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Dear Girls and Boys:

Oné sided® correspondence s not
very interesting, so,  while hoping
that the corner has not been desert-
ed for good, I will defer my letter

wmntil T hear that some of you are
alive.
Your loving
2 AUNT BECKY.
+ b+ P *

SAVED SISTER BY A FISH HOOK

Eric Williams. the six-year-old son
of Mr. H. Williams, merchant, of
Fort Fremcis, Ont., was fishing at
the lower dock at that place last
weck, accompanied by his sister,
Agnes, aged 5 years, when the lat-
ter fell into the water.

With rare presence of mind®, FEric
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.

b 2 B ]
MANY WHITE ROBINS IN MICHI-

GAN. 3

White robins, a large number ol
which have been seen in southern Mi-
chigan during the past few weeks,
have attracted comsiderable attention

The birds have only a small req
spot on the breast. With the excep-
tion of the light feathers, they
semble the native species in
way.—Sturgis Journal,

* 4+ 4
BIRD'S NEST IN BANANA BUNCH.

While pulling bananas from a stalk
Buck Chance discovered a bird's nest
with three eggs. The nest is in the
centre of the bunch, and so cozily
had it been comstructed that neither
the nest nor the eggs had been dis-
turbed in tramsit.

The bananas are part of a
ment received from Florida a few
days ago. The nest is constructed
of fine moss and the fibre of a bana-
na tree,

re-

every

ship-

* PP

PATRON OF ALTAR BOYS.

On the lagt day of August the
Church celebrates a feast of a staunch
hero, St. Dominic Val, who suffered
martyrdom at an early age. He was
born in Saragossa, Spain, in the
vear 1243, about ten years after the
canonization of the great St. Domi-
nic de Guzman, and in whose honor
he was named. He was remarkahle
for the devout mamner in which he
served at the altar, and hence he

is
Venerated as the special patron of
altar boys ang choristers. On Holy

Thursday of the year 1250 little
Dominic was passing from out the
cathedral of hig native city when he
Was seized by the infuriated mob and
was nailed to the Very walls of the
cathedral, Hig heart was pierced
with g dagger, and the poor little
martyr . expired, as did his Master,
amid the jeers of the fremzied mob.
The body was taken down and caet
into the river Ebro. An unusual
splendor played on the water, and
thus was marked the spot where the
body lay. Many miracles were.
wrought hy his intercession.
+ ¢
THE CABMAN’S HORSE,

BY AUNT BECKY.

not on the stand to-day,
not washing the clothes, and we are
all resting and bhappy, and all
cause it is Sunday; but it makes ng
difference to poor Browney; he work-
ed up to 12 o'clock last night, and
he has worked hard for
day;

felt s0 queer in al] my life. 1
gan to explain to my little girl (and,
sir, T was kissing her al) the while)
that a horse is a horse, only made to
work for us; but I saw that

it myself !

I came home to supper, my three
little folks came up to me all in

1 was starting on my holiday trip,
and, “as usual, preferred riding om
the box with the driver to being
shut up inside the cab. There was
not much room to spare, for what
with trunks, grips, umbrellas, fishing
rods, baskets and bundles, the cab
was pretty well full inside and out.

The moment we started, and I told
the cabman “Union station,” I no-
ticed how very nicely the horse trot-
ted along, and T said, ‘“That seems a
very good horse you have.”

“Aye, it is 80,” saiq the driver,
“He was worth a deal of money
omce,

He belonged to a gentleman,
but & friend to whom he lent him
rode him very carelessly, and he fell
on his knees and injured them, T
bought him for g tenth of his real
value; but now he is getting quite
strong again, and can do  amy
amount of work,”

“You don’t seem to use p
to him,”” said 5

“Lor’ bless you, sir " replied the
man; “why, the last time I saw my
old whip, my children were playing
horses, and hitting each other with
it.  There was only about half of
the stick left, and no thong at all,
so they had tied on a

whip

piece of string

instead. 1 couldn’t use g whip to
him for the life of me,” continued
the cabman,

“That horse, sir,
made a different man
I was before.
him that I 80 to: church.””
“What ! Aq through the horse 2’
I asked in astonishmenit, “Why, how
on earth did he manage it
“Well,” gaig the man, “I dom’t,
mean to say he did it all by him-
self, but it was he and my little
folks together. You must. know, sir,
that when I first had him I used to
take him out to work on Sundays.
Once in a while 1 8Ot up early ang
went to Mass, but often than not I
went to the stable for Browney.
Well, one Sunday, instead of taking
him to the stand, I thought I would
give my wife and children g treat,
80 I drove them all to the park. We
took some bread, meat and fruit in a
basket, and a very nice
for

has
of me to what,
Why, it’s all through

day we had
it, ‘the horse being put up in a
dtable close by.
“All of a sudden my Janey (that's
the eldest girl, ir), says to me,
‘Father, we are all better off tham
the horse.’
“‘Well, T Suppose we are, my dear,’
I said; ‘but what makes you think of
that just mow %

-
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was very important in the ;na-ﬁar,
as if to say, ‘Hear, hear, hear I’

felt there was nothing else to do but
to give them their way; so I - pro-
mised, and  there was joy in the
house such as had never been seen
before.

““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,
to~day.
Sunday.’
““When we got back into the house,
my wife said to me : ‘Father, why
shouldn’t we take all the little folks
to church »
“ ‘Don’t know any reason against
it, mother,” T said.
“Well, they were dressed in a very
short space of time, and off we all
went;, and that was the best
work I ever did. T never
horse now on a Sunday.

no work for you
Don’t you know why ? It's

day’s
work my
We go
regularly to church, and T feel betier
and happier than I ever did before.
“Tt is wonderful, sir, jsn’t it, what
a deal of good kind little folks
do ?”’

I quite agreed
you ?—Marigold
ple.

can

with him; don’t
, in Our Young Peo-

* ¥ ¥
HOW THE CHIPMUNK GOT HIS

BLACK STRIPE,
As everybody knows, the Chipmunk
has a black stripe running up amnd
down his back,
According to the red Indians he
did not have any black stripe om him
at all originally. They say that he
80t the ome he now iears in the fol-
lowing manner :
The animals used to meet once a
year to elect ga leader, and, once
upon a time, the pPorcupine was cho-
sen for that position.
The first thing the porcupine did
was to call a great council of all the
animals. Then he placed before thegn
the following Question:  “‘Shall we
have day all the time or night al]
the time ?'’
It was a very important matter,
and the animals began to debate
earnestly.

it
The bear said he wanted
night all the time, for then he could
sloep, and sleep was much the
Hleasant thing he knew of,

But the little chipmunk said: “No,
I want night part of the time

most

and
day part of the time, for them we
can- have time to eat and time to

gaither nuts and hop around among
the trees.”
The big bear ‘and the little chip-
munk got into a violent discussion

“* ‘“Why, father,’ says she, ‘you are

mother is

be-

us again to-
he has no day of rest.’
“If you'll believe me, sir, I never

be-

she

looked up i my face, and I knew “‘Light will ‘come. V,V'e myst have
that she didn’t helieve a word I saidy h‘ght. Da,y b (:om'. L”P“’ .me
and, what was more, I didn’t believe little  chipmunk in his il oloe.

““Well, sir, the next. Saturday whem

must have darkness!’’ growled  the

began to dawn and the light of morn-

over the question, and the other ami-
mals became silent and left the two
to argue it out,

It was night while they were
bating, and when they got out of
breath arguing, they began to sing,
“Night is best; night |is best. We
must have darkness !’ sang the big
bear.

“Day is best; day. is best. We must
have light 1"’ sang the little
munk,

“Night is best; night, is pest. We

de-

chip-

bear in a deep,_'thunder tone.

And just as he was singing the day

Wi e e MM. m,a‘ Wi“’" is the inner mould; it has the

whilst old Cappy, hearing the hub-
' bub, gave & lot of sharp barks, just

“Well, sir, I saw there were tears
in Janey’s and Tommy’s eyes, and I

for,

Some People think that cabmen are

all coarse, rough g e tle regiment of soldiers. There

L )
ways fng Ak illu thedr aney in the front, and Tommy be-
o < g G hind her; and, actually, there was

oo but I have found many - of little Totty, who could just stemd
them guite different, amd I like to & FIIL fowb

on his feet, holding on by the

have a quj
Quiet chat with them. of Tommy's pony; and, to finieh

Some ligtle while ago, whilst
cabman wag walting at my door,
!§w him fumble in his
amxmmmwr.apmpsrof sweet-
Meats—such as little folks know by
the name of “all-sorts.’””  There were,
Pleces of almond-rock, hard-bake,
barley sugar, various other
things; he selected a couple of al-
mond d.rg A ¥ or

PS, and, placing them on
the palm of hip band, held them out

a
I

R who never lets anything be dome

perly.

and I cried out: ‘Hello,
what’s all this about 7’ §

we've all come to
favor;

row just for all the world like a lit-

wholg, there was. Cappy, the  dog,

the house without helping—he was
running from ome end of the troop
to the other and back again, just as
if to see that they kept in line pro-

T didn’t know what to make of it,
little folks,

 ‘Why, father,” says Janey, fplease

eg a very great
we want to ask you to give

PO | there fs, but I have

ing to illumine the world. have to stay here—an’ T couldn’t
a| Then the bear and the other hig| bear that 1" .
animals on this side of the question | “Have you come the seventy-five

saw that the little chipmumk 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 ram ai-
ter him, and, just as the chipmunk
was diving into his nole, the big
bear reached out his pPaw to catch
him.  But the chipmunk was 50 gick
that the paw of the bear only grazed
his back, and he got Into his hole in
safety. .
But you can see to this day in the
black stripe? on the back of the chip-
munk where the paw of the bear who
loved darkness just grazed the fur
of the little fellow who loved the
light.—~The American Boy.

was

was

a
tail
the
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Poor Browney a whole holiday  to- W B N ;&nt:etomq.:l;::ﬁk;h :,:l: m:: 0;,::
i le: ! ' . |HOW CHURCH BELLS ARE MADE. the church; no, the coach i;n’t down
Was going to amswer her 8L “No silver fs used in shurch bells,” | yet, Bsie; get off and. we'll make

but Janey seemed: to have| uiq the bell-founder. - “People claim | you a cup of tea—you need it."

miles from Springsure alone 2'’ agk-
ed The Lady, ‘“and is Doctor
sure about her ?
Her voice died away in a little tre-
mulous shake as the girl stooped for-
ward in her patched saddle and lift-
ed the filiny
baby’s face. It was like some blight-
ed flower, a snowdrop frozem in
winter wind, so purely white

sweet, lying in a soft foam of &rilted
muslin.
the moonlight fairness of its
curls, and the tiny bahy mouth curv-
ed in inexpressible purity. ‘‘Not. very
long,” gasped the girl. ““Oh, I hope
Jack Dallas won’t be late 4
Lady put back the scrap of fina linen
over' the motionless face and gazed

The girl slipped off her saddie, hoid-
ing on in some mi

jexact shape of the hell inside.. The
cope, or outer mold, has the exact
shape of the bell’s outside.

“We fit the cope over the core, and
'inté  the space hetween the molten
metal is run. When the metal has
hardened and cooled the bell is fin-
ished, save for ils clapper,

“To tune bells it is necessary to
chip little pieces out of them. Our
‘bell tuner is a good musician, He
has composed a number of hymns.

L IR
A GRATEFUL STORK.

A story of a stork is told vy a

German paper. About the énd of

March, 1891, a pair of storks took
up their abode on the roof of the
schoolhouse in the village of Poppen-
hofen. One of the birds appeared to
be exhausted by its long journey, and
the bad it  had passed
through. On the morning after its
arrival the bird was found by
schoolmaster lying on the

weather

the
ground be-
fore the schoolhouse door. The man,
who, like all Gérmans, considered it
a piece of good luck to have the
stork’s nest on hig house, picked up
the bird and took it indoors. He
nursed it carefully, and when it was
convalescent usea every morning; to
carry it to the fields a short dis-
tance from the house, where its mate
appeared regularly at the same hour
to supply i with food. The stork is
now  cured. and every evening it
flies down from the roof and bravely
walks by the side of its friend

the schoolhouse to the meadows

from
), ac-
companied hy a wondering crowd of
children,

——————

Sunshine and Shadow,

——

(Frances Campbel]
Budget.)

in Westminster

We met her at the Five-Ways com-

ing down the track from the hills:
a slim girl, with g frightened 1little
face and great velvety brown eyes.
She fooked pathetically young  and

childish, and she carried a little bun-
dle of snowy white muslin and Jace
on a cushion which was half on her
right arm and half supported on the
saddle. Her big black horse
along- with

paced
a smooth, éven niotion,
as if he felt there was meed 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 2!
she asked breathlessly, “No,””
The Lady, smiling, ‘‘not vet,
Is that the baby you have with you?’
The girl looked round at Joe, and
then her look wandered ofl to Mimi
riding beside her father down the
sandy track. ‘“‘Yes,”’ she replied in
the far-away voice of the bush. “It'g
the baby; an’—an'—Mrs Guthrie dear,
I've had Doctor Bob for these two
nights, an’ he says the only thing is
just to be thankful; an’ I'm not
thankful.” Her eyes seemed to burn
into The Lady’s face. ‘“Would you be
thankful if ’twas your little girl ?”
The Lady shuddered and shook  her
head. ““So I come om, hopin’ I'a
catch the coach an’ get her christen-
ed,” she comtinued; ‘it would sort
of comfort me to think of her® bein’
safe to get to heaven.. Mother says 1
the children that

repliod

Essie,

die unchristened

Bob
Children are so—'*

handkerchief off tho

the
amd

Its long eyes closed beneath
silky

The

ed her eyes weakly; while Mimi, her

put a pair of soft arms around
neck.

A PURE
HARD

SURPRIS
» 'AP i

x g o

pure coldmess seemed to chill
fragrant air.

“Ab—h—h 1"  sighed
“And where is your husband, Essie?

she replied briefly,
till Christmas,”
themselves on the Boss as he
up, with Mimi by his side, her knee
swaying backwards and forwands fi

asked quaw eringly.
looked down; *‘due now, we're wai
ing here for our mails. Expecting
letter from Jim, Mrs, Listar 2"

The

it. Fair Poak exhibits were  camp.
ing on the track to wait for the Bi
shop also.

and lumbering down ‘the steop path

Dallas’s
while Jack

usual dexterous fashion

tall, ascetic-looking, young-old man

with  a handsome, abstracted face,

wide. melancholy eyes, full of

hair was streaked with silver, ang
his clean-shaven face
er and fasting.
The *‘Bush

folks loved to call him,

Bishop,” as the hust
did not nee
to be told what the trouble
straight to where the girl sat

under the tree, with Mimi beside

was; he
went
her,
her eyes fastened on the baby’'s quiet
face. ““You are waiting for me 2’
asked, indicating the child with
look.

The girl nodded dumbly; the foun-

a

tains of speech secmed frozem in hewr,
The Bishop turned and lookad
Posy,

at
who went away and presently
returned with a basin of clear water
between his sunburnt hands. Jack
Dallas got down and stood between
his leaders, hisg cabbage-tree hat i
his hands. Ted Lawless went  on
one knee beside the waggon, and be-
hind The Lady the hoys were kneel-
ing in the dust. The girl-mother
tried to rise, - but failed; she laid
her head against the trunk and clos-

i

ittle soul bursting with sympathy,
her
The Bishop stooped and lift-
ed the baby on his arm, laid his ear
against the hardly moving chest, amd
gently put his forefinger between the
curving mouth, then sighad with re-
lief. "The baby still lived. ““Nameo
this child,”’ he said, when the first
part of this simple rite had been
gome over. The girl'’s mouth openexd
and shut, but no sound came. There
was a little space through which the
sweet-smelling wind blew softly away
and the Bishop looked with anxiety
on his face. Then he bent towards
Mimi. “What is your name, dear?’’
he asked softly. Nome instinctive
sense of fitness must have prompted
Mimi’s reply, ‘“‘Mary,” she said, giv-
ing ‘a name seldom applisd to her,
“This little child,” said the Bishop,
‘‘is going back to heaven. Will you
give it your name, so that her mo-
ther will be able to call her among
the angels 2"  Mimt moved swiftly

iraculous fashion to
form. on. ' the

er by his side, and looked upom that
which was so soon to be transplant-
ed,

to his side, and lookad with quiver-
ing lips at the haby’'s little white
face. ““Blss,”’ she said. The Bishop's
expression was luminous wite  love
8s he regarded fhe little human flow-

As the water fell from < his
thom;-omd its

The Lady.
The girl lifted a tiny perfect. hand
mxg, pressed it to her lips. “Drovin’,”
“Won't be back!

and her eyes fixed | soft and low.
rode

“No,” said the Boss huskily, as hd

girl shook her head, flapping *

The coach came swaying
dodging the ruts and roots in Jack

whistled like a butchen

a deop
spirituality, and with a glance that
pierced one through and througn. Hiy

thin with pray-

he

the sunny greemness

Jy the Bishop gat
" | have gathered a
like some echo

st slowly  folded
1S,

across her breast amd lot the groeat,
if hushing the baby to sleep.  *““The| tears drop unheedod  on her calico
mail ain’t passed, is it, sir?"’ she| dress. Joe and Mimi, with theip

:luluc eyes fixed
i face, drank in th
Tod
l.»-'I\—\\uggm\.

b ed words.
a

into something s

the frills of her sun-bonnet over her | of hig grim countenance. The boys
eyes. “No,” she said. “1t's the| hid their faces, and Posy, kneeling
Bishop I'm  waitin" for,” and she| with the dripping basin hetween hig
nodded at the white baby lying so hands, was like somet holy acolyte
still on her knees. serving at the altar. The coach=

“Oh !’ murmurad the Boss; and he | horses jinglodh  their harness and
weny back toward the bullock-waggomn, stamped impationtly, The black horsae
Presently it came crealsngly to a | whinnied softly, and the shadows
standstill, with all the stock hehind chased the

erings.

+ | and soft

white ¢hile, smile
bird on the box. He gave one guick At last ho rose
glance over the Five-Ways, and pulled ther came to her
up the greys, and somechow the Pii-| « I wis," said Mir
shop was instantly among us. A | would you me div

| Sees movvie.”
the Bishop plac
figure in Mimi's

it across 1o whe

“Why is see still
1

said in his thrilli

'lasleep in the Kver

I she wakes, my ch
'| heaven,””
ing eyes. ‘I
"'00 would be gla

The girl swayed
she cried desolatel
but

away.

Le, I loved

Jim’'s “A
her tum bat aden,

lifted her chin,
dear clild,”
she needs most.”’
“Anyhow,’’ said
husky, changed

to see her
that.””

go

sawed the uvver
sec’ill tell
ven."’

00 whe

baby to her ke
there 1"’

rt,

held her, Qo
remarked quietly; ¢

she panted,

ly, and we watched

down.”’

Bishop had gone
of his way to bury

closer to him, as a shepherd

gates that had opened to let
Irttle child go in, his words
The girl, who
neen stark upright,

her work-worn hands

was

lar, so great was the

sunlight in alternafe flicks~
The balmy
through the bush with the slumber-
ous sounds of multitudinons leaves,

and low through it all
sounded the Bishop's voice, and
' | dgainst his shabby sloeve the littlg

The Bishop answered, wit
ron the mether's face,

Mimi looked up at the gl

wis,”” she said clearly,
baby is goned away to heaven,'’

wards for a second.

delicately, “‘our Little Lowd 'ill
Bishop t0ook her hand in his

he said. ““Ask for whaty

about her now she's christened
God's got her; an’

Mimi’s long gaze encountered hers,
“I fink,”” murmured she, “what
‘ittle angels. Ahapg

““When Ihget to heaven ! cried the
girl, passi tely, straining the dead

The Bishop stood aside, but Mimi
musti det dere,”’ she

‘I be waitin’ all ee time.”

The girl suddenly dropped dowh on
a lovel with Mimi’s face, and Kissed
her fiercely, ‘1 will, T
‘“there,
kissed her promptly,
helped her on her horse, “T will take
you back home,” he remarked quiet

up the steep bush track, Jack Dallag
came out from betweon the big greys
and blew his nose loudly. ““That Jit~
tle 'un,’ he said to Posy, ‘‘has done
more'n she knows; she’s mabbe Saved
Jim Lister's wife from

And it may have been so. We went
on, and told the ‘Texas folk the Bush
clghty-five miles out

——

forever. Instinctive-
hered the tiny figurg
might,
and,
ther
the
came
haqd

frozem with grief,

little lamb,
from betweon

on the melancholy
melodiously uttene
the bul.
changad
trange and unfamils

e
Lawless, by

suddenly

transformation

winds

swepl

¥ on,

. anmd the  girl-mos
feat and facoed him,
ni tremilingly, “‘Oa
yvat dead baby to
he girl nodded, and
od the  little still
She carried
re the girl

arms,

stood,
" she asked.

h his eyos

“"becanse,”” ha
ng whisper, “she ig
lasting Arms. Whony
vild, it will pe in

S stroams

@ yat sweet 'ittle
backwards and for-
“I wish 1 wase,””
“T wish T eould

80 much, an’
haps,” said Mimi
yet
" The

and
“Do not ask that,

y.
her

'll ask Him,

the girl, in 8
voice, ‘I feel safg
an
I  never thought
back smilin’  1ikg

seq

m 0o get to hoa~

‘Obr, when 1 get

‘alse 00 ’ittle baby

promise you,’*
now, "’ Mimd
and the Bishop

them out, of sight)

the short cut,

o tiete baby.




