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not dole,
Within the humble,heart, God's low­

er skies,
Heaven's Kingdom lies.
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ONE OF THESE BAYS. In sleep I turned the volume of 
years;

The leaves were many, rough 
soiled and marred,

And here and there a line 
blurred and scarred,

Where to erase it I had tried 
tears.

No page was perfect, but through all 
there ran

Fair lines and many spaces white 
and clear:

Ah. small they were, the 1 
linès too near,

But each showed where a 
thought begap.

Unknowingly I traced these 
interlined,

1 thought them but loose 
soon torn ànd lost;

,1 knew not then the tears 
they should cost 

When in the western sky my sun de-

CONDUCTED BY
AUNT BETTY

Say I Let's forget it! Let's put it 
aside !

Life is so large and the world is so 
wide,

Days are so short and there’s so 
much to do,

What if it was false—there's so
much that’s true!

Say! Let’s forget it! Let's brush it

Now and forever—so, 
say?

All of the bitter words said shall 
be - praise,

One of these days.

Say! Let’s forgive it! Let’s wipe 
off the slate!

There’s so much good in the world 
that we’ve had

Let’s strike a balance and cross off 
the bad.

Say! Let’s forgive it, whatever it

was

with
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Z oher^ 7: b?Uer thaj' PuyavS 
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the many Catholic social works 
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was best.
But maybe Bayard, bravest knight,

She knows about the school, and 
what i sttidy;

She likes tho boys, remembers nick­
names, too.

1. tell her everything that I am do­
ing—

Why, bedtime comes before we're 
nearly through!

She's glad that I’m a boy, and 
growing taller,

She-isn't sorry that my hair does

My mother is not like a grown-up

The Altar Boy. "I’ve tolled all I can tell,” Said 
Donald, beginning" to vry.

Just then mamma heard a faint 
little cry of ‘Mamma! Mamma!” 
which Seamed to come from the wall 
near by.

‘‘There's Dorothy, now,’ 
nald.

“Where are you?” called 
I “Why, I'm wight here, “ 
tremulous little voice. “W< 
coçie and get me, ’cause I

Just then papa came

Beside the priest at holy Mass each
day,

The altar boy kneels there in rever­
ence low;

To wait upon Christ’s minister so 
blest

From whose pure hands God’s 
strength’ning grace doth flow. 

What sacred privilege to bo so near, 
What at the mystic words Christ 

then appears,
And in the priest's frail hands His 

body rests,
Whose precious food He gives for 

thousand years.
Ah! Surely Jesus'

hearts,
Of those who serve around His altar 

sweet,
And He must mark the# altar boy 

with grade
Who often comes His presence dear 

to greet."
Ah! pure must ever be His faithful

And He will fill their souls with 
gifts most fair:

Their live» with His united in such 

Must find n drea/ii of heaven resting 

—Rixford J. Lincoln.

leaves

said Dt>-

. ciined,
Coi^d 1 but write them now, how 

fair they all should look 
When the great angel comes to close 

and seal my book.
Let's not be slaves when we ought 

to be free.
We shall be walking in sunshiny

One of these days.

Say! Let's not mind it! Let’s smile 
it away ! ^

Bring not a withered rose from yes­
terday;

Flowers are so fresh by the way­
side and wood,

I Sorrows are blessings but half un- 
j derstood;
| Say ! Let’s pot mind it, however it 

seems;
! Hope is so sweet and holds so many 

dreams.
All of the sere fields with blos­

soms shall blaze,
One of these days.

Say! Let’s not take it so sorely to

Failure be genius not qiilte under-

Hates may bo friendship just drifted 
apart;

We could all help folks so much if 
we would!

Say! Let’s get closer to eomçbody’s

See what his dreams are and know 
how he tried;

Leam if our scoldings won’t give 
way to praise,

One of these days.

Say! Let’s not wither! Let’s branch 
out and rise

Out of the byways and nearer the

Let’s spread some shade that’s re­
freshing and deep,

Where some tired traveler may lie 
down to sleep.

Say! Let's not tarry 
right now!

So much to do if we just find out 
how.

We may not bo here to help folks 
or praise

One of these days.
—J. W. Foley.

love will fill the I
-Alix Thorn,

The City Ceusin. Mamma and papa were now tho­
roughly frightened. “If I dont find 
her pretty quick, we'd better call the 
policeman,” said mamma. \

! All this time frightened little Do- 
I nald had been running about, look- 
1 ing in the cream pitcher, sugar bowl 
and behind doors, and getting in 
everybody's way. “What is St you're 
looking for?” he said; “ ’cause if it’s 
Dorofy. 1 tolled you she was in the 
rabbit hole in the attic.”

! “In the attic!” said para, as he 
rushed upstairs three steps at a time 
Dorothy’s voice seemed far below him 

•now. “Come up,.and show me your 
rabbit hole, Donald,” he called.

: Donald came as fast as his little 
fat legs would carry him. “Right 
over here, papa; isn’t it nSce?” 

j Papa didn’t stop to see whether it 
was nice or not. “Dcfrothy,” he, 
called: “we’re coming; wait a min­
ute longer, dear.”

“You needn’t bover now, papa.” 
called hack Dorothy. “I'm most un­
stuck.” Then a slight scuffling 
noise was heard followed by a dull 
thud.

j The Davis house was an old one, 
land had a big, old-fashioned fity- 
■ place in it. which had been boarded 
, up when the stoves came into gene­
ral use. It did not take Mr. Davis 

jlong to remember this, nor to rr- 
I member that this was the chimney 
i which opened from it. Dorothy, in 
squirming about, had loosened her­
self, and fallen on the floor of the 

! fireplace.
Mr. Davis quickly ran downstairs 

and knocked the fireboard off, 
rescued a tear-stained little 
in Wonderland.” and Dorothy
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He’s my own cousin, mamma says;
but my! he’s awfully green! 

Because he’s always lived in town 
and so he hasn’t seen 

So very many things. He said he 
never milked a coxv.

And all the grass he ever saw was 
in a yard till now!

He never gathered ro.asting cars, and 
it’s the first time he 

Threw up a stick to knock down 
nuts and ate ’em off the tree! 

And he don’t know where honey 
ggrows and never learned to swim. 

My!'I would hate to be that old

“Mrs. O’Rooney,” said Father Mc- 
Murphy, “why do I never see Patrick 
at church now?”

Mrs. O’Rooney shook her head sad­
ly-

“Is it Socialism?”
Worse than that, your riverence.” 

“Is it Atheism?”
“Worse, your riverence.”
“What is it, then?” 
“Rheumatism.”

Ia the Restaurent.
BEYOND THE REACH OF LAW.

Dr. Pigoi the dean of Bristol, has 
for long had the reputation of be­
ing one of the brightest humorists in 
the church.

One of his stories turns updn the 
deceased wife's sister. It appears 
that a vicar of Dr. Pigou's acquaint­
ance had, in ignorance^ solemnized 
such a marriage, and he interviewed 
the old verger, whose business it 
was to look after such things.

“Yes, yes,” exclaimed the old man. 
“ï* knowed the parties. I knowed 
them.”

“Then, why in the world didn't 
you tell me?"' exclaimed the vicar.

“Well, vidar, it was this way, you 
see” replied the old fellow. “One of 
'cm parties was 83 and t’other was 
86. Says I to mesclf, ‘It can’t last 
long; bother the laws and let ’em 
two wed/ ”

the last window. “Oh, the girl with ; 
the pretty auburn hair?” she ex- | 
claimed. “Lovely color, isn’t it?”

“Whom docs she remind you of?” !
“Why, I don't know.” Alice stu- j 

died the face shaded by the green hat i 
and the girl, apparently suddenly 
conscious of observation, looked up. j 
Then her eyes dropped, and a flush 
mounted to her cheeks. f

“There is a familiar look about ■ 
her,” Alice exclaimed, “but 3 can’t j 
seem to think who it is that she j 
looks like."

“Isn’t it Miriam Ellis?”
“MHriam Ellis! Why, of course!”

Alice continued to study the pretty j 
face of the girl at the corner table. I 
“She’s nicer looking than Miriam, !£ 
but I don’t believe she’s so full of c 
fun." Oh, dear! Do you remember ji 
the time Miriam tried to ride the i; 
calf, and how dreadfully the poor t 
thing bellowed?”

Both girls began to laugh. And as v 
the most spectacular of Miriam’s <] 
many pranks started them along the funny afterwards are not funny when 
path of reminiscences, they made a 
gay luncheon. Neither noticed that 
the face af the girl at the corner 
table had clouded over, and if they 
had noticed, they would have been 
far from supposing that they had 
any connection with the fact.

But to the girl at the corner table 
all was plain enough. First the girl 
with the roses on her hat had no-

Lefs do it
The Doings of Donald and Dorothy.

WORK IS WORSHIP

, He always prays who always work- 
• eth well—
' The lightest touch

Laid on a child in love, yet serveth 
much;

He, whose behest is labor, in God 
doth dwell—

Heaven is of such 
Here ever holds

. That dear New Kingdon fashioned 
out of hearts;

Here lies its strength, and at this 
fountain starts;

A baby moulds
Its boundless measure, of broken 

lives and parts.
Divinely, on bruised reeds and pierc- j 

ed breasts,
Its glory rests.

Be thou a servant, brother, and thou . 
shalt be

A sovereign then;
Royal in thy coming down and royal

And of the Heavenly Kingdom great­
ly free—

God’s citizen 
They loftiest rise
Who lowliest kneel, to wash a beg­

gar’s feet
Or snatch a jewel thrown upon the 

street;
The Paradise 
Is here and now, 

fering sweet.
Earth growetb sad, and darken skies 

and droop.
Unless we stoop.

He always worships, whose delight 
is toil—

Simply to serve,
And never from the track of duty 

swerve;
One with the freshness of the flow­

ers. and soil,
And planets’ curve.
Bending to lift #
Weakness, he raiseth higher Heaven s 

new walls,
In answering outcasts'1 cry and sor­

row’s calls;
Where’er souls drift,
He casts himself beneath the sinner’s 

falls,

believe thay ever again tried to slide 
down the chimney. »

How to Appear Smartly Dreised.

For years Mother Graves' Worm 
j Exterminator has ranked as tho 
j most effective preparation manufac-

t 11 roll o 11(1 it nlivnvo mnintninn

Donald; Dress becomingly.
Be individual in your style.
Do not dress beyond your means.
Learn the right times and seasons 

for wearing your clothes.
Make a study not of your good 

points but of your weak ones before 
buying your frocks and hats, says
the Norwich Bulletin. /

| Learn materials and their wearing 
I qualities; especially if your clothes 
: must do duty another season.
| Study color effects and know what 
combines well, as well as what is 
suitable to your type.*

Learn the lines that suit you and" 
stick to them. Only modify them 
enough not to be hopelessly out of

Don't trust to what your dress­
maker or milliner tells you. Use

tured, and it always maintains its 
reputation.

Two Jews were once discussing 
the death of a friend. Said Jacob: 
“Sure Ike was a good fellow?”

“He was that,” replied Isaac, “a 
mighty good fellow, Jacob.”

“And a cheerful man too vas Ike, 
and veery generous as veil.”

“Veil,” replied Isaac, “I don't 
think too veery much about that. 
Did Ikey ever buy you nothing?"

Jacob said, “spre, very near; von 
time he come Snto Cohen's saloon, 
vere me and Abbe and Moses were 
drinking, and he said, 'vel, men, vat 
ore ve going to haff—rain or 
snows?' ”

Father Camp!)HER PREFERENCE.
“Does your daughter play Mo­

zart?” inquired the young man with 
gold-rimmed glasses.

“I believe she does,” answered Mrs 
Sanders affably. “But I think she 
prefers tennis.”

ter out of a story, till the two 
girls on the opposite side of the 
room had begun to look and whis­
per, and betray amusement.

“You’re not halt eating,” said 
Aunt Joan's crisp tones. “Don’t you 
like it, Margery?”

“It's all so—different.” the girl re­
turned with a wan little smile. “It 
would take a while to get used to 
it.”

They were kind-hearted girls, the 
two at the other table, who had 
looked the strapger over as if she 
had been a piece of statuary, and 
had commented on her appearance, 
unmistakably, though inaudibly and 
not unkindly. They would have been 
highly indignant if anyone had ac­
cused thean of a breach1 of good man­
ners. And yet they were responsible 
for spoiling the, pleasure of the girl 
at the corner table. It really was 
a pity.

j not afford it and have 
I occasions for wearing it.
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CONSCIENCE MAKES COWARDS.

A quiet, bashful sort of a follow 
was making a call on a Capitol Hill 
girl one evening not so very long 
ago, when her fathér came into the 
parlor with hi.S watch in his hand.

9.30 o'clock. At the

Was Troubled With His 
Liver For Four Years.
Doctors Gave Him Up.

MILBURN’S LAXA-LIVER PILLS

“And where have you been my 
pet?” asked Willié’e mother on his 
return homo after an jmwonted ab­
sence of several hours.

“Playing postman,r 
ily hope.

“Playing postman.? 
lie's toother. “And

it was about 
moment the young man was standing 
on a chair straightening a picture 
over the piano. ’Hie girl had asked 
him to fix it. As he turned, the 
old gentleman, a gruff, stout fellow; 
said:

“Young man, do you know xvhat 
time it is?”

The bashful youth got off the 
chair nervously. “Yes, sir,” he re­
plied. “I1 was just going.”

He wen£ into the hall without de­
lay, and took his nat and coat. The 
girl’s father followed him- As the 
caller reached for the door-knob the 
old gehtlcman again asked him if tie 
knew what time it was*

“Yes, sir,” was the youth’» reply.
••fLnnA Midrhtt" Anri lflft With—
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