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& long time ; & third is a pewcomer,
and very welcome indeed. w
spesks of hooking mats, and  won-
dors it any of our readers do that
xipd of work ~We might hear
{hroughi the cormer Minnie M, is
seally the first to write to.me from
gherbrooke. So you have not bad
suficient snow to enjoy your tobog-
gan and sleigh to your heart’s con-
tent, That is the complaint here
t00. Mary and Winnifred B, have
come&m""@“?w % s w0 glad
to know thaet it was not because my
little friends had forgotten o _that
they did not write, hut becausSe they
have been busy stuilying. *1 would
pe so pleased to see pieces of Win-
pifred’s new frocks. Send thom along.
How very interesting that an aunt of
twe of my little ones should be in
the mission field with Father Charle-
tois, The good old Indian missionary
whose letter we published last week.
Love to the nieces and nephews.
Your loving
AUNT BECKY.
L B
Dear Aunt Becky
Well, I had not written to you fowf
gome 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 hook,
and a box of candy. and two prayer
books and lots of other things. The
teamsters can hardly get the wlo'od
out of the woods. I think I Will
close.
Yours truly,
ROYAL C.
LR
Dear Aunt Be&iy 4
1 am a little boy eight years old.
This is my first letter. I thought I
would let you know what I have beep
doing this winter. I dom't go to
school, but I study at home nost
every day, and I am gaining with
my lessons pretty fast. I am li\'ing
on a farm and I have got quite a
stock. I have three little calves, and
four horses and a little colt, amd a
dog named Carlo. Hoping to see my
letter it print, with love to all the
cousins, I remain,
Your loving nephew,
FREDRICK A.
Smith’s Mills, Que.

* * P

Dear Aunt Becky u

It is a long time since I  have
written to you. We are having love-
Iv weather now. The snow is nearly
all off and the sleighing isn’t very
go0d. I do not go toschool wow,
but am staying up at my grandma’s
for o few days. My sister Katie lives
here and we have quite a time. We
are hooking a mat now. I wonder if
any of the readers of this paper
hooks mats ? I think it is great fun.
I have eight sisters and two bro-
thers. Ien't that quite alot? I
like to skate amd can do very well.
We have a mico rink here, it is quitq
large, it reaches from ome street to
the other, I 2ot quite a few presents
Chiristmas. My 1tttle brother got
little tin bank. He is waiting nntil4
he gets it full of money before = he
He has got auite a 1ot in
it already. T will closs now,hoping
%o 8o this lotter in print. i :

From your niece, A
MARGARBT F..

P.8.—T hope there will be a lovof |

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

*

{love,

‘“Are you getting up a directory in
(the interests of beggers, boy ?”

you."’

v brother, but I often feed them, I
Hope my letter will please you. With

Your little friend,
WINNIB M.
Birklands, Sherbrooke,

* *F
Dear Aumt Becky ::

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 had extra study—my Ca-
techism. We have had lots of nice
flowers, and they are all beginning
to bloom. Of all my lessons, I think
I like music best. My little sister

May to prepare for first Communions.
We are going to make our cousins a
visit next summer, at Miletta., Would
you like me to send you some pieces
of my mew dresses ? Good-bye, dear
Aunt Becky,
From your loving niece,
WINNIFRED A. E.
Warden Que.
LI

Dear Aunt Becky : &

1 have not writted for a long time.
I thought I must write to you. The
trouble was that I didn’t write be-
cause 1 was studying and got a new
study aifter Christmas. 1 like to
read Father Charlebois’ letter, be-
cause I have an aurty out there a
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. Whert our school
closed we had am examination. For
the 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 I will say good-bye.

From your loving niece,
MARY E.
Warden, Que.
* * %

MR. THROOCKTON'S GUARDIAN.,

“Please, sir, len® a quarter ?”’ It
was a small ragged boy thatrepeated
the request, addressing a number of
passing men one winter night by the
light of the lamp. Some of the men
shook their headsy 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 guestion-
ed the boy.

“‘Because I'm a-goin’ to give it
back to you,” was the prompt ans-
wer. “I ain’t a-beggin’.”

The man that had asked theques-
tion laughed not altogether pleasamt-
ly.

‘“Ho, ho, here is a refinement,”’ he
said with iromical 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 2"’

“Security 7 replied the boy, help-
lessly. Then two eager eyes bright
ered, as the meaning of the word was
suggested, and he added: “I can't
give you none—only my word aad my
willingrfess to work.’’

The man laughed a great haw, haw.

“Good!, Youw'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 you live,’-
pursued the boy.

‘“Nob done with you yet,” said the
man sharply, as be stopped agein.

“No, sir,”" replied the little fellow
serfously y “it's in the interest of

Both men lavghed,  $
"“Well, my name is John Throckton,

I live at 16 Fairfleld Avenus,”

the giver of the quarter. Mr.

| | little money now and then

# fo0d and coal. Winally Mrs. Wells
I'died, and a .brother of Bernard's fa-

4
and I hope to,go to the comvent in

Papers, but this was needed to buy

ther, a poor, hard-working man, eunc‘
forward and offered the little boy a
home. Bernard worked for his un-
cle, who kept a little store. But the
boy was not given amy momey. Once
Bernard asked for a quarter that he
might pay Mr. Throckton, and was
laughed at by his uncle.

“John Throckton has too much
momney already,’”’ the man said. ‘‘He's
one of the richest mem in town: ama
one of the meanest. I guess: I don't
want him to get amy of my quar-
ters.””

A year passed. Bernard did not
forget his, obligation to Mr. Throck-
ton. Many were the plams that he
had made for redeeming his pledged|
word.

One day when he was passinig) along
a crowded street it was his good for-
tune to find a pair of glasses that a
lady had accidemtally dropped, and
the lady rewarded him with a quar-
ter.
Bernard set out immediately for
No, 16 Fairviewavenue. ‘‘How pleas-
ed mother will be! 1 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 returned
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
'bliged 'to you: fer trustin’ me.
couldn’t git it for you sooner.”

Mr. Throckton gave Bermard
searching = look. ‘‘Have you not
made a mistake ?"’ he asked. ‘T ne-
ver lent you a quarter to my know-
ledge, ifor do I know you.’’

much
I

a

“It was on the street, sir,”’ said
Bernard, ‘‘one night—'’ 1
““Oh, yes, I do remember you
now'l  Well, well.” Mr. Throclston
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, little fel-
low,” he said, ‘I confess you have
talen me by surprise,’”

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

my

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. the
time that I never expected to sce it
or you again ?"’

“I kindg of thought, that a-way sir,”

said Bernard ; ‘‘but I didn’t kmow as
that made any difference.’”
“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 2

““No} sir, T don’t know as it was,”
answored little Bernard thoughtfully.
‘It was more this-away. 1f I badn’t
brought back your money you would
have thought T waslideceivin’ vou.
Then, ’sposin’ somebody else’d ask
you fer somethin’, some one as was
real honest and needin’, and you,
thinkin® of me and the mean itrick Td
played on.you, would say ‘No’ to the
other fellow, then =~ T'd be *spomsible,
I'd be 'spomsible for somehody sufier~
in’ fer want of food, and T'd be
’sponsible fer makin’ yow meam and
spicious anid unfeelin’—see 2’

S\ Mr. Throckton did not smile now.
His fine, self-satisfied face flushed as
ha looked at the earnest little speak-
er before him. He was perhaps more
surprised now tham he had ever been
in his life. Hea was touched, too.
- The idea of this crude, little,” com-
mon street  bov considering himeelf

sible for of . Tohn
Throckton. The man felt his hard-
ness ebbing. awav.iand in its place

i ST

ed.
break.

bundle and softly stole out into the
grey dawn, Was that Aunt Sally’s

in it, calling out:

flooding earth and sky with heauty.
The birds woke the woodland with
thedr theilling songs of joy: But one

heavy. The morning deepened‘
the sultry noontide. Poor little Ben-

hurried on to reach the next station

‘Mr. Throckbon's aqauaintences wera
cnsiderably amazed whew they learn-
ed that the bright-faced little boy
that appeared often in Mr, Throck-
ton’s company was an orpban hom
the rich man had adopted. A friend
said to him one day: I wounder
you are not afrald to assume 80
great a respomsibility, s Mr., Throck-
ton, as the guardianship of a child?’’

“My little boy was my guardiamn
first,”” answered Mr. Throckton with
& smile.—Parish Visitor.

+* +F

THE TALE OF LITTLE BEN,

Aunt Sally was in & brown study.
Little Ben, with a scared look, om hig
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, I have just been studying.’”
“Yes'm."

“You are getting to be a great
boy’’'—surveying him critically—‘cle-
ven years old.”’

“Yes'm,”’” put i Bem, “‘going to be
eleven next Fourth-of July.”

‘Is them your manmers, interrupt-
ing your elders, eh ? When 1 say
you're eleven, then you're elevei.’’

“Yes’'m,”’ admitted Ben.

“And I have been a-toiling  and
slaving for you all these vears, haves
n't 19

“Yes'm,”” answerod Ben, ruefully.

“And I'm a-thinkin’ it’s time
did somethin’ for yourself.”

“I could run errands,’

you

said Ben.
“Errands, indeed ! The laziness is
in him ; comes naturally by it. Run-
ning errands. 1t’s time you learned
to earn your bread by the sweat of
your brow like a deécent Christian.’’
“Yes'm,”’ repliad Ben, downcast.
“Now, I've just been a-calculatin’
that if you'd go to vour Uncle Jake
—he’s got as much and more right to
40 for you than me, a poor lone wi-
dow. womant.”’
len was at a loss for
this time,
“So I've

agEanswer

concluded you’d better
pack your belongings, and take good
care of 'em, mwind you, and start
your Unclg Jake's
ing.”

Ben was again at a loss for an ans-
wer. lle Uncle Jake,
but Aunt Bally gave him minute di-
rections how to find his way, and at
an early hour sent him to his

for

Lo-morrow morn-

had never seen

poor
little bed in the attic and cautioned
him to be up ai break of day. Ben
had led a very joyless life at Widow
Grey’s cottage; still he shrank from
facing the unknown,

“Youlll find your bundle and a bit
of lunch ready for you, Benjamin, and
start right off early in the morning.
You can't expect me, at my time of
life toi be up at that unearthly hour,”
she called afier him.

“Don’t need to, Aunt Sally:. I'll
get omn all right.”’
“Don’t need, indeed. Well, that's

gratitude for you. After all 1've dong
g0 impudent © ‘don’t neced to.’’’

“But, Aunt Sally, I—"'

‘‘Don’t interrupt me, young man. I
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
you will learn to take care of your-
self and stop being a burden to other
people.””

“I won't be 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.”’

hope

Poor little Ben’s sleep was troubl-
He was awake long before day-
The lunch was ready, but his
poor little heart was too full to al-
low him to eat, He shoulderad this

voice, with a very perceptible guaver

‘“Good-bye, Ben ; be a mam, and
don’t disgrace the family.”

The; sun arosg in unclouded  glory,

sorrowful  young . heart ~ was Very
into

ny was weary and footsore; but he

before the night would overtake ‘him.
At last, quite exhausted, he reached

DOES YOUR HEAD
Feel As Though It Was Being
Hammered ?

As Though It Would Crack Open ?
As Though a Million Sparks Were
Flying Out of Your Eyes?
Horrible Sickness of Your Stomach?
Then You Have Sick Headache |

BURDOCK
BLOOD
BITTERS

will afford relisf from hondaches 8o matter
whether sick, nervous, spaamodie, periodiesl or
bilious. It oures by removing the eause.

Mr. Samuel J. Hibbard, Belleville, Ont.,
writes: “Last speing I was very poorly, my
appetite failed me, I felt weak and nervous, had
sick headnshes, was tired all the time and not
able to work. I saw Burdock Blood Bitters
recommended for just such a case as mine and
I got two bottles of it, and found it to be an
excellent blood medicine. You may use my
same as 1 think that others should know of the
wonderful merits of Burdock Blood Bittera.”

but ere long the tiredt little hoad with
its crown of clustering auburn
sank lower, and he was soon
asleep:

The sexton closed the windows amnd
locked the dhurch, but Beny slept
unperceived.
and so happy.

hair

fast

on
He was in dreamland
No doubt pitying an-
geis brought sweet dreams to
the lone orphait hoy.
Suddenly

cheer

he wat awakenod by w

rasping noise. e staried up inhor-
ror to find himseli alone in the great
dark church,

But was it dark ? What light was
that gleaming in the sanctuary ? 1t
was not the sanctuary  lamp—amd
those dark figures, what were they ?
Ben held

Ghostis !

his breath with horror,

Oh, not ir holy

He saw distindtly now. There
\

were several men. 1% n'_\"’\:\lw at the
Tabernacle ! .

2
In an instant Ben had realized th

r God's
house.

situation,

|
|
|
“Oh ! they ave wicked robbers, anq |
they wamt
the

thought

to lay their wicked hands

on adorable Sacrament '’ ‘

Ben. |
He took a step forward. e \\,vm.xl’

to tell the robbers not to do anything |
€0 horrible. But they would not listsm |

to a little ‘

fvllow like him.

Heedless of consequences, he rushed

to the window and smashed g large |

pane of glass with his little fists,
which were soon bleeding Calling out
into \the night, “Robbers! Robbes |
in the church ! his voice was heard |
by some’ ey passing. !

The thieves were struck
Whence that cry 2 Who
nessed their fearful crime ?
the number discovered

with fear
had wit
Une of {
the boy and,
rushing on him, felled him to the |
ground with a heavy blow. [
But the alarm had been heeded :xml“
hurrying feet were approaching. The |
robbers sought in lmrnul,1

safety a

flight, leaving their tools behind |
them. |

When the pastor ascertained |

had
that the adorable Sacrament was un-
touched, he, was deeply thankiul to |
the merciful providence of God which |
had interposed to prevent so hovrible !
a crime. But who had given thuf
alarm ? No one was to be seem. They
proceeded to the broken window, and
there, very white and still, lay little
Ben,

“Here is the little hero that saved
us from a great calamity,’”’ said the
priest with emotion. ‘‘Has vae child
fainted, or is he hurt i”’

His hands were blgeding, and from
a deep gash in his head the
flowed freely.

“Let us take him to the rectory im-
mediately, and get Dff. Commees
stantly,”” said the 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'll do our
best to save our little haro.”’

vlood

in-

The kind doctor's efforis wer
crowned with success.
When the good priest learned the

littlg wail's sad history he was deep-

ly moved.
“‘Benmy, suppose you ask Aunt
Sally and Uncle Jacob th give'you t

me.”

would give me to anybody ; but "k
would love best to work for  you,

Father.” 7 .
“We'll see about the working part|
of it when you get strong again, my

3Gl

““I think,”” said Benny, sadly, *‘they | -

SOCIETY DIRECTORY,

ST, PATRICK’'S SOCIETY—Eatab-
lished March 6th, 1856 ; incorpor
ated 1863; revised 1840. Meets in
St. trick’s Hall, 92 St. Alexan-
der Btreet, first Monday of the

+ month, Committee meets last Wed-

nesday.  Officers : Rev. Director,

Rev. M. Callaghan, P.Py; President,

Mr. F. J. Curran; 1st Vice-Presi-

dent, W. P. Kearney ; 2nd Vice, B.

J. Quinn ; Treasurer, W. Durack ;

Corresponding Secretary, W. J,

Crowe ; Recording Secretary, T. P.

Tansey.

s

———

8T. PATRICK'S 7T, A, & B. 80-
ClE'l‘Y—M«;t.s on the second Sum-
day of every month in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 8f. Alexander street, at
3.80 p.m.  Committee of Manage-
ment meets in same hall on the
first Tuesday of overy month, at 8§
p.m. Rev. Director, Rev, Jas. Kil-
loram; President, J. H. Kelly: Rec,
Sec., J. D'Arcy Kelly : 13 Vallee
street. $

ST. ANN’S T. A. & B. SOCIEYY,
establishec 1864, —Rev, Director,
Rev. Father McPhail ; President, D,
‘allery, M.P.; Sec., J. F. Quinn,
625 St. Dominique street; Treasur-

M. J. Ryatt, 18 St. Augustine

street.  Mects on the second

er,

Sun-

day of every month in St. Ann's
Hall, corner Young and Ottawa
streets, at 3.30 p.m,

food.

Branch 26
13th Novemper, 1883,
Branch St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, on
every Monday of each month., The
regular meetings for the transaction
of business are held on the 2nd and
4th Mondays of each month at 8
Officers :  Spiritual
P. Killoran: Chan-

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA,
—Organized

26 meets at

o'clock pam.
Adviser, Rev, T,

celor, J, M. Kennotyy President,
J. H. Maiden ; 1st Vice-President,
W. A. Hodgson; 2nd Vieo-Presi-
dent, J. B, McCabe : Recording Se-
cretary, R. M, J. Dolan, 16 Over-
dale Ave; Asst. Ree. Sec., B, J.
Lynch: Financinl Sceretary J.
J. Costigan, 325 St. Urbain st.;
Treasurer, J. H. Kelly ; Marshat,
M. J. O'Regamn: Guard, J. A. Har-
tenstein Trustees, W, A. Hodg-
son, T. R. Stovens, D. J. McGillis,
John Walsh' and Q. 1. Delaney 3
Jaclr was cross nothing pleased
Medical Officers,” ™v,- H. .J. Harri~
son. Dr. G. T1. Flezrrill and Dr. W, 7,

O’Connor.

Be Sure

and examine a copy of our catalogue
if yon have any idea of taking a pre-
paratory course for a

GOOD PAYING POSITION

We believe there is no school equal
to ours for methodical busipess train~
ing and for producing good results.
We solicit investigation and c¢om-
parison,

Enter any time, No vacations.

W. H. SHAW, - . . Principal,

OHUROH BHLLS

100 Ibs. to ’,
lg!l’!a:'o.ooo ibs. % $
BKLL y Na., U.6.A

WENEELY BILL CONEANY

TROY,N.X,,snd
177 BROADWAY, NEW YORE Ofty.

Massiacture Superior CHURCH BELLS




