6 . THE CATHOLIC REGISTER Thurstay, Munh sathveges

e
— —
She lited her fine, deliberate voice the carriage for me to-morrow dtcr-!
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§t“= He any past, however dear and passion- advantage f»! the situation |
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4: &, - ’ “ - 4 o rather cross to Sally, who was her road
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f} L - I e ol mae e 4 i You ought not to be alone here, invader was going, and what an in-
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ﬁa A AR S parading their rose to go. ‘‘St. John frets over you Yet it was nothing in tke world but |
;1 R 2ad s and afuence 4.}~y};0 rime ‘ a bit of the sweetest selfishness for
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) i 1 R aaate airt ¢ the ene .t Rose ‘Al..'lt"- y::h thro 1(‘..\ 'r ”f;i.; n:a— ;}g\v.lm vﬂ' he IH\;r!H' as slni~ knelt | ; = . : . t ’
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B 5 poriralt set ‘: » t““ "\'“f oy “Up the meadow and home by the was a double distilled inadequacy, but \
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i Terry, ' she tate. Time has let in the wild vines yther heart by the insulted metl PPLICATION OF THE PARABLE
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N el 4 v And \ ept el VY said the old ladv Wha stole up to ther and mingled with | S0 John started out on he rseback ' 4 ! 4 1 inferred from the fact
she explained i 4 " y 4 t with baby flowers, Vio- ' woi1d have known her! ) the perfume of other flowers long van-{and he rode, and rode, always guided | that ‘the m C H}l‘ Y}\:i dlstan(‘(:S.
¢ Ve 1Ist—wa ! ] ts. little white roses, w >  Galsy She was only three weeks old ished with the vanished vear: 'he | by his compass, until he came to Mid- | that is, the Old Fort to ‘tt
They are Sa : ' TR tars small as the far-away stars of gid Rose, apologetically; but, oh, old lady draw a sighing breath. Rose|town, ten miles or so of This was | Louis, ;,‘: ety Bl o Rl S
mext eveni o the young minivrter vtk et to OUr masing Sves.: DVl miracle of a like loss, someone un-|looked up quickly, and their eyes|easy, for he had been there before |lgnace II. is about equal to the
A wife, “just waiting. They must taink |~ %5 5 00 derstood—even  Terry derstood at last'™ met across the boy’s brown head. | then after giving his horse a drink | total distance of St. Ignace 11. from
¢me an unac odating old womun. '/, o, " o ver understood it Lo [ know,” said the old lady. She| It was a lang look. and during it|pe started again, still going south- | the Old Fort. So that drawing a
‘ ““Now, Aunt Hale, remonstrated " The old lady’s roses were in full looked at the little mound. *‘Mine | they said many things to each other. |aast hy his campass And he rode |line from the Old Fort through the
[ Sally Patton, ‘‘if you would only con bloom, tall branches of crimson roses, tjved a month." | The old lady said, 'l am lonely, and jand rode over the flat prairie, where | Village of St. Louis and prolonging
sent to know Rose.” . . branchy bushes of white roses, bram- ‘T've all her little things,”’ confid- |{my thoughts are like withered leaves there was no road, but only grass, |1t Ull it equals the total distance,
¢ vo,"”"interposed the old lady. ""Sne i)l\ “},mh(": of vellow roses, and vines ed4 Rose: and vou saw where the boy {blown about the empty rooms. Do until he saw in the distance, but it | the "“32' of St. Ignace II. must lie
¢ ! «<an ride by my doors—though 1 think in wild, untethered tangles of roses. go that' soft, eager way of his. " {not wait until T die to come hoxpe to lwas a little to the right, some scat- | very little to one side or the other
: T've put a stop to that—but she ', y exclaimed over them on her Way * ] know.” said the old lady, again. |vour house. Came now—to-day, if YOu tered houses: and knawing that he of that straight line. If it were
\ { sha'n't come inside it. T've a few ~TH2 oot Tl see by that basket She touched the flowers. “‘Put yours will. Bring me a daughter and  a had ridden .bout ten miles from {certain that the sum of the first two
! 4t etights leit.” . 'l:"at 208 robbed me!" she called. there to-day.” X son, and living, laughing children in Midtown, he was pretty sure it was  distances was absolutely equal to the |
' 4 ke shook her beautiful thick, white "] " wish you'd come to-moOTTOW, Rose knelt again, her loving fingers |place of the little ghosts that cannot Farville. A bov on a horse, whom | total distance given, then as a geo- !
i «jurls as she said this, and struck her aunt.” said Sally, ‘“St. John is to lil’tin}: the daisies. ‘‘And she had lit- |rest because of my selfish, summon- ye met ten minutes after, told him  metrical necessity, the third village,
‘ cane sharply on the polished floor have everything real appropriate and |tlo brown curls all over her head.” |ing heart.” it was Farville. So he rode, and St. Ignace 11, should be found ex-
’ Like an echo the big brass knocker pretty. The children will sing, and  She laoked up The old lady nodded. | *I have been ready to love you ever rode until he came to the first house. actly on the straight line.
L§r et i |we are to have a special little cere-| <“pear little heads!” she said, yearn- | since I saw you,”” said the hazel eyes. | It had red hollyhocks in the front| But, it will be asked, should it be
; 2 Sally started and leaned f,m“'“" mony at the soldiers’ graves We lingly. She smiled to the boy, who ‘““We will come, we shall love to come {yard but no green veranda. And it ascertained, after inspection, that
il Ipoking through the i nt a0 !want your roses for those—they are pressed closer to his mother. “Tell | How beautiful life is going to be!”— | was just the same with al! the oth-'several sites really exist at the cor-
¥ “It’s Rose Carter, Aunt ”:,:‘f" M‘Zh' finer than anyone else has—they are granny your name,” she wheedled. i'x‘he Companion, !or houses. Poor John, and Jerry the rect total distance from the Old
sqaid, with a sort of timid firmness the loveliest roses 1 ever saw! St |horse were very tired, and John had' Fort, and very little outside the
“‘Hortense is out, I think. Shall I go Yohn sayvs we'd all get too carelecs if — T PR e e iR nearly lost all hope of finding his ' above mentioned straight line, what ,
vip the door?” ¥ it wasn't for these special days of : f7y |uncle’s house, when he saw a clump is there to show us which of the
“1f 'you will be so kind, ally,” as- remembering. L.e likes to have peo- | A Dalnty Meal A jof small trees, the first John had sites was that of St Ignace I1.7 The
sented’ the old lady, with great com- P‘"’"Y.!A""“ the most of them.” ’A’/ seen for a long time on the prairie. lanswer is simple enough. The unerr-
E Tl C posure. PR g g W She picked up her basket from the is always assured when *e housewife w / |And there was a chimney that show- ing indicator is the de cription of the
? e X =’ “In here?’’ asked -\3-”.‘; b;‘f-"h'l"‘, sten and moved awav as she spoke \ ed above the trees, so he was sure ' configurati n of the ground, the fea-
R e S “No," replied the old lady, Who "o "o1q 1ady leaned back, letting uses “’ there was a house there Tt was tures of the position, given in the
;f e e wwas enjoying herself. her eves follow the alert fizure flit- ‘~' the last house of Farvillie, the only i
L } i ting about the lawn. Once she had > ) ‘ one he had missed But what made (Continued on page 7.)
, E — e A B PURITY FLOBUR Wy o it i et e —— -
You. cannot possibly have with her owr memories for the f{”'\'_'ﬁ \ anda, which none of the other houses
a better Cocoa than of her dead; but in recent years a had. He tied s horse 0 a post

and ran up the steps, but just as he
had his hand on the knocker. for out
| West on the prairie they had no ele
tric push-bells yet, he noticed there
were no red hollvhocks in the front
yard This puzzied him, but he
scratched his ear, and with a know-
ing nod he said half aloud to him-
self: ““The green veranda is all right,
as for the red hollyhocks we will talk
{about that later.” (He found out
‘after that the hollyhocks were all
lanted behind the barn). So he
ked, and, children, who do you
think came to the door? . . , . . . .
This is the ‘‘Parable of the Green
Veranda and the Red Hollyhocks,"

not written - by aur modern Aesop,
Ade. ¢

She is happy in the knowledge that she
has the nicest and most nourishing bread
to offer her guests.
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anniversaries had fallen from their
, old-time importance in aer mind. She
had stopped observing them as she
had stopped going to church every
Sunday morning, or ;n‘.,.:lf:n:h)mr (;\”1-
‘ot o Iy bulbs every autumn—as she 1ad |
A deticious wrink and a sustaining stopped pretty much everything ex- S Dt byt v
foad. Fragramt, nutritious and cept mere living in its barest simpli- b b
<conomical. This excellent Cocoa ity MILLS AT WINNIPEO, GODERICH AND B ,
maiatains the system in robust ‘Do come, aunty!” urged Sally
i theaith, and enables it to resist once more across her overflowing bas-
winter's extreme cold. ket of beauty. ““Uncle Nelse can |
drive vou.” .
The old lady shook her head ﬁrml_y;'
'put for all that the words put her in
the temper to do something she had
not done for several years.
“Hortense,’ she said that night to
the colored woman who attended her,
, “ask your father to put the hotses in |




