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and Girls:
ml;rowm:bmlt those gardens I
thought you were all preparing. sw
1y it is time to write us about them.
ou must have lilac blooms

sure ¥
I They are- the

around your houses.

sweetest things we can get now. I
am patiently waifing for letters.
Your loving
AUNT BECKY.
L B
“LULLABY.”

Come, cowe my sweet !
Those little feet
‘ panced through the happy day ;
But now to rest,
Like sun in west,
Must-hie themselves away !

Shut tired eyes—
The butterflies
' Have left the daisies too—
And birds to nest,
On mother’s breast,
Are just as glad as you !

Good-night ! Good-night |

" My heart's delight,
Hush—sleep—aad never fear !
Soon in their best
will flowers be drest,
Teworrow's dawn so near.

Hush, hush, dear heart !

Stir not nor start !

QGod's stars shine in the sky.

And now to rest—

Like sun in west,

Earth sings your lullaby.
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TEDDY’D FIRST POCKET.

“1 want pockets in my new pamts,”
said Teddy.

“You are too little,”’ said mamma.

“Please, mamma !" Teddy pleaded.
#Pockets go with pants. All  the
big boys have them.’’

“Well,” mamma replied, ‘‘I suppose
you must have them. Yes, I will
put some in.”’

“Nonsense ?'"’ exclaimed Aunt Emi-
ly. “Clara, you don’t mean to let
that baby have pockets ? He will
have them full of rubbish and in a
dreadful condition all the time. He's
too little for trousers, to say mnoth-
ing of pockets.”

But mamma put the pockets in, and
Ted was happy. He went round with
his hands in those little snuggeries,
feeling very proud and grown-up, and
trying to whistle; and by and by he
began to put things into them.

“If T had the darning-cotton, 1
would mend the stockings,” said
grandma, ‘‘but it ism’t in the bas-
ket.”

“Here it is,”” said Teddy, taking a
little black ball out of his right

»

i

h

fl

ti

pocket. “‘I found it behind the door, | d
grandma. I didn’t know it was
darn-cotton; I thought it was just
string.”’

“You didn’t happen to find my [w

pencil, did you ?’ asked Sister Sue.
“T lost it yesterday and I can’t find
it anywhere.”” i

“Yes,” said Teddy, f‘it was in the
Wwaste-basket, I picked it out and
Put it in my pocket, I didn’t know
it was yours, Susie,”” he said, as he
Passed it to her,

Pretty soon mamma could not find
her thimble. . “I had it this morn-
ing,” she said, “‘amd all at omce I
missed it. I am sorry, for it was
the one you gave me, Emily."”

“Here it is,”” said Teddy. *'I found
it down in the pansy hed. I meant
to give it to you, but I forgot.’’

“It must have fallen off the win-
dow-sill,” said mamma. I remem-
ber now: I was sitting by the garden
window,"”

That afternoon Sister Mary asked

pr
if anybody had seen a button,

for
she had lost one off her blue dress;
Tom inquired if ' had | run

861085 his jack-knife, ‘which he was|
Using at noon afd mislaid; y
Deeded a piece of string iﬁ
and grandpa. ¢ ¥

nail.

& bluebottle fly—and Mr. Fly fell to
the ground with ome of his
broken.

Jack lifted his paw to step on the
bluebottle—‘‘please don’t crush me!”’

asked the dog.

you that
answered the fly.

pPuzzled to hear what the bluebottle
had to say.

fly.

tell you where you
all you want without trouble,”” de-
clared the lame fly.

his hind legs and pointed to a hive
not far away and told Jack that if
he would go there he could get all
the honey he could eat.

stuck his nose, and rolled his tongue
around among the homeycomb.
was the sweetest honey he had ever
tasted, but just as he was beginming
to enjoy it most he met with am un-
pleasant surprise.

was a
his nose and opem mouth and tongue,
and every ome of them drove
sting hard and fast into the tvender
flesh of poor Jack.
the dog’s nose had swollen go large
that he could not withdraw i from
the hole, and he howled with pain.

could wrench his nose clear of

bathe the blistered member,

never did.—Detroit Journal.

WHY BROTHER WOULDN'T

his throat, and mother ran to help
him,

play with.
top off, and, of course, ne gou
pepper in his eyes.

ther play with
said the mother.

sisted Jim.

get into his eyes and smart like fire;

me, but I didn't believe him.’’

cat, and it was just Frisk,”’

ed Buser.

Mother looked puzzled, you may
be sure.

“A wildcat ! How could he say

the pepper pot was a wildcat 7’

the tears had dome good in wasaing
hi

and did not laugh a
looked at him and waited to hear
what it all meant.

twisting out of sight of his mother’s
eyes. ‘“‘“We were
buff, and Buser would be blind man,
though he couldn’t catch anything
but Frisk, andFrisk wasn’t playing.”
““And when he caught Frisk—'"

story had come to a standstill.

and scared me,”" said Buser, finishing
‘up the story.

. !'Was. that right, Jim 2" asked the
3| “1 was just fooling, mother.
“‘But

ESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

wings

“Don’t crush me,"” cried the fly as

“Why should I have pity on you?”

“"Because 1 have something to tell
is of interest to you,”

“Well, what is it ?”’ asked Jack,

““Do you like homey 7’ asked the

‘“Yes,”” anewered Jack.
‘“Then, if you will spare me, T will
can go and get

“Where 2’ asked the dog.
The bluebottle fly raised himeelf on

Into the hole in the hive Jack

It

The whole family of bees,—and it
very large family—set upon

his

In an instamt

The lame fly crawled up and cried:
“That serves you right for break-
ng my wing.’’

It was several minutes before Jack
the
ive, and he ran a mile to a creek to

“I shall never take a bluebottle
y’'s advice again,’”’ he cried, and he

* P+ b
BE-
LIEVE,

Buser screamed as if he would split

The trouble was that Buser had
aken the little silver pepper-pot to
Of course, he pulled the
the

“Jim, how could you let your bro-
the pepper cruet ?2°’

“I told him mot to, mother,’”
“I told him it

in-
would

idn't I, Buser ?’’
““Yes,”” sobbed the baby, ‘he telled

‘“Why, Buser ! did you think Jim
ould tell you a story ?"*

““He did. He said it was a wild-
exclaim-

Buser laughed aloud, showing that

blue eyes, but Jim hung his head
bit. Mamma
‘“It was this morning,”’ said Jim,

playing blindman’s

ompted his  mother, for Jim’s

‘“He telled me it was a wildeat,

you have broken the truth

Hie

| fame still continues. He was

{istence is the decorations, in the Sala

methods, who is the real
productive force in a community. He
is wanted everywhere. But_there is
very little demand for human ma-
chines.—O0. M. 8., in Success.
*+ 4+ P

THE OBEDIENT BOY,

A little boy was sailing a  boat
with a playmate a good deal larger
than he was.
The boat had sailed a good way
out in the pond, and the big boy
said: ““Go in, Jim, and got her. It
isn’t over your ankles, and I've been
in every time."
“l daren’t,”” said Jim; “I'll carry
her all the way home for you, but I
can't go in there; she told me 1
mustn’t dare to.’”’
““Who’s she ?”’ /
‘“My mother,” replied Jim, rather
softly.
“Your mother ! why, 1 thought
she was dead,”” said the big boy.
“That was before she died. Eddie
and 1 used to come here and-sail our
boats, and she never let us come un-
less we had strings enough to haul
in with. T ain’t afraid: you Kknow
’'m not; only she did not want me to
and I can’t do it."”
Wasn’t that a beautiful spirit ‘that
made little Jim obedient to his mo-
ther even after she was dead ?

+ 4
THAT STAYED OUT.

(Carolyn S. Bailey, in New England
Homestead. )

THE DOLL

Poor Mehitabel Susan Jane,
All one night she lay out in the lane,
And only the stars looked down to
see

How lonesome a lomely rag doll cam
be.
A little black bat who was pert and
bold

Laughed at Mechitabel there in
cold.

The old grey owl in the hemlock tree

the

Peered with his queer round eyes to
see

Whatever that was sitting up by the
gate,

A little rag doll left out so late !
And when it came morning I found
her there,

And T hugged her tight. and I comb-
ed her hair,

And she seemed all rght, but
again
Will T leave
lane !

never

Mehitabel out in the
+ 4+ *
CHARITABLE SPARROWS.
The sparrow has never been noted
for its good works and kind deeds,
but the following little story throws
a new light on these despised littlo

covered with a wire screen.  While
dressing the next morning he looked
out of his window and was amazed
at the actions of a couple of spar-
rows who were carrying worms to
the young robin in the enclosure.
They would fly away omly to return
& few moments later with worms,
which they dropped through the
screen into the upturned mouth of
the captive. They kent up this cha-
ritable feeding until the robin  was
liberated, and even then thev hover-

(B. E. B, in Sunday Companior.)

There is an artist kmown to the
world as ‘‘Perugino,”’ or ‘“Il Peru-
gino,” after Perugia, in Italy, where
he lived many years. His birthplace
is Citta della Pieve, umbera,  taly,
and he was born in the year 1446
and died in 1524, ;

suffering continued, amd X'b(’gnn
feel that her condition was hopeless.
Indeed I began
powers

It is' while the mind is still

things in literature

always, of course, -

is to read them.

Country Calendar for May as follows:
““The first perfume of vernal bloom
drifting upon the  breeze, thrilling
your sense as you walk the highway,
or cross the little hill by the foot-
Path, wsually appears in early May.

takable—it is a token of bloom some-

breath of the myriad opening buds in

field and wood, or has the south
wind brought it from warmer climes?

For years 1 was much pazzled as to

the sugar maple bloom.

south-west wind and a day that woes
and caresses all things.

PALE, FEEBLR GIRLS.

A Great Responsibiiity Rests on
Motners of Growing Girls.

A great and serious responsibility
rests upom every mother whose daugh-

hood into womanhood.
crisis, and if she is to be a healthy,
happy woman, she must develop
rightly now, She must not be pale,
sunken-cyed,

sallow, languid and
bloodless a® this time. She must
have additiona) strength and rich,

pure blood to help her to

strong,
healthy womanhood.

There is only
one absolutely certain way to get
new, rich, health-giving blood,
that is through the usge of Dr. Wil
Pink Pills. Every pill helps
to make rich, life-giving blood, that
in
the body and the glow of health to

and

lams’

brings strength to every organ

pale, sallow cheeks. Thousands of
scrappers. 7 g 3
3 4 pale, anaeamic girls in all parts of
Last spring a young robin was|?
A Canada have been made well and
found floundering about a gentle-
E strong through the use of Dr. Wil
man’s lawn. It was unable to fly.] N ]
x liams’ Pink Pills. Mrs. Rachel John-
and had evidently fallen fraom the i 7y
i s son, Hemford. N.S., says :—"“As a
nest. Fearing that the cats might s
d S Ak ight. thi 0 result of overstudy in school, the
vou in > ni 3 S gem % 3
e .(‘ gl i > health of my daughier, Ellen, be-
man took the bird to the rear of his A i 5
came greatly impaired. She grew
yard and placed it in an enclosure

extremely nervous, was pale and thin,
and suffered from most severe head-
aches.
notwithstanding all we did for her in
the way of

She had no appetite, and

medical treatment, her

to

to fear
failing.

her mental

were One of my

friends strongly urged me to fry Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, and as I
willing to do anything that
help her 1 sent for a supply.

was
might
After

§ i using  the pills for less tham a
:E::Tv"&q:;‘n:t:f:a::‘mmod guar- month, we saw that her vigor was
g i 7 2 returning, and in ‘less than three
* & 4 months her health was fully restor-

PERUGINO. ed. Considering the fact that she

had been ill for two vears, and that
doctor’s treatment did her not one
particle of good, I think her
speaks volumes
merit of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.”

cure
for the wonderful

The new blood which Dr. Williams’

Pink Pillsactually make, is the whole
secret! of their great power to cure

In his d R F ue - onii dz‘lsansmA ’l‘h'at‘.m the mso’n‘ theso

of the great artists of Italy, and his|”' . (""" anaemia, heart. paipitation,
18

e Dt b and  backaches, rheumat-

the
Beacher of the great Raphael, and his
renowned pupil never ceased to re
spect and honor his master, | -

Perugino’s greatest work

in ex-

del Cambio at Perugia. Some of his|

ism, neuralgia, kidney troubles, and
a host of other aftments due to bad
blood and weak nerves. But be sure
1 Yyou.have the genuine with the

full

name, “Dr. Williams’ Pink Pillg for
Pale People,” on the wrapper around
‘each box. 1If in doubt, write
1o the Dr. Williams' Medicine Co..
Brockvillé, Ont., and the pills  will
be sent by ma
or six boxes for

direct

il at .50 cents-a -Lox
2.50.

fresh
and the memory quick, that the best
' should be read,
choosing those
books which are not beyond the com-
prehension of the child or youth who
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THE ODOR OF SPRING.
John Burroughs writes in The

It is faint and delicate, but unmis-

ter is passing the threshold of girl4
She 18 at a

{Wwe have in heaven a mother whose
Jjoy it is to shower' upon us her chil-

ATRIBUTE OF LOVE TO MARY

——————

When God, in His all-merciful good-
ness, created time, He allotted to
every moment thereof its own
spective function, and from that es-
pecial avocation it has never de-
viated during the six thousand years
of its existence,
then, than those hallowed by
remembrance of Mary Immaculate,
could  Time, the oldest
creatures, mark out ?

of Qod's

There is in each day, an hour when
the busy hum of labor ceases in its
course, and the noontide is lulled to

sleep by its own fragrances; the
where. One throws up_ his head and heart, then momentarily released
sniffs it and searches for it, as he from the cares and troubles of the
wowld bend his ear for some faint, | world, soars to Mary’s throne, there
far-off strain of music. It is a

to offer its humble salutation. Yes,
as the sweet Angelus Bells peal out
their tones, the toilers pause anx
With uncovered heads and hearts up-

lifted, pour forth their orisons to
the origin of this rare, clusive odor Mary our Mother, in words of love
of early May mornings. Now 1 am xuld’]n‘nisv.
convinced it comes from the blossom- And when the deep gold, of eventide
ing elms; 1 have traced it home. | burns in the western sky: when toil-
There seems to be only a brief pe-| some day is o'er  and all nature
riod, probably only one or two | sinks to rest ’neath the broad sha-
mornings, when the clms emit this | dows of twilight, how soothing it is
delicious odor. Tt is the same with

to the tired spirit to waft to heaven

It is not|on the wings of the soft and gentle
every spring that 1 catch its per- | breezes, our hymn of deep thanksgiv-
fume. 1t seems heavier than that of [ ing: the beautiful Magnificat.
the elm and does not drift so far Each month throughout the year
upon the brecze, but it is equally | contains also a special feast  day of
brief and uncertain. In both cases | our Mother Mary. At one time we
the atmospheric conditions must be are lost in admiration of the child
favorable: a warm, moist, gentle | who, at the tender age of three

years, leaves the happy abodo of hear
saintly parents, to seek the solitude
of the in hold
sweet imtimate  comunume with
the God of her heart. At f{he
sentation in the Temple thay
nought but a

Tample,
and

order to
pre-
Saw
child of marvellous
beauty and precocious piety; but
angels of heaven her

the
strewed path
with odoriferous flowers and chanted
her entry with melodious

for they beheld that

coneerts,

m fair and

fragile creature their own glarious
Mistress, the Virgin Mother of God
At

whom

another
the

time we behold her

call their Quewen,
wending her guiet way to the Temn-
ple more humble than the most hum-
ble and she might of
fer the most costly gift, had she so

angels

woman; who

wished it. presents only the simple
offering of the poor, as a ransom for
her Divine Son, the King or Hea-
ven.

Again we honor her whose humble
fiat drew carthwards the Son of God
from the bosom of His Fternatl Fa-
ther, to her own pure aud loving
heart. Now we knecl at the feet
of our Mother of Good Counsel, to

implore from her mafernal lips those
words of advice whose fulfilinont will
one day conduct us safely to our true
home above. And is it esLary
wait for the feast of our sweet 1
of Good

nee to
audy
Counsel in order
do ? Is ghe not
ways ready to listen to our
tions

hearts ?

to ask

what we must al-

supplica-
and to soothe our aching
Let us, then, po often to
our Mother and speak to her in the
simple .words of pur little hymn:-
“Life, alas ! is often dark and dreary
Lurking shadows hide the truth from
view,

When my soul is most perplexed and
weary,

Mother, tell me, what am 1 to do ?
And when we shall have poured the

beuat-up feelings of over-burdened
hearts into her ever-attentive  ear,
even though tears flow freely and

mingle with our prayer, yet we shall
rise comforted, for we feel that our
Mother has_heard our sighs and
listened to our entreaties, and with
heart comsoled we continue our hymn
of confidence :

‘In thy guidance tranguilly reposing,
Now I face my toils and cares anew,
Aidl through life and at
closing,

Mcther 1 tell me, what am 1 to do?”’

its awful

On the feast of Our Lady, Help of
Christians, ascends to Mary's throne
a special petition for supernatural
strength, with which to combat our
many foes during this weary war-
fare against = dangers and tempta-
tions, - And most fervent are our
supplications to our Mother of ‘Per-
petual “Help; for 18 not this . title
4he. dearest of all to the Arail, hp-
mar heart; that sweet assurance that

€ he endless riciies of her . Di-
vili»‘Sm?"_ A

What greater events!
the |

foes !

mortality : Mary, who alone has es-
caped the fiery weapons o, ’vfl; Mary,
| whose Immaculate Concéption  has.
| elevated her to the most sublimo of
| all vocations: Virgin, Mother of
i God Himself, Oh ! Mary, thy very
name brings  unspeakable happiness.
10 our hearts. That holy name in
ivqhivh is hidden g spell so potent,,
| that merely fo pronounce it softens

| the heart, to write it beautifies the

‘.\:l_\'lu.
And now, we might ask, why is
the month of May especially  con~

secrated to
Wihen the
wisdom set

Mary ?

Church in her wnerring
apart ‘a feakt, fol-
the impress stamped
upon the human heart by nature. In
the bleak days of autumn, wnen the
of their Dright

leaves, and nature, as it were, seems.

she

lowed therein

trees are stripped

to die. then it is that the Church
celgbrates the feast of her departed
faithful, whereby we are impressod

with  that inexpressible loneliness.

which better  disposes us to

the

raise

our hearts above transient joys:

of this sead earth. Or, again, wish—

ing to recall in-
Y.ord,
of Christmas is celebrated

the
tense suffering of our Divine

feast

to our hearts
the
in the depth of winter, amid snow,
ite and darkness, when everything
human is safely protected rrom the
In liker
in the life-giving:
the heart is:
countless  beauties
it, the Church
petuates the feast of Mary.

rigors of that severe season.
it that
month of May,
gay the
which surround

nmanner is
when
amid

per-

Behold, then, the cherished month
of cur Mother !|'  The month of exul-
tation, the forerunner of the most
beautiful season, when earth smiles
amid the adornments of nature, be-
stowed upon it by the loving hand
of Almighty God; yes, that same
sweet month has returned agwin .

May
and

comes forth
like

berty to winter's prisoners;

in all her beauty
sunshine, message, of lis

like

w

m

gleam  of  hope  piercing the dark:
clowds of despair and dejection, withy
a promise of renewed life (o ther
weary heart. All creatures  strive

with rivalled zeal to offer their hom-
age to the Queen of May.
The lengthening days, the roseate

dawns, painting in varied tints the
serene blue heavens, golden sunsets,
opeming flowers, budding trees and

sweeping rivers and limpid streams,

just freed from the strong clasp of
their icy charms; rippling brooks,

winding alohg  on their refreshing:
the

little birds saluting with twittering:

course through veraamt woods,

acclaim the rising King of Day,
lark
wing and warbling

the

mounting to heaven on sunlit
unweariod
hymn of praise,

the morning zephyrs, gently arousing

with
vVoice ils ceaseless

the peaceful slumbers of the streams,

the enamel of the various fields and
freshness of the green forests.

When Nature vies in such a mannee
to honor Mary, shall we, her child-
stand and
our praise with the gentle beauties.
of spring 7  Shall we not hearken to
the lesson of. the little flowers that
adorn our Mothei's altar 2" The chilk
‘winter  of “ingratitudd 4s' over, and
May' has héralddd' fn ihe lengthening
days of watmest love. Let us go
then to Mary, and during her glori-
ous month-let us 'hasten to make re-
paration for ‘all the insults offered ta
the most tender of mothers; and there:
on her shrine amidst smiling flowers.
and brilliant lights let us place our
hearts -as the deepest token of our
aflection. Yes, and let us go and.
fall on our knees before that vision
of lowveliness the time-honored
sanctuary of dear old St. Awnn's,
which is like some beautiful dream
in whose presence we can but lift our
hearts in silent homage to Mary, for
the grandeur of the sceme is too deeph
for words. In our inmost souls we
then beseech Mary to guard those
Poor hearts which love her fo muche
until that eternal May-day, when
gathered around her own heavenly
throne, rich with the odors of celes~
tial beauty and love, we shall chant
the endless glories of our Queen  oft
May. i

ren, by refuse 1o mingle

in

MARGARET MAHONRY,
MAY 15. 1905 {

CONFIDENCE TN THE BLESS

eI - VIRGIN. . 1
Aot us have - con
and go. to. her. in. all
With her aid, and under

%

tior, ‘we shall vanquish




