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THAT GOOD LITTLE BOY, 
DOOR.

NEXT It is

boyThey say he’s the best little 
in the town,

He never does anything wrong;
Though he wears an old jacket that 

is faded and brown.
They say that he's never been 

known to frown.
And he’s good as the day is long,

And if I am careless, or tired of play 
And leave all my toys on the

They make such a fuss, and they 
always say,

That my things had better be given 
away

To that good little boy next door.

Please do not use the whip, 
seldom necessary.

Please remember that we will re
spond to a word as quickly as to a

Please remember that two weeks’ 
t vacation each year will make us 
more serviceable and valuable.

Please keep us in such good con
dition that you’ll be proud to drive

Please see that the harness fits 
and does not chafe sore or tender

Remember we work hard for you. 
—Our Dumb Animals.

Fa-

De You De These Thief■ ?

He must be a dreadfully good little 
boy

If he’s like what I’ve heard them 
say,

He loves to bring the cows at night 
And thinks it is silly to play with a 

kite, __
And would rather study than play 

No matter how hard I try to do 
right,

It’s just no use any more;
For it’s 'Oh, don’t, Teddy! ” from 

morning till night,
And it’s "Teddy,’ I wish you were 

half as polite
As that, good little boy next

theWhy is it I hate to go after

And study at school all day?
Why 16 it I always break my toys, 
And can’t get along without making 

a noise.
And why do I like to play?

But if I'm not anxious to pick up

Or sleep on the garret floor,
Or rock the baby on rainy days, 
They always speak of the* willing

Of that good little boy next door.

It is bad manners to make re
marks about the food at dinner.

To talk about things which only 
I interest yourself.

To contradict your fmends when
they are speaking.

To grumble about your home and 
relatives to outsiders.

To say smart things which may 
hurt some one’s feelings. ^

To dress Shabbily in the morning 
because no one - will see you.

To be rude to those who serve you 
either In shop or at home.

To think first of your own plea
sures when you are giving a party.

To refuse ungraciously when some
body .wishes to do you a favor.

news to me."
"Not half so much as to me, 

ther," 1 exclaimed. "I am simply 
staggered by the accusation."

After a few more minutes, the 
matter was arranged, and that eve
ning we found ourselves- alone in the 
schoplroom, awaiting the rioters. 
The Head had offered to be there 
and also to have a couple of police
men in ambush, but Diana declin
ed all such suggestions, with thanks.

"They will be as good as gold 
with ladies," she declared. "You see 
if they are not. In the heart of the 
most depraved man on earth, there 
still burns, not merely a spark, but 
a flame of chivalry."

I sincerely hoped she was right 
and that our Hooligan Knights 
might prove to be as Lancelots and 
Percevals, but I must confess to 
some misgivings when, at the stroke 
of eight, the tramp of hqbnailed 
boots, and shrill cat calls were 

heard approaching up the court.
Diana stood waiting for them at 

the high desk in the middle of the 
room, and I shall never forget their 
faces, when they* slouched in, with 
their caps on, to find a small wo
man confronting them. They stood 
stock still in the doorway, gaping, 
too utterly taken aback even to en
ter.

A Hoeligan Penitent.

Ex-

I often watch for that good Mtle

That I hear so much about,
But I never see his face at the (door 
Or hear him talking, and then, 

what’s more,
He never seems to come out.

But I think if I knew him quite 
well, you see,

And coaxed him to tell me, or 
Watched how he does it, it seems to 

me
That some day or other I really 

might be
Like that good little boy next

—G. E. Billings, in Youth's Com
panion.

( By Olive Katharine Parr, in 
tension. )

It began with the Boys' Club. At 
the time when the Cardinal was 
founding the Social Union—night 
clubs for boys and girls—our head 
parish priest (for whom Diana and 
1 slaved in our spare time)was na
turally desirous of seeing this neces
sary good work started in his pa
rish. There was not much difficulty 
about the girls. More ladies volun
teered than could be employed, but 
the boys were a much greater pro
blem, and the Head at last entrust
ed them to some gentlemen of the 
congregation. All went well in the 
beginning, but at last, an awful 
story circulated through the parish

"Good evening, boys," began Diana 
j cheerfully. "The club is now un
der new management, as you see.

! Come ine to the fire and have a 
j warm." (ït was a bitter night. )

As in a dream, two of the ring
leaders advanced, still with their 
heads covered.

"Caps off, please," said Diana, 
briskly. "Ladies ore present, now 
you see."

Instantly they uncovered and one, 
more zealous than the rest, reach
ed back to knock off the caps of 
those in the rear. So they crept 
in and sat down and looked at us 
in silence. There was not one ounce 
of bravado left in the whole lot. 
We conversed cheerfully with them, 
about many things, and, after a bit, 
one painfully sharp imp, smaller 
than the rest and known as the 
"clown,’'’ inquired, in shrill accents, 
"When the gents wos a cornin’?.’

‘There are no more gentlemen ex-
to the effect that, the”evening be- ' Pected/’ said Diana, with a twin- 
fore, the boys had had a riot, brok- i kle’ "unless you wish to bring some 
en the windows of the hall, and °* y°ur friends or relations. But for 
turned the gentlemen out en masse. to-niSkt our numbers are now com- 
Criticisms flew thick and fast, some : Plete "
to the effect that the Cardinal's Thia Produced a smothered guffaw 
new schemes would not prove prac- , and tbe "clown," who had inad- 
tical. "Oil and water never mixed vertently re-capped himself, was al-

B«yi, Don't Swear.

Of all foolish, disgusting, as well 
as wicked habits, it seems to me 
that profanity is the very worst., 
What possible satisfaction can any 
boy or man derive from taking God’s 
name in vain? And yet you meet 
boys every day, who seem to think 
it a manly thing to do.

Ask the most profane man you 
know for his opinion on the sub-

yet, and never will, not for the most 1y”ched by the entire mob. 
whole college of Cardinals put to- When ordcr waB once more restored 
gether," snorted one wiseacre they began questioning Diana as to

"I don't know that they are want- how the Kiris' club was conducted, 
ed to mix," replied a meek lady who i lcanmg ovcr the. desks, one above 
had not, hitherto, been thought to ^be °*,ber' *n their anxiety to hear 
"have anything in hei“." "Oil podr- - cV®5L ™Td' ,

ed on troubled waters calms them ! That s wot I sh d like," shrilled 
and still keeps to the top you ! the clown- "Some sense in arsting 
know. That is rather more His ' ua ter come aDd makc warm close, 
Eminence's notion, I fancy. And 1; ; and keeP what ycr make, instead of 
think, myself, that he would do : thls b—boxing, I mean, and siqh 
better to wait and hear why and llke' Wouldn't yet S't ua some flan- 
how the disturbance occurred before ne*’ and us ma-ke shirts
criticizing our ecclesiastical superi- ,er ourselves and keep them? We

. ■ 1 non cnnr’a moll no —n n.r 0.0I T

token them over, they argued, there 
would have been no flannel shirts. 
Some of them also todk to making 
comforters on wooden frames, and 

where they ever learned to sow, 
we never could gather. But sew 
they did, wearing their thimbles on 

their forefingers like tailors. in 
winter, when the nights were still 
dark, an escort always saw us safe
ly home to our own door, and 
many were the weird presents 
brought to us' from the costers’ 
barrows. Some took the form of 
rosy-cheeked apples polished to a 
suspicious brightness. (Over the 
coster method of polishing it is best 
to draw a veil. But, luckily, we 
were never expected to eat our pre
sents in public ). And then came the 
gladdening news from one or other 
of the boys that they were once 
more regularly attending Sunday 
Mass. But the climax was reached 
when the “clown” followed us out, 
one Friday evening, and asked, in a 
subdued tone, whether he might go 
to confession. The Fathers were 
then hearing, so Diana tolled me off 
to see him through, and I led the 
way to*the great church, followed 
bravely by a figure qlad in cordu
roys and sacking. "To whom will you 
go?" I asked. "Father B. is very 
very kind."

The "clown" shook his head. "Not
much. Father Z----- 's my priest.
Yus, lydy, I know he’s a bit of a 
scorcher. But I alius went to 'x!m 
when I wos a nipper and I bet I 
deserve a doing."

Accordingly, we knelt down. The 
Head’s box was at the very bottom 
of the church, for which I was not 
sorry. It was a fashionable church, 
and I feared the sack might attract 
embarrassing notice to its wearer.

For a long time the poor "clown" 
remained with buried face and, 
glancing back, I could see the Head, 
with opened doors, watching us from 
behind. Suddenly the would-be pe
nitent sidled toward me. "I s’pose 
yer couldn’t go in fust and smooth 
the way1 a bit!" he suggested. "It's 
'arder’n I thought."

Who. could refuse? Not I, though 
I had never once dared to brave the 
Head in confession. Tremblingly I 
entered the confessional and knelt 
down, while, at that precise mo
ment, there flashed into my .troubl
ed mind the harrassing story of the 
woman who got, as a penance, three 
Our Fathers for her own sins, and 
the Penitential Psalms daily for a 
month for her husband’s. With this 
lurid object lesson against telling 
tales in confession, I opened pro
ceedings, wondering if the unfortun
ate wife’s confessor could have been 
anything like such a dragon as the 
Head.

"Please, Father," I faltered, "I 
haven't c,ome to confession. It’s the 
‘clown’—I mean Ned Rmiler, Father.
He wants to come now, and he 
hasn't been since he left school, and 
he hasn’t been to Mass or anything 
since, and he asked me to pave the 
way for him."

Anxiously I peered through at the 
white profile, and awaited condem
nation. But none came. Could that 
tender face, softened by a Christlike 
pity, indeed have been the Head’s?
If so, here for the first time I saw 
the priest as he really was, with 
all masks of reserve cast away. Then 
came a gentle voice.

"Poor boy! I quite understand.
Tell him not to be afraid. I under
stand everything. And you, my 
child, God bless you." *

As in a dream, I rose, went out, 
and, delivered the comforting mes
sage to the poor "clown," then 
knelt down once more to wait. It 
was a long time, . and when he 
emerged I could not see his face,

tJon. But it was something far 
jug*.! precious than a diamond- 
something which would have caused
. --- ’ "H " .... to«*Uothe arrogant lady ncrseif to 
the Hooligan his presence In hersit- 
ting.

For upon the arm cushion, on the 
ruby velvet whose smooth outface 
showed signs of plushiug from rough 
irreverent elbows, theta shone—one 
bright tear.

POErS CORKER
the memorarb.

Virgin tender-Remember, Mary, 
hearted,

How from of old the ear hath ne- 
ver heard

That he who to thin* arms for re
fuge darted.

Thy help Implored with reverent, 
earnest word,

Thy prayers besought, and on thine 
interceding

Wyth loving confidence and trust 
relied—

Did ever futile find his fervent plead
ing

Or see thy grace and favor e'er de
nied.
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O Virgin Mother, 'mongst all i 
there tender

With equal confidence to thee 
fly—

To thee I come as to 
fender;

A weeping sinner, unto thee I cry 
Sweet Mother of the Word Incarn

ate, hear me—
May e’en my halting words effi

cient prove;
Cast not away my prayer, but deign 

to cheer me.
And let my*sore distress thy pity 

move.
—Rev. A. B. O’Neill, C.S.C 

the Ave Maria.

when the Irish call the “rh *8h’ I
°5S ‘h° “lcl1 the battle powJer’ 

Is a savour sweet to the (Vit C ’ 
When the hottle-drums rattle 1 

In the heart of the firing

in

AT LAST.

My fromlittle son, who looked 
thoughtful eyes 

And moved and spoke in quiet, grown 
up wise,

Having my law the seventh time 
disobeyed

I struck him and dismissed 
With hard words and unkissed—
His mother, who was patient, being 

dead.

Then, fearing lest his grief should 
hinder sleep,

I visited his bed.
But found him slumbering deep, 
With darkened eyelids,, and their 

lashes yet 
From his late sobbing wet;
And I, with moan,
Kissing away his tears, left others 

of my own;
For, ^on a table drawn beside his

He had put beside his reach 
A box of counters and a red-veined 

stone,
A piece of glass abraided by the 

beach.
And six or seven shells,
A bottle of bluebells,
And two French copper qoins, rang

ed there with careful art.
To comfort his sad heart.

louder 
belt.

So, not with a song at bn*., 
and not with a song of „ j g:

I am glad of my Little8Peonle^t, 
wandered, and fought an? h° *

They salted the earth with • 
qourage, and filled the w.th their strength Earth I

And the God of their Irish mother, i 
^answer their pra^ 1̂

Whoever the Wild Folk wander 
Wherever the Kind Folk bide

The Faith and tYie Hope is in them 
Whatever, whate'er betide.

Ye will hear of the Little People 
who hail from the Western Isle

Where the Shamrock grows in thé
byeatdh°eWét„eand **“ I

Ye %}} h=ar of my Irish people- 
till the work of the world shall 

cease—
In the fields of the Nations” battles 

peacethe hal'S the Empires'

—E. J. Brady, in Sydney Freeman.

LAY FOR WEEKS 
AT DEATH’S DOOR:

But Dodd's Kidney Pills cured | 

Mrs. Thompson's Dropsy.

It started with Backache and grew 

worse till the doctor laid she must die.

So when that night I prayed 
To God, I wept and said,
"Ah, when at last we lie with 

tranced breath.
Not vexing Thee in death,

........ .. ...................... .... see „m ™m™berest of what toys
but, to my consternation, the sack- made our joys,

ject. If he is honest, he will tell I .. . _
you he cannot help a feeling of dis- , Whlle tke storm was at its height 
gust for another as profane as him- ' „aI\a had OCCasi°n to call on the 
self, while he respects the man who I Head’ ab?u> ,an°tber matter, and I
can converse with him without us
ing any profane language.

Then, like all bad habits, it is hard 
to get rid of.

Form this habit while you are 
young, the time will come when you 
will be heartily ashamed of it. Then 
see how very hard it will be to 
break yourself. The writer once 
knew a boy who related his first 
experience like this: The first time 
he ever uttered an oath he was tho
roughly frightened. He rather ex
pected to be stricken dumb or even 
dead. And yet how soon that feel
ing wore off, and it became second 
nature because he persisted in it, 
thinking, as so many other boys 
foolishly think, that it would make 
a man of him.

Then, as he grew older and be
came ashamed of himself, as well as 
the habit, what a struggle it was 
to shake it off. I remember very 
well how we labored with that poor 
boy, and how persistently he tried 
and struggled within himself to 
correct the evil habit until finally he 
was able to shake it off. But it 
was a great task. When last I saw 
him he had grown to manhood, but 
never forgot to thank his friends for 
the good advice they gave him.

No, boys, you cannot afford to 
utter the lirst Oath, but if you have 
let it be the last.

accompanied her. ( Diana is my 
mother. ) He was sitting in his el
bow chair in *his special sanctum, 
enveloped in a well-night ' impene
trable cloud of gloom. But he glared 
at us from under his eyebrows, of
fered us chairs, and then placed one 
ear invitingly outside his capouch. 
For him, and under such circum
stances, this was a cordial

I have often wondered why all 
loved that old man. He was over 
seventy, somewhat deaf, a rigorist 
of the old school in matters theolo-

can sew’s well as -any gal, I bet.
For a moment even Diana was 

staggered. We both thought at 
first that it was a piece of exquisite 
satire, but it quickly became evident 
that they were in grim earnest. And 
after all, it was not to be wonder
ed at. There was not a boy there 
with'a decent suit of clothes, and 
their calling was the arduous and 
exposed trade of costering. All day 
and half Saturday night they lived 
in the streets in all weathers, earn
ing barely enough to get them food, 
let alone such luxuries as clothing 
and boots. Though it was a fine 
night, four present wore sacks 
over their shoulders instead of jack
ets; and on wet nights, the entirev.u °vuw, 1U luavtGiG bUWIU- | . , . , . — -----------

gical, dainty to his finger tips, and contin£ent arrived vn sacks. They 
proverbially severe in the confes- WCre* 1 saPP°se- as rough and as

— nw a not nf hnvta nn I_____

The Hi net Plead.

sional. But, after the first inter- 
view, we all became his abject 
slaves. Alas! that I must use the 
past tense in thus writing of him. 
All that is left to us of him now, 
is a fine monumental brass near the j 
spot where his confessional used to 
stand; and an empty niche in many 
a heart, which will never again be 
filled.

"I am so sorry, Father, to hear 
about the trouble with the boys," 
began Diana, briskly. "But it comes 
of. putting men with them. If you 
had appointed ladies for them as 
well as for the girls, it would have 
been much better."

A gleam shot from the keen blue 
eyes.

"Just what I was thinking, my 
child," he acquiesced, - nibbing his 
alabaster-like hands together. "Well, 
will you take them?"

“Yes,” answered Diana, promptly.
The stern face relaxed still fur

ther.
"Whom will you have as helpers?

but Olive, to begin with, 
rate. I must have people, or

low a set of boys as could have 
been found in London, speaking from 
the usual ignorant Pharisaical 
standpoint. And yet how clever, 
how kind, how plucky and how 
grateful were the same "low 
roughs!”

Just as Diana was being over
whelmed with requests for flannel, 
the lower door opened and a white^ 
robed figure stood in the aperture. 
It was the Head, too anxious to re
main away any longer. There was 
a rush at hie entrance. Some fled 
toward hiïn, some made for the 
outer door. These last were prompt
ly stopped by Diana. One among 
the deserters was the "clown," who 
confessed apologetically that he 
hadn’t seen Father Z— since he was 
a nipper at the school, and was con- 
sciouB-stricken at the unexpected

Well, from that evening, our dear 
Hooligans—as the Head would call 
theQfe—flourished like grass in

Mana dld bQy flannel, and 
they did spend every club e 
in worldnjf'feverishly at shirts 
ly we tried to lure them to

robed figure stumped defiantly up 
the middle aisle to the quarters of 
the elite at the top. The church 
was very quiet and heads turned at 
the unaccustomed music of hobnail
ed boots upon the i beautiful tiling. 
Still, he marched on, even to the 
very top seat of all, which, in ho
nor of its purse-proud owner, was 
upholstered with crimson velvet 
cushions. I followed at a respect
ful distance and knelt in the bench 
behind him, determined to defend 
him to the death if the haughty 
owner of the sitting should happen 
along. , He knelt there perfectly * 
motionless, and I viewed, with 
growing anxiety, the dirty elbows 
and ragged sack rubbing upon the 
velvet.

At last, he arose and stumped 
away with bent head, and just as 
I, too, prepared to go, something 
glittered on the cushions jn the gas- 
light. It looked like a iamond re
flecting the light. Thinking that 
the proud lady might have lost a 
jewel, I moved round into the 
bçnch to make a closer investiga-

How weakly understood 
Thy great commanded good.
Then fatherly, not less 
Than I* whom thou hast molded 

from the clay.
Thou’It leave Thy wrath and say 
I will be sorry for their child

ishness."
—Coventry Patmore.

Holt, Ont., May 9.—(Special)- 
All the countryside here is ringing 
with the wonderful cure of Mrs. Sa
muel Thompson, who lay at the 
point of death for weeks, swollen 
With Dropsy so that the doctor five 
different times decided to tap her 
but desisted because, as her husband 
said, "It might be better to let her 
die in peace." After the doctor , 
had given her up Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills cured her.

Mrs. Thompson's terrible trouble I 
started with pain in the back. She 
grew worse and the doctor treated j
her for jaundice 
Then her

THE LITTLE PEOPLE.

Troubled With 
Constipation 
For Years•

Have you heard of a Little People, 
who hail from a Little Isle. 

Where the Shamrock grows in the 
meadow and the colleen waits by 
the stile? )

Have you heard of my Little People 
as they wander to and fro 

In the lands of their Love and La
bor where the Irish exiles go? 

They builded1 the great west rail
roads.

And .limbered the world's great

They’ll follow the last o’ the trail 
roads,

Wherever the last trail runs:

boxing and other games. They o 
and stitchArf ««tii «♦ — _ a*—.

An attractive placard, headed with 
picture of four horses and the 

'Please be kited to ua—We 
hard for you," la being cir-

Aar ™*uUrity •! tha bow* k * 
*■»'* diapré in ta year kaalth aad 
*a«Id ba aameted at aaea far H Ma k 

done anaartpation and all Meta ti 
diaaaaae ia liabla to attack yaa.

MBbura'a Laa-Urar N]e our* "m 
«omaah, Ltrar lad

They are gentle in peace, my kins
folk, but somehow averse in 
strife,

Having learned i*n their early con
flict the value of that called— 
Life.

They are lions and doves together; 
together they laugh and cry—

But no man says of the Irish that 
they know not how to die.

For their Soggarth stands before

And tie bids the ranks to kneel,
When the war smoke thickens o'er

tor eight weeks, 
feet and legs began to 

swell, and it was realized that Drop
sy was the trouble. For seven 
months she suffered. The doctor said 
there was no hope; she must die.

As a last resort, Dodd's Kidney 
Pills were tried. The improvement 
was slow, but gradually her 
strength came back. To-day Mrs. 
Thompson is a well woman. She 
says, and the country-side knows, 
she owes her life to Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills.

If the disease is of the Kidneys, 
or from the Kidneys, Dodd's Kid
ney Pills will cure it.

It was Monday morning, and the j
rent collector was pursuing his 
task. His nag was getting heavy J 
when he reached the house of Mrs. 
M’Pherson. Little Johnnie opened j 
the door and said: "Mother and fa
ther are out. Will you please call 
on Friday?” "And why on Friday, 

my little mah?” asked the collect
or. "That's what I don’t know,’ 
replied Johnnie, "unless it’s because j 
we are going to leave on Thursday.’

His Friend Said \
' If They Don't Help or 
Cere You I Will Stand 

«The Price."

And the muzzles click to steel.
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