: I stand

- shuttle go;
thin my hand
g strand oy
hrough, ang gq
S out apacae,

my place.

mooth and fing
sunny dye;
roughly twing
y line on ling
. Then would g
begin anew—
' not. do.
1 all be done,
its place,
threads he oy
g of the sun
n my face,

she mado nog

a8 hest she

1E CROSA,

upon'a birrep

be harren, now

1
0 Thee,

r me the crown

have put forih

]

orne,

Cedar of broad
‘ale, with fade-

shoots.
ti.
J

CANT.

in the wintry

ross Who died,
1 in the wind

| and hands and
Him aside.
th the crown of

1hy -redt,
leaded for alms

not put by in
bread,
in vain

e gone by,

He only come

ease His painy
lis cry.”

i distinguisheth
e and crown;
agye of faith
azareth

ered gown.

y mendicant,

is cry;

infinite ‘mercy
7 in my day of

bya

J

B,

brings to every,
solemn tenders
We dow con-

their loss has

r far than Wwe

jo see that por
return  could

vondel; how fon

ﬂm_n. we could

1 expecth all ‘the chicks are sett
down to hard work at school. They
certainly did forget me during  the
ymmer, but Harold and Wimnifred
:m,ve set a good example and sent
such nice letters. I met some of u:\e
small folks who take am interest in
this page this summer, and if the
others are anything like them 1 can
congratulate myself ‘that no‘ o‘lhm-
Auntie has qi\lteu such mice little
i as
e Your lovirg

AUNT BECKY.

R P

Aunt Becky:
Dt;ﬂ:ml very sorry 0 see our corner
so deserted, and worst of all no let~
ter from Aunt Becky this week. ‘1
have been away down at the Btu.e
des Chaleurs, where I spent my holi-
days aut grandpa’s. I had a lovely
tir;m boating, ete. I often thought
of writing to you and expected .to
see letters from the little cousins
each week. I am sure that now
school is opened they will all hfm
up again, and if they will agree wn’h
me we will adopt for motto ‘‘Do it
now,”’ for if I. had written as many
times as I thought of doing it, you'd
have had lots of letters from me. I
am back at school again, and like it
more than ever. I have my same
dear teacher of last year, Rev. Mothen

St. Ann.  With love to you, dear
Aunt Becky, and to all the little
cousins,

1 remain, your nephew,
HAROLD D.
West Frampton, Que. ;

LB R

Dear Aunt Becky:

This is my first lgtter, and as I am
not able to write very well, Aunt
Nellie is writing for me. I should
have written this summer when Ha-

rold was away, as we wepe all SO
sorry to see so few little letters to
the corner. You were so kind to

continue writing, and if you knew
how bad we all felt at seeing mo
letter from you this week, you wofld
surely write again. I am 7, and am
goitg to the convent again. Harold
told you all about me before. Mamma
says that T must write again, so 1
say good-bye for this time. This
evening we all went to the woods
and had our tea there, my three
aunts and threq 1 ttle cousins, and
my own Lrother with my two little
sisters, Stacey and-Isa. I am, with
love, :
Your little niece,
WINNIFRED D.

West Frampton, Que.

* 4 b
“DAD.”

8ome boys they call their Dad—Papa,
Oh, gee ! That makes me mad,

It sounds so stiff and like a book—
You bet I call ‘mine Dad.

And he's a ripper, too0, you bet,
The boys all wish they had

A father that would laugh and joke
And love them  like my Dad. °

Of course, sometimes, when all the
bills
Come in he's mighty mad, ):—"

And then we sit as still as mice
And hear him jaw, poor Dad.

injunction to come bhack at once,

‘Still a third day his mother sent
him to the grocer's to order Some-
thidg for dinmer. * She went out,
and did not return until it was time
to cook the meal. Imagine her sur-
prise and disappointment upon find-
ing, when she went into the kitchen,
that ker order had not been filled,
Teddy had met, on his way down
street, one of the other boys, had
stopped to play for a time, and then
gone to school without once thinking
of his mother's order.

So that day they ate a “‘picked-up’
dinne1y;, his mother was annoyed, and
his father displeased.

After dinner Mr. and Mrs. Johnston
sat long talking over what could bo
done to correct this bad habit in
their son. Mr. Johnston said :
“Really; that hoy ought to be taught
to remember and obey whem he is
told to do a thing.” ""\

““Yes,” repliéd the wife, “but wiat
can we do? He has been punished,
but it seems to make no difference.’

“I have a plamn,” said Mr. John-
ston. And he proceeded to umfold
his scheme. Mrs. Johnston agreed to
iry it.

The wext day being a holiday Ted-
dy was to go to E— to the show

with his father.

His mother got his things in readi-
ness the night before, and he went to
bed a very happy boy, to dream of
the next day’s pleasure.

Teddy was an eazly riser, and in
the morning was wide-awake, anxious
for the 8 o'clock train, which was
to take him to the city. While he
was eating his breakfast his mother
discovered that his shoes were nof
suitable, and, as she had forgotten
to order any others, Teddy was sent
to the shop for a new pair, with the

He ran out of the house with good
intentions, hut down the street Paul
came to show a new gun which had
just arrived, and the two boys werg
80 busy trying to hit a bull’s-eye in
the target that no note of passing
time was made until the train whis-
tled at the station.

Poor Teddy was nearly hearthroken
when he found his father had gone
without him,

“Why didn’t papa come after me?’”’
he asked.

“He must have forgotten you,”” re-
plied his mother, who was just going
out to his grandfather’s.

That afternoon grandpa was going
for a sail in his new .boat, and sent

word for Teddy to go with him. On
Mrs. Johnston’s return home she
said nothing about the matter to
Teddy.

As she was on her way back she
met one of the little boys, who ask-
ed her to tell Teddy they were going
down to the shore for a picnie, and
he must come at omce, for they could
only wait 10 minutes.

When Mrs. Johnston arrived home
she found Teddy still crying over his
disappointment. but did not think it
would be wise to offer any comfort
or tell him of the picnic.

In the afternoom Teddy felt better,
and indeed quite forgot the morning’s
episode in the amticipation of his
father’s return with the usual sup-
ply of fruit and candy.
When Mr. Johmston came
Teddy asked for the fruit,
“l didn’t get any, my son; I really
must have forgotten about you,’’

home

It's always over soon, and them
You bet we all feel glad,

And then we all climb on his lap
And hug.and kiss our Dad.

“You can’t have kids and money,
too,”
He says, and so he’s glad
The good Lord made him poor,
else
He mightn’t been our Dad. ~

I don’t want to be President,

Like every little tad !

When I'm grown up I'd rether be

A nice man just like! Dad.
~May Kelly, in New Orleans Picayune

* & &
FORGETFUL TEDDY.

Teddy Johnson is t.pramy _good
ort of a boy, but he has one fault,
end that a very serious one; he does|
1ot give heed to wh’. is
and then, in excul, always.

forgot.””

or

ran into the house to ask his mo-

was his father’s indifferent voply.
Teddy’s eyes ' filled with tears, but
somehow he thought it hest to say
After supper grandpa drove over on
business, and, just as he was going
away, said to Teddy: ““Why didn’t
you come over and go with us this
afternoon 7’

‘Go where 7’ was the amnxious in-
quiry.

“Why, sailing. We all went,
caught a fine lot of fish.”
“I didn’t know you were
said Teddy.

Grandpa replied: T sent word by
Your mother for you 10 come over
and go sailing with us. She said
you could go as wen as not.”’
“‘She didn’t tell me,” said Teddy.
As soon as grandpa had gone he

and

going,”

ther about the matter,
. '"Other people can forget the same
 you,”” she said, With a smile. '

told many times not

aad the rain washed

After a - pause  he said quietly:
' I understand, mother. T'I1 not
R R :

Squirrel ?—the nuts in the candy, you

in the windows—he could not possib-

saw the squirvel, with a nut in
mouth, spring from the fence to the
low shed roof, then to the house root
and suddenly vanish under the eaves.
And, lookirg
small round hole,

was the candy thief and the
that denced jigs in the garret night
after night I—Anme O'Brien, in St,

'I'hu:rrnh cure all diveases and dis-
orders arising from weak heart, worn out
Rerves or watery blood, such as Palpita-
tien, Skip Beats, Throbbing, Smothering,

ziness, Wusk or Faint Spells, Ansemis,

or P , Brain Fag,
Goneral Debility and Lack of Vitality.
They are a true heart tonic, merve food
and bleod enmricher, building up and
renewing all the worn out amd wasted
tissues of the Body and restoring perfact
health. Price 50c. a box, er 8 for $1.26,
ot all druggists.

— =

He lived in the trees behind the
Brown house, waiting for the butter-
nuts to get A big butternut
tree grew close by the fence. Mr.
Squirrel’s bright eyes had spied the
nuts early in the summer, and he
made up his mind to have them,
every one. So, as soon as the ripe
nuts began to fall with a thump to
the ground Chickaree was to be seen
—as busy as a bee all day long, stor-
ing up food for next winter,

The two ladies who lived in  the
Brown house used 1o watch him from
the windows, and were never tired of
saying how cunning he was, and how
glad they were to have him get  the
butternuts. He must have a snug
little nest in some -trec near by—he
would carry off a nut and he back
again so guickly. But, though they
watched carefully, they never could
discover where the nest was, and by
and by they gave up watching
forgot all about him.

One morning, late in October, Miss
Anne came to breakfast rather late
and cross, saying to her sister: “‘Sal-
ly, I believe this house is full of rats!
There was such a racket last night
I hardly slept a wink !’

ripe,

and

Miss Sally had slept soundly, and

she laughed at the idea. Rats :
There had never been rats in' {hat
honse. It was just “Anme’s non-

sertse,”’

Miss Anne still insisted, and was
awakened almost every night by the
noise. ‘“The rats in the barn have
moved into the house for the
ter,”” she said. So the rat trap was
brought from the mparn, baited
cheese, and placed close to a

win-

\\'ilh
hole
in the underpinning; which looked as
if it might be a rat hole.
stayed till the trap grew rustyr
the moldy, but no rat
caught,

There it
and

cheese was

One day Miss Sally brought home
a bag of peanut candy (“‘peanut brit-
tle,”” she called it); and to keep it
cool owernight she put it in the work
shop, where were kept the hammers
and nails, the woodbox and garden
tools. Miss
and had an outside
door near the butternut *tree,

This shop opened into
Anne’s studio,

'Fhe candy was forgotten until the
next afternoon, when Miss Anne weng
to got a piece. All that she found
was a heap of torn amd sticky paper.
Every scrap of peanut brittle
gone !

“Those rats !”” ghe declared. “But
how did they get in here 2’

The ‘“‘how’’ was soon explained.
Near the outside door they found a
hole in the floor,

Miss Sally was indignant, and, put-
ting a thick board over the hole,
pounded in enough wire nails to keep
out a regiment of rats,

As they stood in the open door a
butternut dropped at their feet, and
Miss Sally, in a flash, exclaimed:
““Anne, do you ‘think it could be that

was

know 2’

But Miss Anne thought not. “The
noises in the attic—that could not be
the siuirrel. There aro wire screens
ly get in.”

Couldn’t he ? That same afternoon
as Miss Anne crossed the yard  she|
his

closely, she spied a
The mystery was exphined‘c this

rat’’

-

horses of fine blood. One day While
one of them,  Prumells, was passing
between two -walls with my little gis-
ter on her back, the child slipped and
rolled between the horse's feet.

Prunelle stopped instantly and held
one hind foot in wne alr. She really
scemed to fear to lower that foot
lest she should step on the child.
There was no room for the horse to
turn nor for a man_to pass in.

In that uncomfortable position,
with liited foot, however, the
stood patiently, while an attendamt
crawled between her forefeet and res-
cued the child.

* &+
BOY'S POLITENESS.

horse

A LITTLE

It was raining. An aged lady, who
had crossed Ly the ferry from Brook-
Iyn to New  York, looked wistiully
across the street to the car she want-
ed to take. She had no umbrella;
her full of bundles. A
shabby little fellow, carrying a cheap

arms w

but good umbrelly, steppad up. ““May
I see you across, ma'am ?” ““Thank
you,
handed
it, blushing,
wanted it.

dear.”  Across the street,

He
looking

she

him five cents. declined

yet as il he
The lady svas 1ntercstod;
She drew him under an awning, and
questioned him, to find that his hav-
ing this umbrella at the ferry was a
bit of childish enterprise to help his
He the
five cents in his savimgs hank for it
and had

mamma, had paid seventy-

already taken in thirty
centsby renting hisumbrella at home,
“You're the first old lady,” he said
with  childish “that 1've
taken across—and—and T didn’t think
it was polite—I didn’t
would

candor,

think manma
to “A
child of the poor,” thought his anes-
tioner, “but I know from his
that his is a
good womam.”—Ex,

like me charge yom,”
ways
mother lady and a

————————

A NAME FOR THE BABY.

(From the Sacred Heart Rev iew.)
The
some people attach to their ofispring
will always
ment

extraordinary names which
be a source of wonder-
‘as long as the world is a
world.”  Catholics ought to be sa-
tisied 1o give their children names
which are’in fact

Christian names,
and not burden thew for life with
names savoring of anything but

Chrictianity. The giving of a'saint's
name to a child at baptism sigmifies
that the child is placed under the
protection of that special saint, that
the child may imitate the

But under whose protection

saint s
virtues,
are the children placed whose names
are taken out of some yellow-covered
novel or copied from some romantic
story in a cheap

magazine 7 Qur

colored friends are supposed to be
particularly prone to this sort of ex-
extravagant and fancy nomenclature,
but they have by no means a mono-
poly of it.

Horor Walsh tells a story about a
certain old Aunt Dooney whose stock,
of Algernons and Ethelindas having
after a time run out, she evoked the
aid of a patent medicine advertise-
ment to help her to evolve somaovhing
new and high-sounding in the shape
of a name for a mew arrival in
vale.of tears.
chosen:

this
This was the name
Spinal Meningitis 1,
surcly have been
tagged on To the little black baby,
had not some one told Aunt Dooney
that while Cerebro Spinal Memirgitis
sounded full enough, it was unlucky4
and children who got, it generally diad
or had crooked necks. That crushed
it, and the newcomer was called Zo-
beyda Agricolina instead. There are
some of Aunt Dooney’s white sisters,
it may be said, whose taste for names
is not much less fanciful not to say
ridiculous: than this,

Cerebro
This fame would

To all Catholic parents we would
say : Give your children’ good, strong
old-fashioned names that mean some-
thing worth while and stand
something worth ‘while, and forget
the namby-pamby, filagree names
that make life a bunden to so many
children nowadays.

——————

for

IRISHMEN IN JAPAN.

It was an Irishman who introduc-
ed firearms  to Japan, long before
Perry’s day. The invasion of Nippon
by the King of Corea was success-
fully resisted by the aid from Ire-
land. Hence the paternal ‘ancestors
of General Oku, before that pame
became corrupt, were the O'Keoughs,

from O’Hara. And thoso who have
been puezled to account for the
strongly Geltic cast of Marshal Oya-
ma’s features may as well know that
he comes in & direct line from ona
of the men who fought to resist the
Corean invasion, and whose nam
night, n O'Mara. There

Major Gencral Oyama is descended \ Eucharist, js perennially prescerved in

OR ¢
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FRUIT LIVER TABLETS *
nics make them.._

The natural remedy for constipa=

atany price."

"
“Iam taking Fruit-a-tives and must sa; they are the best remedy I
ever used for Stomach and Liver Trouble.

At druggists—50c. a box.
Manufagtured by FRUIT-A-TIVES LIMITED, Ottawa.

idney and skin di

‘would not be without them
Mrs. FRANK BUSHy Essex, N.B,

Father Pheian Describes the
Scenes in the Passion Play,

Father Phelan writes to the West-
ern Watchman from Oberammergan:

1 have just come out from the play,
It is not the Passion Play, but one
that takes its place in the quinguen-
nium between the presentations of
that drama. It is called the *School
of the Cross,”" and is the life of King
David dramatized. Parallel with the

play runs the story of Our Lord; be

history; it is living reality, and you
feel that
od twenty-five

you are actually transport

hundrod years back,

and are living under the rule of the
‘““Man after God's own heart.”” The
recitation of the leader of the choir
is a splendid picco  of dignified dea-
matic elocution, and he speaks as a
prophet of old, pointing to the great
events that would take place in the
fullness of time, when the Son  of
David would appear, and all things
would be fulfilled of which passing
evemts in the sacred city were but
dim foreshadowings As you feel
that you were really in Jerusalenn,
living under King David's rule, you
also feel that the Christian era was
a far distant promise whowse fultil
ment was reserved to Isracl's undy-
ing faith,

There are scenes in the School of
the Cross which are of surpassing
grandeur, and so realistic that one
feels himsell melted into the  worldg
ol the past, I never saw any thing
comparable to the sceme where David
tries the armor of Saul. There was
nothing very touching in the scene
bavond  its y‘v;nl:ln, but the latter

was so bewitchingly perfect that you

melted into tears of Joy I was

ashamed of my softness, and did not

look around. When

my tears ran
down my coat front and it secmed as
if I would have to prepare for a

ducking of my own lachrymal glands,
I looked found  every-
body as much in the sympathaetic vein
as myself,

around and

T can’t tell you just why,

but it was so.
When David  slew Goliath it was
done so artistically that you folt

sure the glant had received kis coup
de grace, and you feir like running
up and grasping the hand of the val-
liant and intrepid young shephard.
The scene when David took final loava
of Absolom was very
I shall not
acting; it was more, Lastly, the
cursing and stoning of David when
he prepared to evacuate the city, and
the news of the triumph of his army
and the defeat and death of Absolom
supplied the climax of a drama. the
like of which will never be seem Qut~
side of Oberammergan.

The parallel of the slaying of Saul
was the death of sin wrought by the
Passion of Our Lord. The treason of
Absolom was a figure of the treason
of Judas. The cursing and stoning
of David was a figure of the Passion,
As the sword.with which David cut
off the head of the Philistine was ever
after preserved in the Holy of Holies,
so the instrument of life, the Holy

poweriully

drawn, describe it as

our tabernacle, “‘that whoso shall eat
of it shall not taste death forever,”
The last tableaux is the Crucifixiont,

]H[ SEHUU[ []F TH[ [:H[]SS figure is slim, lithe, and of the size
one would be disposed to give the
» ’ Savior. He is declared the greatest

Christus of them all,
to Rome

He was taken
alter
sented to the

1900 and was pre-
Pope, who offerod to
bestow on him some important  ho-
nors, but in his humility, and to ald
the more Him
he hopad to take again in
declined all

resomble whose pars
1910,
homors.

the
their roles was made a Monsignor of
the first class.

he

worldly Tho
priest who propared actors  for

I had a long comver-

sation with him, and from him learn-

od that Oberammergau lay upon an

old Roman road; that the legions of

ginning with the Annunciation and the Empire had often made the siire
ending  with the Crucifixion. This rounding hills resound to their con~
part of the performamnce is given in quering tread: that Charles V., stop-
tableaux, with the same actors in the ped here when fleeing  from Maurice
living groups that 100k past in  the of Saxony; that Philip 11. of Spain
last production of the Passion Play. was here on the occasion of a Corpus
The leader of an immense choir, ai- Christi  celebration, and that he
ter each stage in the life of the Royal | jgined in the procession and carriod
Psalmist, comes forwaesd and explairfs a candle, singing the litanies with the
the-parattel betweon King Davi and joasants of the place.  In those days
his Son, Christ For we are never{ pineg did not feel themselves ex—
permitted: to forget that Our Lord| .ot from the ordinary duties of
was a Son of David Phe motive of everyday Christiants,
thg play is the symbolism of Da PR
vid's life fully -realized in the life
death and sufiering of Our T.ord, Now as 16 the merits of the pars:

The plan is carried on with con-| formance of the School of the Cross,
summate skill. You seem to be in] ! came prepared to be disappointed.,
Jerusalem and  what passes pefore [ 1 had heard so much of the Passion
your eyet is  mot fiction, not even|Play and its actors that 1 could not

but believe that much was exaggera~

tion,

I could not bring mysalf to
believe that common mountaineers
could be developed into consummater
artists, no matter who was their toa~
cher, or how much tine was givem
to their training. 1 was not look-
ing at the play ten minutes when [
wished that all the greal actors T
had ever seen where here to learn
how to act. Criticism was disarmod
Instantly, and 1 was at the mercy of
every word  and look and  gestura
those marvelous people rendered’.
Take, for instance, the attack ol
Saul on David The oration  over
the dead hody of Cacsar was never
remdered with such dramadtic foree,
The curse scene of Richelieu is tame
In comparison And tho man  who
acted the part was the sacristan of

the church, who had served my Mass:
in the

morning In  tho first place,
these people have all splendid speak-
ing voices It may be in the maoun-
tain air they breathe, or the pure
water they drink, At all . evemts,
they have very forcefil aml challeng-
Ing voices.  Then they live in an ¢

mosphere of Christian dignity, The
religious the place,

the

monuments of
great piety

but, ahove all,

of tha inhabitants,
the traditions of
Passion Play, have sobered them:

tha
SO

that in  part and specch  and look
they hreathe dignity. To see those
Peasant girls walk across the stage
would be a study for any manager.
They were all queens, " feom  theip
plain, unmade-up heads to their Sam-—

daled feet.
my quota to
other

Thartt 1 am not adding

the exaggeration of
looKers-on at ()ln-rmnnwl'gml. | §
would state that the art amd mugic~
mad King Touis of Bavaria,

came
here once to Witness the p,

assion Play
for himself
as so0 much carried away
that. he ordered a magmificemt, ()

e Jruci-
fixion group for one of the hills gur—
rounding the

toiwn
there to-day,

ankl had one performance
alone. He w

» and it stands
the gramdest,
ign., Tt is o
and priedvaux are
prépared for pious visitors, After the
performance to-day 1 sat and listen-
ed to thousands of Protestants that
were reaching right amq left for ade
jectives to express their admiration
of the play and ity performers, They
all scemeod to expect, that \vh.(-_\' could
not produca anything like that. They
said their religion was 00 abstract;
that it did not take hold of (he’
flesh and blood verities of the Gos-
pel.  The preachers seomed the most
enthusiastic of al],

— ¢
POPE THANKS MIKADO,
Right Rev.  William H. O'Connell),
Bishop of the Diocese of Maine, hag
received from Pope Pius X. special

one of
works of hig wondrous re

ple

e

of pilgrimage

w}rlch_ is an exact repr K u, with-
out words, of the closing scene of the
Passion Play, with the same actors.
I stopped at the. house of Anton
Lang, the Christus in the Passion

Play of 1900. He strongly recalls

ission relating to the peace negoti-
ations. He has been commissioned to
Vvisit Japan and deliver to tho “Em-
Peror the Pope’s congratulations om
the termination of the war, to thamk




