My Dear Nancy:

We have just been, enjoying a de-
lightful walk  across Mount.Royml.
You who have only seen her in the
i;eauty of her summer garb would,
maybe, not appreciate the change
which has come upon her; but ‘we
who always have her height in view
have grown accustomod to the gra-
dual transformation from emerald
1 to the dull browns, bright reds

greer

and motiled tints, all speaking of

decay, but with a 'tenderness and
; senses.

beauty not repulsive to our
Yt was just cool enough to encourage
= brisk pace which gave a ruddy glow
to the cheek, and the alr was heavy
with the moist odor from the under-
brush. There will be still further
change when you return to Montreal,
for by that time the royal ~mount

will have donned her ermine mantle -
sports will be it full

and winter
swing.
Tell me, how did you enjoy your
We have wonr

%rip to the plains?
dered why you were silent
Journey, your arrival, ‘and your ex-

as to your

periences on the whole—for experi-
ences voy must have had between
herec and the end of the 2000 mile
yun. JIs it that among your sur-
roundings and i1 the excitement  of
““pitching your tent”’ you have for-

gotten there wers expectant friends.
Surely not. Tt seems to me that. the
wery newness of the sitmdtion, thel ex-
reme isolation, and the perfect de-
fight yvou taler in congenial friend-
ships would make your heart cry out
gor the old associations and com-
pel you to take the only means
bridging But 1 fancy
there is coming at top speed full par-
ticulars of ranch life, its delights
and its fascinations. We will
expect a on its disad-
wvantages, for you have dreamed too

of

the distance.

not

dissertation

fong of this to see amything but
what is suffused in a
When I read Tho following I deter-
mined to semd it to you as possessad
of an ingenious braim as youw are, you
will ba able to work it out. T should
thinks it would be yuite the thing. Tf
X remember correclly, you said your
brother was a collector of antiqui-
ties, so I farvy you will be able to
manufacture something uniaue,
least something similar, if not
vectly on those lines. Let us hear
the results:

An attractive and serviceable set-
4le, ona that will be useful on a deep
porch, can ba made from a discarded
wooderf bedstead. To comstruct one
je casy, and any old bedstead will
do—the older the better.

The headboard and posts make the
back to the settle. The foot posts
minus the board complete the four
fegs. These are joined by cloats on
whith rests the seat. The width of
the seat is made to fancy, twelve to
sixteen inches. The sides of the bed-
stead are fitted for the arms to the
sattle, although it is not necessary
o have them. The settles made
from grandmother’s bed will not need
staining or painting. Those of later
date need a dressing to be attractive.

Hortense has just invested in a
new hat. It is a very smart affair
of Alice blug velvet, having a bee-
hive crown of lighter blue, & rolling
brim irregularly dented and caught
up ‘at the back with a satin strap ol
Alice blue ornamented with  stecl
slides.

We will miss you from the prac-
tices for Sir Edward Elgan’s “Dream
of Geromtius,”” which are about to
commence. The choirmaster has asle-
ed for increased numbers and insists
on stricter attendance so that this
oratorio may be better than any yet
&iven. You never let us into the
secret of your bead lamp shade mak-
ing, and whether it was the success
you had anticipated. You were fol-
lowing no directions, T know, simply
secing what you could do without bie-
ing taught. This is what I was told
at ‘the Handicrafts Department about
them :

The shade proper is made of little
medallons or other forms so shaped
that they will it together. Bach
bead is strung on wire. = One color
effects ara  safest for the begimmer.
Another idea is to simply make a

fringe for the shade. The beads used
should be exactly. matched to  the
" shade. These tiny beads are mnot
/ cslored, bub are rather lined with a
" ‘color, the color being put in where
“the boad is pierced.  For:a candle

roscate glow.

at
di-

Make a wire circle the size of  the

Cover it with tape. Siring
‘of two and a hail

INTERESTS.

Conducted by HELEN E.

shade. the fringe shiould be made thus: |

have a number of reedles threaded at
once. In making fringe for a lamp
shade the depth 'varles according to
the size of the shade.

I have been trying to follow
structions, but evidently bead work
is not in my line, for most of my
time is spent huntirg for the beads
on the floor, as I do notseem to have

the knack of threading - them  the
right way.
We arc living in the greatest ex-

pectancy of having such a long, jol-
ly, newsy letter redolent of the air
of the prairie, and brimful of vivid
descriptions of every nook in  the
ranch; and although yvou have not
found time to write us, we still think
affactionately of you, miss you sorely
from all our gatherings, and =~ {rust
that life and
will forget vour friends

ranch its fascinations
not lat
if -the East,

the day when you will raturn.

vou
who look forward to
Your old friend,
HELENE.
+ + +
TIMELY HINTS.

A teaspoonful of turpentine added
to each quart of starch will give it a
gloss and also prevent the irom from
sticking.

Alcohol and water constitute a good
washing fluid for fine cut and plate
glass Soaps, cleaning powders and
to
polishad sur-

polishing preparations are apt
scratch and dim highly
Only old,
be used for wiping glass.
Nowadays fish and fowls are

faces. soft towels should

not
sewn with thread as they once were
to the filling. The cavities
are filled and

retain
the edges are pinned
with skewers. A

securely complete

set of steel skewers is a necessity,
but one easily supplied.

If you rub grass stains with
lasses they

mo-
will come out without
difficulty in the ordinary wash.
Spots may be removed from ging-
ham by being wet with milk and cov-
ered with common salt. Leave for an

hour or so, and rinse out in several

waters.
You can make a faded dress per-
fectly white by washing it in - boil-

ing cream of tartar water.

Salt dissolved in alcohol will often
remove grease spots from clothing.

Every ome knows that smelling
salts are most refréshing when one is
suffering from headache, but not
overy one knows that they may be
easily made at home. Take one gill
of liquid ammonia, a quarter of a
dram each of attar of rosemary and
English lavender, eight drops each
of bergamot anu cloves. Put into a
stoppered bottle and shake vigorous-
ly until well mixed. Fill the smell-
ing bpttle with asbestos or sponge
cuttings and pour the mixture owver
them, taking oare mot to put in more
than the sponge will retain, else the
ammonia will run out and stain fab-
rics when the bottle is inverted.
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RECIPES.

Tomato Toast—Take three toma-
toes, one egg, one ounce of butiber,
some slices of hot buttered toast, a
little salt, pepper, cayenne and half
a teaspoonful of powdered sugar.
Wipe and cut 'the tomatoes into thiok:
slices. Cook in butter in a pan
over the fire until tender. Beat the
egg, add it to the tomato and stir
over the fire until it thickens amnd
becomes creamy. Add the sugar,
season nicely. Pile it quickly on the
buttered toast amd serve very hot,

Plum Marmalade.—Plums come a
little late in the season, but the
knowing just how to make a mar-
malade that will not have the bitter
twang that is found in most plum
preserves, may not come amiss. The
plums should Le perfect and not over
ripe. Cover them with ice-cold wa~
ter and let them just come to a boil,
dip out and throw the water away,
Cover them again with ice-water and
heat up, being carveful not to break
the skin. Throw this water away,
also. then cook the plums in as much
wafer as will keep thesa from burning
until tender, rub them through a
sieve, add pound for pound of sugar,

inr |-

of celery. Loql n-nd_ i €
and mix well with a stiff mayonnaise.
Arrange in centre of a flat salad dish
in nest of lettuce leaves. Around the
edge place a row of the lettuce leaves
filled with cucumber diced and mixzed
with tiny pearl onions and green
cooked peas, the cucumber dice and
peas having beem previously dressed
with oil and vinegar, salt and cay-
enne.

People who like their oysters high-
ly seasoned will appreciate this saupe
which is meant to be served with the
first course at dinner: Place in af
bowl a heaping teaspoomful of salt,
three-nuarters of a teaspoonful of
whife pcpper, a thick slice of oniom,
minced fine, a heavilg teaspoonful
each of mincod chives and minced
parsley. Mix these thoroughly and
add a teaspoonful of salad oil, six
drops of tabasco sauce, a dash of
Worcestershire and about three ta~
blespoonsful of vinegar. At Delmo-
nico’s this way of serving oysters
is called ‘‘a 1'Alexandre Dumas.’’

IDBAL WOMANHOOD.

Mary Sarsfield Gilmore writes on
this subject in the New York Free-
man's Journal. She says:

Catholic womanhood and ideal wow
manhood by right are synonyms; and
the Catholic woman or girl who fails
to represent the highest type of her
sex, not only incurs grave moral re-
sponsibility, but misses the golden
opporfunity of her life. That she is
an unknown social quantity is
fault than
to her culpable thoughtlessness. The

not
due less to her deliberate

not
due seriousress.
She realizes only in part the obliga-
tions of her nobility. She underesti-
mates her supreme possibilities.

All the world agrees that purity
and rdig\i%.m are the sole and indis-
pensable basis of ideal womanhood,
and that, the represemtative of
both essential graces, the Catholic
woman stands above reproach.

But the law fulfilled in the letter
by sheer force of Diving insfinct, may

average Catholic woman does
take herself with

as

be filled in the spirit by social con-
cessions instigated by human re-
spcet. It is  well to realize tha§
where Catholic concession is necesq
sary, there is something rotiten in the
social state. Moral perception is not
too apt to be supersensitive, and the
Catholic woman must fear laxity ra-
ther than scrupulousness, lest she be
responsible for disedification or
scandal. Indisputably, the perfection
of Catholic precept challenges suspi-
cious and cemsorious criticism of Car
tholic practice; and, inr so far ae the
Catholic girl or woman forgets that
she is a cynmosure, and belies her im-
mutable convictions by expedient
compromise with prevailing non-
religious and unmoral conventions,
in so far does she relinguish her su-
preme distinctiam, and sink below
the ideal type.

The pity of such a mistake on the
part of a spiritually semsitive and
highly intelligent sex cammot be over-
estimated; and must be ascribed sole-
ly to the regretiable fact thait the
Catholic woman of the present day
all too rarely and briefly ‘‘considers in
her heart !”” She has no leisure, no
surviving taste for deep’ and comsci-
entious. thought. She is the child of
a century favoring action rather tham
contemplaition. She lives a public
life, and sacrifices individuality to
conformity. ‘‘Come apart into a de-
sert-place and rest a little’” is not
a call that appeals to her strenuosi-
ty. It represents the amtithesis
the social challenges to which
ambition and desires respond.

Yet, what has ‘“‘Society’’ to offer
tha Catholic? Rithes,  idlenoss,
pride and pomp, enervating luxury
and self-indulgence, the  spurious
Pleasures /of folly perilously verging
omn vice, ‘'have palled upon the leisure
classes of humanity even since the
ancient days when Solomon in  his
glory pwotested ‘“Vanity, all is van-
ity 1"’ W this be true of Qm chilg-
ren of the world, for whom even the
gentle Christ - confessed that He
‘‘prayed not,”” wha shall be said of
the soul-weariness of the child of
light, who barters for the ‘pottage of
social prestige and fashionably frivo-

of /
her

3 q

and cook until thick and shining.
Cream bf Salmon Soup—After re-

moving all the oil, skin and bones

from the contents of a smail can of

. In truth, the lower cholce is not
only a spiritual tragedy—it is an in-
tellectual stupidity 4 The intelligent

salmon, turn it into a pan with
a tablespoonful of buster and let it
hecome very hot.. Then turn im ono)
quart of milk witlr a little fleur  to
thicken ' it, stir smooth, add

spoonful of pepper, and

tablespoonsful of  salt md?muau«- ¢

Catholic does not look fer satisfac-
tion to the husks of life. The sacra-
mental waters of regeneration, the
Bucharistic Blood of Redemption,

quisite bloom of

lities, her glgrious birthright of ideal |
W

Has been in use fer nearly 60 years
asd has never fallsd to give reliefs

morse embittering both life and
death are the inexorable result.

On the other hand, the Catholic wo-
man who lives up to her lights, even
though sweet dolor seems the insig-
nia of the daughters of Mary, is the
happiest of her sex. The Catholic
girl walks with angels, and there-
fore all men desire her. As a  wilfe,
lovq accords her its crown of rever-
As a mother, the “inheritance
of the Lord is as olive plants round
about her table.” As a single wo-
man, she has a distinct vocation, re-
cognized and honored by Mother
Church in the secular no less than in
the religious order.

Where is the non-Cattholic woman,
the ““woman of the world,”” the avow-
ed ‘‘society woman,’”’ who can point
to an equally happy and hoemorable
estate ? The non-Catholic, in addi4
tion to her immeasurable spiritual
loss, lacks the abiding protective in-
fluence, the unfailifig refuge, the per-
potual ‘‘sanctuary’ of the True Foldy|
The worldling, the social devotee,
pass bright butterfly-spridgtimes, but
when the sun of youth sets, or fair
weather fortunes cloud over, their
evamescent day ends in gloom  and
desertion, and, as a rule, their little
comedies of life close as piteously as
their soulless play has heen super-
ficial and petty.

Is Catholic womanhood, then, to
renoance the world of social func-
tions ? God forbid that she should
Geprive it of its redemptive element]]
The ideal Catholic girl, with the ex-
convent-innceence

ence.

upon her spirit—the ideal Catholic
woman, with her invincible virtue,
her noble dignity, her courageous

conviction that ‘‘Life is real, life is
earnest,’”” and that artificiality amd
flippancy misrepresent even ite re-
creative phases—are called to the So-
cial Apostolate !

But the call to the world implies
no call to be a worldling. On  the
cootrary, to be in the world, yet not
of i, defines the social vocation as
the comscientious Catholic woman
must conceive it. Time is hers, nei-
ther to “kill’’ nor waste, but to use
for eternity; am'd her diversion may
not extend to social dissipatiom, nor
her mera pursuit. of pleasure legitim-
ately press beyord very limited lines.
Above all, unlike Goldsmith’s heroine,
she may, not.‘‘stoop to conguer !’
In compromise and concession are
her hopeless defeat. :

Hence, though its lines fall in plea-
samt places, the social mission is no
simple one. To stand against the
powers that be is to incur the risk
of ostracism; yet the Catholic woman
is in duty bound to retain her social
place, while discountenancing the
smart manners and ropudiating the
lax morals that are the reproach of
modern society. Moreoyver, her con-
victions must asdert their courage
even against malterial externals.
Christian society is evincing an ata~
vic tendency, and reverting to pagan
sybaritism. Wanton luxury of em-
vironment cradles moral license, and
epicurianism sets the death-feasts of
spirituality and sell-mastery. It be-
hooves Catholic womanhood to  re-
cognize that social purification = amd
reform are preactied with unction
only from the platform of social sim-
plicity.

’Ca.tlmllc activity apre mamifest. The di-
Voree evil no longer goes its laswless

publicly arraigned and  dishonorad,
‘The social ‘wine cup, as the en
of Hospitality, is shaittercd onm.

Individual efforts is begimning to
d the port  of ted |
movement. Already the results of

way unchallenged. Race sufclde s}

" Athwart, the lotus-stream,
I bring for you,

Aglint with. dew

A little lovely dream.

" Sweet, shuf your eyes,

The wild fireflies

Dance throagh the fairy ‘neem’ ;-
From poppy-hole

For you I stole” \

A little lovely dream.

Dear eyes, good-night, v
In golden light
The stars around you gream;
On you I press
With soft caress
A little lovely dream.

* > ¥

THE BRAVEST BATTLE.

The bravest
fought;
Shall I tell you where and when ?
On the maps of the world you will
find it rot;
It was fought by the mothers of
" men.

battle that ever was

Nay, not with cannon or battle shot,
With sword or nobler pem;
Nay, dot with eloquemt word
thought,
From mouths of wonderful men.

or

But in a walled-up womean's heart—
Of woman that would not yield,
But patiently, silently bore her part—

Lo | there is that battlefield.

No marshalling
songg
No banner to glcam and wave;
And oh! these battles, they last
long—
From babyhood to the grave !

troop, no bivouac

S0

Yes, faithful still as a bridge of stars
She fights in her walled-up town.
Fights ot andon in the endless ways,
Then silent, unseen, goes down.

—Joaguin Miller.
L B N
' INASMUCH.

I asked for alms,!

He flung a coin at me
Contemptuously.

Not without sense of shame
I stooped and picked it up,
Dogs this fulfil

The Master’'s will

To give a cup

Of water in His Name ?

I asked for bread !

He handed out to me
Indifferently

A ticket for some food.
It answered to my meed.
Was this the way

On that great day
Christ stopped to feod
The hungry multitude ?

When we shall wait,

After this mortal strife,

Eternal life,

And to His presence go

As suppliants indeed,

Will it be thus

He will on us

In our great nead

His priceless gift bestow ?
—The Outlook. 5
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THE TRUE MAN.
This well I know is truth, that a
true man,
Whatever mystery, or dark or fair,
Life hide, to go where conscience
points will dare,
Come joy, come woe, doing the best
he cam.
Will keep his hopes accordant with
high plan,
Nor stoop to feeble thoughts
weak despair,
Bedaring with strong heart what he

of

, must bear,
Still struggling to the end as he be-
gan.
As a blind steed turned loose, and
without guide,
Shung downward paths, and takgs
but roads that rise, Yeniee
And, if he falls, falls from - the
mountainside, |
So a true man, perplexed, will seek |
Nor walk fn lower ways tifat opes
Ll whde s S
Led by aspiring,
Y

2, HE0E ive
out ruth, and love, in the
is ‘!thht v e
—E. 8, Martin, in Scribner’s,

L R BN E

TWO WOMEN.

One woman bravely went afar
To lande made _desoiluw by war;
She cared for wounded, sick and

deoad,
The ne/ted ciothed, the hungry

fed.

Another spent the whole of life

Fulfilling duiies of .a wife

And mother, making home a bright

Chaste spot of love and sweet, d;—
light.

The first ona died; whole columns tolg

Her virtues and her deeds of gold.

The other, one day, gently slep'p

Her children and her husband we
b

FOR LIFE,

pt.

Thank God for life; life is not sweet,

always,

Hands may be heavy laden, hearts
care full,

Unwelcome nights follow unwelcome
\days,

And dreems divine end in awakeningg
dull;

Still it is life, and life is cause for
praise.

This ache, this restlessness, this

quickening sting,

Prove me no torpid and inanimate
thing,

Prove me of Him who is of life the
spring

I am alive !—and that is beautiful.

¢ ®d
THE RIVER OF DREAMS.

The river of
down
By a secret way that no one knows;
But the soul lives on while the dreans
tide flows
Through the gardem bright or
forests brown;

dreams runs silently

the

And I think sometimes that our
whole life seems

To be more than half made up of
dreams,

For it changing sightis and its pass-

ing shows

And its morning hopes and its mid-
night fears

Are left behind with the vanished

° years.

Onward, with ceaseless motiom,
The life stream flows to the ocean,

And we follow the tide, awake or
asleep,

Till we see the dawn on love's great
deep,

Then the bar at the harbor mouth is
crossed

And the river of dreams in the sea
is lost.

—Henry Van Dyke.

LA I
COMPENSATION.

All"'flowers ? No.
Some weeds with pollen dust,
Some grain of rust,

y To soil the trailing garments as they

‘pass.

All smiles ? No.

Some tears to mar the face

And leave their trace

In lines of sadness on the brow, alas.

All pleasure ? No.

Much pain to bring distress

Beyond redress

Of scisutific man’s most learned skill,

All sunshine ? No.

Black clouds across the heaven,

By tempests driven,

Will pass at times and all with ter-
ror fill.

All failure? No.

The contrasts that appear

Make life: more dear,

And awfw all things justly com-
All perfect ? - Yes. :

All God hath made is best,

And He hath blest

'All things in nature with a proper

Dear Girls nndB‘oyr
T think it is pretty
many have gone bwk;
pleased, though, to he
fred and Harold. Tt
pice letters. At this
there isTa great deal
You have all had you
cation, and many of
country or
Well, you must have st
surprised you and p
and other manadmes' 0
Now, nutting

in the

outing.
and 1 am sure not ma
letting it pass withou
stores. Let us all he

fun. Do not let me &
corner mext week,

: Your loving

AU

ek e

Dear Aunt Becky :

1 see we are boo late
ters this week, but He
yesterday with a heak
had to wait for him
just received the True
see a nice letter from M
her my love and hope
again. We read all th
jn the corner. Some ¢
have a dear little cat
she came all the way fr:
jel, from grandpa’s, in
old vat, Tabby, was jea
first, but they are
mow. CGood-night, Aun
to yoursell and all the

Your niece,
WIN
* %D
Dear Aunt Becky:
Winnifred and I were )

our letters in tle corns
there will be letters frep
cousins this week. The
getting cold here no
summer is gome, and we
looking forward to -
from Santa Claus. We
very lonely, for omur .

who Had to go 'to the 1}
week to undergo treatm
she will soon he with u
taught me music, and T

love, T remain
Your nephew,
H

West Frampton.
* ¥ +

DAISY AND GEORGE )

“I think I'll  buy a
With my dime,” said Dai
60 far back in hey little
her brown boots were hig
“then I needn’t eat a sin
thing but eggs unless I w

“Aw, who cares for an
egg hert,”’ retorted Georg
“Our fathers and mother
us all the eggs we want.
dime and a little more I
gt a few things ot BOooK
dark cave with g RYPSY n
other robber in it, two ¢
real live locomotive little
me to run, a fireworks st

mofor patrol wagon.  Wh

Yelled, so electrified by t
of the last item, he fairly
and down.

D“Ami lots of toy balloo
E

“No, I've:changed my mi
Bow; I'll have a real ballc
toy one. How much mon
have o buy all that ? A
$2 do you think ? T have
Sm I am going to  earn
0 P i g
m;n?- on, Ve niight  as

“‘Oh, George, am I goi
s goi
Goody, goody: 1’? v

m“Y;'“' and maybe Tl le
® hen, too,”
burst of paid e

generosity, “‘now
On adventure bent from
2ent he had gob out, of e
Prepared
his father'g erve::l:HV::;' p:
W8S no Joge equipped, ‘; 1
mother’s best, hat Md’
white Opera bag to n
';l:;z mmll her arm, stuffeq e
currant es.
through' w?mﬁ
Tkly down, the. atreaty
"I w >

and
h




