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. iFor Boys

conpucrep By T. W.

TEDDY SMITH.
i ——
When Teddy Smith first put on pants,
He felt so very grand
He wouldn’t mind his mother,
Or he wouldn't hold her hand.

But on the street he walked ahead, .
. And tried to whistle some.
He thought perhaps he'd go to war,
And fire an awiul gun.
He wouldn’t ride his hobby-horse,
; He called Jack Spratt “‘a 4b!”’
He sat. ot meals in father’s chair,
And scorned his gingham bib.
e . o S
_His mother mustn't spread his bread,
Nor cut things on his plate;

She mustn’t say, ‘‘No more, my
dear!’’
No matter what he ate.
=1 '

Bhe mustn’t kiss him when he fell
And bumped him on the stones,
JAnd | she must say, “Dear sir,”
as
She did to M. Jones !

just

80 hard tn please this gentleman
His loving mother tried,

1t quite enlarged his dignity,
And swelled his lotty pride.

And Il was brave, and all was well,
TUntil that mother said,

‘At eight o'clock, ~"Of course, dear
sir,
You'll go alone to bed !"
'Ah, would you have me say, what

then
Befell the great big man ?
¥or if you undertake to guess—
I hardly think you can!

He turned the corners of his mouth
Most fearfully awry,

e rubbed his grown-up fist awhile
Across his grown-up eye,

» Then burying in his mcther"s lap

Both pride and manly joy,
He said in just the littlest voice,
I guess I'm just a boy !""

—~Youth's Companion,
- ———

The Passing of Hannibal.

T was walking down Terrell street,
Just beyond the Town Hall, one after-
noon in November, leisurely eating a
handful of persimmons,—as any oth-
er boy in my place would have done,
previded he knew, as I did, where to
fihd the best persimmon tree in the
¢sunty,—when, just before me, from
somewhere or other, appeared on the
de-
amoralized kitten I had ever beheld. It
mvas thin, dirty, and bedraggled, with
A matted little tail that looked for
the world like a rusty tenpenny nail,

Half falling from hunger and weak-
ness, this Kitter came slowly toward
me, sceming to have decided that one
boy, at least could be trusted.

I stopped, leaned down, and from
that dirty little black face Jooked up
at me two trustful eyes, the small

mouth opened for a couple of sound-
less mews, ‘and probably for the first
time in its brief career that small
apparatus was set to
avork, and in honor of a new friend.
And we were friends from that mo-
ment. [ pathered the dirty little scrap
of a kitten up in my handkerchief and
.carried him home; which, in brief, is
1he ecrly history of Persimmon.

The next two years, during which
he emerged from a kitten into young
cathood, probably formed the hap-
piest and most tranquil portion of
his existence. At the end of that time
ave moved down on Stafford Street,—
as you go toward the river,— and
Persimmon, who was now an im-
portant menber of the fomily, svas
duly transferred also. The houses are
close together in that poart of the
town, and the rear yard of our new
home was separated from that ol the
adjoining house by a high, Wwhite
fence.

To I*ersimmon and me, moving-time
hed been o rather pleasant experi-
ence—enjoyment of which, I have
since learned, is confined entirely, to

dogs, cats and small boys.

While we were exploring our new
back yard, the day after our arrival,
1 was surprised {o see the fingers of
two hands appear on the back fence,
slowly followed by & woman's face.
Iron gray hair was brushed smooth-
ly back from a wrinkled forehead.The
face itself was thin and severe. Over
the high cheek-bones appeared & pair
of large, goli-bowed glasses. It was
the face of an old woman, but it was
not o pleasant face. My youthful in-
stinck told e that this wasnot the
-kind of an old woman that boys like.

Through the gold-bowed spectacles,

fromn the vantage-ground of the bar-
rel or hox on which she stood, she
peered geverely at the new boy and

his cat in the next yard. For'a mo-
ment we looked at each other in sil-
ence, then she said, ""Have you comnc
16 live here, boy 2"

‘‘Yes, ma’am ?7

“Ys that your cat ?” '

<'yes, ma’am; It’s Persimmon.”

«Js he much of a fighter ?* _

T hesitated for a moment at this
surprising question. Of course a boy
ought to back up his own cat, but

and Gil‘lS;—'——

L o4

was the

the fact was, Persimmon
most peaceable feline I had ever seen.

‘“He’s the finest cat in town.” I
answered, diplomatically. ‘*He's my
own cat. I found him and broughf
him up from a kitten.”

“‘Well, I've got o cat,’” rejoined the,

1 old woman, without relaxing the sev-

erity of tone or feature, '‘and that's
why I'm talking to you. I want 1o
tell you, boy, that you must kee
your cat at home.”” _ ’

She paused o moment, to let the
significance of this sink in. Even Per-
simmon was all attention. The nod-

fence seemed to interest him so much
that he sat down Dbeside me and
watched it with that expressionlcs#,
blinkless look that ecats ave when
far away to catch, but near enough
to think about, .
* “What's vour cat’s name ?"" I ask-
ed, to break the silence.

“Tis pame's Hannibal. In his day
he was the [inest cat in this county.
ITow old are you, boy ?”

T oGoing on twelve,” I answered
promptly.

“Tywelve, hey? Well, my cat Hanni-
bal will be fourteen years old come
next June. I've raised him from a kit-
ten. For fourteen years I've tended
nim when he  was hurt, and hunted
him up when he was lost. What's
more, I've killed two dogs that wor-
ried him, and now that he's old, and
so wenk and so unsteady that he
can't stand alone, I'm watching him
I've riz up here;
cat

every minute. So
boy, to tell you that if your
comes prowlin’ over in this yard, and
tries to pick a fight with my poer,
half-dend Hannibal, L'l lay a broom
on him so he'll think about nothin’
eise for a week.”

Our new neighbor paused, perhaps
t0 recover breath. She did not seem
to impress DPersimmon in the lenst.
Possibly she noticed his calm, un-
blinking stare, and concluded that it
would be better at the outset to con-
ciliate than to threaten.

Would you like to see my cld
cat 2 she asked, a little more pleas-
antly. I bring him in the vard every
sunny day,”’ she added, “for he isn’t
able to walk more than a step or two
by himsell.”

~ Securing a chair, T climbed up on
my side of the fence and looked over.
peside the soap-box on which iy new
acquaintance was standing, in an
angle of the fence that was sheltered
from the wind but open to the sun-
light, was the oldest and most de-
crepit cat that I have ever seen.

A piece of oilcloth had been placed
on the ground, then a thickness or
two of heavy carpet, over which a
soft and really handsome red shawl
hod been several times doubled.
Stretched out on this lay Hannibal.
Originally he must have been bhuff ;
put unlike paper, which grows yel-
low with age, this poor rnimal had
been losing his color and, perhaps I
should ndd, his fur also, for his ears
and tail were almost hairless. A
slight raising of the head as his mis-

ding head just appearing above the i

they see 5 yellowbird which is  too

of life that the old cat gave. He look-
ed as though any moment might be
his last. .
tured. .

“That he is; but he's been my best
friend for years. I'm all alone, and
he aint a-goin’ to die if I can help it.
1 feed him five times 2 day. It’s
chicken and milk in the morning, and
beef ten every three hours.”

My position on the fence was so un-
comiortable that I climbed back into
the yard, and the owner of Hannibal
who softened a triile as shé exhibited
her aged treasure, resumed her form-
er severity.

“I'm giving you fair warning boy,
she soid. *'You must keep that black
lcat at home. T'll keep an eye on the
| fence all day, and if that cat of yours
-gets over into my yard— you can
have the pieces when I get through.””
with which sentiment the gold-bowed
spectacled disappeared, and our new
neighbor climbed down from the
soap-box.

I was a good deal troubled at ‘the
outlook. Persiinmon was quite uncon-
cerned at threats, and it was perfect-
ly ptain that the high, <white fence
would soon be his favorite promen-
ade. I voncluded, however, that our
neighbor had exaggerated a good
deal. Certainly, nobody could be eruel

71

!

all an old woman with a cat of
QWi
As to possible trouble between the

cats—Hannibal, however warlike he
might have been in the past, would
never again do -battle, for his death

was only a matter of a day or so.
and Persimmon -surely wasn't the
kind of cat to take advantage of an
expiring neighbor.

The next three days were tranquil.
The household was busy getting set-

curbed by, a plentiful supply of butter
on his paws, to prevent his return to
cur old home.

“There was one window in a rear
that commanded a view of our neigh-
bor’s yard, including the aged Han-
nibal on his cushions.

I was seated near it on the after-
noon of the fourth day after our ar-
rival, deep in textbooks, which ab-
sence from school for. & +week made
rather knotty companions, when &
queer sound from the back yard at-
iracted my attention,

To my horror, Persimmon stood
midway on the fence in an attitude
of feline defiance. His back was
humped, his eyes gleamed, and his
tail stood out so straight that it
looked like a miniature pine-tree.
Dreading the appearance of our neigh-
bor, my first impulse was to hurry to
the yard and secure possession of my
aggressive pet; but it was already
too late. As I looked, he crept along
the fence and sprang down on the
level roof of our neighbor’s wood
shed, and waited in battle array.

Hannibal at first had not perceived
the invasion. He lay motionless in the
sun, as usual, apparently far beyond
interest in matters human or feline ;
but when I looked again an extraor-
dinary change had come over him.
The old cat raised himseli to bis feet.
Two gleaming eyes blazed defiance at
the enemy above. Slowiy, and with
gome difficulty, he crept down the
path toweard the woodshed. but as he
moved the years seemed to roll off
him and vanish, and instead of. the

tress spoke to him was the only sign

*He must be a great care,” I ven-

decrepit and hali-dead Hannibal, out-
stretched on a shawl, there moved an
animal so large, stealthy and tiger-
like as almost to suggest a wildeat.

With a leap the old cat reached the
iow roof of the woodsﬁed, and paus-
ed. A moment the two animals sur-
veyed each other, but it was for a
moment only. Iannibal -sprang upon

his enemy. There was a rolling mass’

of fur, a confusion of sounds and
cries of feline conflict, and then Per-
simmon shot out from the woodshed
roof ang over the fence into our vard,
in a series of somersaults only term-
inated by a flower-bed.

He was up in a second, and seem-
ingly half crazed with fear, tore ae-
ross the yard in search of shelter and
protection.

The battle was over, and Persim-
mon, young but terrified and utterly
vanquished, was hiding under the hen
house, after an invasion, challenge
and defeat, which altogether had not
conswned five minutes, I hurried to
the yard, and at length succeeded in
coaxing the bewildered wild-eyed Mer-
simmon from his hiding-place.

He was a badly dzinmged cat.
ear was torn, two sections of

One
fur
were missing from his back, and he
had left the end of his tail in the en-
emy’s territory.
Yersimmon may have believed with

to a cat like Persimmon, and least of |
her :

tled, and Persimmon’s energies were

i
'

room on the second floor of our house |

)

ihat great general who also had met
defeat, that honor still remained; bug
it seemed pretty clear to me, as I
worked over my injured pet.with
warm wateIr’ and court-plaster, that
the fortunate absence of Hannibal's
aggressive mistress swas about the
only bright spot in the -whole afiair.

Not & sound had we heard froin the
next yard since Persimmon rolled
over the fence. I' set my patient ten-
derly down on an old blanket, and
securing a chair, peered cautiously
over the fence.

Not far away from me, on a low
projection: of the woodshed ndof,
some ten feet from the scene of his
victory, the old cat lay motionless,
as if he hnd fallen exhausted.

"Hannibal,’”” I called softly.

At the sound of my voice he half °

raised his head. It fell back upon the

roof. A convulsive tremor passed over .

his long, gaunt frame, and Hannibal,
faithful friend and invincible warrior,
was no more. Quick steps sounded «n

our neighbor's kitchen, and as
hastily descended from my post of
observation, I heard her step out

into the yard.

Persimmon was sitting on the blan-
ket beside me, eyveing disconsolately
the glove-finger  which decorated
what was henceforth to be the end of
his tail.

I caught him up and hurried into
the house. 0ld Hannibal could tell

no tales now, and with his passing *

there was some things about that af-
ternoon's events which I was perfect-
ly willing to bury with him, for the
sake of my friend Persimmon.— Ex-

change.
-

Not the Place For My Boy.

Joe Allen always was a good boy
to work, especially +when he conld
earn a little money as a result of his
efforts. He often saw ways of getting
a few pennies that other boys did not
see or think of; so he became noted on
this account among his hrothers and
sisters, and it was often said by
them that he always had money.

This characteristic was not discour-
aged, for there were many wants in
the little family that could not be

I

supplied from the small income, as
the father was dead and his older
brother was in college and must be
kept there some way, his mother said
making economy a necessity.

Joe went to school, and one day he
learned, among other things, that a
wholensale grocer at the farther end
of the city, hired boys to wait upon
customers on Saturday, that being
his most hurried day of all the week.
He was filled with o great desire to
be one of those boys, and his mother
reluctantly gave her consent.

It was winter, and you can imagine
a short, chubby fellow with dark
hair, getting up before light, for the
boys were expected enrly, enting
scanty brenkiast and going off cheer-
fully to work all day in the cold
store, for such stores are not warm-
ed, you know. For his lunch he could
eat anyvthing he wished, as the other
boys did, which he thought was ‘an
important consideration: to choose
fromn a whole grocery store anything
he wanted. But as it was cold and
there was little time allowed them
:l in which to eat, it cid not prove very
" satislactory, in reality.

i Forgetting ihe

unpleasant circum-
stances he thoroughly cnjoyed ihe
day. Ile liked the hurry and bustle
of the work and the rush of business
generally. But the getting home at
night was the best of all; it was in
his mind  all day . Cold, tired and
hungry, he knew his mother would
be watching for him. The fire would
be bright and cheerful andtherewould
be a nice hot supper waiting for him.
And then the money he had earned
seemed so much to him, though I
may as well tell you it was only o
dollar; but he had worked for it, it
was peculiarly his own. If you have
never tried it, you do not know how
much more anything is prized than
that you have worked for, whether it
is money or Some other thing.

Joe’s courage did not fail and sev-
eral weeks passed. He was one of the
most trusty, relieble boys. Sometimes
be was sent to the bank to carry the
funds which had accumulated during
the day and Mr. Brown gave him
more than at first when he paid him

at night, so he had g little more
money to take home.

But his mother, who was ever
watchful over her boy, found out
something one night that startled

_Her. Tt was a tiny little bottle that
| he brought home in his pocket. Mr.

' Brown had given it to him, and bhad
said ‘it was good to keep in  the
. house,’ and it was labelled ‘Fine
Whiskey.” She looked at him Te-
proachfully, too much astonished to
speak. Alter supper she had a quiet
sensible tplk with him. She found
| out that in the store liguor was kept
for sale; there was a pile of boxes
and barrels and behind them a little
counter and a small dipper for cus-
tomers to try the quality of each
kind as they desired. ‘Joe,’ she said,
putting her arm around him lovingly,
‘that's not. the place for my boy.’
And Joe drew a long breath and said:
‘I knew you would say so, mother."” ”’
—TUnion Signal.

i
'

The Best References.

The following little anecdote which
is told in the ‘“Sacred Heart Heview,”
bears its own morgl and needs no
comment —

John was fifteen, and very anxious
to get a desirable place in the office
of a well-known lawyer who had ad-

.

the system cool

From Dr, W. H. Wright, L.R.C.P.L, L.M., MR.CS.E,
1..S.A.1., Medical Officer of Health, London, England :

wOur artificial mode of life constantly causes such changes
to take place in the quality of the blood, that it frequently be-
comes impure, and we fall an eas
and blood disorders of all kinds, °

prey to infectious diseases -,

N

strongly advocete keeping ) -
and the blood pure, and I know of no better "
remedy than your Abbey’s Effervescent Salt.” -
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Do—
BLOUSES
Interest You?

They Do Ts.

And never before have we been able tp serve the-
Mountreal Public so well.

. Everything Pretty and Stylish, and all marked:
at such reasonable prices. Early choice is alwaye.
best, therefore wo ask inspection at once.

Dainty and Btylish Blouses, 59, 65¢, Tic, Bfc,.
gae. ’

Stylish Fique Bluuses,only 31 00,

Lawn B'ouses, prettily made, only $1.00.

Silk Blouses with Stock Collars, all nice de-
signs and only $3 75

La Vida
Corsets.

Every Lady should wear La Vida Corsets for
3 reasons ’

not require to be altered.

2nd.—They wear longer, and, therefore, give
better s«tisfuction to the wearer.

3rd —The Models are always up-to-date in.
every part, and are unrivalled ia fit and fipish.
All this week Miss White, of New York. a.
thoroughly experienced Corset Expert, will bein
attendance in our Corset Department to demon~
strate the advantages of LA VIDA toall comers.

SRABRBERRARAHS FHE 1N

JOBN MURPHY & (b,

2343 §t. Catherine Street,
Corner of Metoalfe Niwreet.
THARMS Cask TELEPHONK Up 933..

vertised for a boy, but doubted his.
success, because, being a stranger in

the city, he had no references to pre—
sent.

“I'm afreid I’ stand a poor
chance,’”” he thought, despondently ;
‘*however, I'll try to appear as well
as L can, jor that may help me a lit—
tle.” ;

So he was careful to have his dress
and person neat, and when he took
his turn to be interviewed, went in
with his hat in his hand and a smile:
on his face..

The keen-eyed lawyer glanced him
over from head to foot.
““Good face,”” he thought,
pleasant ways.'’

Then he noted the neat suit— but
other Dloys had appeared in new:
clothes—saw: the well-brushed hair
and clenn looking skin. Very well,but

“and

there had been others there quite as
cleanly; another glance, however,
showed the finger nails free from

soil.

"Ah{ that lonks 'likethoroughness,”
thought the lawyer.

Then he asked a few direct rapid

questions, which John answered as
directly.
“Prompt,” was his mental com-

ment; ‘‘can speak up when necessary.
Let’s see your writing,”” he added
aloud,

John took @& pen and wrote his
name.

"Yery well, easy to. read,.and no
{lourishes. Now what relerences have
you ¥

The dreaded question, at last !
John's face fell. He had begun
feel some hope of success, but
dashed it again.

“I haven't any references,'’ he said,
“I’m almost a stranger in the city.”

“Can't take a boy without refer~
ences,’’ was the brusque rejoinder,.
and as he spoke a sudden thought
sent a flush to John’s cheek,

T haven’t ant references,”’ he said.
with hesitation, ‘‘but here’s a letter
irom mother I just received. I wish
you would read it.”’

Thw lawyer took it. It was a short
letter:—

Dear John,—I want {o remind you
that whever you find work you must
consider that work your own. Don't
go into it, as some boys do, with the

feeling that you will do as little as
vou can, and get something better

goon, but mniake up your mind that
you will do as much ag possible, and
make yoursell so necessary to your
employer that he wwill never let you
go. .

You
and I ecan truly say I have
known you to shirk. Be as good in
business, and I am sure God awill
bless your efforts.

“H'm!"’ said the lawyer, reading it
over the second time. “'Thet’s pretty
good advice, John—excellent advice.
I rather think I'll try you, even with-
out reierences.”’ .

John has been with him six years,
and last- spring was admitted to the
bar.

“Do you intend {ioking that young
man into portnership »n askec}- &
friend lately. ’

to
this.

have been a good son to me,
never

And John always

‘terences he ever had was a mother’s

- § good ‘advice and honest praise..

18t —They are made to fit ihe figure, and do

do. I couldn’'t get. along.. .

N

. “Yes, T f
iwithout John; he is my: right hand.- -
man ! *’ excloimed the ‘employer .
heartily. -

says the best re--



