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p,,. Girls nod Boys ;
Tbere are letters from two llttte 

frieDd9 this week whose naan» have 
not been eeen in the corner for Six* 
a long time ; a third is a newcomer, 
end very welcome indeed. Margaret 
gpealM of booking mats, and won
ders If any of our readers do that 
^ 0f work. We might bear 

through the comer. Mfcrnio M. Is 
^ally the first to write to me from 
Sherbrooke. So yon have not bed 
efficient snow bo enjoy your tobog
gan and sleigh to your heart's con
tent. rTh»t i9 the complaint 
too. Vpry and Whmifred E. have 
come among us agaid. I am so glad 

know theit it was not because my 
little friends had forgotten me that 
tbey did not writ* but because they 
bave been busy studying. s I would 
^ go pleased to s» pieces ot Win- 
nifred’s new frocks. Send thorn along. 
How very interesting that an atout of 
twe of my little ones should bo in 
tbe mission field with Father Charle- 
tbis, thq good old1 Indian missionary 
whose letter we published last week. 
Love to the nieces and nephews.

Your loving
AUNT BECKY.

* * *
Dear Aunt Becky •-

Well, I had not written to yoki for 
acme time, so I thought I would 
write to you. It has not been very 
cold here. I got lots of presents 
this Christmas, a telephone, a book, 
and a box of candy, and two prayer 
hooks and lots of other things. The 
teamsters can hardly get the wood 
out of the woods. I think I will 
dose.

Yours truly,
ROYAL C.

* * *
Dear Aunt Beàiy i

1 am a little boy eight years old. 
This is my first letter. I thought 
would let you. know what I have beep 
doing this winter. I don’t go to 
school, but I study at home most 
every day, and I am gaining with 
my lessons pretty fast. I am living 
on a farm and I havq got quite a 
stock. I have three little calves, and 
four horses and a little colt, and a 
dog named Carlo. Hoping to See my 
letter id print, with love to all the 
cousins. I remain, x

Your loving nephew,

FREDRICK A. 
Smith’s Mills, Que.

* * *
Dear Aunt Becky l

It is a long time since I bave 
written to you. We are having love
ly weather now. The snow is nearly 
all and the sleighing Isn't very 
good- I do not go bo school now, 
but am staying up at my grandma’s 
for a few (toys. My sister ICattle lives 
here and we have quite a tiipe. We 
are hooking a mat now. I wonder if 
any of the readers ot this paper 
hool. mata ? I think it is great fun.
I have eight sisters and two broi- 
thers. Isn't that quite a lot ? I 
like to skate and can do very well. 
We have a nice rink here, it isquitq 
large, it reaches from one street to 
the other. I geft truite a few presents 
Christmas. My little brother got a 
little tin bank. He is waiting until- 
he Sets It full of monqy before he 
opeM He has gdt cüuite a lot in 
It already. I will close now,'hoping 
to see this latter in print.

From your niece,

MARGARET F.
P S.—I hope -there will be a lot of 

letters in print this week.—M. F. - 
Pugwash, N.S.

* * *
Deer Aunt Becky c

I read the True Witneee eTery week. 
Thi* week I was lorry to 
body had written to yon, so el 

outfit i would write to you. I 
k* I am the finit to write from 

Sberbrooke. I un ^ yeera
? *m eoinç to the convent and I 
«ope to melee my first

. " "pr,DK- We have not bed much 
-"e un, year. Our hille era all 

06,0 of enow, but we
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we want to use — * -- • *
and bob sleigh

for

large this winter. They belong 
my brother, bu* I often feed them. I 
hope my letter will pleaee you. With 
love.

Your little friend,
WINNIE M. 

Birklands, Shlerbro«oke.
* * *

Dear Aunt Becky c 
I am sorry to see no letters in the 

True Witness this week. I hope it 
will not happen again. Since Christ
mas I have bad extra study—my Ca
techism. We have bad lots of nice 
flowers, and they are all beginning 
to bloom. Of all my less one, I think 
I like music best. My little sieter 
and I hope to ,go to "the convent in 
May to prepare for first Communiait. 
We are going to make our cousins a 
visit next summer, at Miletta.^ Would 
you like me to send you some pieces 
of my new dresse® ? Good-bye, dear 
Aunt Becky,

From your loving niece,
W1NNIFHED A. E.

Warden Que.
* * *

Dear Aunt Becky
J have not written! for a long time. 

I thought I must write to you. The 
trouble was that I didn’t Write be
cause I was studying and» got a new 
study after Christmas. I line to 
read Father Charlebois’ letter, be
cause I bave an audty out there h 
Sister. My brother is going to 
school out at West Brome to Aunt 
Addie. If I see my letter in print 
I will write again. Wheat our school 
closed we had am examinait ion. For 
thi first the -children recited', and 
after that "the teacher gave us maple 
sugar and she gave lots of prizes. My 
little sister is going to write to you 
too. So Î will say good-bye.

From your loving niece,
$!ARY E.

Warden, Que.
* * *

MR. THROCKTON’S GUARDIAN. 
"Please, sir, leoH a quarter ?" It 

was a small ragged boy that repeated 
the request, addressing a number of 
passing men one winter night by the 
light of the lamp. Some of trie men 
shook their heads ^ others passed on 
without noticing the appeal. Finally 
two men who were walking together 
stopped.

"Why don’t you ask me to give you 
a quarter ?" one of the men question
ed the boy.

"Because I’m a-goin’ "to give it 
back to you,” was the prompt ans
wer. 'T ain’t arbeggin’.’’

The mam that had asked the crues- 
tion laughed not altogether pleasant
ly.

“Ho, bo, here is a refinement,” he 
said with ironical emphasis to his 
friend. To the boy he continued :

‘‘Look, here, little man. I lend you 
money only on good security. What 
security cam you give me ?'

"Security ?" replied the boy, help
lessly. Then two eager eyes bright, 
ened, as the moaning of the word was 
suggested, and he added: "I can’t 
give you none—only my word avid my 
willingdese to work."

The man laughed a greet hew, .hew. 
"Good!, Youi’ve earned your money, 

little Ready Wits," he said, as he 
tossed a quarter to the boy, and 
started up the street with his friend.

"Please. sir, you ain't told me 
your name yet, nor where vau live,'- 
pursuad the boy.

"Not done with you yet," said the 
man sharply, as he stopped again. 
"Are you getting up a directory in 
the interests of beggars, boy ?"

"No, sir," replied the little fellow 
seriously \ "it’s in the interest of 
you."

Both men laughed. #
"Well, my name is John Throdotoo, 

and I live ait 16 Fairfield Avenue," 
■eld the giver of the quarter. Mr. 
Throckton’s house was large and 
handsome, and full of fine furniture 
and works of,art: He was very
rich, bu* by no means gpneroua with 
money. He had given in this instance
merely out of caprice. The boy’s 
manner of acting had amused him. 
Seldom did he give so much a® a 
quarter for charity. Meanwhile lit
tle Bernard invested the borrowed 
quarter in a loaf of breed, a Utile 

of meet, and a little paper of 
provisions home, 

a single room in 
His father was

heck to her work. Bernard earned a 
tittle money now and then selling 
papers, but this was needed to buy 
food and coal. Finally Mrs. Wells 
died, and & .brother of Bernard’s fa- 

38 ther, a poor, hard-working man, came 
to | forward and offered the little boy a 

home. Bernard worked for Ms un
cle, who kept a little Store. But the 
boy was not given any monqy. Once 
Bernard asked for a quarter that he 
might pay Mr. Throckton, and was 
laughed at by his uncle.

"John Throckton has too much 
money already," the man said. "He’s 
one of the richest mm in town and 
one of tho meanest. I guess. I don’t 
want him to get any of my quar
ters."

A year passed. Bernard did not 
forget his, obligation to Mr. Throck- 
tom. Many were the plans that be 
had made for redeeming his pledged 
word.

One day when he was passing) along) 
a crowded street it was his good for
tune to find a pair of glasses that a 
lady had accidentally dropped, and 
the lady rewarded him with a quar
ter.

Bernard set out immediately for 
No, 16 Fairvierw avenue. "How pleas
ed mother will be ! I hope she 
knows •!" he thought to himself as he 
'hurried along with a light, springy 
gait. His steps were not lighter than 
his heart. It was about five o’clock 
and Mr. Throckton had return’ed 
from his library, He was not parti
cularly engaged, and he’told the ser
vant to show the boy in.

"I came to pay you the quarter, 
Mr. Throckton," said Bernard, ad
vancing into the splendid room and 
holding out the money. "I'm much 
'bliged to you. fer trustin' me. I 
couldn't git it for you sooner."

Mr. Throckton gave Bernard a 
starching look). "Have y chi not 
made a mistake?" he asked. "I no
vel- lent you a quarter to my know
ledge, ifor do I know you."

"It was on the street, sir," said 
Bernard, "one night—"

"Oh, yes, I do remqmber you 
now'! Well, well." Mr. Throcleton 
laughed.

"Yes, sir, I'm him," and Bernard 
laid the silver coin on the table be
side Mr. Throckton’s hand.

The man of business appeared to 
be interested. "Well, my little fel
low," he said, "I confess you have 
tal»2n me by surprise."

He leaned back In his armchair and 
regarded the boy narrowly while he 
slipped the quarter into his vest 
pocket. Mr. Throckton liked to in
vestigate the motives and actions 
that seemed strange to him, so he 
resumed:

"Now, my little boy, If you don't 
mind telling me, I should very much 
like to know why you return this 
money. Didn't you understand at. tho 
-time that I never expected to see it 
or you again ?'

"I kind of thought that o-way sir," 
said Bernard ; "but 1 didn’t know as 
that made any difference.1

"Yes, I see," said Mr. Throckton. 
"you wanted to feel that you were 
honest, and it wasn't a bad thing to 
plume one’s self on, cither. Was that 
it ?"

"NoÇ sir, I don’t know as it was, 
answered little Bernard thoughtfully. 
"It was more this-away. If I hadn’t 
brought back your money you would 
have thought I wart deceivin’ you. 
’Then, ’sposin’ sOknebodÿ else’d ask 
you fer somethin’, some one as was 
reel honest and needin’, and you, 
thinkin’ of me and the mean 'trick I’id 
played on you, would say ‘No’ to the 
othor fellow, then I'd be 'sponsible. 
I’d be ’sponsible for somebody suffer
in' fer want of food), and I’d be 
'sponsible fer mokin” yon mean and 
spiefoue and unfeeHn.'—see ?"
\ Mr. TThrockrtxm did not smile now. 
His fine, spif-saitisfied face flushed as 
he looked at the earnest little speak
er before him. He was perhaps more 
surprised now then be had over been 
in bis life. He was touched, too. 
The idea of this crude, little, * com
mon strqet bov considering himself 
responsible for th«^ doings of John 
Throckton. The man felt his hard
ness ebbing, awav and in its place 
there came a desire to do sometbimr 
good and worthv with W« mooev. 
And what better tMorr could he do. 
he reasoned, then to care for the 
Child that had been rnflwrm of
saving him from his own sdflFh'nccs.

araanswor

ed that the bright-faced little boy 
that appeared often in Mr. Throck- 
teo’a company was an orphan whom 
the rich main had adopted. A friend 
said to him one day : "I wonder 
you arc not afraid to assume so 
great a responsibility, » Mr. Throck
ton, as the guardianship of a childf?"

"My little boy was my guardian 
first," answered Mr. Throckton with 
a smile.—Parish Visitor.

* * *
THE TALE OF LTTTLE BEN. 

Aunt Sally was in a brown study. 
Little Ben, with a scared) look, on his 
sad little face, watched her from his 
corner. When Aunt Sally was very 
silent, and her knitting needles flew 
with uncommon speed, there was 
usually trouble ahead.

"Ben," the old lady called out, 
suddenly.

Ben started uneasily.
"Yes’m."
‘ Ben, 1 have just been studying." 
"Yes’m."

Y'ou are getting to be a great 
bofy"—surveying him critically—"ele
ven years old."

"Y’es'm," put ill Bern, "going to be 
elexien next Fourth-of July."

"Is them your manners, interrupt
ing your elders, eh ? When I say 
you're eleven, then you're elcveiL" 

"Yes’m," admitted Ben.
"And I have been a-toiling, ami 

slaving for you all these years, havei 
n’t I ?"

"Y’es’m,” answered Ben, ruefully. 
"And I’m a-thinkin’ it’s time you 

did somethin' for yourself."
"I could run errands," said Ben. 
"Errands, indeed ! The laziness is 

im him ; comes naturally by it. Run
ning errands. It’s time you learned 
to earn your bread by the sweat, of 
your brow like a ctekent Christian." 

"Yes’m," replied Ben, downcast. 
"Now, I've just been a-Caleulal in’ 

that if you’d go to your Uncle Jake 
—he’s gdt as much and more right to1 
do for you than me, a poor lone wi
dow. womatf."

Ban was at a loss for 
this time.

"So I've concluded you’d better 
pack your belongings, and take good 
care of 'em, mind you, and start for 
your Uncle Jake’s to-morrow morn
ing."

Ben was again at a loss for an ans
wer. lie hadi never seen Uncle Jake, 
but Aunt. Sally gave him minute di
rections how to find his way, andl at 
an early hour sent iiiau to his poor 
little bud in the attic and cautioned 
him to bo up at break of day. Ben 
had led a very joy less life at Widow 
Grey's cottage, still he shrank from 
facing the unknown.

"You‘11 find your bundle and abut 
of lunch ready for you, Benjamin, ant? 
start right oil early in tho morning. 
You can’t expect me, at my time of 
life Lobe up at thait unearthly hour," 
she called after him.

"Don't need to, Aunt Sally : I’ll 
get on all right."

"Don’t need, indeed. Well, that’s 
gratitude fo>r you. After all l’vedonq 
so impudent ‘don't need to.’ ” 

"But, Aunt Sally, I—"
"Don’t interrupt me, young man. 1 

was jest goin’ to tell you to be 
honest and not disgrace the family." 

"I will, sure, Aunt Sally."
"Well, get to bed, and I do hope 

you will learn to take care of your
self and stoo being a burden to other 
people."

"I won’t bo a burden to anybody 
as soon as I can get to work."

"Well, the independence of him ! 
That's the thanks for raising other 
people's children. "

Poor little Ben’s sleep was troubl
ed. He was awake long before day
break. The lunch was ready', but his 
poor little heart was too full to al
low him to oat. He shouldered liis 
bundle and softly stole out into the 
grey dawn. Was that Aunt Sally's 
voice, with a very perceptible quaver 
in it, calling out :

Good-bye, Bern ; be a man, and 
don’t disgrace the family."

The; sun arosqr in unclouded glory, 
flooding earth and a&y with beauty. 
The birds woke the woodland with 
thefr thrilling songs of joy. But one 
sorrowful young heart was very 
heavy. The morning deepened into 
the sultry noontide. Poor little Ben
ny was weary and footsore; but he 
hurried on to reach the next station 
before the night would overtake him. 
At last, quite exhausted' he reached 
a little viHage.

What was that gleaming in the 
waning light of departing day ? A 
cross-crowned steeple. That waa sure
ly a Ca-tholic church. He would go 
in for a few minutes. Good Brother 

often admonished him 
« a church wirthout mak- 
a short visit. The cool*- 
t of the holy place 

thought he 
rosary and,
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As Though B Would Crack Open? 
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Flying Out el Tour Eyes? 
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BURDOCK
BLOOD

BITTERS
Wlioos. Il eur* by removing the cause.

Mr. Samuel J. Hibbard, Belleville, Ont., 
write»: “Lest owing I was very poorly, my 
appetite leûed me, I felt week end nervous, bed 
•ek bsedeshes, wes tired ell the time end not 
ebte le work. I sew Burdock Blood Bitters 
remue est find for just such e ease as mine and 
I got two bottles of it, eed found it to be en 
excellent blood medicine. You may use my 
same as 1 think that others should know of the 
wonderful merits of Burdoek Blood Bitter*.”

but oro long the tired 1 ititlehtwl with 
its crown olf clustering auburn lutir 
sank lower, and he was soon last 
asleep.

The sexton closed tho windows awl 
locked the dtaurch, but Bern slept on 
unpercvivod. He was in dreamland 
and so happy. No doubt pitying anr 
geis brought sweet dreams to cheer 
tho lone orphan boy.

Suddenly ho wait awakeiuxl by a 
rasping noise. Ho started up in'hor
ror to find hiu;self alone in tho great 
dark church.

But was it dork ? What light, was 
that gleaming in the sancituary ? It. 
was not tho sanctuary lamp—ami 
'those dark figures, what were they '? 
Ben hold his breath with horror. 
Cl hosts ! Oh, noit in God’s holy 
house. He saw distiiuVlv now. There 
were several men. 'F.ienSxyre at the 
Tabernacle !

In am instant Ben hn<l reaïî/ed thu 
situation.

"Oh ! they are wicked robbers, âml 
they want to lay their wicked hands 
on the adorable Sacrament !" 
thought Ben.

lie took a step forward, lie wanted 
to tell the robbers noit to do anything 
so horrible. But they would not listim 
to a little fvllow like him.

Heedless of consequences/he rushed 
to the window and smashed a large 
pane of glass with his little thus, 
which were soon bleeding. Calling out 
into .the night, "Robbers•! Robbed'» 
in the vhurvh !" his voice was heard 
by some 'ïheil passing.

The thieves were struck with fear. 
Whence that cry ? W ho had1 wit
nessed tiioir fearful crime ? One of 
thv number discovered tine boy and, 
rushing on him, felled him to the 
ground with a heavy blow. .

Burt the alarm had been heeded and 
hurrying feet were approaching. The 
robbers sought safety in a hurried 
flight, leaving their tools behind 
them.

When the pastor had ascertained 
that the adorable Sacrament was un
touched, he was deeply thankful to 
the merciful providence of God which 
had interposed to prevent so horrible 
a crime. But who had given the 
alarm ? No one was to be seen. They 
proceeded to the, broken window, and 
there, very white and still, lay little 
Bon.

"Here is the little hero that saved 
us froyi a great calamity," said the 
priest with emotion. "Has tine child 
fainted, or is he hurt i"

His hands were blqeding, and froen 
a deep gash in his head tho olood 
flowed freely.

"Let us take him to the rectory im
mediately, and get IV. Connues in
stantly," said thq kind priest.

The boy was still living, but that 
was all. He breathed faintly.

"Where’s there’s life, there’s hope," 
said «the physician, "and we’U do our 
best to saivc our little hero."

The k^nd doctor's efforts wer 
crowned with success.

When the good priest learned the 
littlq waif's sad history ha was deep
ly moved.

"Benny, suppose you ask Aunt 
Sally and! Uncle Jacoto tix give you t 
me."

"I think," said Beany, sadly, ''they 
would give me to anybody ; but, I 
would love best to work for you, 
Father."

"We'll see about the working part 
Of it when you get strong again, my 
boy»” said the good Father.

Aunt Sally and Uncle Jacob were 
duly consulted and were glad to bq 
rid of the boy.

When Ben was able to be about 
again he was very araxious to work, 
but the good priest insisted on 
attending school. The boy had a 
bright mind and a pious heart and 
progressed rapidly.

Lord si Titled onit HI.
I to work In His own 
le W*A,e »

HOCIETT MHECTOKY

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY—Estab
lished March 6th, 1866 ; incorpor- 
ated 1863; revised 1840. Meete in 
St. putrides Hall, 92 St. Alexey 
der Street, first Monday of the 

• month. Committee meets last Wed
nesday. Officers : Rev. Directin', 
'Rev. M. Callaghan, p.py President, 

F. J. Curran ; 1st Vice-Preet- 
W. P. Kearney ; 2nd Vice, B. 

Quinn ; Treasurer, W. Du rack ; 
orreoponding Secretary, W. j'. 

Crowe ; Recording Secretary, T. P. 
Tansey.

Mr. F. 
f dent,
I J. Qui

ST. PATRICK'S T. A. A B. SO
CIETY Meets on tho second Sun
day of every month in St. Patrick’» 
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, at 
3.30 p.m. Committee of Manage
ment meets in same hall on the 
first Tuesday of every month, at a 
p.m. Rev. piremter, Itev. Jae. Kil- 
loran; President, J. H. Kelly; Rec. 
Sec., J. D’Arcy Kelly ; 13 Vallee

ST. ANN’S T. A. & B. SOCIETY, 
pstablifchlnc 1863.—Rev. Director, 
Rev. Father MoPhail ; President, D. 
Gallery, M.F.; Sec., J. F. Quinn, 
325 St. Dominique street; Treasur
er. M. J. Rynif, 18 St. Augustine 
street. Meets on the second Sun- 
tLav oif every month in St 
Hall, corner Young a ml 
streets, ut 3.30 p.m.

Ann’»
Ottawa

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA, Branch 26 
—Organized 1.3th November, 1883. 
Branch 26 meets at St. Patrick’s 
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, on 
every Monday of each month. Th0 
regular meetings for the. transaction 
of huoinms are held on the 2nd and 
4th Mondays of each month at 8 
o’clock p.m. Officers : Spiritual 
Adviser. Rev. J. P. Killoran; Chan
cel or, J. M. Kennedy President, 
J. H. Maiden ; 1st Vice-President, 
W. A. Hodgson ; 2nd ^ieo-Preet- 
dent, j. B. McCabe : Recording Se
cretary, R. M. J. Dolan, 16 Over- 
dale Avo.; Asst. Rec. Sec., E. J. 
Lynch; Financial Secretary, J. 
J. Costigan. 325 St. Urbain si.; 
Treasurer. J. IT. Kelly ; Marshot, 
M. J. O’Rognn: Guard, J. A. Har- 
tenstcin. Trustees, W. A. Hod<g-i 
son. T. R. Stevens, D. J. McGillis, 
John Wn-lfftT and G. E. Delaney; 
Jncli was cross ; nothihg pleased 
Medical Officers, Dr. H. J. Harri
son. Dr. 0. FT. TTerrill and1 Dr. E. J. 
O’Connor.

Be Sure
nnd examine a copy of our catalogue 
if yon have any idea of taking a pre
paratory counte for a

GOOD PAYING POflTrON

Ws believe there no school equal 
to our* for mcthodicatbUHfne** traiu- 
ing and for producing good results. 
We solicit investigation and com
parison.

Enter any time. No vacations.

EThltat
%Utye

W. H. SHAW, Principal.

OHDBOH BULLS

Bells 1 . KcShane’
Any tone deelred-Chlroes, Peels, Single. 

LSlWat WUi fOOTBBT, lUIttitw, 11, Q.B.A.

MENEBLT BELL GOIFAST
TBOT ,M.1,,an*

17» BIOAIWAT. EBW T#** Oil».

■wntseter* liperlir CHURCH BEUI

SBLP- RAISING FLOUR.

DBDDIE’S CELEBRATED 
0 SELF-RAISING FLFLUOR
IstheOrlglnai and the Best.

A PREMIUM glvr» fer Ike empty Pa* 
♦turned to ourOBce.

IO BLYURY It.» Montreal.


