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OVER THE WAY.

- ‘Across in that manmon yonder
; Hall hidden by curtains ol lace,

. I see through its pelished windows,
b, A child'a-sweet little face.

i His form js clad in a texture
Of soft and silken array,

For fortuno has showerod its la\'ors
On my.neighbol; over the way,

And here in my little cottage d
When my ‘day s toil is-dolie,
¢ I alt wlth my little darling
) And gaze on the szetting sun.

§: My babo fs dressed In cotton,

y: Ii'l Uittlortoet are bargy *

{ .Yet -1tl *feco 15 as swedt and hand-:

'Ai n’:y neish’bur s hoy, over there. ‘
N F

3 My bome is small and lowly,

Ee: With its curtains-of simple chintz,’
B My baby's wardrobe only

Some pretty colored prints, :
Her babo has mahy changes
. Ot ralment for evety day,
k- 'And beautiful, costly garments
L ~Clothe my neightor's boy, over the
4 ‘way.

L

. My!ielghbor’s Lofty. thansjort
E With 1ty statues of ‘marble and

; . ‘brasy,

. Xts frescoed walls and ceilings

Are admired by all who pass. il

4 And I, in my humblo cottage,

Murmurcd and thought alway, '
That heaven:sent'all its brightness -
7 To the mansion, over thojway.

. Wk me; how. we judgo each.other.

: 1 thought her heartless and cold,

', So proud.of her wealth and splendor

; Of her satin's shimmering fold,

[, Hut I saw her to-day in the garden.

Y Guiding his steps to and fro,

:l‘he: I knew she was bearing the bur-

ont
0! a mother'a bitter wos,

‘And now in my littlo cottaxe

» ‘Though I toil hard all the day,

2I wg:ld not exchange with my ne!gh-
tjr

g 4 “In the mansion over the way. .

J_: And though ho diamonds adorn me,
. | .To my fate I am resigned.

" iy ba 's eyes calch the sunshine,d

) *But my ntighbor’s boy—~is blind.

!
“Alas! ‘how often we murmut !
Iﬁd All.with vegrot the day,
king othera have all the nunshlna
; ~3 While our clouds ate always gray.
K" i%e may not sce thelr corrow
- | riortihehieiAle, day Dy day.
Yot each heart bears some burden,
- {" Like my nelghbor,. over.the way. ;
~Susan Coolldg'{
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, = jA LIN!MENT FOR THE. LSGGT:.R.
It ‘-Lo;gert’lead a lifo which expores

¥ " them to many perils, Wounds, culs

iy and ‘brufses canmot he allogether

)  avolded in prepaving timber for the

. drive and In river ‘work, whero wet

. and cold combined, ara of ‘daily, ex-

b perience, cougha and colds and mus-

£ cular ;'mins eanngt but enauo.
Q. Thetia's Felectric Oil when applied
+ 10 the Inlured or administered tp the
ulln;, works wonders,
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"Fitz Greene Halleck,

Dr -
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CASTLES 1IN SBPAIN.

“It you want to know what a man.
is, cxamine hiz castles in the air,”

‘said an old, sick pauper in an English

workhouse to a writer fot The Spec-
tator.

The obstacle to following the ad-
vice, and thus lncreaslng our knowl-
cdge of human pature, is that these
same castics are off the-line ol our
tailways, and that, even if wo reach’

-| the porteullis, we are all too likely |’

to be without the password

What.we should like to be is dcep-
er scoret than what we are. We know,
that Raphaet asplred to'be a poet m«'q
stead of & painter, and that ''Danto

;| once prepared to paint an: angel. M i

The boy has vistons of his trlumphm
at the bar or mn the laboratory. The
girl dreams of fame as a novelist ot

a singer, or of soctal power and
charm These are natural cnough
But the really intercsting question

.Is, “"What is the alr castle of the

man of wWoman who in the cyes of the
world has scored a brilllant succoss?"
fn nine cases out of ten it would
bo found io be in the nature of a re-
turn to simplicity. The rich banker,
dreams of the joys of the larmer, the'
woman of socicty pictures to hersel
the grateful solitude of lifo on a - re-
mote ranch, She may even sigh for’
the quiet of the convent, notwith-
standing its stern rules. What scems,
monotony to the villager promises
peace to the weary dweller in  the
great cliy. A glimpse of a hundred
air castles would discover in scorcs
of instances that the desirc for lux-
ury and display » had given way in
the world of dreams to & new regima
of “plain living and high thinking."

—————pepgh

SCHOOLNBOYS' READING.

Does the schoolboy of today know
anythlng of Longlellow, Holmes,
Whittigr, James Russell Lowell and,
whose poemy
his fther or even his eldér brother
can atill recite’ He is such a supertot
yoyng person that ¥e hositate t
question him as to what ha really

nows and what he has.put’ behind
him as belongitg to & past age Ond
oftén wonders whether he has abands
oned the hablt of reading everythin
except the.current periodicals an
popular novels..I! the worthies just
mentioned and others of their day
have been lafd én the :helt a0 Iat
as oducational purpodes are concerns
ed, who are thelr _sucoessors? The
modern school education is unquess

tlonably a great advancement ovor

that of cven twenty yeara ago, yet
{s it not possidblo that in some ways

its attitude:ls a trific too jconoclam

tie? Conservatisra and clingisg to
traditions are, in thelr way, excel
lent habits for a commercial peoplo;

‘and wo should bo-3orzy to see the

boy of to-da { grow up entircly ignot=
ant of all ‘those things which make
fusu.nt the‘memgrm 6! our owR
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SLAb-BANGr

{From thc French by J. Chiriatle )
!I

Fhe divdio boy day pate and bsbicss
i fus sl while vol, gesing Wilh
oyes, enlarged by fever, straight be-
fore him, with the sirange fixily of
iliness which scems o scc alrcady
Mmure bhai 1y viskble Ly living  eyes
s mwther, sibbing ab 1he bullen of
the bed, biting her (ingers to  keep
back a ery, noted how ghe symptoms
déepensd on tho ghostly little  lace,
while his father, a strong workman,
brushed away his buining tears.

The day wos breaking, a calrr,
clear, lovely day of June. The light
began to steal Intu the poor apart-
ment where little Francis, the sonof
Jacques and Madeline Legrand, lay
very ncar death's door. He was seven
yeats old, three rosy weeks ago, as
happy < a bird, But one night, when
he came howme from school, his head
was giddy and his handz wWeré burn-
ing. Iiver since he had lain there in
his cot To-night he did not wander
in his mind, but for two days his
strange Ilatfessncsq Mad alarmed the
doctor He lay theto Sad and qulet,
as (I at seven years old he wag tired
of life, rolling his head upon the bol-
ster, his thin Hps rever smiling, his
cyes staring at one knew not What
He would take nothing—nefther niedi-
cine, syrup, nor becl-tea

"]s there anything thal you would
like?* they asked him

"No, ' he answered, ''nothing '

“This must be remedied, ' the dor
tor sald “This torpor is alarming
You are his parents, and you know
him best Try to discover what wiil
intetest and amuse him ' And the
doctor went away

To amuse him! 'True, they knew
him well, their Httle Francis They
knew how it delighted him, when he
‘was well, to go into the fields, and
to come honie loaded with white haw-
thorn blossoms, riding on his fath-
cr's shoutders, Jacques had alrcady
buught hum gilded soldiers, figures,
“Chinese shadows,' to be shown up-
on a screen. He placed them on the
sick child's bed, made them dance be-
fore his eyes, and, scarcely able to
keep back his tears, strove to make
him thugh.

Tra-la-la And there is a general You
saw one once at Boulogne Wood,
don't you rememoer. If you drink
your medicine ltke a good boy, T will
buy you a real one, with a cloth
tunic and gold cpaulettes. Would you
like to have a general®”

“No," said the sick child, his volec.
o] dry with fever. :

“Would you like a pistol and bul-’
lets, or a crosabow?”’

“No,' replied the little voice,
tisively, )

And so it was with everything —
even with balloohs and jumping-jacks
Still, while the parents logked at;
each other in despair, the little voice
responded, **No! Not Not" ¢

"But what is there that you would
like, then, darling?" said his mother
tCome, whisper to me—to mafmma,”
And she Inid her cheek beside him on
the pillow.

The sick boy raised himsell in bed,
and, throwing out his eager hands
towards some unsecn object, crlled'
‘out as in command and in entreaty,
“] want Slap-bang!’

!
de-!
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Slap-Bang!"

The poor mother looked at her husl-,
band with a frightened glance What
was the little fellow saying? Was the
terriblo delirium coming back again?
“Stap-bang!" She kpew not what
that signifled. She was frightenod at
the strangeness ol the words, which

snow the sick boy, with ths pé‘rve:iltyk
of llmesl—u It, baving screwed AT}
courdge up to put his dream fin
words; he was resolvedto speak o(
nothing else=repeated without ceuA;
ing:

“Slap-bang!* 1 ‘'want Slap-bang!”

“What does ‘he mean?"" she sald;
distractedly, grasping -her huaband's
.hand. “Oh, he iz lostt™

But Jacquen' rough - fate wote &
smile. of wonder and relief, like that
of ono condemned to death who ses
a chance of liberty.

Slap-tang! He remembered, that
well the morning ol Whit Monday,
when ho hod taken Francis to the
.clreua, He could hear still the child'l
dehghted Inughter when the clown -
the beautllul clown—all be-statred
with golden span;lea, and with a
Jhuge  many-coloted. butterfly glitter-
ing o the back of his dlack costume,.
skipped aei‘ou‘th tuok, ttlppd up
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“Look, there it tho Droken Bridge
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thu udmg-nwtct by Lhe Betin, Louk

a walk upon hlg hands, or threw up
fo the gas-light the spft felt hats,
which ho dexferously caught upon his
skull, where, ofe by one, they formie
ed a pyramid;  whilp af every trick
and overy jest, hiy latge dioll at
expanding wilh o At Gk ulliied
the same catchword, sometimes to a
roll of musle trom the band, ‘“Slap
bang!" And every timo he ultered it
the audience coated, and ih Litle
felluw shouled with delight

Slap-bang! It was this Slap-bang,
the circus clown, he whe kept hall
the city laughlng, whom little Fran-
cis wished to see, and whom, alast he
couid not sce as he lay pale and leeh
lo In his lit{le bed.

That night Jacques brought the
child a jointed clown, ablaze with
spangles, which he had bought at a
lugh price Four days' wages would
not pay Yor it, but he would willing
Iy have given thoe price of a year's la-
tor could he have brought a smile to
the thin lips o! the sick boy

The chitd Jooked for a moment af
the toy :which spatkled on the bed-
quilt, Then be sald, sadly, *“That iz
not Slap-bang, I. want to see  Slap-
hang!" .

1t only Jabques;could have wrapped
him in the bed-clbthes, borne him to
the circus, shown him the clown danc- ]
ing under the blazipg gas-lights, and
said, ""Look there!®

But Jacques did petter stili  He
went to the circus, obtained the
clown’s address, and then, with legs
tottering with nervousness and agita-
tion, tlimbed slowly up the stairs
which' ied o the great man s« apatt-
ment, It was n bold task to under-
takel Yet actors, after all, go some-
times to recite or sibg &b Lich men's
houses Who knpow but that the clown,
at any price ho liked, would consent
to go to say good-da.y to little Fran-
cts. I so0,  what matter his recep-
ttoh? '

But was this Slap-bang, this charm-
ing person called Monsicur Moreno,
who received bim jn his study like a
doctor, in the midst of books znd

‘pictures, and all the luxury of art’

Jacques looked at him and could not
recoghlze the clown., He turned and
twisted his fe)t hat between his fin-
gers. The other waited. At last the
poot fetiow began to stammer out ex-
cuses. ‘It was unpardonable—a thing
unheard of — that he had come to
ask, but the fact-was, it was about
his lttle boy—suchk a pretty Hitle
boy, sitl and so clever!- Always first
in his class—except in arithmetic,
whith he did not understand A
dreamy little child—too dreamy—a%
you may see’'—Jacques stopped and
stammered, then screwing up his cour-
age he continued with & rush --"a.s
you may sce by the fact othat he
wants to seo you, that ke thlnks of'
nothing else, that you are before him:
always, llke a star which he has set'
his-mind on—"'

Jacques stopped Great beads stood
oh his forchead and his face was very,
pale, He dared not look at the clown,,
whose cyes were fixed upon bhim'
What if the latter took hini for a'
madman, and showed him to the
door?

“Where dy you
Slap-bang

“Oh! close by
hetsest™

SCome!"* said the other, “the lit-
tle fellow wants to see Slap-baug —
well, he shall see him," _

live*"' demanded

The Hue des Ab-

1L

When the door opened -before the
clown, Jacques cried out joyfully,
“"Cheer up, Francist Here iz Slap-
bing."

Tl}o child’s face beamed with ex-
pectation He raised himsell upon his

. mother's ary, and tun}edkhu head

towarda tho twoe men as. they enter.
. Who was the gentleman in' an

‘overcoat beside hiz father, who smail-

ed good-naturedly, but whom he did
fot know? “'Slap-bang," they told
bim. It was all in vain, His head fell

"slowly back upon the pil]pw, and his

great and sad blue eyes mmed ta
look out again boyon& the narrow
chamber walls, in search, nncouing
séarch, of the spangles and the buts
terfly of the Slap-bang ot hls dreams;

“No," bo-satd,.in a velce whlch
sounded inconsolable; “no; this is not
Stap-bang!t™

The clown, standing by the iittle

.bed, looked gravely down upon  the

child with-a regard of infinite kind-
heattedness. He'shook his head, and
looking at the anxious father and
mother In her agony, sald smiling,
“He 18 right. Thls iy not Slap-bang ™
And he left the, Toom.

" tiallnoy e Hm, ¥ shall’ aever

liut. ali ai um«r—haii ai huuy  had
not clapsed since tha clown had  dis-
appearcd —~ tho door was sharply
gpencd, and  beholdl  In his black,
spangled tunic, the yellow tufl upon
his head, tho golden buttexfly upon
tis breast and bavk, & latge sl
upening bin mwuth ke s muney bux,
his.facq white with four, Slap-bang,
tho truo Slap-babg, ihe Hlap-bang of
the circus, burst into view. And in hig
wtuio white wi, widh e Juy of il
im his oyes, laughing, voying, happy,
saved, tho llttle fellow clapped his
feeble hands, and, with the recovered
gately of seven years old, cried out,

“Bravo! Brave] Slap-bangl It J3
he th.s tuncl This is Slap-bangl Long
live Slap-bang! Bravo!"

o t——

Iv.

When the doctor calied that day,
he found sitting bestde the little pa-
tient's pillow, a white-faced clown,
who kept him in constant ripple ol
laughter, and who was observing, as
he stitred a lunmp of sugar at the bot-

:tom ol a glass ol cooling drink.

“Yuyu hnow, Francis, il you do not
drink your medicine, you will never:
sea Slap-bang againl*

And the child drank up the draught.

13 It not good?" "
“Very good, Thanh jou, Slap-
bang."

“Doctor,’” sald the clown to the
physician, **do not be jealous, but it
scems  that iny tomfooleries bave
done more good than your prescrip-
tions, '

The poor parents were hoth crying,
but this tame it was.wih joy.

From that tine till Jittle Francis
was on foot again, a. carriage pulled
up every day before the todging of
the workman in the Rue de Ab-
besses; a man desrendied, wrapped in
2 great coat with the collar turned
up to his cary, and underneath are
raynd as for the circus, with hiv gay
visage white with flour.

“What do 1 ove you, sir?*’ said
Jacques to the good clown, on the

day when Francis left the house for
the firsy time, “For I really owe you
everythingt*

Tiu ¢lown extended to the parent.
his two hands, -huge az those of Her-
cules:

“A shake of-the havd,” he said,
Then, kissing the little boy on hoth
his rosy cheeks, he added, laughing:
And permlulon to !nscrlhe on my
visiting cards, 'E:Iap-bang, doctor-
acrobat, physician in ordinary to it~
tle.Francist® ¥

BE THERE A WILL, WISDOM:
POINTS THE WAY ~The slck man
pines for relief, but he dislikes send-
ing tor the doctor, which means bot-
ties of drugs never consumed. He has;
not the resofution to load his stom.’
ach with compounds which- «mell vil.
lainously and taste worse But il he'
have the will to deal himsell with’
his allment, wisdom will dircct his’
attention to Parmalec's Vegetable
Pitls, which, as a specific for indiges«;
tion and disorders of the digestive or-
gans, have no equal
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DISTILLER AND DIRECT IMPORTER ¥

WINES, LIQUORS and MALT and FAM.LY DPROOP

Whiskies, Old Rye, Etc,

“OLD TINES'" and
J. B, SEAGRAM,

ALSO MANUFACTURERS OF THOSE RENOWNED BRANDS

«WHITE WHEAT"

Cholcest Flavofed Whiskles In ke !:luh!.
WATERLOO, ONT, = °

The 0'Kesfs Brewery Co.

+

Limited
TORONTO. -

THE DOMINIGN BREWERY GO0., l.lmli d

HAHU'AOTUIIRI OF THE

CRLED RATID

White Labe] Ale Al

Their other bra.\ds, which are very

fine, are:

AMBER,

INDIA SPECIAL,

JUBILEE,

OROWN SPECIAL,

XXX PORTER andt
HALF-AND-HALF.

The abeve bradds oan be had at all
ﬂr-t-olno dealers.
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We are Headquarters ior
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er an Oxydonor, Absorh Oxygen and
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J. E. BRIGHT, Druggist
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The Whole Story
in u letter:

'Pain Ki\\e\'
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Toronto, May ?, 1902.

'To the Advertlsing Manager
Cnthollc Reglster:

q Dnr Sir—In renewing my ad-&:
vertisement for the current year
{n yoir paper, I feel obliged to
corapliment you on its merl$ asy
arr advertising med{um.

I have declded to double the

space used last year, which
gpeaks for itsell.

Yours,

H. C. TOMLIN,

The Toronto B;!ury
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Linlted lll'..:.llll YON
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Cos SAGRAVE:
BREWERY CO.

OF TORONTO, Limbted

© Maltsters, Brewers and hmllu
‘I‘ORONTO.
Are’supplying the trade with, ihele m
ALES AND BRUWN SWII‘IS
Brewed the Snest Malt and Mw
nend& lhcxedlulmh for
thelir purity and rennho-

warded the Highest Prises at the Intedade
%“Mx"“«" P
Anlwerp, 1885,
Brewing Office, 295 Niagars St.
ILEPNONE PARK 148,

F. ROSAR

Undertaker.

| SR0 King 84, Nast, Yoreuth
Trlegharg Mais W4,
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McCABE &.00&
" UNDERTAKERS

HAYE YOUR 0L9 SARSETS MADE INTS
Good . Serviceable Rugs
M‘I'l‘ohn. 1 dextabe,

TORONTO. RUG WORKS
MMW #2"QUERN 3T, RAST

Memonm.j

STAINED CLASS WINDOWS
HOU,OEHOLD AR‘I' QLASS

Rebeft McCausland, Limited

86 Wellingten 8t, W,, » - Toronts
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507 Yonge St
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Open Nighta
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