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Twe Little ■ai4>.

oh,

Little Miss Nothlng-to-do,
Je fretful and cross and so blue;

And the light in her eyes 
Is all dim when she cries,

And her friends, they are few, 
so few;

And her dolls, they are nothing but 
sawdust and clothes,

Whenever she wants to go skating it 
snows.

And the world it is always askew,
I wouldn't be Little Miss Nothing- 

to-do,
Now true,

I wouldn't be Little Miss Nothing- 
to-do,

Would you?

to

little Miss Busy-all-day 
Is cheerful and happy and gay;
She isn't a shirk,
For she smiles at her work,
And romps when it comes time 

play.
Her dolls they are prinqesses, blue

eyed and fair,
She makes them a throne from a 

rickety cjjiair.
And everything happens the jolliest

way,
I'd sooner be Little Miss Busy-all

day,
And stay

As happy as she is at work or at 
Play,

'1 Wffl Net Say.'1

The story of a little Boer boy who 
refused to betray his friends, even 
on the threat of death, is told by 
an English' officer as an illustration 
of déeply-rooted love of freedom and 
of the Boer war.

"I was asked," said Major Seely, 
M.P., ‘‘to get some volunteers and 
try to capture a commandant at a 
place some twenty miles away. I 
got the men readily and we set 
out. It was a rather desperate en
terprise, but we got there all right.
I can see the little place yet, the 
valley and the farm-house, and I 
can hear the clatter of the horse’s 
hoofs. The Boer general had got j 
away, but where had he gone? It 
was even a question of the general 
catching ue, and not we catching the 
general. We rode down to the 
farm house, and there we saw a 
good-looking Boer boy and some 
yeomen. I asked the boy if the 
commandant had been there, and he 
said in Dutch', taken by surprise. 
‘Yes.’ ‘Where has he gone?’ I said, 
and the boy became suspicious. He 
answered, ‘Ie will *»ot say/

"T decided to do a thing for 
whiqh I hope I may be forgiven, be
cause my men’s lives were in dang
er. I threatened the boy with 
death if he would not disclose the 
whereabouts of the general. He still 
refused, and I pyt him against the 
wall and I said I would have him 
shot. At the same time I whisper
ed to my men, ‘For heaven's sake, 
don't shoot.' The boy still refused, 
although I could see he believed I 
was going to have him shot. .1 or
dered the men to 'Aim.' Every 
rifle was leveled at the boy.

/ "Now," I said, "before I give the 
Word, which way has the general 
gone?"

"I remember the look in the boy's 
face—a look such as I have never 
seen but once. He was transfigur
ed before me. Something greater 
almost than anything human shone 
from hi» eyes. He threw back his 
head, and said in Dutch, T will not 
say.' There was nothing for It but 
to shake hands with the boy and go 
away."

Timmons' "dish-rag" pooèle dog, 
who lived down the road a wee bit.

*ÏL. Wlnd did not take them 
away because ho himself had been 
asleep all morning. The yard was 
bunted from fence to fence until 
there was not a square foot that 
had not been carefully scanned, and 
mamma even looked through every 
room in the house, though she knew 
it was useless. Aner every corner, 
indoors and out, had been searched • 
mamma gave up, and the mystery 
deepened,—the cap-strings wore gone, 
k- o the summer days went by, and 
the little cap-strings that went to
rorZtVhe tiay sassafras treewcre

One bright October day. when the 
maple-leaves were showing their gor- 
KPOUS rede, and the tall tulips pop- 
ars were dressed in beautiful yell 
ow. and the chestnuts were trying 

to imitate the graceful poplars'
siTT.’ ?amma heard a queer little 
shout from the front yard, where 
Budge was at ploy under the rusty- 
vellow-Ieaved chestnut trees. Going
“ ll' r””1 PorCh where bahy-br/ 
- Ned was sleeping, mamma met 

Budge running to the front steps 
,7'** something in his hands, his 
eyes shining with suppressed ex- 
c:tement.
ed'^a T?1 look'” h= shout- 

i banded minima an empty 
bird-nest he had found beneath I 
sturdy young chestnut-tree. And 
there, woven in and out in the 
nrat, were the missing capstrings 
where mamma robin had placed them 
after taking them from the tiny sas- 

And who knows but 
maybe she expected to use them for
the °Wn, babies. At any rate,
the mystery of the misstng cap- 
strings was solved.—Ex. 1

Marjorie's Almanac. '1

Robins in the tree-top.
Blossoms in the grass.

Green things a-growing 
Everywhere you pass;

Sudden little breezes.
Budding out anew;

Pine-tree and xvillow-tree,
Fringed elm and larch—

Don't you think that May-time's 
Pleasanter than March?

Apples in the orchard 
Mellowing one by one; 

Strawberries upturning 
Soft cheek to the sun;

Roses faint with sweetness, 
Lilies fair to face,

Drowsy scents and murmurs 
Haunting every plaqe;

Lengths of golden sunshine, 
Moonlight bright as day— 

Don't you think that Summer's 
Pleasanter then May?

alarm, " explained Marcia to Paul, 
‘to everybody on the street from 

here to the corner—your mother and 
Aunt Luqy and Aunt Frances and 
Aunt Lily and Aunt Marcia. 0, 
J°uM you dare alarm Aunt Mar-

Why not?'' said Paul. "I'm not 
afraid of Aunt Marcia."

"She's so dreadfully nervous," said 
Marcia, "and stiff and tall and old. 
When she kisses me, she just peeks 
And- her voice makes you feel just 
shivery all over. But she'e really 
one of the patriots, Paul, andit 
wouldn’t be fair not to warn her."

' Course not," said Paul.
"Well,'-' said Marcia, "first, you 

know, you must lead your hobs,, 
up and down the walk and watch 
every single minute for the lantern-; 
on Old North Church. That's the 
big apple tree in your yard. I’ 1 ! 
hang 'one if by land, and two if 
by sea. And when you're just as 
sure as sure which way they are 
coming, you ride like mad and 
spread the alarm to every Middle

sex village and farm.- "
"Whàt'll. I say?" asked Paul.
"The British are coming—be rea

dy!" cried Marcia.
All right," said Paul, "go ahead 

Marcia."
’B I hang one lantern, it's by 

land—remember, Paul—and two 
means by sea.'"

"Where’ll you get your lanterns?" 
'They're ready," said Marcia. "1 

found them in the barn."
Marcia ran off toward Old North 

Church. Paul led his horse slow!? 
up ami down. his eyes fixed anxi
ously on the belfry.
___ 11 by land and two it by
sea, he eaid over and over.

In a minute, out from the belfrv 
Z™* a“f ycllow JaPan=s= lam 

Paul mounted his horse so
?h/°hbei/etcy' A minute more- 
then beside the yellow lantern swung 
a fiery red one. k

'=”'V.sca'’' said Paul Revere as he 
dashed away.

Now Marcs a had intended that

^7irwm*,”v.at5£nat^

Mercia « for lunch."
"O mother," cried Paul, "an' 

”i,on,.y birthday for a whole y 
Harcia was clinging to one 

Aunt Edith's hands, j 
"How do you. know they're oom- 

ioff» Aunt Edith?" ahe asked. "Who 
told you?-"

"Aunt Marcia 'phoned—there’s the 
car now." And mother hurried

of

lWay.
“-‘What

Roger in the corn patch 
Whistling negro songs;

Pussy by the hearthside 
Romping with the tongs;

Chestnuts In the ashes 
Bursting through the rind;

Red leaf and yellow leaf 
Rustling down the wind:

Mother "doing peaches"
All the afternoon—

Don’t you think that Autumn's 
Pleasanter than June?

Tk Stale» Cep-Sfriagi.

Little fairy snowflakes 
Dancing in the flue;

Old Mr. Santa Claus,
What is keeping you?

Twilight and firelight 
Shadows come and go;

Merry chime of sleigh bells 
Tinkling through the snow;

Mother knitting stockings 
(Pussy’s got the ball)

Won't yt>u think that Winter’s 
Pleasanter than all?) 

—Thomas Bailey Aldfich.

Folly Ann had washed theah and 
hung them over the branches of a 
little sassafrae-tree to dry, and 
mamma herself had gone out to 
see the dear little cap-strings flutter
ing daintily in the gentlest of morn
ing breezes. And had not Buc^ge 
insisted on mamma coming out to 
see them go to sleep, just like 
''rock-a-bye-baby, ’' in the branches 
of the tiny sassafras-tree?

Budge wasn't four years old yet, 
bat he was intensely interested in 
Baby Ned’s things, and these were 
baby brother’s first cap-strings, j 
How dainty they were, the soft 
linen ribbons with the bits of deli- I 
cate lace on the ends. And all this | 
on a bright, sunny morning in 
spring. Then Polly Ann went on ' 
with her work, and mamma took

Marcia and Pail.

Of course the plan was Marcia’s. 
She was a big girl and knew all 
about Paul Revere and his midnight 
tide. But to Paul, little as he was, 
fell the important part of carrying 
out her plan.

There were several sreasons why 
he should take the part of Paul Re
vere, His name was Paid. His 
birthday was that very Saturday, 
April 19. He had a new messenger 
boy's suit and a wonderful new toy 
horse. The horse stood on a plat
form on wheels. It was so high 
that, when Paul eat on it, his feet 
touched the walk on either ride 
just enough so that he could move 
the horse Along at a great Tate of 
speed. It was when Marcia first. — .-----i *“«*“"«* wyi i speed, it

her sewing-basket, and Baby Ned Kaw pa11i tn h,n .. ..
front Dore/ '' ‘d Î?6,carriaKe on the ] mounted, that the plan popped into 
front porch, and Budge went out to her head. ._
his great, fine sand-pile to play,

wentr-well, they did 
there was not now 
it of a breeze

■ i fljiajl

iheon when . 
the drowey 

W».

! So all in a twinkling to Marcia 
and Paul the breed village -\ street 
with the row of 'big, comfortable 

to house* on one side and the park on 
tte other had become the 
Middlesex country; the brook, .
hTu«,rowM toe fCh«leb,artver! 

many relatives of P.*l ,

Paul should ride wiidly down
the street crying, "The British are 
~L' Dut Paul had been beau- 

'y b.rought uP-aB the relatives 
said that. And to Marcia’s sur- 
prise as she watched, she saw him 
ride the whole length of the street 
quietly dismount, tie his horse and 
walk up to Aunt Marcia’s side door.

"Why, he's going in," cried Mar* 
cia, dancing up and down in great 
excitement., "What will Aunt Mar
cia say?"'

Aunt Marcia'8 new maid opened 
the door. She had been there scarce
ly long enough to tell which was 
which among the grown-up Davises. 
£>he didn t know Paul at all.

"Is Miss Marcia Davis at home?" 
asked Paul politely.

"She is," said Marie.
‘Will you tell her, please, that 

the British are coming this very 
day—she must be ready."

"I will."
Half way down the walk Paul re

membered the rest of his message. 
He turned back to Marie still stand
ing by the steps.

"They’re coming by sea," he said. 
Ten minutes later Paul's mother 

was answering Aunt Maria's call 
at the telephone.

"The Britohs are coming," said 
Aunt Maricia.
therVhatrrn0t to~day?" gasped mo*

"Yes, a boy brought the message 
over. Marie didn't ask for the tel», 
gram itself. I don’t know why. 
But it doesn't matter, for I was 
looking for them, Janet said al
most any day in her last letter

"To-day?" said Paul’s mother 
again. "And we're all tom up for 
repairs—and I’ve a dressmaker. But 
never mind, they’re always welcome. 
They'll lunch with you’, I suppose, 
and dine with me, as usual?"

"So Janet's letter eaid. They come 
on the C. & N."

•"The C. & N? How strange. But 
the car can go over for them and 
leave them at your house. How 
many of them come?"

"All of them, probably. The mes
sage said simply that they were com
ing on the C. & N. to-<jay."

Meanwhile. Marcia had explained to 
Paul that Paul Revere made as much' 
noiee as he possibly could, and that1 
on this occasion Paul Davis should 
have the same privilege. So up and 
down the street he rode, screaming 
at the top of his lungs, "The Bri
tish are coming1—to arms, yë 
triots! " And beside him 
Marcia, shouting quite as shrilly.

None ot the Davises had time u 
see or hear them, for Aunt Marcia’ 
telephone had been busy, and by tr 
time every one of 
the Britons were . 
would spend most

-it did you tell Aunt Marcia?' 
gasped Marcia. "Did you say the 
Britons were coming?"

"Yes," said Paul, "that’s what 
you said, Marcia."

"I said the British," wailed Mar
cia. "The Britons are Aunt Marcia's 
and your amothcr-s very special-est 
friends. O dear! O, dear! If only 
you'd told any of the other aunts 
or mother. O, what shall I do?

"They didn't come," said Paul's 
mother, coming back and dropping 
wearily into a chair, "after all our 
preparations. Henry says the train 
didn't even stop here. And there's 
no other till three o'clock. I don’t 
understand—"

"It’s all my fault,1" cried Marcia. 
She threw herself into Aunt Edith’s 
arms and sobbed out the whole sad 
story.
. Before she was through mother 

was laughing softly.
"But I can't tell Aunt Marcia." 

sobbed Marcia. "She’ll never forgive 
me—you know she won’t, Aunt Ed
ith."

Paul’s mother looked sober.
"I’ll tell her," cried Paul.
Before anyone could say anything 

he was off. He ran up the street 
and turned in at Aunt Marcia’s.

Cap in hand, he faced Aunt Mar
cia herself.

" 'Twas all a mistake about the 
Briton’s coming," he began.

"So it seems,” said Aunt Marcia. 
"Marcia and I," Paul went on, 

“made up a new play about Paul 
Revere. I was Paul Revere, and I 
had to tell all the Middlesex peo
ple that the British were coming. 
You were the very first patriot. And 
T said Britons instead of British.

! That’s all—only I'm very sorry."
| Aunt Marcia looked down, down, 
down, and met Paul's eyes looking 
up, up, up. Paul was such a little 
boy!

“‘It was Marcia's f&ult," she said 
sternly, "and that stupid Marie’s."

“Marcia said British all right," 
cried Paul. "She’s very bright. I 
said Britons. You mustn't blame 
Marcia, please. She feels dreadful
ly. And I don’t really think ‘twas 
Marie's fault, either. I was very 
positive about it. Aunt Marcia. She 
had to believe me."

“How did the C. & N. get into 
it?" asked Aunt Marcia.

"I said by the sea," explained 
Paul. " ‘One if by..land and two if 
by sea,' you jÉOow, Aunt Marcia. 
Marcia hung Wo lanterns, so, of 
course, 'twas by sea. I was only 
spreading the alarm."

“Well, you spread it thoroughly," 
said Aunt Marcia. "But I rather 
like you, Paul Revere. Come in and 
lunch with me. 1-m prepared for all 
the Britons."

"Thank you, Aunt Marcia," said 
Paul, "but I couldn’t. Ttfis is my 
birthday, and Marcia is to lunch 
with me. She^s waiting for me

"Come in," said Aunt Marcia, Her 
voice was so sharp that Paul fol
lowed wretchedly. What would 
Marcia think?

Aunt Marcia went to the tele
phone. 4

"Is that you, Edith?1" she said,
'Well, send that Marcia-girl over 

at once. The Briton's didn’t come, 
but Paul Revere is here. He'll 
lunch with me. And we both want 
Marcia."—Alice E. Allen, in Chris
tian Register.

I œnnot ear» be wanned or lit.
But men muet crouch and toll |n 

torturous caves.
Bowed on themselves, while day and 

night li wavea
Of blackness wash away their eun- 

leae livee;
Or blasted and sore hit,
Bark life to darker death the miner

drives.

Naked, I cannot clothed be.
But worms must patient weave 

their satin shroud.
The eheep must shiver to the April 

cloud,
Yielding his one white coat to keep 

me warm;
In shop and factory, •
Eor me must weary toiling millions 

swarm.

■hins all by"

text, she eaid: ' "Peat the
quiR0"’1 * *Sar6d' y=uH get your 

The mother ham>en#H ♦ 
faster a few da^.uw meet

ss r **•*■»
«Sr'S, 'ft )•"

Ccmforfer'.' 1 WlU 9611(1 K>u

the roaring dark of

With gujns I deck not brow 
hand

But through 
cruel 8€—

Some wretch with shivering breath 
and :vembMng knees 

Goes heat’Tôriî. while the sea-sharks 
dodge iUt. quest;

Then at my door he stands,
Naked, with bleeding ears and heav

ing chest

rJX’t the

rpuasday, Mrs. Blogg? funer<ü last
Mrs. Blog^we,/8 partly,

but to SDeak^V' partJy. miss; 
rheumatiz and doin'^away w'th tbe 
am and cqke afterwIrdL r'th the 

ain t the jaunts they u^L rf6
toe 1—London Opinion. d to be for

Holloway's Corn Cure take, 
corn out by the roots. 7
prove itk 1Ty *t and

AN EXAMPLE.

fall not on my knees and pray 
But God must come from heaven to 

fetch that sigh, •
And pierced hands must take it 

back on high;
|4nd through His broken heart and 

cloven side
Love makes an open way 
For me, who could not live but that 

He died.

A teacher was endeavoring to e 
plain to her small charges 
mg of the word "confia/" Can- 

Now, children," ahe saiii 
p®0?*® "0 Congenial who like 7° 
do the same kind of things „h 0 
not disagree, and it is 8 ' h do
indication of congeniality 
People think the same thin«T tw° 
taneously. Can «Tof you* 
give me an example of two ,JC0 J' 
who are congenial?" people

low shouted, waWng' his hand wüt

tors present. "Tell us who they 
and what proved it." y art

"It's Paw and maw," Tommy re 
plied eagerly. -An' I know it, Tise 
they thinks the same thing at the 
sometime. Last night maw sam 

“«'body with any

in
O awful sweetest life ot mine,
That God and man both serve 

blood and tears!
O prayers I breathe not but through 

other prayers!
O breath of life compact of other’s 

sighs !
With tjiis dread gift divine 
Ah, whither go?—what worthily de

vise?

If on myself I dared to spend 
This dreadful thing in pleasure lap

ped and reared.
What am I but a hideous idol 

smeared
With human" blood that with its 

carrion smile 
Alike to foe and friend 
Maddens the wretch who perishes 

the while?

sense could ever be fool enough 
get married, an' paw said T 
5^rili8„th® identical thought, 
dear. —Detroit Free Press. my

I will away and find my God,
And what 1 dare not keep ask Him 

to take,
And t^ng love s sacrifice to

Then, like a wave the sorrow and 
the pain

High heaven with glory flood—
For them, for me, for all a splendidJ 

gain.
—Jane Ellice Hopkins.
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TRAVELING HOME

I saw them come over the water, I 
saw them go through the land,

Some lonely on feet that were 
weary, some smiling, with hand 
clasped in hand:

And where are you going? 1 ques
tioned; Oh, what do they see 
where they roam,

That their eyes seem to dwell on a 
vision? '“Home, home—they are 
traveling home!”

The Real Liver Pill.-A torpid H
Z a di?rdcred system, men
7a‘ ^Pression, lassitude and in the 
end, if care be not taken n he state of debility. tS vir? ^ 
medicine to arouse the liver to hA«i 
toy action is Parmeieo'I v^etw!: 
Pills. They are compounded of pure- 
ly 7®8®tab!0 substances of careful so- 
fine qualities”0 -They 

mostrnfliU^ 7^^ ‘° thC

K.C. S lavite Sir Wilfrid Lairier te 

Chicago.

X saw them come out of the cities, 
I saw them go over the hill;

I saw little children, old people, 
swart sons of the forge and the

The young

Mr. Anthony Grarnecki, a Polish 
Amencan, was in Ottawa recently* 
haring come from Chicago as a sp£ 
L^,Jimi8®ary» to invite Sir Wilfrid 
Laurier to attend a Columbus Dav

oCen“°ïothin T *ty »! Chicago 
12tb-. Mr, Grarnecki bore 

with hnn a letter from the Chicago 
Th*0/». O,„.h0 knights of Columbus 
The letter stated that It was the
then«8L*£fi[e aDd hope ot His Craqe 
the Archbishop of Chicago and of 
the entire Order of the Knights of
Be .'i We“ M °‘ th0 Catbo-
hc laity at large of the Chicago

POErS CORNER
NON OMNIS MVBIAR.

Lord of the glorious day.
In which I fail and moan misunder

stood—
Thou who dust bid the strong sea 

ebb away.
Commanding otherwhere the great 

waves play,
So failure here may rise to highest 

good—
Remember me when billows whelm 

afar!
Non omnis moriar.

a young with the feet of light IiC Jîfty at large ot the Chicago 
tiancing; the old with a yearn- archd|oceso, that the anniversary of 
ing for rest, ihe landing of Christopher Co’umbusing for rest,

•They are traveling home," said the 
shadow, "to lie down on the 
dear mother-breast!"

I saw them in shadow and sun
shine, I saw them at dawn and 
at night

Go on, and go in, and go over the 
road to the lilt of delight;

Diviner tbjp anything human, the 
glow on their faces who roam; 

They are traveling home," cried 
the ehaÇow; "homo, home—they 

i. veil ing home!"

Fofliijr iajiDgs.

landing of Christopher Co’umbus 
be celebrated 1„ a fitting manner. 
jV™. Pan-American nature of the ga
thering whs emphasized. The hope 
was expressed that a representative 
of the United States, a Brazilian 
and a Canadian would be present. 
Archbishop Quigley of Chicago is to 
preside at the banquet, at which it 
was hoped Sir Wilfrid would speak. 
The Premier of Canada, if ho at
tends, will be the gueet of the 
Knights of Columbus of the State 
of Illinois. Oct. 12th has been de- 
clared officially a legal holiday in 
Jllmois, and the demonstration next 
October is to be the first important 
observance under the auspices of the 
Catholic Church authorities in that 
State.

Lord of the awful night—
Slow-footed, silent, vast, mysteri

ous—
Watch Thou anear me, Shepherd In

finite 1
From scabbard (tusk Thou draw’st 

Thy white sword, Light;
So from Its body drawn my ti»ed 

soul thus,
I weary for the mor*ung stretching 

far—
Non omnis moriar.

-Charles J. O'Malley.

Harold and Charles were toe 
young boos of a minister. Their
l‘C17aUfhV them that whenever 
they were in doubt or need they were
an/1’”3' tor Bpiritual bMP end guid-

One day while crossing a field just 
. outside- of their village they were 
j chased by an angry bull, whose pre

sence they had overlooked. Both 
were too frightened to run, and so,

LIFE 8 COST.

knees, the 
r.that «

W be, 
ether always

falling on their 
spoke the only j 
hie head. It *• 
blessing their 
at theaJa;

"For what we are about tc 
odve, oh, lord, make us truly to

jtiÆsiî

rJsâr -

In view of the already arranged 
tour of Weetem Canada, to occupy 
eome two months, Sir Wilfrid was 
compelled to state his imability to
attend the celebration, bat kindly
suggested the name pf Hon. Charles
Murphy, Secretary of State.

tiis Friend Said
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