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A WISE DOG THAT RANG A
BELL FOR HIS DINNER.

In France there was once a little 
dog whose name was Fido. He bo- 
longed to a poor woman who did not 
alwuys have enough food to give 
iiim- Fido must have thought it

JOHN'S SISTER.

“Didn't Clara remind you what vou 
were to do?"

“ Yes’m. She reminded me, 
kept a-remindin' me till I just 
up my mind that I wouldn't."

There are a good many people who

THE

the dresses that they wore; 
i *nd their faccs look familiar, but I 

those have a brighter glow 
lhat have come from that good 

; country where the heavenly flow- I 
ers grow.

I lhc*'e is grandma in a gingham that 
1 loved to see her wear.

As she sat sorenly knitting in her 
oig, old-fashioned chair;

1 Aunt Maria comes a-singing and her 
dress is cherry red/

I Is no brighter than the sunshine that 
her hopeful spirit shed,

way: “My wiH sympathize with the boy who 
he is so gave . 11,8 answer. For there is

ovei- to himself in this
mistress loves me, but she is ov , orvr.. . , ------ -

that often she does not have ?omef .J1*» 111 *1Uülan nature that rises 
in rebellion against that vexatious 
thing we call “nagging." Many

! S!nllQ^h g?0*duintenti°ns throws her j sewed together with these blocks

Enough food for her own dinner. How 
then can she afford to give me mine?
I am a strong dog and a wise dog ........ ~ *
t00 so I must get my dinneh with- h 1 ,thc opposite side from
out troubling my good mistress.” , 'h„ 4 Shc, lntcndea, merely because 

Not far from the place where the ^lone 1 COntcnt lo lct wt'n enough 
don lives there was a convent which ! T~\ ,
was the home of some good nuns, ! t mimiLa°U j5n°W You vu 5o1 tw<>11- 
and one day as Fido sat near by in 1 >« ^OUI Practicmg to
the sun he saw a beggar ring the j 
bell of the convent door. Soon

Now ] sve some little children danc- I 
ing up and down the quilt— 

lliis was one of Lucy's dresses, the 
Highland plaid was Bertie's kilt; 

And those tiny dots and figures were 
my lit tic Annid's frocks— 

tv °h, the blessed thoughts and feelings '

WE PRINT
Letterheads, Billheads and 
General Commercial 
Work at the Right Prices.

IF PRINTED BY US ITS 
DONE RIGHT.

The True Witness Printing Co. J
An office thoroughly equipped for tne production of finely printed work. '

Phone 
Main 5072 pF*rinting
316 Lagauchetiere Street W., Montreal.

woman came and brought a bowl of 
soup and meat, which she gave to 
the beggar.

Fido trotted up and looked into 
the beggar’s face as much as to 
say: “Can't you spare me one of 
those bones?" But the beggar did 
not see things in the light that Fido 
did. “Go away, you cur," said the 
beggar. So Fido trotted back to 
bis place in the sun and lay down.

But he was very hungry. He did 
not have anything to eat for a 
whole day. The beggar over the 
way as soon as he had eaten his 
food put the bowl in the hole in the 
door and then walked off.

"Those must bo good women to 
give food to beggars," thought Fido. 
"I wonder if they wouldn't give mé 
a bowl of soup. There's nothing 
like trying."

So Fido trotted across the street, 
and, putting up his paw. rang the 
bell. “Ding, ding, ding," What a 
noise he made 

"There's 
food

Yes, I know," John’s tone is per
fectly good-natured, lie does not 
resent the reminder.

“But, John, it’s half-past four. 
There is less than two hours till 
supper time."

“I'm going to do it pretty soon, 
Kitty. I’m not going to stop in the 
middle of a chapter."

Yes, but the trouble is you get so 
interested, John. When you’ve fin
ished this chapter, you'll think you 
have time to read another, and, first 
thing you know, the supper bell will 
ring and your practicing won’t be 
finished."

After the conversation has contin- ! 
ued in this strain for a quarter of an 
hour, John probably begins to make ! 
short answers.

There are other things we treasure I 
that cam speak of days gone by;

Oth.w things that set us thinking, 
make us laugh and make us cry, 1

But of all the dear reminders ever ■ 
shaped or ever built,

There’s nothing beats the story of i 
a good old patchwork quilt..

—Selected.
♦ ♦ ♦

WOULDN'T SAY “PLEASE."

There was once a small child who 
would never say "please,”

I believe, if you even went down on 
your knees.

But, her arms on the table, would 
sit at her ease,

And call out to her mother in words 
such as these:

"I want some potatoes!" “Give me 
some peas! "

“Hand me the butter ! ' 
some cheese ! ’

“Cut

powerful

Then he professes a | „
complete indifference as to whether ^1C fairies, this very rude daugh-
he finishes his hour of practice or j tcr to tease,
not. He is likely as not to wind up | °ncc blcw her away in 
the talk by declaring his intention to breeze,
drop music altogether. j Gver the mountains and over the

It is all very well for a conscienti- ! r, st*as>
ous sister to feel herself responsible | To a Va,,ey. where never a dinner

.. . , for reminding her brotther as to his , , she sees,
, u?°.i °r baggar aftcr I duty, and encouraging him to do it. ,iut down with the. ants, the wasps

„ LI fT ! B,lt she makes a great mistake if ! , <"'« the bees,
self, and out she came with a plate j ghG determines not to give him any j In tbc woods she must live till she

rest till he does the thing she thinks j learns to say “please."of boiled meat, and lookôd around. '
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"There’s nobody here after all, 
said, and shut the door.

"She calls me nobody," thought 
poor Fido. “I must try again." So 
he junfped up and rang the bell once 
more. “Ding, ding, ding dong." It 
made a much louder noise than be-

But nobody came. The woman 
stood at a back window, watching 
to see who was ringing the bell. 
Fido waited a while and then jump
ed up again and gave the bell a good 
pull. 1

Then the woman came out and 
laughed to find that a dog had been 
ringing the bell. "What do you 
want?” she asked.

"Bow-wow-wow," said Fido.
"I know what that means," said 

the woman. “You want son* din-

So she gave the dog some dinner, 
and every day after that Fido would 
come at a certain hour and ring the 
bell and the woman would give him

One day she put some food in a 
basket and said to Fido: “Now, 
good dog. take that home to your 
mistress."

Fido took it home safely. His mis
tress had a good dinner that day as 
well as Fido himself.

Folks came from a distance to see 
Fido ring the convent bell for his 
dinner.—Philadelphia Record.

♦ ♦ ♦
“THE SHEPHERD."

At evening in his cloak of gray,
And with his crook, he goes his 

way,
Across the meadows -of the blue.
Where little stars bide two by two,
To watch and guard them through 

the night,
And keep their little lamps alight. 
From underneath the sunset bars.
He comes, the shepherd of the stars; 
And sometimes as I lie and mark 
A little star falls through the dark, 
Tails down and down, and that’s 

the way
A star-lamb often goes astray !

* + +
A PUPPY’S OPINION.

she , he ought. Instead of helping him i...... .......
the way of right doing, this m’is- j 
taken course is very likely to drive 
him in the opposite direction. Good i 
advice, encouragement, a little insis
tance, if tactfully given, are all a I 
help. But no one is ever helped by 
nagging.

* * *

A SONG OF THE ROAD. j A True Story.

Frank E. Donovan
„   _ -REAJ^ ESTATE jBROKERi Office : Alliance Building

InT CM- CM D_____ ^

Whatever the path may be, my dear, ! 
Let us follow it. far away from here, ' 
Let us follow it back to yester-year, 

Whatever tha path may be;
Again let us dream where the land

lies sunny,-——-----------
And live, like the bees, on our heart’s, ‘ 

old honey,
Away from the world tha 

for money—

107 St. James St., Room 42, 
Telephones Main 20$ Montreal

They sat opposite one another in 
Madame Fenier’s studio. Madame 
was wealthy and famous, the other 
poor and unknown. Madame was 
famous Jor one quality other than 
her great gift—her broad charity.
She was ever ready and willing to 

slaves help’. without quailing in fear of a
possible rival, and struggling artist _________ ____ + nuav .

Come, journey the way with me. j in need of her skill. Hence her pres- of her life did you intend to depict ?
*r v,181tor- , . If it was her youthful days, days of

However the road may roan.’, my Madame was speaking, and some- gentle girlhood in Nazareth it i«
eït\USiMt!CallrJ , I very unsuitable, you know," (glanc-

Oh, I should be glad of you as my , ing at the imperious beauty in the
companion and friend if you would picture); and if you meant it
only stay with me always. Instead 
of your paying me, I will pay you, 
and will give you every facility for 
finishing your studies, i have plenty 
of money; we v/ill go abroad—any
where you like. You have no close

Through sun or rain, through green 
or sere,

Let us follow it back with hearts of

However the road may roam.
Oh, while we walk it here together,
Why should we heed the wind and 

weather,
When there on the hill we’ll smell 

the heather,
j And see the lights of home.

| Whatever the path may seem, my

Let us take it now with willing feet
And time our steps to our heart's 

glad beat,
Whatever the path may seem:

Let the road be rough that we must 
follow,

What care we for hill or hollow,
While here in our hearts as high as 

the swallow.
We bear the same loved dreairf!

“The representation is false," she 
said deliberately. “You intended it 
for the Blessed Virgin, and it is
quite untrue.” _____

“Why ?" looking greatly surprised. 
“She was humble and poor. In 

Nazareth she sold needlework, her 
own labor, to assist herself and the 
needy around her. Then what period

♦

THE PATCHWORK QUILT.

I

I m a frisky frolicsome puppy,
Full of fun as I can be:

1 P to every sort of mischief,
Eating everything I see—

Nice kid gloves or bows of ribbon. 
Handkerchiefs or master’s shoes—

Nothing comes amiss for luncheon;
* eat everything I choose.

* n Hi end a grown-up doggie,
And I load him such a dance;

• camper round him, pull his hair

rJdm when I get the chance.
«/ ^ *un *,° be a puppy;
Wish I never need grow up, 
flon’t want to be a big dog; 

d much rather be .a pup.
+ ♦ t

DO YOUR WORK WELL.

ain’t given much to idols, and I 
like the Lord’s own way 

; Of turning our eyes upward when we 
go so far astray.

■ As to dote and keep a-doting on the 
things that fade and wilt.

But somehow, spite of conscience. I 
love a patchwork quilt.

Time Proves All Things
& ‘One roof may look much the same as another

when put on, but a few years’ wear will 
show up the weak spots.
“ Our Work Survives ” the test or time.

GEO- W. REED & CO., Ltd. MONTREAL.

that

came I

Do well, do thoroughly what comes 
you, is the advice of a thoughtful

divla n.°ive a diKnl,y and an in- 
fijouhty to your tasks, and the 

ord,nary things will take on a
new meaning.

I pieced this one up the winter 
Tom went off to fight;

T could stand it through the 
time. hut as soon ns it

All the horrid scenes of battle 
before my eyes would flit,

So T went, to setting patchwork, 
to ease my mind a bit.

When I came to choose a pattern I 
picked out the letter T.

Not because it was so handsome, but 
it stands for Tom, you see;

And it was a little comfort, in those 
days so dark and cold.

To have even that much of him that 
my hands could grasp and hold.

Now I see old friends and neighbors 
coming through this patchwork

Smiling at n*o 'bove the pieces like

relatives, you say; no one to con- tensely mortified™ 1,1 “So it does, but that does not al-
cern yourself about. Give yourself “Yes,. it is so—it is indeed" she tcr the fact that the life, the inspira- 
up to the study of art. I will find said in a low tone, as if to herself tion- is wanti»K- The person who is 
the means if you will only stay." Then seizing a large hoe-toll laden mcant for our Blessed Savior is rep-

To the poor artist with her heart with thick, dark paint shc advanced rcscnted as knocking for admittance 
in her work, this was like a glimpse towards the picture. <>n the door of a weed-grown garden
of heaven. She was too overcome tp : “Why, what would you do?" said of the soul- Vet His gaze leisurely
speak o word. ' Mary O’Brien, grasping her arm rests uP°n the spectator; and the ex-

“Of course, my real name is not j “Daub it out." j Presaio11 of His face would indicate
Madame Fenier," said the great ar- “Are you crazy? It is a beautiful 1 that He did not care whether the
tist. “It is Mary Ellen Transome, [picture, but call it some other name d°Jr^0Pened or not."
but the other takes better, you f-’Egyptian Princess,’ ‘Hebrew Beau- ! ,.®?,adame L F?mer laughed a short
know, she added laughingly. |ty,’ ‘Cloe’—anything you like anv- 1 Mtie laugh- but 8aid nothing.

‘ And mine is Mary O’Brien, and if t thing but that," and she looked at * ‘'Now' tel1 me this," she said
ever you need any help in this world [the words on the picture. ! abruptly, “what is necessary to give
or the next, and I can give it to you, [ Madame Fenier sat down as if ! *be life> the true portrayal, in a re-
I will not neglect you for a single i weary and propped her chin upon her ligious Picture ?"
minute," said the other. hands. ' “Knowledge and love !"

“What religion are you?” inquired “A picture to be realistically ren- ' The two artists spent the following 
Madame briskly. dered must be true," she said, “and ycar in Italy. Madame was a faith-

“Catholic." I thought that was true." ’ ful and patient instructor and critic,
“I’m not; but that does not mat- “That part of the work depends but during that year nothing ap-

ter. We won’t tread upon one an- upon the knowledge and feelings 0f peared from her brush. She studied
other’s spiritual corns.’’ the artist. In a certain national art CtiPecially the art treasures of Rome

“No. Why should we ?" gallery there is a picture entitled innd Florence. A modern picture, a
"Why, indeed ? So you are a Ro- ‘The Virgin at the Annunciation.’ It Madonna, painted by a Benedictine

man Catholic. Well, come and I will represents a pretty-faced, most or- ! nun, took her fancy greatly,
show vou a picture which I think dinarily pretty, young lady. Her Suddenly one morning she an- 
will interest you. It is no longer Dizzy light brown hair was fashion- nounced to her friend that she had 
mine, for it has been purchased for ‘ably arranged over a ‘frame’; her Painted a picture.
the Venetian Art Gallery. This is I aeck and bosom were bare. A fluffy, , “Listen," she said. "I did not I Rhe ™ 'TV —'
it." | frilly evening blouse supplied the work it out to please the art critics I "Who = opinion on it.

Mary O’Brien looked at it well, | drapery. It may have been painted of Europe; I painted it to please you. f u your m°del?"
and at the title marked upon it, according to the rules of art, but as Come and see it."
"The Virgin Mary," but said nothing ! a representation of the person in- It stood upon the easel, a long

“Well?" queried the artist. tended it—well, «* ------------------------------------------------
“It is beautifully painted,” she an- i atrocity." 

swered. The reply did not satisfy

“Why cannot you ? I'm wçll aware 
you are not a Raphael or an Angelo, 
and 1 do not expect a work of genius 
but 1 wish to see your interpretation 
of the subject."

The other artist pondered a while, 
then said : “Very well, I will try."

The picture was finished. Indistinct 
outlines of the portion of the house, 
sunk into deep shadow, formed thé 
background. The accessories were 
hardly noticeable until looked for. 
All the force, breadth, power and in
spiration of the picture lay in the 
figure. It represented our Blessed 
Lady as seated upon a stool, with 
the Divine Infant asleep on her lap. 
Her attitude was one of willing res
ignation. The soft mold of her fea
tures was as yet unsharpened by sor
row. Her face was composed, but the 
expression of those liquid eyes, whose 
vision had passed beyond the limits 
of time into eternity, was a marvel
ous combination of supernatural wis- 
aom and tenderest love.

The Mother of God" was the in
scription on it.

Madame Fenier studied it careful
ly, critically, in every detail before

it is simply
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Madame Fenier.
“She was a Jewess, you know," 

she said, a little patronizingly and 
waving a brush towards the picture, 
“so I make her as of the dark type."

“Ye-es," was the rather hèsitating 
reply.

“You do not like it. I can tell by 
your face you do not like it. Why? 
What is wrong with it ?"

‘‘It is a splendid painting, I’m sure; 
but, you know, I am not sufficiently 
versed.”

Never mind the painting. We’ll 
say it is a work of art. Why do you 
not like the picture ?"

"We-11, it is unsuitable, untruthful. ! 
You know from your knowledge of 
art that a picture must possess, be
sides form and color, truth. It must 
harmonize in sentiment as well as in 
tone and hue."

“Well ? Quite true. But what is 
the matter here ?"

Mary O'Brien again looked at the 
picture, at the Juno-like figure clad 
in a silken robe, which hung heavily 
over the bosom and shoulders with a 
weight of gold embroidery; at the 
rows of pearls encircling the round 
throat and binding the cluster of 
dark hair. The poise of the figure, 
the expression of the beautiful face, 
full and rich in color, was that of a 
proud, imperious lady.

narrow canvas. Madame’s critic look
ed at it long and earnestly, but did 

Madame Fenier looked thoughtful, not 8ay a word. .The artist was 
then smiled. watching her.

“The artist must have been a ri- “You do not like it?’’ she said. “I 
diculous person. He could not even : pan see by your face, you do not like

of the period,’

Hunt’s 
of the

paint the costume 
I was all she said.

“Then there is Holman 
great picture, ‘The Light 

! World.’ Have you seen it ?"
“Yes, and studied it many a 

time."
"It has been said — of course, it 

may not be true, but the picture 
bears it out—that Holman Hunt was 
paintihg a historical picture (Dio
gene-0 when a friend happened to unsuitable for our Blessed Ladv^ Its 1 Pausp' 
come along, and suggested that a re- expression of sadness is like that of
Jflous subject would take better a young lady who was about to be
with the public. Thereupon the great married tomorrow and who was feel painter left the picture as it was, j ing somewhat downhe^tTd at leaWng
worked in necessary details, dubbed ; the friends of her girlhood "
of ’t m Cal!?d “ ,th,e I There was a n.ilck movement, a
of the World, and certainly the , Bash of light on bright steel and the

your model?”
T had none.”

. • "Th® Minting in places is defec
tive, Madame announced. 'That 
shadow to the right of the stool is 
anything but transparent, and vou 
have been trying to remedy n defect 
in that lower fold of the robe bv 
messing it about with the brush ” 

She paused, rested her chin upon 
her hand, and said thoughtfully "It 
’s strange, very strange, that' hides- 
cnbable something. T

it. Why ?
“I don’t care about it.”
“Why ? Surely its simplicity will 

please even you.”
It was simple enough In all truth j versed in art before you left school. 

A pretty, pensive face, a slender i f,,COU paint if mora artistically 
girlish figure, clad in an unpretenti- , an that, but I would give all T 
ous robe of pale blue. > | haVe t>ver done, and years of my life

“Well,” she repeated, “what is the as vfeI1, to Paint as realistically' true 
matter with it ?” f | as that. Do you know whnf T have

“It is a lovely picture, but quite bcen thinking?” she said with a
and with a pathetic little 

T have tried so often to 
„ , .picture of her, and have

Always/ailed; so I’ve been thinking 
. .lUCTd 1 8hould become a 

*'d ” theChurch which honors her 
so well. Then, when T

produce

__ "—“ï I u“*“ OI uKnt on ongnt steel and the i!ove her. I will' putTnto n'.'v'nin'!™
M a^^teXene^of^rnr. STSS’ S^SL XUE ^ » fn) count
enance of Diogenes than it is of the 
aesthetic beauty of the Divine Man."

"I do not care for it," said Ma
dame Fenier with a smile, "except 
for its artistic value. It is marvel
lously worked. The two lights, that 
of the lantern and the moon, are so 
wonderfully distinct, yet so skilfully 
blended that it is impossible to tell 
where the one left off or the other 
began. And the reflections ! 
thought it a powerful work."

The artist threw the knife upon the | mine is always lacking. So for th» 
table and whisked out of the room. ‘ Present T will give over the stndv nt 

When next she appeared she looked nrt and take up that, of the life 
directly at her companion and said : Our Lady. Then, when that is tilîl 

Now, as the schoolboys say, ‘I want ished. T will paint n~
to see Fly do it/ " .... .................

Miss O’Brien stared back.
"Yes," said Madame, interrupting 

her thoughts, "I wapt to see you do 
it."

"But I cannot—that is, I wouldn’t 
—I mean I could not do Justice — I 
would not attempt—"

--------- Picture of her
and It will he my worlr

She carried out both resolution, 
o thf> galleries of the world 

ever held the picture. It hung, i„ 
thn eonveut chanel |„ South freo- 
simrton, where she Is a religion, 
humble teacher of
Poor Souls’ Friend. painting.—The


