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OUT used up and tired out. T
o The strain of business, the

‘ 8ad the tagk of

towns, still, T thought your different

shools would have had some kind
alive

your spirit of patriotism and  to
pring to your minds all the great
and glorious things which were done
in order to keep the faith,
I have been thinking of a plan
which might encourage you to write
to the corner regularly. Perhaps I
will tell you about it‘ riext week,
ﬁ.t is if you are interested. Those
who are will write me. ”Let .me tell
you all again that your letters
should be in not later than Monday
morning in order to be published
the week they are received.
Your loving
AUNT BECKY.

pear Aunt Becky:

I presume that by this time you
are thinking that I have forgotten
you; but no ! I certainly have not,
1 was waiting to give you the par-
ticulars about how I spent St. Pat-
rick’s day, so as to comply with
your request of the last edition.
"1 shall begin by telling you I at-
tended at Mass, which was celebra~
ted by Rev. M. A. Meunier, I then
spent the rest of the day at my
uncle’s place and enjoyed myself
greatly, I am attending the vil-
lage academy, and like it well; my
professor is Mr, ‘A. M. Dupuis, 1
study English and French grammar,
history. geography, and arithmetic,
and consequently have not much
time to spare And now, dear
auntie, I shall conclude, trusting
that my letter will not be put in
the waste basket!

MAY.

Sherrington, March 21, 19086.
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WHAT A BOY CAN DO.

A boy can make the world more pure
By kindly word and deed;

As blossoms call for nature’s light,
So hearts love’s sunshine need.

A boy can make the world more pure
By lips kept ever clean;

Silence can influence shed as sure

As speech—oft more doth mean.

A boy can make the world more true
By an exalted aim;

Let one a given end pursue,
Others will seek the same.

Full simple things indeed, these thres
Thus stated in my rhyme;
Yet, what, dear lad, could greater
be—

What grander, more sublime ?
e 4
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‘lfﬁi,' ‘with the kitten clasped tightly

(By William Clyde Fitch, in Catholic
i Columbian. )

Petro 'was alone in the great city,
of the New. World, The man who
had brought him across thé broad
ocean, 80 far away from his sunny
Ttaly, had deserted him; and now
the woman who had let his master
their lodging told him money was
money and she could keep him .no
longer for mothing. He thought the
grief in his -heart would burst it;
neither voice nor tears would come;
he gave one look around him ' and
then went out; bare-headed and
empty-handed. :

He was a very little fellow, with
short dark curls clustered about a
sadly sweet face, with large deep
eyes that told you his story without
need of words.
© On the doorstep Petro sank, his
head in his arms, and so for a long
time he remained without moving,
A small, sorry-looking kitten, com-
ing inquisitively along the hall, was
stopped in her way by this little
heap of humanity. She paused a
moment and then made a gentle dab
at it with her paw; not attracting his
attention, she became more bold and
brushed by his little shoulder softly
purring, with that dumb look of
sympathy in her ‘eyes which raises
the animal so near to the human be-
ing. But Petro did not move. Then
Puss, stil, purring, climbed upon his
arm, ¢rept underneath his wrist close
to his drooping head, where, curling
up, she nestled. Petro lifted his
head and saw her; took her up in
his arms—to her great discomfort-—
held her tight tohis breast and burst
into tears.

‘“Ah ! mio piccolo,”” he sobbed,
“‘vieni sul mio cuore’’ (ah! my little
one, come to my heart), and rocked
himself to and fro on the step. By
degrees he became calm, even

forted, and softly sang, under
breath, snatches of melodv his mo-
ther had sung over her flower stall
in that dear far-away land. And
later, when a coming crowd of noisy
boys, threatened his peace, he gather-
ed the kitten miscellaneously into
his arms, and, starting up, trudged
on, straight ahead—anywhere.

com-
his

In a large church an organist was
sitting, dreaming, at the orgam. It
was late in the afternoon of a busy
day; the stained glass was growing
deeper-tinted, somber and indistinct;
only one window showed clearly and
that was in line with the sfhking
sun. Besides the colors in  this
window were lighter—against a pale
blue sky, the figure of the Good
Shepherd in a.robe of white, holding
a small ewe lamb tenderly in  his
arms. It stood out from the sur-
rounding dimness and gloom, and
even caught the eye of the tired man
at the organ. “Beautiful window,’’
he murmured half aloud, and then
with a_sigh ran his fingers over the
keys, running one familiar . strain
into another, or composing out of
his own mood, playing the care and
weariness away throwgh his finger-
tips. And the melody stole through
the great church, sweet and lovely,
filling the shadowy nave and aisles
and chancel—stole way down to a
tiny figure standing awe-strick just
inside’ the doors, and fillling his lit-
tle heart to over-flowing.

Petro had heard in the street out-
side the faint 'sound of the organm,
and, hungry for the music he loved, {
had dared to push between the half-
closed doors, imto the church. There
opposite  the window of the Good
Shepherd he stood, rapt and motion-

‘his arms, and bathed in the soft

lors that fell upon him, he seemed
little reflection of the sun- Py
figure in the memorial

drawn nearer and near-
slowly and soft-
ong aisle, -

kitten with them; but Pedro wished

Pedro paused.
the simplicity of the window that at-
tracted him.
more splendid ones in his own art-|
perfected country.

little boy,” said

little bov like you.
him up in his arms, and his mother
is left here alone, and she gave that
window in memory of him.”

out waiting for am wmswer, he
ed:
mother He has
closed tightly about the hand of the
organist, and they passed on,
through the porch.

accustomed to it and tried to show
his gratitude
way. He won the hearts of all the
family; and the organist’s wife even
pleaded to keep  him with them until
he grew old enough to care
‘| himself. He was one of those little

5
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THE BOLE DRUG CO. = WINNIPEG, Man-

on to the end. He let his arms fall
and freed the kitten! How his heart
beat !
sang, with two big' tears ready
fall from his full eyes.

The organist had half turned, star-
tled at the first note, but had con-
tinued playing, fearing the singer
would stop when he did. The child,
however, seemed unconscious of his
surroundings, singing in his clear,
sweet soprano through the last repe-
tition:

to

‘‘A-ve-A-ve-Mar-i-a,”’

and then stood motionless, hands
clasped, eyes wet, behind the organ-
ist.

The man drew him toward, him,
and his own voice was not of the
strongest as he asked who had
taught him to sing.

‘““My mother, in Italy, before she
died,”” Petro said, with a faint smile
which touched the musician inexpres-
sibly. He had picked up English
quickly after his arrival in America,
and now could speak it well, and he
answered a few questions about his
short life earnestly and quietly.

The organist was impressed strong-
ly by his story, and ran his fingers
over the keys of the organ for a
few minutes without speaking, trying

He could not himself offer him a
home, for his own household was
already crowded; but he would take
him back with him for the present,
until some other plan could be de-
termined on. ¥

He had made up his mind already
that Petro should sing at Easter. '
It was when they started to leave!
the church that Petro remembered |
puss. In great distress he com—i
menced an arduous search for her, |
and she was finally found at the
foot of the pulpit fast asleep. The
organist was much amused at this,
and said he should tell the rector
the effect of his pulpit even upon
dumb animals. He himself did not
at first see the need of taking the

it so gtrongly he consented. At the
end of the aisle, where he had stood
when he first entered the church,
It must have been

He had seen much

| however, he said nathing,

“Irow of the choristers, ready

of | €¥erything save the music.

¢ | tighter under his cotta, and lifted

how his breast swelled as he

to think of some way to help him., |

3

[ xcite an interest whieh might lead
tp\ Something; and in his heart‘ he

had an  especial hope, of which,

The day of the great feast came,
With its musi¢ and flowers and glad-
xess; andPetro thought he had never
been 50 happy ' as he stood in his
Wwhite robe, at the end of the first
to
sing—alone. He was not frighteneq.
The organist had trained him well,
and the boy was unconscious of
He was
to sing the first of the special an-
thems, and the last of the preceding
responses had been said. He watch-
ed for his signal, and when it came,
he only clasped his hands a little

his head and sang.

There were many tearful eyes turn-
ed towards the little chorister when
he had finished, and the organist
gave a long sigh, and said, half
aloud to himself," “Ah ! that voice
was not given to him for nothing.’”

His eye wandered over the crowd
of familiar faces, all earnest and

man who sat on one side,

had stood.

“‘Sacrificed for us, for us, for me,”

After service question after ques-
tion was asked and answered about
Petro, and the organist was
tent, and waited.

The next morning’s mail brought
him a letter which he seemed to
have expected; it was a square en-
velope with a small black seal upon
it.

‘“From Mrs. Holland,” he said, in
answer to  his wife’'s look of in-
quiry, and hastily reading, added :
““It is as I hoped.”’

In a few moments more he started
to go out. His wife helped him on
with his coat.

con-

S“I am so glad,”” she said, ‘‘and so
happy. You're always helping some
one, and me most of all, you dear
bey !’ She was leaning up to fast-
ten the top button of his coat; he
bent down and—interrupted her.
Fhen he laughed.

‘“Boy ! pretty old ‘boy, at forty-
two. What’ll T be at eighty ?”
“Still a boy; always a boy
me.””

to

Late the. same day, he and Petro
went into the library by themselves
and there he asked the little fellow
how he would like to live with a
dear, kind lady, who would care for
him and love him as if she

were
his own mother.

“Does she sell flowers 2"’ Petro
asked.

‘“No,” answered the organist,
smilingly; ‘‘but she buys them. She
is not poor; she lives in a large
house with beautiful things about

her; a piano’’—The boy’s eyes were
sparkling.

“Oh 1" he exclaimed—then sudden-
ly his eyes grew sorrowful—'‘would
I have to leave you ?”’

His friend explained to him how
it was impossible for them to have
him with them always, although
they wished to, and should always

‘““That window is in memory of a
the organist—'"'a
The Lord took

Tears came into the child’s eyes.

““Has he him s0 ?’” he asked, point-
ng to the window, and then, with-
add-
‘“But Petro, he is alone, and his
s80.”’ - His fingers

out

Petro’s new life was very stmnée
0. him; but -he grew more and more

in a bashful, boyish

for

souls
and foster. They had both watched
Him

a true woman loves to guide

“closely ‘at first, for it was not

ttle dangerous, - this t a

kitten,

where he had left his charge.

sweetly, “‘and
them to you.”
friend heard

love him. But this lady was kind
and good; she had lost a little boy
like Petro, and was lonely; she had
heard him sing, and had seen him,
and she wanted him to come and
live with her, and try to love her.

Petro finally consented. He bade
the family a rather tearful good-bhy
and left them, for remembrance, the
one thing of 'his own he had been
fond of, his only possession, the

““This is your

Retu_rnlng later, and going in un-

announsed, as he had been asked to appreciation of services rendered or
do, he instinctively stopped a mo-|of some kind word or deed, Appre.
meat in the door-way of the ' room |ciation of kindness goes far toward
/ opening the hearts of others,
to | there are many who acknowledge @
me,’" Petro was saying slowly 'and |courtesy only by cool words or - by
sing | the curt  monosylable, _
And listening  hig | There are even some who make . no |
‘him singing some Ita-|acknowledgment atall of the Ilittle

My ‘other mother sang them

now Pétro will

G i

wondering now, toward a little wo-

under-
neath the window where Petro oncd

She sat quite still, her eyes fixed

ous
we rely upon it !
complishment any more to be ad-
little Italian sing- | mired
er,’”” said the organist to Mrs.
land; and then he went away
left. them, together,

Hol- | are suggested in the poem for open-
and | ing hearts ?
onlyv a little courtesy and love.

Grandmamma wears a soft
gown,

It's silky when T smooth it down.
Thope I'll wear a soft gray gown,
When I am old like her.

gray

Grandmamme’s hair is snowy white,
It almost sparkles in the light,

I hope my hair will be as bright
When I am old like her,

Grandmammia’s smile is very sweet;
My papa says it ‘“‘can’t be beat.’’
I hope my smile will be as sweet
When I am old like her.,

Grandmamma knows I love her well,
I love her more than I can tell.

I hope little girls will love me well
When I am old like her.,

kI )

THE EMPTY BARREL,

‘“What $hall we play at this morn-
ing, Dolly ?”’ inquired Billy. He ana
his little twin sister had just run
out into the garden after their mo-
ther had washed their faces
dressed them up neatly.

and

that barrel. You couldn’t do

there !’

One—two—three ! Splash !
came Dolly right in the middle
the tub, but,
was there! Instead of being empty,
as it was the day before, the tub
was now full of tar—that horrid,
black, sticky stuff which spoils pret-
ty dresses and gets you into trou-
ble. You know what tar is, don’t
you? Well, so does Dolly—now !

T b b
GAME OF CASTLE KING.

Choose your king by some count-
ing out rhyme. Then he must stand
on a high place and shout
to his foes. He taunts
abusive epithets as:

I'm the king of the castle;

defiance
them with

yet down, You cowandly rascal !
He is then assaulted by the other
players, every one a claimant for his
position of eminence, and alone he
must trv to maintain it.
Fair pulls and pushes are allowed,
hut the clothes must not be pulled
under venalty of being set aside as

a prisoner of war, which really
means expulsion from the game,

Sometimes the king is permitted
to have an ally, who merely stands
by to see fair play and to capture
any one ))reaking the rules,

The odds n%&}in‘st the king are so

great that he does not long retain
his position, and the one who de-
thrones him takes his place and

possession of the ‘‘castle.”’

L o R

KEYS THAT OPEN HEARTS.

Many of our young readers

seen the little verse that runs:
‘“Hearts, like doors, open with ease,
To very, very little keys;
And don’t forget that two are these:

have

‘I thank you, sir,” and ‘If you
please.” **
Now, there is a great .deal of

truth in these four lines, as we will
all acknowledge, if we but stop
to consider a moment. The little
key that unlocks our doors, an in-
strument. scarcely more than three
inches long, # a wonderfully ingeni-
contrivance. And how much
B is its ac-

than that of the keys that
No brass,

no iron,

“} thank you, sir’'—that means

but
“Thanks, "

s of every-day life. Tt
uires effort and watch-care .

it,

empty tub quicker than you will, so
Down

of
oh, what a surprise

residence upon

dence may be  satisfied by
upon the said lama., '

should be given to
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; “Oh, I don’t know,” exclaimed G o’

longingly on the boy, who was stand- Dolly. ‘‘Suppose we play touch L Bn'EN’
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SNOPSIS OF CANADIAN - NORTH-WEST

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS,

ANY even numbered section of Dow
minion Lands in Manitoba og
the Northwest Provinoes, excepting
8 and 26, not reserved, may he
homesteaded by any person who {g
the sole head of a family, or any,
male over 18 years of age, to the
extent of one-quarter section of 160
acres, more or less.

Entry may be made parsonally gy
the local land office fos the districy
in which the lamd js situate, or if the
homesteader desires, he mey, on ap-
Plication to the Minister of the In-
terior, Ottawa, the Commisgioner of
Immigration, Winnipeg, or the socal
agent receive authority for some one
tv make entry for him,
’l‘h-hom-tndorurmkdtop-‘
form the conditions commected there-
with under oneof the following planss:
(1) At least stx monthe’ residence
upon and cultivation of the land m
each yeas for three yeoars,

(2) I the father (or mother, if the
father is d d) of the h
et resides upon & farm in the vicinity
of the land entered for the require-
ments as t0 residence may be satis |
fled by such persor residing with the |
father or mother, b e
(8) I the settler has his permanend
farming land owned-
by him in the vicinity of his home: -
stead, the requirements as o resh
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