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AUNT BECKY.

omised to write and tell * you

all about St. Patrick’s day, but I
did not go, for it was too stormy.
My father and sister went. They had

g lovely time.

There was a high

Mass at ten-thirty, and a nice ser-
mon preached by Father Doyle. Then
there was a lovely dinner. In the

evening there was a Ve
cert; the hall was cro

nice
ed.

con-
Well,

dear Aunt, my sore leg is getting
tired, so I will have to come to

close.

From your loving nephew,
JOSEPH C.

Granby, March 26.

t b

Dear Aunt Becky:

a

May I enter your club? I enjoy
reading the letters every week. We

have taken the True Witness

gince I can remember.

teen years old, and have four

I am

ever
four-
bro-

thers and two sisters. We live on
‘a farm, My papa keeps a store. The
gnow is about all gone here. E[_nve
sugar yet ? I

you had any mew

haven't.

I am in the fourth reader.

Our teacher’s name isMiss Cora Hea-

ley. I got
last term.

the prize in arithmetic
I spent St. Patrick’s day

at home; it was a stormy day. To-

day is my mamma’s

birthday,

I

gave her a pretty fruit dish and my
sister gave her a vegetable dish.
remain, hoping to see my letter in

print, X
o Your niece,
MABEL.
8t. Cyr, April 1st, 1906.
e Ak b

Dear Aunt Becky:

As I have not written you
long time, I thought I would ‘write

you a few

I

this

lines and I hope to see

my letter in print next week. I guess
Iand my brother have forgotten to

write to you. I saw three letters
in print this week. As news is
getting short, I will close, saying
good-bye.

From your loving

niece,

JULIA R.

Love to all my little cousins by

e and my brother,

Kouchibouguac, March 24.
o

MY ANGEL GUIDE,

He walks beside me all the day,
lAnd tells me what to do and say,
And when my wicked thoughts arise

He gently points up to the skies—

My angel guide.

When tempted oft to go
Rebelliong temper has i

astray *
ts sway,

FB kneels. with sweet uplifted eyes—
An angel robed in human guise—

My angel guide.

pain,
Tells me no CroEs, no
' My angel guide.

Lt

soul within,
may ache with

o

' Bo holds me from, the_ path of sin;
L He purifies my :
And, tho' my heart

0 crown T gain— |

(By Henry Van Dyke.)

He was the youngest of the fami-
iy, & latecomer at the feast of life.
Yet the rose-garlands on the table
were not faded when he arrived, and
the welcome that he received was
not ¢older, indeed it was probably
several degrees.warmer, because he
was so tardy, so young, so tiny.

There was room for him in the
household circle; joyous pﬂeﬂipn
and merry s of \?
greeted his coming. His older bro-
thers mever breathed a word of jea-
lousy or unkindness toward him. He
grew peacefully under the shelter of
mother-love; and it would have been
difficult to foresee, in the rosy pro-
mise of his youth, the crimson tra-
gedy in which his life ended.

How dull, how insensible to such
things most men and women are !
They’go their way, busily and hap-
pily, doing their work, seeking their
daily food, enjoying their human
pleasures. and never troubling¢hem-
selves about the hidden and inarti-
culate sorrows of the universe. The
hunter hunts, and the fisher fishes,
with inconsiderate glee. A ° man
kills a troublesome insect, he eats a,

ment

juicy berry or a succulent oyster,
without thinking of what his vic-
tims must feel. %

Byt there are some tender and

sensitive souls who are too fine for,
these callous joys. They meditate
upon the tragic side of all existence,
and to them there will be nothing
strange in this story of the Tragedy
of Little Red Tom.

You have guessed that he was |
called ‘“‘red’’ on account of his color,
It was a family trait. All his bro-
thers had it; and strange to say,
they were proud of it.

Most people are so foolish that
they speak with ridicule, or even
with contempt of this color, when

it is personally evolved. Have you
ever asked yourself why it is that
the cold world alludes derisively to
a ‘“‘red-headed boy,”’ or a ‘‘red-head-
ed girl 2’ The language is different
when the locks are of another hue.
Then it is a “black-haired boy,” or
a ‘‘golden-haired girl.”” Is not the
very word ‘‘red-headed,’”’ with . its
implied slur upon an innocent and
gorgeous . color, an unconscious evi-
dence of the unreasonable prejudice
and hard insensibility of the human
race ?

Not so the family of Tom, The
redder they grew the happier they
were, and the more pride their mo-
ther took in them. But she herself
was green. And so was little Tom,
like all his brothers, and he made
his first appearance in the world—
green—very green. *

Nestled against his mother’s side,
sheltered by her embracing arms,
safe and happy in the gquietude of
her maternal care, he must have
looked out upon the passing show
with wonder and pleasure, while she
instilled into him the lessons of wis-
dom and the warnings of destiny.

““Grow, my little one,’”’ we can im-
agine her saying to him, in her mys-
terious wordless language, ‘‘your
first duty is to grow. . Look at!
your brothers, how big and round
and fat they are! I can hardly lift
them. They did what I told them,
and see what they have become. All
by growing ! Simple process! Even
a babe can understand it. Grow,
my Tommykin, grow ! But don’t
try to grow red; first, you must
grow big.” i

It is quite sure, and evident to
every mother-heart, that Tommy’s
mother must have told him . some-
thing like this, for this is precisely
What he did—obedient, docile, clever
little creature! Who can  trace
the subtle avenue by which intelli-
gence is communicated from the old

|to the young, the treasured lore of

the ages handed down from ome ge-
neration to another ? But when we
seo| the result, when the little ome
begins to do what its parents and
ad-parents have done, is it not
. the teaching must have
‘though

| | berry-bed and the asparagus<bed. In
| | between, 'there were long rows {

|2l kinds of vegetables and small |
| fruits ‘and fragrant ‘herbs.

At the other end were the

of

Who can tell what ideas and emo-
tions were produced in those placid
companies of leguminous comrades?
What aspirations toward a loftier
life in the climbing beans? What
high spirits in the corn ? What lightt
and airy dreams in the asparagus-~
bed ? What philosophy among the
sage ? TImagine what great schémes
were hatched among- the egg-plant,
and what hot feelings stung the
peppers when the raspberries crowd-
ed them !

Tommy, from his central place in
the garden, must have felt the agi-
tation of this mimic world around
him. Many a time, no doubt, was he
tempted to give himself up to one
or another of the contiguous in-
fluences, and throw himself into the
social tide for ‘‘ome glorious
of crowded life.”” But his
always held him back,

“No, my Tommykin, stay with me.
It is not for you to climb a pole like

hour
mother

a bean or wave in the wind like
an asparagus  stalk or rasp your
neighbors like the raspberry. Be

modest, be natural, be true to your-
self. Stay with me and grow fat.”
When the sunshine of the long July
days flooded the garden, glistening
on the silken leaves of the corn,
wilting the potato blossoms, unfold-
ing the bright yellow flowers of the
okra and the melon, Tom would
fain have pushed himself out into
the full tide of light and heat. But
his mother bent tenderly over him.
‘“Not yet, my child; it is not time
for you to bear the heat of the day.

A little shade is good for you. ILet
me cover you. It is too soon for
you to be sunburned.’’

When the plumping afternoon

showers came down, refreshing every
leaf and root of pvery plant, Tom
shrank from the ' precipitate inunda-
tion.

““Mother, I'm all wet.
come out of the rain.”

Byt the mother knew what was
good for him. So she held him out
bravely while the streaming drops
washed him; and she taught him
how to draw in the moisture which
she gathered for his nourishment.

In late August a change began to
come over his complexion. His ver-
dant brilliancy was ‘‘sicklied o’er
with a pale cast of thought,” whit-
ish, yellowish, nondescript. A fool-
ish human mother would have hur-
ried to the medicine closet for a
remedy for biliousness. Not so
Tom’s wise parent. She knew that
the time had come for him to grow
red. 'She let himm have his
ivay now about being out in the
sunshine. She even thrust him gent-
ly forth into the full light, with-
drawing the shélter that she had cast
around him. Slowly, gradually, but
surely, the bright crimson hue spread
over him until the illumination was
complete, and the mother felt that
he was the most beautiful of her
children—not the'largest, but round
and plump and firm and glowing red
as a ruby.

And then—then the mother-heart
knew that the perils of life were near
at hand for Little Red Tom. Many
of his brothers had already been
torn from her by the cruel hand of
fate and had disappeared into the
unknown.

‘“Where have they gone to ?’’ won-
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That pain in the
Back is Kidney Trouble

| _GIN PILLS WILL CURE IT

A strain or severe cold, or a dozen
other causes may have started it—but
the Kidneys are at the bottom of it.
Backache (especially in the **small ®
of the back) means Kidney Disease,
Plasters and liniments give some relief,
but they never cure. Lots of people,
with swollen hands and feet, are treating
themselves for rheumatism, when, in fact,
their sick kidneys are causing the pain
and swelling. GIN PILLS cure that
pain in the Back every time, because
they cure the Kidueys,

St, Josepk’s Home, 8t. Cloud, Minn.
June 29th 1905

I received the Gin Pills safely and am

taking them every day I have suffered

intensely from kidaney trouble for many

years, Since I tock your pils, I havea very

good appetite and sleep soundly, 1 feel

10 more pain. Enclose pleage find money

order for $1 for which please send me two
boxes of Gin Pills

FATHER BONIFACE,
Moll, O, 8.B.

i dvon have tried plasters, liniments
and doctors, save your money and try
GIN PILLS, FREE. Write us your
name and address, and in what paper
you saw this offer, and we will send

a free sample box of GIN PILLS.

are sold by all druggists at 50c a box, or
6 boxes for $2 50.

‘THE BOLE DRUG CO. = WINNIPEG, Man,

dered Tom. But his mother could
not tell him, All that she could do
was to warn him of the unseen dan-
gers that surrounded him and pre-
pare him to meet them,

“Listen, my child, and do as 1
tell you. When you hear a step on
the garden path, that means danger,
and when a thing with wings flies
around me and comes near to Yyou,
that means danger too. But I will
teach you how to avoid it. I will
give you three signs.

‘“The first sign is a rustling noise
that I will make when a bird comes
near to you. That means droop.
Let yourself down behind the wire
netting that I lean on, and  then
the bird will be afraid to come close
enough to peck at you. The second
sign is a trembling that you will
feel in my arms when the gardener
comes along the walk. That means
snuggle. Hide yourself as close to
me as you can. The third sign—
well, I will tell you the third sign
to-morrow evening, for now I
tired.””

In the early morning of a bright
September day, while the dew was
still heavy on the leaves and the
grasw and the gossamer cobwebs
glistened with little diamonds, a hun-
| gry robin flew into the garden, and
| Tom heard the signal ‘“Droop!” So
“he let himself down behind the wo-
| ven wire, and the robin put his head
|on ome side and looked at
greedily, and flew to find a
fast elsewhere.

A little before noon, when the sun
was shining broadly and the silken
tassels of the corn were shiveling up
into make-believe tobacco for bad
little boys to smoke, there was a
heavy step on the gardem walk, and
Tom felt the signal ‘“‘Snuggle!”’ Then
he hugged as close as he could to
his mother’s side, and the gardener
with his sharp knife cut off all Tom’s
surviving brothers and put them in
a box full of vegetables. But he did
not see Tom, hidden close and safe.

How glad the mother must have
been, and how much Tom must have
loved her as he remembered all her
wise lessons. It was a long, beau-
tiful afternoon- that they spent to-
gether, filled with pleasant reminis-
cences, touched by no shadow of
gloom, no dream of parting. A gol-
den afternoon—the last.

Just before sunset a fair creature,
clothed in white, came into the gar-
den. She moved for awhile among
the flowers, her yellow hair gleam-
ing in the low rays of the sun, her

am

Tom
break-

‘| eyes bluer than forget-me-nots. Who

could think that such a creature
could be cruel or heartless ? Who
could dream that she would pursue
her pleasure at)the cdst of pain to
the innocent? Who could imagine
that she would take life to feed her
own ?

Gently and daintily she came down
the garden walk, past the raspberry
patch, past the tall rows of corn,
past the egg-plant and the peppers,
with steps so light that the ground
hardly felt them, with bright  eyes
glancing from side to side—yes, with
all these, and also with a remorse-
less thought in her heart and a bas-
ket half full of cut flowers on her
No signal fo droop or snuggle
co,mg to Tom. The third signal—ah,
that he had not yet learned ! So he

cried.

u
q‘%ue famous Piils for Sick Kidneys |’

“You are just what I want-
ed to fill wp my tomato salad.’”

That night, as she sat at supper, |
with her father and mother, ‘and her
brothers and sisters, she was smiling
and serene, for the table was well
furnished, and the feast was merry.
There was white bread that had been
ground from thousands of innocent
blades of wheat, once waving in the
sunlight, and a juicy fish that had

BUSINESS CARDS,

X J. HORRISON,

.Advocate,
ROOM 587 . . TEMPLE BUILDING

been lured and unwillingly drawn
from the crystal waters. There was
a brace of grouse that had grown
plump and savory by feeding on the
spicy berries in the woods. And
there was Little Red Tom, in the
centre of the salad, deliciously slic-
ed, surrounded by crisp
leaves and dressed to the queen’s
taste. |
Are there not some who would 1
have shed tears at that sight, and |
lamented even while they ate? But ‘
do you suppose the young girl wnsl
one of that kind? Do you imagine |
that she had played a part in a
tragedy ? Not a bit of it. h‘h«-)vns
simply grateful that

lettuce ]

her salad was
so good, and glad that the others
liked it.—Outing
MARY AND RUTH.
Two young girls, Mary and Ruth,
met out at the park one day late

in August, and Mary said:
“I'm so glad vacation is nearly
over., I want to go back to school.”

‘“Where are you going to go to
school this next term ?”’

“Why, back to the Sisters, of
of course. Ain’t you?”’

““No. I want to go with Amy and

Jennie. Mamma says I may.
are so stylish.”’

“But you haven’t made your first
communion yet,””

‘“Well, I don’t care. I don’t want
to have to be studying the catechism
all the time. And then, some of
the girls in the parochial school are

They

8o poor. T want to meet only nice
people.””

‘““‘And do you call ‘nice people’
only those who wear fine clothes?”
asked Mary, indignantly.

‘“Well,”” said Ruth, defiantly, ‘‘fine
clothes help. And when I grow up
I want to marry a rich man, and
live in a fine house and keep ser-
vants.”’

‘“You're in a hurry,”” replied Mary
‘‘thinking of getting married and you
only eleven years old. I'm not go-
ing to get married at all. I'm just
going to stay at home and be papa’s
and mamma’s girl.”’

“My, how good you are !”” sneer-
ed Ruth. ““Well, T guess I can be

as good as you are, without going
to church every day and studying
the catechism all the time.’’

And she went home without

say-
ing another word.

When school opened, Mary went
back to the Sisters and Ruth went
to a public school.

During the year Mary was pre-

ared for her first holy communion,
received it, and was confirmed. She
was as happy as a girl could be. In
school she was a favorite with the
teachers and pupils, and at home
she was dear to her parents because
she was obedient, gentle, truthful
and industrious.

Toward thc end of the school year
Ruth was taken sick with . scarlet
fever and died before she received
the sacraments. Her mother, who
was not a Catholic, said that she
feared to distress the child by sum-
moning the priest, lest he should tell
her she was about to die,

So Ruth did not realize her earth-
ly ambition.

Mary is still at home, the joy of
her parents, and is happy with
them. Bvery one who knows her
loves her, because she”is so kind and
good,

o
JUST A WORD.

Don’t shun the truth under
circumstances.
Don’t imagine a thing is so sim-
ple, becguse you think so.
Don’t trust any person who
not win the love of a child.
Don’t forget that the world is old-
er than you are by several thousand
years, :
Don’t worry about your father be-
cause he knows, so much less than
you do. / .
Don’t forget that for several thous
sand years the world has been full of
a8 smart young men as yourself,
Don’t blow the packing out of your|
cylinder-head trying to dazzle
people with your wisdom, sty
Don’t 'bé too fresh to keep
without  being put ir

ling

any
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T. J. O’NEILL,

REAL ESTATE ACENT,
IBOST.JAMES STREET.
Loans, Insurance, Renting and Cols
lecting of Rents. Moderate charges,
and prompt returns.

BellTel Main anulNl'hldnya service

GONROY BROS.,

228 Oentre Street

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters
ESTIMATES GIVEN,
Jobbing Prompitly Attended To, ==

Fstablished 1864.

G. 0’BRIEN,

House,Sign ana Decorative Paintes
PLAIN AND DECORATIVF
PAPER-HANGER

Whitewashing and Tintin 0
attended to. Terms mndenze HTEIOALY

Residence, 755 A viugr Strerr, Office, 647 Dor-
chester street, east of Bleury street, Montreal.

Bell Telephone, Vp 2006,

LAWRENCE ' RILEY,
PLASTHRER,
Successor to Jobn Riley. Established i 4
Plain and Ornamental Pluuvi.nu‘.! ﬁop:iyl:ﬂ:
all kinds rum?tly attended to. Ketimatosfur-
nished. Postal ordersattended to.

15 PARIS STREET, Point St Charles.

ROOFERS, Eto.

— - FOR A —— —_

TIGHT ROOF,
Oor
'DRY BASEMENT ;
FOR

METAL SKYLIGHTS
Or Any

SHEET METAL WORK
CALL ON

GEO. W..REED & CO.,

337 Craig 8t. W.

SYNOPSIS OF CANADIAN NORTH-WEST

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS,

: NY even numbered section of Do-
[ minion Lands in Manitoba og
the Northwest Provinces, excepting
8 and 26, not reserved, may be
homesteaded by any person who is
the sole head of a family, or any
male over 18 years of age, to the
extemt of one-quarter sectiom of 16Q
acres, more or less,

Entry may be made personally ay
the local land office for the district
in which the land is situate, or if the
homesteader. desires, he may, on ap-
plication to the Minister of the In-
terior, Ottawa, the Commissioner of
Immigration, Winnipeg, or the socal
agent receive authority fw some one
W make entry for him,

The homesteader is required to per-
form the conditions conmected there-
with under oneof the following plans;

(1) At least six months’ residencs
upon and cultivation of the land m
each year for three years. ;

(2) If the father (or mother, if the
father is -d ) of the b
er resides upon a farm in the vicinity
of the land entered for the require- '
ments as to residence may be satis-
fied by such person residing with the
father or mother. ;

(8) If the settler has his permadent
residence upon farming land owned
by him in the vicinity of hiz  home-
stead, the requirements as to  resis
dence may be satisfed by residence
upon the said land. At

Six months’ mnotice  in wri
should be given to the Commissioner

Wy




