
THE TEins WnSKSS AND CATHOUC CHROKIOLK
who seemed to think bis little voice 
was very important in the matter, 
whilst old Gappy, hearing the hub- 
hub* gave a lot of sharp barks, just 
as if to say, ■‘Hear, hear, hear !’

Well, sir, I saw there were tears 
and Tommy's eyes, and I 
— *uing else to do but 

way; bo I pro- 
was joy in the 
never been seen

When the Sunday morning came 
we all went to the stable to look at 
Browney. There he stood, as proud 
as could be, and Janey said to him. 
‘Ah, Mr. Browney, no work for you 
to-day. Don't you know why ? It's

core is the inner mould; 
exact shape of the bell i, 
cope, or outer mold, ha 
shape of the bell's outsi 

We fit the cope over t 
intd the space between 
metal is run. When the 
hardened and cooled the 
ished, save for its claim»

OUR BOYS AND 6IRLS
BY A.TTTTT BBCKT,

in Jàney's t—* m 
felt there was noth: 
to give them their 
mised, and there 
house such as had

Dear Girls and Boys:
Oriù sided correspondence is not 

very interesting, so, .while hoping 
that the corner has not been desert
ed for good, I will defer my letter 
Until I hear that some of you are

Your lowing
AUNT BECKY.

♦ ♦ ♦
SAVED SISTER BY A FISH HOOK 

Eric Williams, the six-year-old son, 
of Mr. H. Williams, merchant, of 
Fort Francis, Ont.

I was starting on my holiday trip 
as usual, preferred riding <m 

'he box with ute driver to being 
abut up inside the cab. There was 
not much room to spare, for what 
with trunks, grips, umbrellas, Ashing 
rods, baskets and bundlre, the cab 
was pretty well full inside and out, 

The moment we started, and I told 
tbe cabman "Union str 
ticed how very nicely ti 
ted along, and T said, •
Ver.v good horse you hi 
“A.ve, it is so," sa 

"He was worth a di 
once.. He belonged to 
but a friend to whom 1 
rode him very careless] 
on his knees and injure 
bought him for a tent 
value; but now he is g 
strong again, and

Surprise
apure C a am 
hard OOAP

Sunday.
pair of storks'When up their abode on the roof of the 

schoolhouse in the village of I'oppvn- 
hofen. One of tbe birds appeared to 
be exhausted by its long journqy. and 
tbe bad weather it had passed 
through. On the morning after its 
arrival Hie bird was found by tbe 

I schoolmaster lying on the ground be
fore the schoolhouse door. The man, 
who, like all Germans, considered it 
a piece oi good luck to have tho 
stork s nest on his house, picked up 
tho bird and took it indoors. Ho 
nursed it carefully, and when it was 
convalescent useu every morning, to 
carry it to the fields a short dis
tance front the house, where its mate 
ainioarcd regularly at the same hour 
to supply if with food. The stork is 
now cured, and everv „,™i__

pure coldness seemed Id chill tlie sunn) 
fragrant air. ,y lh<

"Ah-h—h i- sighed Thu Lady, clone,
"And where is your husband, Essie?'' j have 

The girl lifted a tiny perfect hand like s 
«"? pressed it to her lips. 'Drovin'," i 
she replied briefly. "Won't be back1 bttle 
till Christmas," ami her eyes fixed | soft i 
themselves on the Boss as ho rode been 
up, with Mi mi by iris side, her kntes Biowl

was fishing at 
the lower dock .at that place laet 
week, accompanied by hds sister, 
Agnes, aged* 5 years, when the lat
ter fell into the water.

With rare presence of mind, Eric 
dragged his line along till he hooked 
the little girl’s dress, and so pulled- 
her along in the water to the edge 
of the wharf, whence he; reached) down 
and assisted her to safety.—From 
Forest and Stream.

♦ + *
MANY WHITE ROBINS IN MICHI

GAN.

non t know any reason against 
- it, mother,' I said.
! Wel1’ th<w were dressed in a very 

short spare of time, and oil we ail 
went; and that was the best dav’s 
work I over did. I never work my 

’ horae now on a Sunday. We go 
regularly to church, and I feel better 
and happier than I ever did before.

"It is wonderful, sir, isn’t it, what 
a deal of good kind little folks can 
do ?"

1 -Vile agreed with him; .ion’t 
you ?—Marigold, in Our Young Peo 
pie.

* * *
HOW THE CHIPMUNK GOT HJS I 

BLACK STRIPE.
As every,body knows, the Chipmunk 

has a blarte stripe running up and 
down his back.

According to the red Indians he 
did not have any black stripe on him 
at all originally. They say that he 
got the one he now \ 
lowing manner :

The animals used t< 
year to elect a lee 
upon, a time, the pore 
sen for that position.

The first thing the 
was to call a grp 
animals. Then h< 
the following qu 
have dtay all the 
the time ?"

It was a very 
and the animals 1 
earnestly. The fc

can do
amount of work.

You don’t seem to use p
to him." sait 

"Lor' bless 
man;
old whip,

it. There wt 
the stick left, 
so they had tied 
instead. I coult

, replied the
why. the last time I saw my 

my children were playing 
and hitting each other with 

1 only about half of 
and no thong at all, 

on a piece of string 
tn/t use a whip to 

of me," continued 
"That horse, sir. has 
t man of 
Why, it’s

which ljave been seen in southern Mi
chigan during the past few weeks, 
have attracted considerable attention 

The birds have only a small red 
«pot on the breast. With the excep
tion of the light feathers, they re
semble tho native species in every1 
way.—Sturgis Journal.

+ + ♦
BIRD’S NEST IN BANANA BUNCH, j 

While pulling bananas from 
Buck Chance discovered 
with three eg 
centre of the

me to what 
all through 

go to church."
All through the horse ?" 
astonishment, "Why, how 
d he manage it ?"

, said U1» man, "I don't
a stalk mean to say he did it all by him- 

a lord a nest sell, but it was he and my
H '°lke t°8eU,er' You must know, sir 

cozaly | that when 1 first had him I used tn teitUtahehimoutto work on SunTay^ 

das- I Once m a while I got up early and 
went to Mass, but often than n 

ship-1 went to the stable for Brov 
■ few Well, one Sunday, instead of t, 

constructed | him to the stand, I thought I „ 
give my wife and children a t 
so I drove them all to the park, 
took some breed, meat and fruit 
basket, and a very nice day we

the I °r **' tta horse being put up i 
Stable close by.

“All of a sudden 
the eldest girl,
‘Faither, we 
the horse.’

“ ‘Well, I

Oh ! ’ murmured the Boss; and he 
wenV back' toward tho bfullock-waggom. 
Presently it came creaJiingly to a 
standstill, with oil the stock b<ihind 
it. Fair T\mk exhibits wtye oami>- 
ing on the track to wait for the Bi
shop also.

Sunshine and Shadow.
(Francos Campbell j 

Budget.)
in Westminster The coach 

and lumbering down t 
dodging the ruts ami 
Dallas’s usiml d 
while Jack whisth 
bird on the box. 1 
glance over the Five 
up fhc greys, and s 
shop was instantly 
tall, ascetic-looking, 
with a hand so mo, 
wide, melancholy qyi 
spirituality, ai>d with a glance that 
pierced one through and through. Hi* 
hair was streaked with silver, and 
his clean-shaven face thin with pray
er and fasting.

The "Bush Bishop," as the bush 
folks loved to call him, did not. need 
to be told what the trouble wa« h„

The nest is 
bunch, and sd 

had it been constructed that 
the nest nor the eggs had bee 
turbed in transit.

The bananas are part of a 
ment received from Florida a 
days ago. The nest is ccr" 
of fine moss and the fibre of a bana
na tree.

♦ * *
PATRON OF ALTAR BOY 

On the last day of August 
Churoh celebrates a feast of a s 
boro, St. Dominic Val, who i 
martyrdom at an early age. I 
born in Saragossa, Spain, in 
year 1243, about ten years af 
canonization of the great St. 
nic tie Guzman, and in whose 
he was named. He was rema 
for the devout manner in whii 
«rvad at the alter, and hence 
venerated jis the special patre 
nltar boys arid choristers. On 
Thursday of the year 1250 
Dominic was passing from out 
cathedral of his native ci tv wl

We met her at the Fivo-Wi 
ing dbwn the track from th 
a slim girl, with a frig 
face and great velvety 
She fooked pathetically 
childish, and she 
die of

'ays com- 
he hills: 
-•<1 little 
vn eyo.s. 

young and/ 
carried a little bun- 

snowy white muslin and lave 
on a cushion which was half on her 
right arm and half supported on the 
saddle. Her big black horse pac.d 
along, with a smooth, even motion, 
as if he felt there was need of cau
tion in his progress. She pressed, the 
bundle against her breast as we came 
up and pulled alongside, devouring 
the track behind us with oddly anxi
ous eyes. -"Is the mail past yet ?" 
she asked breathlessly. ‘ No," replied 
The Lady, smiling, "not yet, Essie. 
Is that the baby yon have with you?’ 
The girl looked round at Joe, end 
then her look wandered off to Mi mi 
riding beside her father down the . 
sandy track. "Yes*," she replied in 
the far-away voice of the bush. "It’s 
the baby; an’—an’—Mrs Guthrie dear. 
I’ve had Doctor Bob for these two 
nights, an’ he says the only thing ts 
just to be thankful; an’ I’m not 
thankful." Her eyes seemed to bum 
into The Lady's face. "Would you be 
thankful if 'twas your little girl ?’’ 
The Lady shuddered and «hook her ! 
head. "So I come on, hopin’ I'd 
catch the coach an’ get. her christen- \ 
ed." she continued-; "it would sort . 
of comfort me to think of her* h,nn-

or night

young-old
abstracted f:

s 1 wamt night part of 
,, d«.v Part of the tim 
n can have time to ea 

goither nuts and hop 
, the trees." 
f The big bear 'and 

munk got into a vi 
e OVec the question, an 
s “nls became silent a:
B to argiue it out.

It was night while 
y bating, and when the 
. breath arguing, they 
l “Night is best; nigl 

must have darkness ! ’ 
bear.

"Day is beat; day is best. We must 
hav® Ji8ht I” sang the little chip

Night is beet; night is beet. We 
must have darkness!" growled the 
hear in a deep, thunder tone.

Light will come. We must have 
light. Day will cone," piped the 
little chipmunk in his shrill voice.

And just as he was singing the day 
bqgan to dawn and the light of morn
ing to illumine the world.

Then the bear and the other tig 
animals on this side ol the question 
saw that the little chipmunk was 
prevailing. and set up an angry 
chorus, so that the chipmunk 
afraid and ran for his hole in 
neighboring tree.

The bear and his followers ran 
ter him, and. fust as the chipmunk 
was diving into his nolo, the big 
bear reached out his paw to catch 
him. But the chipmunk was so qjuick

it will besuppose we a 
I said; ‘but what makes 
that just now ?’

■“ 'Why, father,’ 
n®it on the stand

says she, 'you 
to-day, mother 

not washing the clothes, and we 
I all resting and happy, and all 
cause it is Sunday, but it makes 
difference to poor Browney, he w< 
ed up to 12 o'clock last night, , 
he has worked hard for us again 
day; he has no day of rest.’

"H you’ll believe me, sir, I ne 
telt so gueer in all my life. 1 
gan to explain to my little girl (a, 
sir, I was kissing her all the whi 
that a horse is a horse, onlv made 
work for 
looked uj
that she didn’t believe 
and, what was more, I didn't believe

sang the big

but I saw that

I “Well, sir, the next Saturday when
II came home to supper, my 
I little folks came up to me all 
I row just for all the world 
I tie regiment of soldiers.
I Janey in the front,
I hind her; and,
I little Tatty 
I on his feet, holding 
I of Tommy's 
I whoiq. there 
I who never lets 
I the house v ’ 
j running from one end of the
to the other and back" 
if to 
Perly.

“I didn’t know what to make 
and I cried out: ‘Hello, little* 
what’s all this about ?'

Why, father,’ says Janey, f) 
we’ve all come to beg a very 
favor; we want to ask you to 
poor Browney a whole holiday

CABMAN’S HORSE.
Some people think that cabmen are 

«» coarse, rough men, who are al- 
»«ya beading and ill-using their 

but I have found many of I 
«Uite Gèrent, and I like to 

tav<? « quiet chat with them 
Some li*tie while ago, whilst a 

'abmaa was waiting at my door, I 
'Umb,e in “• P«*et. and 

Za ”l «et «ut a paper of sweet- 
“eats-such as little folks know by 

name of "all-srtr^ ” m, J |piece» , Wrt®' There wercJ
v eLes of aJmond-rnrk v__ 1

tike a li-tr 
There was 

and Tommy be- 
actually, there 

who could just 
on by t he 
»d, to finit* the 

was Gappy, the dog, 
anything be done in 

without helping—he was

again, just as 
see that they kept in line pro-

ladd hisuu in© oauy on his arm, 
against the hardly moving chest, and 
gaatly put his forefinger bet weep tho 

then sigh«I with r<v

whon the first 
rite had been 

'I’he girl’s month opemecl 
but no sound came. There 

space through which tho 
sweet-smelling wind blow softly away 
and the Bishop looked with anxiety 
on his face. Then he bent towards 
Mimi. "What is your name, dear?" 
he asked softly. Some

’t to heavencurving mouth, 
lietf. The baby still lived, 
this child," he said, 
part of this simple 
gone over, 
and shut, 
was a little

. , _ cried the
gin, passionately, straining the dead 
ha.;,y to her heart, "Oh, when I got 
there !"

the Bishop stood aside, but Mimi 
held her. "Oo must dot dore." sho 
remarked quietly; "also oo 'ittle tjal>y 
11 ho waitin' all ee time.”

Th© girl .suddenly droppad down on
a lovci with Mind s face, and kissed 
her fiercely, r'l will, I promise you " 
«he imntcd, "there, now.” Mind 
kisaeci her promptly, and the Bishop 
helitcd her cm her horse. "I will take 
you back home;- he remarkedlob. 
ly. and we watched them out ol sightj 
up the steep hut* track. Jack Della, 
came out from between t/te big greys 
and blew his nose knxUy. "That lit
tle 'tin,” he said to Potty, "has done 
more'n she knows: she’s mabbe Saved 
do” I‘*trr'S wi,e ,r<*n the short cut

And it may have been so. We went 
on, and told the Texas folk the Bush 
Bishop had gone etghtyvflve miles out 
of his way to bury a lit.tl™

Instinctive 
must have prompted 
Mary," she «aidi, giv- 
ioni appliurl to her. 
d,’’ said the Bishop, 
to heaven. Will you 

'«<*, so that her mo- 
3 1° call lier among 
RmJ moved swiftly 
looked with quiver- 

^«by’s little white 
»hq said. Th© Bishop’s 

expression was luminous wits love 
as he regarded Ole little human flow
er by his side, and looked upon, that 
Which was so soon to be transplant
ait As the water fell from -his 
long fingers, the baby opened its 
dark eyes and looked up, past the 
Bishop, pant the

«vitKweuie purity. ‘Not very Mimi1 
>«p«l the girl. "Oh. I hope ing a 
las won't be late ," The "Thi, 
back the scrap of fine linen "is g 
motionless face and gazed give 

tail-track. "The Bishop is ther 
Texas,” she said, "to open the a 
k no, the coach isn't down to hi,
. get off and we'll make 
‘ °f tea—you need it.” 
slipped off her saddle, hold- 
some miraculous fashion to 
whi tor lad form on the 

tnd stood weakly leaning 
tr horse, which turned his 
atch her and whinnied aoft- 
fjftdy took her by the arm 
ting her with her back 
big strlngy-bark, sent Joe 
lock-waggon for a cushion, 
r the tear things, aeirf «<*«- 
> make a Are and boll the Then < . 
•girl removed her hen* and the , 
®n the baby . fac^ and it. short e t

I think

Vrs. Kyndlay—But you pror 
,f 1 «rave you your breel 

vou would cut the grass and 
the lawn.

Home lew, Holmes-And T lied, 
this be » lemon to you, lady, n< 
P« your trust In .trance mre -

am making is composed ofi
twelve tons swinging tree-tops, 

V, to something ter 
a smile of Inexpreisstible 

rad over the tiny face, 
g lids guivered and fell 
! fbat, had seen but eo

béyomd, and
Totri- r°P«v me the hell it.

.jAVr-'.-f,: ii


