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“Did he ?" The pretty lips p 
and said, “Naughty papa. I w 
to tell you myself."

“Well,“"observed Guy, coolly, 
eecrtft I know may not be the 
you know."

“Oh, it must be," 
one, with conviction.

“Well, tell me, then I shall 
know’," suggested practical Guy.

“Stoop down ever so low, and let 
me whisper it into your ear." and 
down went Guy's head, till the 
brown and gold of their hair mingl-

what “ted the outer world. Basil just Çuy’s 
bteld age, Harold next older, and Duke— 

Marmadujke—rejoicing 
‘the I years of schoolboy dignity,

haughtily, eu 
has name, the 
ere wont to say,
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I ing himself somewhat 
in keeping with 
younger people 
with sly __ shrugs 
behind his back, 
she told him, “If 
duke, Master Duke, be a true dfuke, 
and don't show your dukelinèss in 
lording it over your inferiors in age 
amd station."

Marjory had promised the chil
dren’s mamma, when dying, that she 
would try to fill her place as well 
as another cam fill & mother’s place 
—which is never, perhaps, filled tr»

BY AUNT BECKY said the little
del in

fish person, if friends came to see 
me and I should pay no attention to

SPRING WAKING.
dark)lay In the sweet,snowdrop

kilned
“Well, that's different; you're 

grown up."
“Then you really think that, polite

ness and courtesy are not needed 
among boys ! ' '

Hal, thus pressed, said he didn't 
exactly mean that; but his father, 
who had listened, now spoke:

“A boy or mam who measures fads 
treatment 'of others by their treat
ment of him has no character of his 
own. He will never be kind, or ge
nerous, or Christian. If be is ever 
to be a gentleman, be will be so in 
spite of the boorish ness of others. 
If he is to be noble, no other boy's 
meanness will change his nature."

And very earnestly the father add-
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“Cousin Olive is coming," were 
the words she whispered to him.

“Whew! Why, that’s just the 
same as mine. How jolly ’twill be, 
won’t it?" said he, jauntily.

“It won't be jolly. You're a great 
silly boy to say 'twill be jolly," amd 
the small hand slipped itself out of 
his, and the little lady walked apart.

“Well, you are a goose n< 
know that three are better 
two," observed Guy, comically.

a goose; two is nice, 
And yours is only a 

îcret. Papa told 
that,” said the 

coquettish creature, drawing i 
tie nearer to Urn.

“Very likely," returned the 
lightly, “because 'tis all yours—all 
coming to you, you know."

“ Tisn’t a nice part that 
didn’t tell you," she informed 
linking her hand in his again.

“Isn't it ?

she ley quite still and she heard

'Asleep, *' 
doubt 1

rne run—and not let them miss her. 
Right well had she fulfilled her trust 
training them up in the way they 
should go, and ready, if need were, 
to lay down her life for them, 
was four years ago she had 
this upon her: “When I 
toddling thing. And I 
her it" so Elite was wont to 
in the early 
powers of memory, 
to the belief now.

Guy was an only child, doing 
sons as yet with his father, 
stepping into Latin and othe
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e snowdrop heard, for she *a#ised 
tier head,

'Look spry," said the Sun, “look 
spry!"

t’B warm," said the Snowdrop, 
“here in béd."

'0 fie!" said the Sun, “O fiel"

Kl this
cottager;

That

was a wee 
can remem- 

say
days of her dawning 

amd she clung
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Wkat three isn’t.Mr. Sun,-•You call too 
do!"

“No, no." said the Sum, “Oh, no!" 
'There's something above and I 

can’t see through,"
“It’s snow," skid the Sum, “just

x lit-
“Remember this, my boy—you low

er your own self every time you 
are guilty of an unworthy action 
because some one else is. Be true 
to your best self, and no boy can 
drag you down."

True WitnessPlied by

inCipal trou- 
18 fc<> be that 
3 isn’t much
'ey will pro. 
°me time.

the robins“But I say, Mr. Sun, ape papa

said the Sum,"Maybe,1
•There wasn’t a bird when you oall- A DOG AND A PIG.

Here is a true tale of a dog and 
a pdg. They were both passengers 
on the same ship and became 
friends,

Let me hear it," anc 
Guy smiled down patronizingly at 
the sober little face.

“Papa says I mustn’t be a baby 
any longer, but be a young lady, 
and have lessons."

“Well, that isn’t half a bed plan*, 
because you can’t always be a baby.”

“I'm not a baby. I’m almost as 
big as you," and, by dint of stand
ing on -tip-toe, her head reached

PRINTINGed last year,1Editor. said the Sun,’Come out,1

warm
They used to eat their cold 

potatoes off the same plate, amd 
but for one thing would never have 
had any trouble. This was the fact 
that the dog had a kennel, and the 
pig had none. Somehow the pig 
got it into his head that the kennel 
belonged to whichever could get into 
it first; so every night there was a 
race.

One rainy afternoon the pig found 
It rather unpleasant slipping about 
the deck, and made up his mind to 
retire early. But when it reached

The Snowdrop sighed, for khe liked 
her nap,

And there wasn’t a bird in sight, 
But she popped out of bed in her 

white nigibtroap;
“That’s right," said the Sun, 

"that’s right!"
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ind none so 
lg and rapid 
mode of life, 

nptoms are : 
mwi.ig feeling 
with unsatis- 

tbum, feeling 
stomach, bad 

mouth, low 
bipation.

as he told

as that small night-cap

A robin began to sing,
The air grew warm, and the 

turned green.
“’Tis spring!" laughed the 

“ ’tis spring! "
—Isabel Eccleston Mackey, -in 

Nicholas.

grass

“I shan't puff; ladies don’t 
such things; they grow," 
mite Ellie.

“But about the lessons?’ 
boy.

“Yes, and about Cousin Olive-- 
about both," agreed Ellie, and look
ed up into his face for him to say

“Well, who is to teach you?"
“I don’t know,” was the child’s 

with a sober shake of the

said the

BE COURTEOUS, BOYS.

“I treat him as well as he treats 
me," said Hal.

His mother had just reproached 
him because he did not attempt to 
amuse or entertain a boy friend 
who had just gone home.

“I often go in there, and he 
doesn’t notice me." said Hal again

"Do you enjoy that?"
“Oh, 1 don’t mind! I don’t stay 

long.”
“I should call myself a very sel-

est Liscombe, 
td for years 
get no relief 

rdock Blood 
taken three 
ured and can

answer,

“Marjory ?"
“No, I think not.
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Marjory has 

touched me my letters, you know, 
but papa says I must learn to play 
the piano, and Marjory doesn’t 
know music, for T asked her before I 
came out, and she said no."

■“And I should say taught if 1 were 
you, and not teaohed," suggested 
Guy.

“That’s because you are a boy," 
returned Ellie, slightingly.

“And is Miss Olive to have les
sons, too? I say Miss Olive, because 

London—doesn ’ t

my other. Time Proves All Things
One roof may look much the same an another 
when put on, but a few years' wear.!will 
show up the weak spots.
“ Our Work Survives ” the test of time.’
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free of HER WILFUL WAY

By the Author of “Dolly’s Golden Slippers, Claimed at Last," etc.
she comes

CHAPTER I. — TWO LITTLE 
FRIENDS-COUSIN OLIVE.

Our story begins in an apple or
chard, where a little fluffy-haired, 
daisy-faced girl of five, with blue 
eyes, very much the color of the sky 
above her head, was wandering, 
dressed fin the whitest of white sun- 
hoods, the cleanest of brown hol- 
land dresses, confined with a blue 
sash. All around her the petals of 
the apple blossoms were drifting 
down from the trees, very " like pirik 
s®ow, and the cuckoo was crying 
again and again, as if it would never 
tire of saying, how glad it was that 
«ummer time was come again, sd it 
might fly across the seas once more, 
and visit its old friends and its old 
haunts. Ellice, or Ellie, as she was 
generally called, could only '*emem- 
her a cuckoo coming to ttye orchard 
this year and lest; dear little mite 
of a sunbeam, her memory could car
ry her no farther beck Into the 

Her father we» a doctor, liv- 
tog at the back of the snull town 
of Marsdean, In a quaint old house 
wlth a bowery garden at the back, 
where white . Miles, sweet-williams,

“If you want me you must come 
here,” piped back the little maiden,» 
with a pretty babyish toss of her 
small, white-hooded head.

And in answer thereto, a boy of 
seven, brown-eyed, brown-haired, 
rosy-cheeked, and sunburnt, in a suit 
of grey end a straw hat, vaulted 
over the barrier stile from the gar
den, and came bounding through the 
shower of apple blossoms towards 
tier.

“Why didn't you come ?” asked he, 
ere he reached her.

“Because a gentleman ought not 
to ask a lady to come to him and 
do things," said the demure little 
puss.

,rPhow ! You are high and mighty 
this morning," laughed the boy. 
“I wanted you to come and sit on 
the garden seat and be cosy."

“And I wanted to walk about,” 
she told him.

“Well, come then, let’s walk 
about,” complied the other, essaying 
to take her hand.

*‘No, not that -hand; this one,'-' 
said the fair wee thing, snatching 
away one rosy hand and offering him 
the other.

The boÿ obediently took it, and 
together they went straying away. :

“I know a secret," remarked the 
little lady, pursing up tier rosy lips 
myWbentoualy.

“And so do I," said the bdy.
We may as well call him Guy, for 

tHat was his nome-Guy Ratnsford, 
tibe only son of Mr. Guy nainsford, of 
St. Edmund’s parish, which included 
a scrap of the town of Marsdean. in 
which stood the home of Ellie, end 
wan pert town, part eountry,

-'Year norrot pam’t w. ..

læxœoKœexceoi
'Yes; so papa said."
'How old is she?1 questioned

Guy.
“Just as old as me."
"And that is five, isn't it?"
“Yes; I, was five when I had my 

last birthday party.”
“And that was the twenty-ninth of 

March,” said Guy, with a boy’s 
love of dates.

“Yes, I think ’twas."
“Well, I’ve hit upon a - lovehy 

plan.”
“Oh. Guy, what?" asked the eager 

little madden.
“Well, if mamma were to teach 

you both ?"
“Oh, it would be nice!" and the 

child clapped her rosy hands. “Did 
she say she would?,irshe questioned, 
a new thrill of sweetness in her 
voice, if that could be.

“No, I haven’t asked her."
“Will you ask her—will you?" her 

baby arms stretched up to twine 
about his neck. “And shall we sit 
in the bee window, where your 
mamma works, and watch the bees?"

"Phew! How can you do lesSons 
and watch the bees?" laughed Guy. 
“You don’t know what you’re in 
for."

"What am I in for?"
“Wait, and you’ll see," spoke the 

boy* out of liis large experience.
Then they linked hands together 

find sauntered here and there In the 
orchard; and Guy climbed an easy 
tree just to peep Into à Mud's nest 
—only to peep and come down Again. 
Next they went and sat on the gar
den seat, and talked , <Jt Cousin 
Olive’s coming, of lessens, and of the 
time that must elapse before Elites 
three brothers would be home for 
their holidays. That was a red- 
letter day to both children—the com
ing home s' the three bey» from
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“Oh, fie, dear! she has no other 
home but here,” ‘returned nurse.

Then where has she lived always 
until now?"

“With her aunt. Now her aunt 
is gotfng abroad, and she is coming 
to us."

“You should say coming to you, 
for she is coming to hie; she’ll be 
my cousin, not yours, you know, 
Marjory," said Ellie, with a deci-

baby face. /
“Phew ! Just as if a boy cared 

what a little chatterbox of a girl 
said of him,” laughed Guy.

But now, the gooseberry fool gone, 
they rose to go.

"Bring her back before dinner-time, 
Master Guy," was Marjory’s injunc
tion. !

“All right, Marjory," was the boy
ish answer, as they trotted down 
the stairs.

Pilgrimage To Rome.
If ally of our readers or their 

families arefcontemplating a trip 
to Kurope this coming summer, 
why not encourage and patronize 
the oneconnected by McGrank’s 
Catijpi.ic Tours, 187 Broad
way, New York City.

You would be sure of an Audi- 
dience with our Holy Father, 
see Europe in a substantial man
ner, be in good company, and 
save moriêy as against traveling 
independently.
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STRANGER IN ELLIE’S CHAIR.

“Mamma, we have such a beautiful 
plan and secret to tell you," "said 
Guy, leading his small companion in 
by the hand.

Mrs. Ràfnsford was in thé seat 
where Ellie liked to find her, sit
ting in the bay-window of the draw- 
ing-rdfcsn, where the beee in their 
glass house were hard at work all 
this fine spring day.

"Two beautiful things at cnee,

Ae for Guy, be dropped down
ti* floor boy fashion, at her ride.
and hugged his knees.

'Now, Ellie, who is to teMf
'you or I?’

“Ï, W;, '■ Vv' J
our secret can’t be qo nice

«___ ___ u- 1________-, ’t wise; they’re always
l«>;t a teli-toie-tH
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them, " bare her
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