincts of a "Oa- 
tholic and a lady. In almost every 
family there is one member who 
must sacrifice Ms or her. dedires, 
frequently very modest and reason
able ones, in order to maintain 
peace. It may be good discipline 
for the one who is thus constantly 
■called upon to practice self-aibnega- 
tion, but it is neither just nor hon
orable on the part of the other 
members of the family, and because 
Mary or Jane is sweet tempered and 
uncomplaining, is no reason why ehe 
should be expected to bear all the 
ill-humor and burdens of the family. 
If we must observe the golden rule 
in our ordinary dealings with our 
fellowmen, we can scarcely dispense 
with it around our own firesides. 
Yet this is exactly what so many 
do. No adults can live happily to
gether without making sacrifices, but 
the renunciation should not be all on 
one side.

pic-
and

MUSIC THE REVEADER.
(which is earnest ofFor music 

heaven.
Seeing we Jmow emotions strange by 

it.
Not else to be revealed ) ), is as a

A low voice, calling fancy, as a

To the green woods in the gay sum
mer time;

And she fills all the way with danc
ing shapes

Which have made painters pale and 
they go on

Cromwell and all sorts of celebrities 
of long ago, as well as those of 

present day, who dash up to 
the inn in their motor cars, bringing 
back something of the stir and bus
tle which, at one time, seemed to 
have vanished with the old coaching 
days. But to many of us the most 
intercepting bouse in all the village, 
is the home of Mrs. de Navarro, 
better known as Miss Mary Ander- 

If you approach Broadway 
from the station. Court Farm is at 
the extreme end, so that this Eng
lish village may be said to be 
guarded by two Americans, Millet at 
the one. and nd Mary Anderson at 
the other. Court Farm is a very 
old house, but it has been beautiful
ly restored, and at the back is one 
of the sweetest gardens in the world.

Here, with her husband and two 
little sons, the one about 12, the 
other not yet two years old—the 
charming actress lives an ideal life, 
delighting in the leisure she finds 
for reading and music, entertaining 
her friends and winning the a do ra
ttan of her poor neighbors. For Mary 
Anderson is the good angel of the 
Broadway poor, and, as the saying 
goes, they "worship the ground she 
(Walks on."

tilenoe is that awful destroyer, that h; 
headed monster, Consumption, that 
annually sweeps away more of earth's in
habitants than any other single disease 
known to the human race.

“It is only a cold, a trifling cough,” say 
the careless, as the irritation upon the 
delicate mucous membrane causes them to 
hack away with an irritable tickling of the 
throat. When the irritation settles on the 
mucous surface of the throat, a cough is the 
result. To prevent Bronchitis or Con-Lit. To prevent Bronchitis or Cou- 

iption of the Lungs, do not neglect a 
fh however slight as the irritation

ing throughout the delicate lining of 
itive air passages toon leads to 

fatal results. If on the first appearance of 
a cough or cold you would take a few

Dr. Wood's
Norway 

Pine Syrup
you would save yourself a great deal of 
unnecessary suffering. Dr. Wood’s Nor
way Pine Syrup contains all the life-giving 
properties of the pine trees of Norway, ana 
For Astfima, Croup, Whooping Cough and 
til Throat and Lung affections it is a speci
fic. Be sure when you ask for Dr.v Wood’s 
Norway Pine Syrup to get it. Don’t be 
humbugged into taking something else. 
Price 25ots.

Miss Lena Johnston, Toledo, Ont., 
writes : “ I have used Dr. Wood’s Nor
way Pine Syrup for throat troubles after 
taking numerous other remedies, and I 
must say that nothing can take the place 
iof it. I would not be without a bottle of 
it in the house.”

ing of «.blb-bodied men by employing 
women."

A SHIRTWAIST TALK.
Among the loveliest shirtwaists for 

fall and winter wear with plain 
'tailor mades, are those of heavy 
linen sprinkled with embroidered dots 
in black, mauve, pale blue and green, 
They are made with broad effects

While stars look at them and winds over the shoulder and turn-over col-
call them

As they leave life’s pathVor the twi
light world •X

Where the dead gather.
—Browning.

CARDINAL GIBBONS ON WOMAN’S 
WORK.

Every pronouncement of the good 
and gentle Cardinal is received with 
eagerness by a public that has 
learned to expect only wisdom from 
•Ms lips. Hence his recent words in 
regard to woman’s proper place in 
the world have a special significance.

Not very long ago he made this 
statement: "The more woman in
vades the domain of man, the more 
will her social and moral status be 
lowered." Questioned afterward as 
to his exact meaning, and as to iris 
opinion in regard to woman in t'he 
industrial world, the Cardinal said:

"Every woman should work, There 
16 no room in the world for para
sites but,” be added, "married wo
men tibould work in the home."

"I give woman great credit for 
her advancement in industrial pur
suits. I did not speak of her in
dustrial activity, which I approve. I 
referred to her efforts to enter poli
tical life and of the tendency of 
some married women to neglect their 
husbands and their homes for clubs.

"Women," continued • the Cardinal, 
"have shown their fitness for cer
tain pursuits j As stenographers and 
typewriters, as saleswomen, book
keepers, and cashiers, they have be
come invaluable. What would we 
do without them, indeed.? But their 
Work is not an invasion of mam’s 
domain.

•"Nevertheless, woman’s sphere is 
the home. and married- women 
should1 find their work in oaring for 
their homes and husbands and chil-

lar and cuffs of plain linen cor
responding in color with the figure 
on the body material. It is al
ways an art to wear a simple blouse 
properly. If the plaits are not 
placed in accord with the lines of 
the figure the effect is spoiled. The 
secret of correctly adjusting the 
Shirtwaist lies in the proper belting 
before the dress skirt is secured over 
it; once the waist line is mage per
manent the desired lines will be pre
served as long as the waist is 
worn. There are innumerable little 
contrivances with which to ‘ secure 
the blouse, and every woman who 
would appear neatly dressed should 
provide herself with the one best 
suited to her manner of adjusting 
her waist.

Good Digestion Should ^Vait on Ap

petite—To have the stomach well is 
to have the nervous system well. 
Very delicate are the digestive or
gans. In some so sensitive are they 
thqt the atmospheric changes affect 
them. When they become disar
ranged no better regulator is pro
curable than Parmelee’s Vegetable 
Pills » They will assist the digestion 
so that the hearty eater, will suffer 
no inconvenience and will derive all 
the benefits of his food.

TBUR90ÀY, NOVEMBER 14. too?======== wiÊm,
the editors of the Woman's Home 
Companion, contributes a charming 
talk on ' ‘Thanksgiving—Then and 
Now," and Mrs. Anna Sfceeee Ri
chardson completes her series of 
three articles on "The Woman in 
Business." The other editors, Grace 
Margaret Gould, Margaret E. Song
ster, Dan Beard and Fannie Merritt 
Fanner, contribute specially in
teresting departments. Particular 
notice should be called to the Coolo- 
ing Department, wMch gives a large 
number of excellent recipes. There 
is splendid fiction by Juliet Wtibor 
TompkBne, Mrs. 0. N.-Williamson, 
Herbert D. Ward and others.

THE ROSARY OF MY YEARS.

Some reckon their age by years, 
Some measure their life by art; 

But some tell their days by tiro flow 
of their tears,

And their lives by the moans of 
tiroir heart.

Judt smile, and keep our grit -
Don't give in a little Wt7 ’ 
Till we get the foret ol it 

My heart and I.

‘Arabella,” Anna T. Sadlier. 
Price 80c. B. Herde, St. Louis, Mo.

The dials of earth may show 
The length, not the depth of years, 

Few or many they come, few or 
many they go,

But time is beetuneasurèd by tears,

•1JM1 be just the same alwa,,_ 
My heart and I: '

Will be cheerful as to-dav 1 
My heart and I 

Shall endure the battle's Hre 
VHth a vira that naught can' tire, 
TUI we gain our One Detfire 

My heart end I!
—Amadeus, O.S.F.

'Cousin Wilhelmina,” Anna T. Sad
lier. Price $1.00. B. Herder, St. 
Louis, Mb.

The Sacramental life of the 
Church,” Rev. B. J. Otter, S.J. 
Price 80c.

AM not by the silver gray 
That creeps thro' the sunny heir, 

And not toy the scenes that we pass 
on our way 

And not by the furrows the fingers 
•of care

A SONG OF NOVEMBER.

FUNNY SAYINGS.
On forehead and face have made,

Not so do we count our years;
Not by the sun of the earth, but the 

shade
Of sduls end the fall of our tears.

Miserere» ! Sad and slow 
Tolls the death-bell. The hours so 
Quietly with a muffled tread, ’ 
Sad November mourns her dead 
Spreads a palls of russet leaves. '

AN IMPORTANT QUESTION.
A North Omaha Sunday school su

perintendent always conducts the 
lesson review in Ms school. He spends 
about five minutes in explaining the 
lesson, and then asks:

Now, has any one a question to 
ask ?"

Last Sunday be explained the les
son as usual, dwelling at length on 
its chief thoughts, and wound up 
with the usual question:

"Now, has any one a question to 
ask ?"

A member of the boys’ junior class 
raised his hand.

Well, what is your question?" 
asked the superintendent.

'Please, sir, are we going to have
picnic this summer?"

For the young are oft-times old. 
Though their brows be bright and 

fair; -sV
While their blood beats warm their 

hearts are cold—
O’er them the spring—«but winter is 

there.

"Christian folk, there is no death. 
Life with Christ will rise again, 
After darkness and the rain.
O look up! take heart! rejoice!" 
Robin sings with a blithe voice.

And the old are oft-times young, 
When their hair is tMn and white; 

And they sing in age, as in youth 
they sang,

And they laugh, for their'cross was 
light.

Miserere! Sad and slow 
Tolls the death-bell in the snow. 
While we grieve our hearts with 

fancies,
Violets dut of sight and pansies 
Wait the Spring’s footfall and call.

But bead by bead, I tell 
The rosary of my years;

From a cross to a cross they lead; 
’tis well,

And they’re blest with a blessing 
of tears.

Spring's wild call and magical 
That shall wake them up again, 
After darkness and the rajn.
And our dead, with quiet eyes, 
Wait the call that bids them rise.

Donald, aged six, listened with rapt 
attention to the oft-told story of 
Eve and the apple.

"Now," said his mother in con
clusion, "what commandment did 
Eve break when she took that ap
ple and ate it?"

"Why, mummy,", exclaimed Donald, 
with wide-eyed reproof, ‘‘don’t you

T.üîrrtj

Better a day of strife 
Than "à century of sleep;

Give me instead of a long stream of 
life

The tempest and tears of the deep.

Robin's singing for his part, 
"Sursum corda!" with full heart. 

'Tis the month of them that sleep 
Safe and well, Christ’s folded sheep. 
Till the eternal day shall break.

A thousand joys may foam 
On the billows of the years:

But never the foam brings the lone 
bark home—

It reaches the haven through tears. 
—Father Abram J. Ryan.

THE WINTER’S MUFFS.
Muffs are exceedingly graceful in 

design this year, and while flat ef
fects are still seen, the round muff 
is gradually asserting itself—not the 
actual small, round, old-fashioned 
muff, of course, but rather a com
promise between this model and 
the later flat style. One such muff 
is a partly rounded affair made of 
ernqne, and trimmed with mink, two 
entire bodies being used. These 
bodies start under the heads, curve 
upward, and then take opposite di
rections, pointing downward, ending 
gracefully in tiny tails.—Woman’s 
Home Companion for November.

MY HEART AND I.

SEEING
is

BELIEVING.
TASTING 

POSITIVE PROOF

We fared together long,
My heart and I;

We have tried! to sing a song,— 
My heart and I,—

A| song of hope and cheer,
Of a smile above a tear,—
We have tried it many a year,— 

My heart and I.

that BLUE RIBBON TEA is what you should 
use in your home

We have drunk at Sorrow’s spring, 
My heart and I;

We have seen our dreams take wing, 
My heart and I;

But we’ve smiled, and tried to smile 
And the weary hours beguile,

•And we’ve found it worth our while. 
My heart and I.

TIMELY*'klINTS.

HIS WIFE LOOKED AFTER THAT.

"A girl works 
she marries," he

in a factory until

In an absorbing article on "The In
fluence of the Business Woman on 
Home Life," in the November issue 
of the Woman’s Home Companion, 
Mrs. Anna Steese Richardson cites 
the following true Instance from 
real life to prove her point that the 
.less successful husband of the suc-

nmrri age is the aim of her life. It 
should be. To love and care for a 
family is woman’s destiny. There is 
strong competition between the fac
tory and the home, but the home 
must win."

continued, "but cessful business woman is always

MARY ANDERSON’S HOME.
I suppose there is no rural spot 

in England more visited by Ameri
cans than Broadway, a charming 
Old World village situated at the ex
treme southeast corner of Worcester
shire, says a current writer. Its 
picturesque houses seem to have 
more affinity with Gloucestershire 
than with their own country, being 
mostly built with the soft, yellow 
Gloucestershire stone, which hardens 
with exposure and tones down into 
all sorts of subtle and beautiful 
tints, besides having a happy knack 
of attracting to itself a variety of 
delicate lichens.

This Is where Edwin A. Abbey 
used to live, and where F., D. Millet, 
another famous American 
lives now. The house dates from 
tiro 14th century and was built to 
be the manor house ot the Abbots of 
Fershore, who were very great men 
^ 'vtyrtsjiubsand
having «Mis to Parliament, for Pen-

wna one of

L tfe) quaint,

held in contempt:
■"The superintendent of a large de
partment store was interviewing an 
applicant for the position of floor 
walkbr. The man was well groom
ed, well dressed end prosperous look
ing. He had some excellent cre
dentials, too, but, as is customary, 
he was obliged to account for 
every month of work for three years 
previous.

"He admitted lightly that he had 
not worked for the preceding four 
months.

Where were'Vou?’ asked the su
perintendent.

Up state visiting my folks. Had 
not seen father and mother for 
good while.’

But who supported your family 
during that time?’

‘ ‘Oh, my wife looked after 
Perhaps you have heard of her—Mrs. 
Blank, of Dash *7 Co.’

‘The superintendent had heard of 
her. He knew her to be one of 
the best paid women in that par
ticular line of business—and a tire- 

artist, lees worker. He Hooked at the fault
lessly dressed man, and said blunt
ly-

‘ ‘Sorry, but we don’t want your 
Mnd. We need men who have to 
work, men who cannot take a day 
off when they happen to feel like it.’

"And then as the applicant turned 
away with a rtirug of his shoulders, 

superintendent, who employe

A new and delicious face powder is 
composed of minute particles of rice 
flowers and white violets sifted to 
impalpable atoms through silk and 
free from the slightest trace of for
eign matter. If properly applied the 
powder does not give the slightest 
indication of its use, but leaves a 
very beautiful finish.

Dissolve gum camphor in turpentine 
and keep for use when something 
soothing is needed for burns.

Panes of glass may be easily re
moved by applying soft soap to 
the putty which holds them. Leave 
the soap oa for a few hours before 
attempting to remove the putty, 
which, however hard it may be, 
will rarely fail to soften under tMs 
treatment.

Milk will immediately and effectu
ally extinguish the flames from 
gasoline or any other form of pe
troleum, since it forms an emulsion 
from the oil, whereas water only 
spreads it.

Bits of iron will prevent water 
from becoming putrid. Sheet iron 
or iron trimmings are the best. The 
offensive smell of water in vases 
of flowers would be avoided by put
ting a few small nails in the bot
tom of the,vases.

It is quite common now to use 
both soda and ' baking powder at 
the same time in baking anything 
made with sour milk or cream. This 
obviates the danger from too much 
soda and gives an additional light
ness to the finished product.

Old pieces of velveteen should, af
ter they have served their original 
purpose, be saved for polisMng 
cloths. They will answer the pur
pose of wash leather for plhte clean
ing, etc., perfectly, and save buying 
anything fnh. Wash the velveteen 
cloth as often as needed in soapy 
water and hang out to dry.

; know that there were no command
ments till after that ?"—London Opi
nion.

The young English tourist had ar
rived at the tiny country station, 
and the porter had fetched out of 
the guard’s van a storè of luggage, 
wMch Included many portmanteaux,

camera, golf and fishing tackle, 
and a particularly ferocious-looking 
bulldog.

"Aw, porfcah," commanded the 
txmrirt,, "just put my portmanteaux, 
came raw, etceteraw, in the waiting- 
room for a fevf minutes, will yaw?"

The porter surveyed tiro bulldog 
dubiously.

"Yes, sir," he said, slowly. "Et 
—etceteraw won’t bite, will he, 
sir ?"

Much unkindness we have met, 
My heart and I;

And, sometimes, we can’t forget, 
My heart end I.

But, in -this, we’re not alone,
For companionship we've known, 
If the truth we bave to own.

My heart and I.

We have tasted pleasure, too,
My heart end I;

And we've paid, as others do—
My heart and I.

For every joy a pain; v 
Still, we hold it not in veto,
And we’d live it o’er again.

My heart and I;
Yes, we try to sing our song.

My heart and I;
And, when all tiro world goes wrong. 

My heart and I

The flowers spring and the grasses 
wake,

And when our Lord rose Death was

After the darkness and the rain,
The world will break to greenness, 

loi
They xbat were dead shall rise and 

go. „
—Katharine Tynan, in the Tri

bune, London.

HABIT.

gar-So, then! Wilt use me as a 
menti Well,

'Tis man’s high impudence to 
think he may;

But I—who am as old as Heav'n and 
Hell—

I am not lightly to be oast away.*

Wilt run a raoe? Then I will run 
with thee,

And stay thy steps or speed thee 
to the goal;

Wilt dare a fight? Then, of a cer
tainty,

I'll aid thy foeman, or sustain thy 
soul.

Lo, at thy marriage feast, upon one 

Face of thy bride, and on the other
e!

Lo, at the couch of sickness close I 
stand,

And taint the cup, or make it
111

Yea—hark! The very son thou hast 
begot

One day doth give thee certain 
sign and cry;

Hold thou thy peace-frighted or 
frighted not—

That look, that; sign, that presence j 
—it is I!

—Margaret Steele Anderson, In | 
'American Magazine.

GRACIOUS ME!

Teacher—James, please give me the 
definition of "anecdote."

James ( promptly ) —Anecdote, a 
short hale.

Teacher—Correct. Frederick, make 
a sentence using the word.

Frederick ( thoughtfully ) —The fox 
terrier dog is an animal, with four 
legs and one anecdote.

Collapse of teacher.

CURES

LITERARY REVIEW.

the

<*a- some two 
to ed g

he opening chapters of a new 
"Though Idle De Qo Part.”

1 «**■?• ■what we're mek-

NOVBMBBH WOMAN'S HOME. 
COMPANION.

Th»
■■■■■■

Elizabeth Stuart Phelpi, ie the fear 
ture of the Woman’s Home 
pern on for Norendber. The a 
ment of a new. story by the 
of “A Singular Life." ie i

Dyspepsia, Bolls, 
Pimples, 
Headaches, 
Constipation, 
Loss of Appetite, 
Salt Rheum, 
Erysipelas, 
Scrofula, 
and gfl troubles 
arising from tit* 
Stomach, Liver, 
Bowels or Blood.

Do You

Hr
V- •; h" :

The True Witness

JOB
iàj PRINTING

DEPARTMENT
is second to none in 'the City. 
We have the most ample and 
modern equipment for first- 
class, artistic printing. We 
offer to those requiting such 
work, quick and correct ser
vice. We respectfully solicit 
the patronage of or

—
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nobody know

Bow many butte

Nobody know. 
Bow mapy playtt 

her way ? 
Nobody knows 

Bow many thimto;
ehe missed? 

How many burns 
fist?

HoWi many, bumps

All the hopes are dead and geno 
The sweet youth cold as stone ’ 
Only Robin cheerily
Sin?ree ,r0m * daanp and drooping 

His true song of hope end faith.

Nobody knows 
How many halts b 

day?
Nobody knows 

Carelessly hiding ’
hay?

Nobody knows 
How many handl 

strayed?
How many ribbon 

maid?
How, for her care,

paid?
Nobody knows 

How many muddy 
row?

Nobody knows 1 
How many stockSn; 

you know ? 
Nobody knows l 

How many little t 
mend?

How many hours o 
spend ?

flhat is the timi 
work will end 

Nobody, knows b 
How many lunches 

Sam?
Nobody knows b 

Cookies and apples

Nobody knows b 
Nourishing dainties : 

tooth,"
Toddling Dottie or c 
How much love swex 

forsooth? 
Nobody knows bx 

How many* cares 
heart know? 

Nobody knows bt 
How many joys froi 

love flow ? 
Nobody knows bu 

How many prayers 
white bed,

How many tears for 
she shed,

How many kisses fo 
head?

Nobody knows bu

Letters to As
Dear Aunt Becky:
I have often rt 

letters in the True 
decided to write t 
I live in Frampto 

thirteen years old. 
tire convent schd 
name is Mother St 
have two sisters a 
My oldest brother 
Province of Sasfcas 
coud brother is woi 
of the State of Mai 
brother is nine yea 
ing to school.

My cousin Adelia 
Cranbouroe, is here 
with us.

Dear Aunt Becky, 
*11 I will write, 
short, but next tim 
longer. I remain, 

Yohr loving

West Frampton,

Dear Aunt Becky:
It baa been a lo 

Wrote tp you. I , 
old, and I am stil 
I like my teacher 
0“ne is Miss Nellit 
“tile cousin Ma 
Georgetown, spent 
our place. Her p 
^«ek and she went 
Jo are all very Ion 

grandma 
ti08ton to spend the 
•oceive the True Wi 
fej°y it, reading t 
««re are in it.

I am afraid some 
Pfews and nieces he 
because we do not 
«their letters in t 

! ,ive about fou
i Jlage. Our pari si 

John O'PYm 
®0mes to our school 
JLPnaes or Picture! 

• nuns and » lbl
mL3father is

| some. I gut
I here to pine

"If. ,

a
‘wteken 1

toller,
Clk,


