
njartK* out to lead them to God’s 
I otemal kingdom. Were I to sneak 
lo you tile Single word of God, it 
"ould he love. God is love, tor 
everything that enters into God’s be- 
nign existence is love.—Rev. IJ j 
Vaughan.

Magazine, -The Reader’s Study "
eays : |

’’It is perhaps a tilt of oveoreexubor- 
ant patriotism to call Poe the in
ventor of the abort stpvy. Tot surely- 
He first recognized the form as hav
ing ax/ independent existence, end ae 
P°»**ing certain advantages which 
the novel has not, notably that of 
"totality.’ -In the brief tele the am 
thor is enabled to carry out the full- 
ziosB of bis intention. * • * Huriikr I 
the hour of perusal the soul of the! 
reader t. at the writer's control.’‘
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80Y8 AND 6IRLS.
BY -A.msrT BECKY.

Dear Girls sod Boys
I need hardly aek if you are all 

having a jolly time. I am always 
waiting far accounts which I know 
must be coming. Have all the good 
times you can, dear little friends. 
"Your happy childhood days pass only 
too quickly. Crowd all the pleasure 
and kindness you can so that there 
will only be happy recollections when 
$he serious years will have come. 

Your loving friend,

AUNT BECKY.
* * *

GOOD NIGHT AND GOOD MORNING?

A fair little girl sat under a tree. 
Sewing as long as her eyes could sect; 
Then smoothed her work awfli fold**] 

it right.
And said1, "Dear work, good-eight, 

good-night 1"

of "■ rooks -came overSuch a number 
her heed,

Crying "Caw, caw !" on thqir way 
to bed.

She said, ae she wtotched their curi
ous flight,

•'Little black things, -good-night-, 
good-niciht !"

cant place.
A pair of prettily gloved hands bq- 

gaa almost unconsciously to clap, 
and then everybody dapped and ap
plauded until it might have alarmed 
Bob, if a young lady sitting by had 
not slipped her arm around- him and 
said, with a sweet glow on her face:

"Tell your mamma that we all con
gratulate her upon having a little 
boy strong enough to resist tempta
tion and wise enough to run away

I doubt if that long, hard message 
ever reached Bob’s mother, but no 
matter; the note got to his grand
mother without ever coming out of 
his pocket.

* * *
TOMMY'S DAY IN BED.

"Comev Tommy, wake up now. It 
is time to have your breakfast and 
get ready for school," called mamma.

Tommy squeezed his eyes so tight 
together that they almost hurt and 
puckered his face all up id an effort 
to look unconscious and made no

and the oxenThe tor see neighed

The sheep’s "Bleat, bleat," came over; 
the road,

All seeming to say, with a quiet do-
light,

Good little girl, good-nèght, good
night.

She did not say to the sun "Good
night !"

Though she saw him there like a bail 
of light;

For she knew hè had God’s time to

All over the world, and never could

Thr tall pink foxglove bowed his

The violets curtsied- arid went to bed*
•And good little Lucy tied up her hair
An'd said, on her knees, her favor

ite prayer.

And while on her pillow she softly 
lay,

She knew nothing more till again it 
was day;

And all things said to •«the beautiful

•'Good-morning, good-morning ! our 
work is begun."

—Lord •Houghton
* ♦ *

BOB STOOD THE TEST.
The "blue line" street -car stopped 

at the corner and an anxiOus-looking 
young woman put a small boy in
side.

“Now,, Bob," she said, as she hur
ried out to the platform again, 
“don’t lctee that note I gave you ; 
don’t take it out of your pocket at 
all.’’

“No’m," «aid the little, boy, look- 
mg wistfully after his mother as the 
conductor pulled the strap, the dri
ver unscrewed the brake amid the 
horses, shaking their bells, trotted 
off with the car.

"What’s your name. Bob ?” asked 
a mischievou-s-looking young man sit
ting beside him.

Robert Cullen,•* he answered.
* Where are you- going ?" 
vTo my grandma’s."
"Let me see that note in your 

Pocket."
The look of innocent surprise In the 

*ound face ought to have shamed the 
fcebfs tormenor, but he only 
“gain. "Let me see it.”

said Robert «uiîdfc , 
"See here, if you don’t I'll *Lre 

«* hoi-see and make them ron

The little boy cast an apprehensive
at the belled horsee, but shook

his head. -
Here, Bob, I’ll give you ttvis 

Peach if you'j, p„n tt,at note ny,
®“t of your pocket.”

The boy did mot reply, but some oi 
,, older P«ple looked angr^.

1 say, I’ll give you this whole bag 
peaches if you will Juat show me 

^corner of your note," said the 
«Wipter. The child turned awav 
“ k did not wl* to- hear any 

but the young man opened the 
a"d “OW it Just where he could
ZlmeU ÜK h“ f-uit

A o< distress came Into the
8"eert little face * - - - *
Afraid to trust
man left his »
*® get off the
quickly down lei 
tind him, -

The baby was crying lustily for 
ber milk and mamma was so busy 
Bbtting it ready that sh*f did not no
tice for a few minutes that Tommy 
did not answer. Then she went to 
the bedroom door again, and when 
Tommy heard her coming be began to 
breathe in a strenuous and labored 
manner to show that he was vtiry 
sound asleep indeed- Mamma stood 
still, looJ.ng down lovingly at the 
sturdy little font! ami touseiled yeh 
low hair. Tommy continued to 
breathe loudly and kept Me face 
screwed, up tightly in order to con
vince mamma that he was .deeping 
soundly, but soon the silence be
came more than he could hear, and 
he opened his eye a little tiny bit to 
see what mamma was doing, and 
caught her looking full jn his face. 
She laughed then and called him a 
rogue and a fraud and toid him he 
must hurry now of/ he would be late 
for school.

“Oh. mamma, I m sick, j get 
up and go to that horrid old school,’ 
whined Tommy, sticking his fists 
into his eyes.

■Well, for a sick child you seem 
to. be sleeping very peacefully,” said 
mamma.

"That was ’cause I was awake all 
night and never shut my eyes once 
and course I have to sleep once in a 
while," said Tommy unblushingly.

How perfectly dreadful ! ln that 
case I think the best thing for you 
bo do is to lie quiet and sleep all 
day, and I will send a note to your 
teacher.”

Tommy’s heart bounded, with joy. 
Did she really mean it ? He glanced 
slyly at her out of one corner of 
bis eye, and whqn he saw that she 
looked perfectly cairn he was sure 
that she was in earnest.

to order not to show how happy he 
was he began to writhe and groan 
but «topped suddenly when mamma 
said . -If you are in such paid, we 
bad better send for Dr. Pillsbury at 
oace and have him give you some 
medicine. "

Ob, no, mamma,” began Tommy 
in alarm. 'Tm sure I’ll feel all 
right-cr-no, not all right, oi 
course, but lots better if you will 
bring me a oup of codec with lots of 
croam and. sugar In it, and a piece 
of toast and some jelly and a poach- 
«1 egg and a cookie and two pieces 
of fruit cake."

Çby, Thomas Algernon Whitley 
said mamma, aghast. "A breakfast 
like that would kill a horse."

’’I Just s’pose a bushel of oats and 
a big pail of water’d kill me, but if 
you want me to starve I will, only 
when papa was sick you cried ’cause 
be couldn’t eat and said he’d never 

Well, if he didn't, so I thought 
I d force somethin’ down just to 
please you,” said Tommy in an abus
ed voice.

Mamma went out of the room and 
presently returned with a bowl of 
°*tmeal, plentifully covered with 
cream and sugar.

"I think this will be hatter for a 
rick boy." she said,

Afbtr Tommy had eaten it all and 
scraped the bowl with bis spoon 

pulled down the shades and 
went out, closing the door softly 
“** Tomray cuddled down under the 
cavers with a long sigh or perfect

I’ll be sick for a whole 
he thoughtHe closed his^l^

or some reason he could not go to
" **ned strange, «or

- be knew he could

N

thought how they would eowy him 
if they otily knew.

H« heard bahy’s little pattering 
feet come to the door, and she tried 
to open it, but mamma hurried after 

"No, no* darling, you mustn’t 
go in there. Your brother is sick, 
and we must let him rest.”

*' She won't ’stiSb mo, mamma. Let 
her come in while you wash the 
dishes," said Tommy getaerously.

‘Oh, no, dear. You must lie still 
and rest." So she shut the door 
and all was quiet again.

After hours and hours Tommy was 
sure it must be almost? night, so hq 
went to the door and said, “Has 
papa come home yet, mamma, ?" 

Whatever put that idea into your 
It is only ten o’clock. Gu 

back to- bed and try and sleep."
Tommy crept back and tossed rest

lessly from one side of the bed to 
the other. Then he began to see 
faces and animals in the figures on 
the wall paper, arid pretty soon they 
all rushqd toward the bed and he 
fought them and drove them back. 
Then after a long while he rubbed his 
vyen and knew he had been, asleep and 
dreaming.

He went to the door and said : 
Mamma. I think the bed is getting 

tirai of me. Shall I sit up awhile 
and let it rest ?"

But mamma laughed and told him 
iHria couldn’t get tired, and sen* 
him bock again. Then be must have 
gone to sleep again, for he thought 
the bed really did get tired of him, 
amt It gave a bound and. threw him 
right out on the floor. His head 
struck against the chair and he be- 
gan to cry, and mamma came in and 
helped him back and wot a. cloth in 
cold water and laid it on Ms head.

When' mamma was rocking the baby 
to sleep she heard a deep sigh and, 
looking around, she saw a forlorn 
little figure in pink pyjamas a* her 
side, and he said, trying to smile 
hopefully, "Don’t you think it would 
make me feci stronger if I went out 
doors and took some, exercise, mam-t 
ma ?”

It cost mamma an effort to say 
.firmly: -No, indeed,. A boy who is 
too sick to go to school is too sick 
to play."

It. turned out to be the longest day 
Tommy had ever known, longer than, 
all the othqr days of his life put 
together, trot people say that the 
very longest days come to an end 
some time, and this one finally did.

The m'xt day one little boy reached 
the school bouse ahead of the others. 
His face was very bright ami shining 
from a copious application of soap 
and water, and his hair was brushed 
until it could never get mussed up 
again. When the roll was called he 
answered to the name of Thomas Al
gernon Whitfry.

* * *
THE WARNING OF THE BIRDS.
The death of Archduke Joseph, of 

Hungary, recalls a story which, 
though often repeated, may be new 
to some of our young folks. During 
the war which he waged with Prus
sia, his troops had on one occasion 
encamped on the outskirts of a for
est, ami had lain down tor the night, 
when one of the sentries sent word to 
the Archduke that a soldier insisted 
on speaking with him. When ad
mitted, the man proved to be a gipsy 
of whose people the good Archduke 
had been a warm friqnd and beno- 
factor. The Soldier hastily warned 
him, in gipsy dialect, that the enemy 
wee stealing upon the camp,

"How can you know this V' asked 
the Archduke "The outposts .hove 
given no warning."

"Because they see nothing,” re
turned the gipsy, "But remark the 
flocks of birds on the wing, all flying 
Sooth. Birds do net fly ait night 
unless something disturbs then). 'No
thing but the passage of some great 
body through thq woods—for there is 
fib fire could cause them to desert 
ia such numbers."

“It is well, my son. We will see to 
it,” said the Archduke; and be roused 
the camp and got everything in rto- 
dinose. An hour later began, the en
gagement with the hostile forces that 
had meant to airprise the camp.- 
Ave Maria.

‘ * * *
A LESSON OF THE STREETS.
The chill of March was in the air 

although It was am April afternoon 
I walked along thryigh a portion of 
a large city, where there were many 
saloons and many poor people.

to a little niche, which she almost 
filled, between a building and a fence, 
both of which touched the sidewalk 
stood a little girl.

The M”»’’ desolate creature must 
have been four or possibly six veers 
Old, Her apparel was too small for 
ev® be, alight form, «d her well- 
worn calico apron was soiled with 
the dust of the street. On her fare 

tracen t*,, amlMr big.
ass of

Odt Headache, BUlouness, Dye. 
pepata. Coated Tongue, Foul Breath, 
Heart Burn, Water Brash, or any 
Diseaas of the Stomach, Liver or Bowel*.

Lax*.Liver Pills are purely vegetable i 
«either gripe, weaken nor sicken, are easy 
!• take and prompt to act

clothes betokened his Identity with 
the same class of people as that to 
which tile wee maiden belonged, ap
proached, carrying a gallon of kero
sene oil in one hand and a small. 
^th*1 t*rOWn paper Package in the

His mouth was very lull and ho 
looked radiantly happy as he rolled 
the contents of it from one side to 
the Other.

Suddenly his eyes rested upon the 
forlorn object wedged into the fence- 
corner.

He set down the k'orosenq oil cam 
and proceeded to undo his paper 
package. He took therefrom apiece 
of candy, about one-third the con
tents of the iiackage, and handed it 
without a word to the tiny girl. 
She took it, oh ! how bashfully ! and 

smiled at her boy benefactor, but saisi 
not. a word. He also said nothing, 
but lifting his ran from the side
walk. trudged on
th An,',* a litt,e child shell load

♦ + ♦
THE birds NOT CAUGHT.

A pretty anecdote is related of a 
child who was greatly jiertuvbcd by 
<hq discovery that her brothers had 
set traps to catch birds. Question
ed as to what she had done in the 
matter, she replied. ”1 prayed that 
•ho traps might not catch the birds.” 
’’Anything, else?” "Yes," she said; 
’T then, prayed that God would pre
vent, the birds getting in’to the tra,«. 
nmd.” as if to illustrate the doctrine 
of faith and works, ”i went out and 
kicked the traps all to pieces."

MASS ON THE SUMMIT OF 
CROAGH PATRICK.

It may not be generally known that 
a Catholic church is being erected on 
the summit of Croagh-Patrick-that 
lofty Irish mountain on which St 
Patrick prayed for the perseverance 
of the children of Erin.

The church is not a large one, but 
the incredible labor of conveying ma
terials up SO steep a mountain has 
more than trebled the ordinary ex
pense. No man who hae not climb
ed Or lias failed to climb this rugged 
cone can appreciate the effort to 
carry up even one stone weight of 
cement. And yet the whole church- 
foundation, walls, and roof—is of
concrete, and every stone of cement, 
every gallon of water, every shovel 
of sand, is carried, little by little, 
slowly up the mountain.

When the project was first spoken 
of, the nature of the undertaking 
might easily have been, inferred froon 
the remarks of the old men who used 
to point up to the cloud-capped peak 
and say, "When a chapel is built on 
the top of that. then; will bo eight 
wonders in the world."

Early in the spring of the pro- 
Smt -vcar «>0 work was commenced 
and. it has gone on so rapidly that, it 
is now nearing completion.

The workmen sleep on the summit 
t night, come down on Saturday 

evening, and make the ascent again 
after Mass on Sunday. Their pa- 
tomt endurance is beyond, all praise 
On that lonely peak, high above the 
surrounding mountains, they toil 
am0”S clouds, and when the
ireIS| m'Xi WOrk 1S ***• th<T retire 
into little canvas tente to rest their
weary limbs. They expected 
courfter rain and storm and 
and lightning-ami they 
bean disappointed. Indeed 
make an inherent!IU1 
count their

God ha» 
mission of

GIANT TORTOISE 800 YEARS 
OLD IS WORTH A FORTUNE.

Captain 1. F. Shurtleff, of tiie Unit
ed States collier Nero, which has 
ju*t returned ta tit is part from cuel- 
ihfe the South Pacific squadron, 
brought with him a curiosity pro-j 
b&bly exceeding in value and rarity 
anything of its kind ever seen in this 
country, and specimens of which are 
Possessed by otiiy a few of the ku-gv- 
er museums of Europe. It is a gi
gantic land turtle, or tortoise, from 
one of the Galapagos group of isn 
lends, which lie in the South Pacific, 
right under the equator, and are ile- 
pendmeiee of Ecuador.

The tortoise was presented to 
Captain Shurtleff by the governor of 
one of the islands oi this group. It 
measures about two feet across the 
hack, weighs 75 pound*, is supposed 
to lx- 800 years uki, and is valued 
at $5000.

As captain of a naval collier Ca|>- 
teini Shurtleff recently hud occasion 
to visit 1h.is group of islands, which 
are out of the lino of regular travel, 
but. the regular meeting place of the 
ship* of tiie South Pacific squadron 
and the colliers which supply them 
with coal. Having heard of this sjw 
cio« of tortoise and its rarity. Cap
tain Shurtleff ma<lc up his mind to 
procure one of them, and while wait
ing for tho ships of the squadron to 
reach the rendezvous made several nt>- 
tempts to capture a spe* imcai. In thi* 
he was not given much encourage 
ment by the governor of the isiaivd. 
who- told him that the species was 
practically cxxtinct. and that he hod 
not heard of a specimen being cap
tured on that island for ovqr twelve

In spito of this, however, a party 
of the. ship's crew went, into the in
terior on a hunt for erne. The trip 
lasted for several days and the hunt- 
ing party ran out of water and cu.me 
very near |**rishing of thirst, before 
they returned to tho ship without 
having seen* a sign of a tortoise. Just 
before the dejmnuii) of the ship, 
however, the governor heard thaï ouu 
had been captured iri the mte-ior. 
and sent up and purchased it un<i 
presented it to the captain.

Tho spix-ios o( toi'toiKo to whi«h 
this spocimon Montts is (iiiumI only 
in the islands of tho Galapagos and 
Masoarene groups, in tho Hoiilhoni 
Parific. Until reoott .visits those: 
islajuis wore not inhabited liv ,„M 
any form of manmiulinn life. 
sivmomtly the toi tolso, which abmimi- 
™l there, and which are known tor 
•heir extraordinary longevity, somn- 
tirnes reaching tin. ago of 1000 
years, grew to lie exceedingly lorge. 
'Vhen the islands were finally visited 
by main and the si* and ahiimloneo 
Of the reptiles, the meat ocf which 
wns found to be exceedingly ,wiat-" 
able, observed and. roiH.rt.wt, it be
came the usual thing for ships pass
ing anywhere in the ncighbm’hocKl of 
them to go out of their way to visit 
tho inlands and secure a Ruautlty.

Each reptile woald furnish from 75 
to aou pounds Of excellent meat 
could be kept alive for months i,i 
tho hold of the ship without. food 
«nd served, to vary the monotony of 
tho salted diet which ordinarily fulls 
to the lot of thq sailor. After t.iie 
islands were settled by ,„nn the cafe 
lure and shipment of three tortmses 
became a regular industry, with the 
result Unit the; species has become 
practically extinct.

Just, how rare and near to extim- 
Hon Uio si levies is can be judged 
from the fact that ah ont a your ago 
the Eurojiean kings of finance, the 
Rothschilds, fitted out an expedition 
fon,.tho express purpose of securing, it 
Possible, one or more of these tor
toises. The expedition woes simt to 
the Galapagos group and succeeded 
in securing four speeimen’s, the cost 
of the undertaking amounting to 
something over *50,000.

Just what (imposition Captain 
Shurtleff will finally make of this 
specimen is not known. It was re
ported that he would offer it to the 
city, to be placed in the city park.- 
Norfolk, Va., Correspondent of ’ the 
Baltimore Herald.

Those sentences from Poe’s review! 
of Hawthorne’s Teles are followed by; 
«unie remarks, on the tevhjuenie of the 
short story which might have served 
us a hand-book for nil the masters cl 
the craft—Merimee, Bret Ilarto. 
Maupassant and Kiplteg. IJuv.ug 
concciivcd, with deliberate care, ee 
certain unique or single effect to be 
wrought out, ho (the author) Mien 
combines such even;s us may best aid 
him in establishing this preconceived 
effect. if his initial sentence tend 
not to the oeutbrillging of this effect, 
then* he has failed in his first step. 
In the.whole con,position there should 
I». no word written of which the ten- 
ck’iicy, atfivet or indirect, is not to 
tho one pre-established1 design ’

lo this ideal IVie> rininintsl, from 
his first story to his Inst, extraordi
narily faithful. I Pis methods of se
curing unity and a cumulative effect 
have often lieen not,si. In the sto
ries of death it is the jcrsistenco of 

single mood on the part elf the 
here., a mood that, connecting if self 
with some cire.ninatanco—a physical 
detail, like the teotli of Berenice, a 
human, ri'lation like I he passionate 
love of I.igeia, a name, twist, ss in 
Morelia,’ or a background, as in
The Fail of the House of Usher,*_

becomes so absorbing that the lea
der is drawn under its spell fur Ilf. 
te»a or twenty minutes, or hall an 
hour, tor ns long, iiwleed, as I’oo 
ealetitlatee that heis magic will lust. 
This same unity characterizes tho 
taies of conscience, in which again 
tile mood gathers about a circum
stance,—the hero’s double In ’William 
Wilson.’ or the black cat, in. the story 
of that name,—and is made to ro- 
cur mechanically by the recurrence of 
the inciting cause, in t|„, storire of 
advent urn, |»hysieo.l or psyehie. unity
exists by ............. if „ single episode,
nml in the detective Molles, by i ir- 
tue of fht* single, thread of reasoning 
Which connect» n multitude of cire 
cumotancre with central f„e'f. 1]

•And-yet, with all his artistic se-‘ 
•ionsness we do not, many of us. 
take l’es. seriously. Applaud, his 
Uevorness as we may, we not

EDGAR ALLAN POE AND THE 
SHORT STORY.

Robert Mores Lovett, writing of
"The Beginning ol the 8hort Sto,y
m America," in that extremely lnL | that never grow
tereatmg department of Tho Reader I reaches ..
Maguzme,

avoiel f,sling tehat it is usist for
unworthy ends. Wa classify him 
with the mountebank*,, the. conjurors, 
the hypnotistin, short, with tho 
fakirs; for, like them, his eye is al
ways upon’ his audience, nnd he spo- 
Cillâtes upon our capacity for M|u_ 
S'on. His art, wu come to under- 
stand, is nil art entirely of dess,*. 
•'Oil; his triumph is critirely at our 
exp,ns,.. If there is any sincerity of 
«notion connected with Ms stork», 
it. is we who supply it*, he merely sets 
ii|> the mohanism that gives us the 
shock. In Poe the Intqr art of ro
manticism comes near ta doicating 
itself by the very exactness erf it,s 
met heals, f„r with him the romance, 
instead of bring a mode nf spiritual 
expansion, tjocomes a matter of men
tal calculation, of mathematics.

"Poe had undoubtedly a large iri- 
fluenee on succeeding storv-writgre, 
American. English and Front,. Hi, 
influence has berm tip wider Isxaflhe 
his taire of cleverness really belong 
to no country ™- rneo. As in tho 
rase of Scribe, the internatiomoil 
French dramatist, whot woe signifi- 
eant in his work, his technique, rmiM 
he transported, anywhere, would pare 
current among all nati,,*. and con id 
be tounterfeited by any man of 
dustry. Of l.hi„gfi nlore llilffil:i|1, 
transmission and assimila,lo*f,-<* 
national or local realism, ol criti
cism of life, ho hae nothing. HI, 
characters are auto.a1ai. his Monies 
lake place nowhere or anywhere; he 
has no ethical outlook. He be thus 
significant gs an inUvnaethmaJ wrih- 
er rather thnn as the. founder of tho 
Amoricnrf school ,rf fietiem. That 
school, for its distinctive qualitiea, 
looks back to Hawthorne as its esigi, 
nator." , .

^ | /
This world of ours is. God’s flower 

garden, and every day God sends M„ 
gardeners iijto the world and jf they 
rew the seed of God:s kingdom. One 
day the mysteries of life is disclosed,
Gml 0"rTr' ,rp a pra5,'r to
Gad. There are those seeds sown

unless some band


