d to think he
ong to me:
m at 7  yearg

for a couple of
good Catholicg
at I could not

I
to mysell that

¢ done, and

his abilities in
mined to ques-
,» at that time
lartiord, with
acquainted,

that I had oc-
ford, and
ks  of Father
rmined {o

res

00
him ~ the same
V' conversation

I did so. Bi-
t seem all

and
says is
will make it
ng that 6
e children and
f them in the

at
v smiled

urlong

at

e dumbfounded
vered by  the
[ wondered the
vailed upon meg
igious training
it has begun
1 never forget
[ seems to me,
agree with me,
every day.”

PRAISE.

nada you will
k in the high-
Own Tablets.
as. H. Konkle,
who says: “1
1 Tablets for
I would
y have done
han any medi-
My littla girl,

was always

not

ion and con-
h other medi-
rarily, Baby's
things neoded
wve the tablets
to time since
and they ald
arm. She is
, and a more
. hard to find.
tainly a life-
cure all minor
d youny child-
no poisoning

e is no danger
 as there is
Sold by sl
- mail at 25

s The Dr. wil-
rockville, Ont.

RSES.

ld Hall, Kals-
jt. Camillus’

ges, under the

lospital, gra~
F nurses.

vas prmh’d-

7 several phy-
This is the
from Borgess
lard of this
nd to none i

s = .
pear Boys and Girls :

Sgme

up.

Jast two weeks, but T am h

perter things. 1 kna‘rz i
get1le down to write in

ful weather,

there must be time for play.

eves, 1 hope you are all

i ceive lotos of
iny hard, and will receive

icvely prizes. :
Your loving,

AUNT BECKY.

i+ + b
Dear Aunt Becky :

1 saw no letters in the

i thought I would write
Annt Becky, we are busy
planting, and 1 suppose e
poy and girl is busy too.
years old.

BY

of the little folks have waked
The corner was very lonely the

for when school is out

INESS AND CATHOL'® CHRONI
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Ao Saturday mornings, that’s no
sign that other folks haven’t; so run
right home now like a good boy.”

Bob, seeing that pleading would
net avail here, and remembering a
ce"tain former occasion when he had
“ome to grief at the hands of this
saine  lady, departed shaking his
brown fist at the house, when its
mistress was out of sight, and he
was once more safe,

IR g e
AUNT BECKY.

1

Hew like the Christ that nightly over
me

Ber as, trusting that my love
Him may be

Such that upon the morrow I may go

More meekly on His errands here be-
low

Scme day that boy must feel love's
thralling thrill—

I yet may learn to do my Master’s
will,

for **No, you can’t £0,”” he announced
sadly, to the eager boy at the fence.
‘ Good-bye. I'm sorry, but I'm goin’
even if I do have to go alone™ ; and
Bob disappeared,

When at last the fence was finish-
ed, Rusty took his pail and went up
to the house. Aunt Jane met him
at the door. “Wipe your feet on this
mat before you come in, and then,

oping for
t is hard to
this delight-

I

1
1

How-

well, study-
—Baltimore American.
+* b 4

LIKE OTHER BOYS.

when you've pared the potatoes, you
“an go to the pantry and get some-
thin’ to eat for yourself,™
Rusty’s task over,

1

i

“*H’lo, Rusty ! Say, can you come
fichin® 277
The speaker, a small boy of about

he proceeded to
the pantry, and was ahout to help

Eimself to some pread and butter,

cagerly.
very place.
close to the hedge, and when the ljt-

dart the snake, right up ag’inst his
legs.

Ilenry,
¢iously that his “Mitchall’s geogra-

and fell face down in the road.

be cruel, they were not thinking whe-

ther it was cruel or not, but because

sides,

1
ut a wire all through, clean out to
its tail.”’

*"Where is it 2’ asked Henry Blair,

“l hid it under the osage hedge
close to Joe Bell's gate. It's the
We can stoop down

le greenie gets jes’ opposite, out’ll

*Oh, my, won't he holler 1" cried

slapping his own legs 80 vi-
hy"" slipped under his

from arm

All the resf of

iitle chaps were in high glee over
heir plans.

the way the two

They did not mean to

Joe Bell was a new boy, and smaller
bhan themselves, and very timid be-
these two had been tormenting
himm every day for a week, and call-
ng it “‘fun.”’
Bue that very

morning, directly

- And o,
- ing

of March,

»w ‘now, the {rees are all coming out
b ’

in leaf. It is lovely to hear
siftle birds singing :
there is not one of them sings alike

We live in a nice place in the coun-

try, about 300 yards from
church.
ing, and our

Y'ather Phelan.
Ia
day.
summer.
cnough for this time.
again, so good bye, dear Aunt Becks;.

parish priest is Rev

1 remain, yours truly,
JOHANNAH M.
Sturgeon, P.E.T.

L R

Tear Aunt Becky:

As 1 have not writtem you a letter

for such a long time, I thought 1
would write you  one.
el from the top of a barn and bruis-
ed up all his face.- I will be eight
month., I am not
first Communion.

vears old next
preparing for my
Our priest says I am too youmng, but
I know my catechism. My two bro-
thers are preparing for theirs. This
§s all for this time. I remain,
Your little niece,
BEATRICE D.

Sudbury, Ont., May, 1905.

L IR B

Dear Aunt Becky:
»s 1 have not written a letter for
a long time 1 thought I would write
you one. I have been down to To-
1onto at Easter. 1 am preparing for
ny first communion and 1 hope 1
will make it. I got my eyes tested
aud 1 have been away from school
for four months. I got a pair of
g'asses and 1 can see well now. I
brought home lots of things for the
Toronto. The priest
examined us Friday. I never got
sent back. T know my catechism all
the time. I liked Toronto very
much. T would like to go down to
Montreal in the summer. If T can
I will go and see you. I will be ten
Years old on the thirteenth of.June.
This is all for this time, as I have
M0 more news to tell you.
From your little nephew,
ERNEST D.

Sudbury, Ont., May, 1905.
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THE BAD BOY.

ciildren from

fhe knelt beside the bed where lay
the boy,

Who all the weary day had been so
badg

Tears wet, her cheelss, and prayer was
on her lips

"he while she drank grief’s gall in
bitter sips,

“If you but knew, my boy,” I heard
her say,

“How you have hurt me through this
Iivolong day,

I you could know the love a mother
bears,

Or that your name'’s
her prayers.’’

And then ghe prayed till hope came
back to her,

“-happy tears replaced the  grief
drops’ blur; i
he prayed for

light; but, m

Prayed for the

the burdem of

Ay,

patience, prayed for

ore,

boy for whom such
love she hore, i
Ehe Prayed that B nalght choous: thi
better part, TiE
And loge the

growing hardness in his
heart LT

.Slu Prayed unti] joy m

the
It is a lovely stome build-

My brother Leo and
attending catechism every Sun-
We expect to be confirmed this
I think my lefter is long
I will write

My brother

“Got to paint this ole fence; al-
ways hev ter work,” He rubbed his
dingy coatsleeve across his eyes
ke spoke,  while he uncomsciously
tined toward an oid, yellow
honse not far distant.

"Oh ! I hate that old fence ! Did
Your Aunt Jane say you’d got to ?
Well, I'm glad I haven’t an Aunt
Jane.””

"’Sh ! She'll hear you.” Both
buys lowered their voices and turned
their backs toward the old housg as
a tall, angular form appeared in the
doorway,

2 as

farm-

‘‘Rastus ! Rastus ! if 1 see you a’
idling agin to-day, into the house
you'll march and you'll not get. out

agin soon, sir !”’
Aunt Jane, having eased her ma-
ternal mind, disappeared indoors.
‘Didn’t I tell you 2"’ said Rastus,
as his aunt called him, and he appli-
ed himself diligently to the work of
I finting the fence.

“'She’s as cross as she can he. Say,
I'm going over to the house to ask
ker if you can go fishin’,
makes for me with the broomstick,
I'll run home through the
Ii she says you may go,
back and tell you.””
‘‘Rusty,”’
p: oper

and if she

woods.
I'll come
or to call him by
name, Erastus

boy,

his
Wheeler, was
his parents having
died when he was a mere child. Since
his great loss
v

&n orphan

he had been living
h a maiden aunt, a most industri-

Ous woman, but who knew about
unich concerning the taste:

as
s and needs
of a growing boy as a child knows
of the nature of an old man. She was
a firm and ardent believer in the
wisdom of Solomon, and her
ftent complaint

con-
was  the shiftless
way in which the boys of the
were being brought up. She deter-
1ained that at any cost Erastus
skould be a model to all future
ratioms,

place

gene-
So it was that he was kept

at work almost every minute from
morning umtil night. When out of
school there was an abundance  of

work awaiting him, so he had really
ro recreation.

iJe was rarely allowed to be
the company of other boys; even on
Sundays he had to walk to church
with Aunt Jane.
me-del boy
there  was

in

True he was a
at Mass; his only fault
an occasional sigh for
which he was reproved when  they
were on their way home. His clothes
were as odd as one might expect un-
der the circumstances, His Sunday
fuit, worn at Mass and Benediction,
was of a faded blue cloth, made so
48 to hang loosely on him, and cause
him to feel mosti uncomfortable.

On weekdays  when not at school
ke wore a suit of clothes which could
heidly be described: since it consist-
ed of all the cast-off clothing that
Aunt Jane was capable of making
over.  But, on ‘the whole, the lad
did not present an unfavorable ap-
bearance; and any one who saw him
on this particular morning, work-
ixg busily at the fence, his homest
face seeming to cast a light  over
everything - near him, would carry
away a most pleasant impression of
the lad. |

When Ruety’s companion arrived
at the farmhouse door, he knocked
timidly. In response to a sharp
“Come in,” he opened the door and
cuutiously peered
1 3

burned

1:107_0 w

arn.s

corner so | j,urteen years, dropped down from | When he‘ unluckily stubbed his foot i'.fh-r :«'Ah(ml prayers, a sharp-faced
one. Well the top of the fence which the ki ”“af'"ﬁ a basket on the floor, and .|1|h_- girl held up her hand for per-
sowing and boy was busily engaged in painting, iusing his balance, fell forward. Now, “'l:\‘.un to spu:\k'.‘ :

very  little [ganq deposited himself with great care | "POB the window-sill there _ﬂumd ,ﬂ i .“(‘”.' .M,“,[.’\' e B g

I am 12|,56n the grass. huge pan  of cream, and into this| - \“n:l.'l is it '” . : :
My birthday was the 24th “No, T can’t go fishin’; got to | beud foremost went the unfortunate !\hs..&.“l,ml, said the lng.h, shrill
Everything looks so love- wcrk,” answered the other boy, as hoy. Aunt Jane, hearing the noise, | Vo.ce, .l saw ']”"-“"“”lillkl“!! to

an expression of pain or wistfulness rushed upon the sceme, and beheld ‘1":“-‘5'” In prayer-time. .
the | racsed  over his  plain, sunburned | Pe" milk all gone. and Rusty in  a ‘What wera, you ‘l“.“”: with '\‘llmr
in the morning; facc. most ludicrous position, €Yes open in prayer-time, Mary ?

again down here to-day.”" According-
lv the boy, miserable indeeq,

fauly upstairs,

went

#11 the day he stayed in his little
attic room, and toward evening fel]
asleep.  He did not usually sleep in
the daytime, but it was very warm
up there, and except when he saw
the boys at play upon a nearby hill,
there had been nothing, to break the
mesotony of the scene from the lit-
e window. It was no wonder that
h> soon tired of looking out and fell
asleep.

“Erastus ! Erastus ! Come
It. was the
Jane h

down!”’
fourth time that Aunt
ad called, and the usually obe-
dient boy had not appeared.
“What can ail the boy ?”’ the wo-
man thought, as she mounted the
stairs and pushed open Rusty's door.
She started back in
Pecceived the form of the boy stretch-
ed out upon the floor. He was mut-
tering incoherently, as she stooped
over him, and she could hear
werds

surprise as she

the
distintly: “Fishing; 1

don’t ever have time

and
to play."’

Hurriedly she sent 1or the
who

aoctior,
arrived
‘A
Fronounced

in Jess than

of typhoid,”’ he
it, Brought on by lack
of proper food and sufficient
T'iehaps two woeks might
fore he would recover,
er,

ten niin-

ntes, % case

rest.
elapse he-
perhaps long-

Through all that long siege
jrcved not to

inge

, which
be two weeks, but
¢ than two months, Aunt
uursed Rusty with the
Everything w

Jane
tenderest. care,
as made to stand still,
as it were, on the farm, in order
that she might devote all her
to him. He improved at the end of
that time so much that one day when
the doctor came, he the

sit

time

announced
glad tidings that Rusty might
up the next day. At  the end of
that day, as the boy lay so quiet
and happy in Aunt J ane’s own white
bed, he said :
‘Aunt Jane,
good to me.

You have been s
How cam I ever do
¢rough for you when I get well 27
fhe was silent for a momenty then
she said : “Rusty, you can play all
you want to now, and when you get
wall you shall have a dog, and Bob
skall come over 10 see you whenever
vou want him to. I did not mean
to be too strict with you, Rusty.”
The boy did not answer in words,
tut he threw his thin arms around
her neck and kissed her. as he had
never dared to do before. He was
lull of joy and happiness. How Peace-
ful was his sleep that night; he was
Lappy now because he could be “‘like
Gther boys.””

0

Aunt Jane had learned her lesson
well, and there came to her mind
that night, too, a little verse which
she had learned when she was a girl:
Whosoever shall not receive the King-
dom of God as a little child, shall
not enter into it.—Mahel A. Farnem
in Sunday Companion.

£ 4 b

‘ CALLING GOD'S ATTENTION.”

One bright winter day, a long time
s-inore than fifty years—ago, two
sturdy little boys were trotting along
a muddy highway to school, with a
few  well-worn  books under their
and small dinner peils

‘‘Go right upstairs, you miserable
hoy, and you needn’t show your face

The child’s look fell, and the scho-
lars giggled. The giggle was yuickly
checked, however.

“You can stay in at recess, Mary,
and say the eighth column of
multiplication table

eround in prayer-time, and the ninth

your
for looking
colimn Jor tale-bearing.'’

Mary burst into tears, but let us

hope she learned a more importamt
fescon even than the two columns of
the multiplication table,

And you must not think Joe
was to escape,

Bell

‘ Why were you talking in prayer-
tune, Joseph 7' asked the teacher.
“1 wasn’t I
“Well, Joseph, what were you do-
ing 7

talkin’, was—1 was—"'

‘I was asking God not to let them

thwo boys tease me so bad,” blurted

out the new scholar,
there

and instantly
with tell-
tale faces in that school
‘He

percd

were two hoys red,

didn’t say our

the

names,”’
tide of children
poured out of the little schoolhouse.
“Come ’long
under the hedge.”

whig-

Henry, as

let’s  run and hide

But John hung back, Iis zest for
the sport was gone,

“Come 'long, T sy, urged ey

‘ncbody’ll  know where  we are
goin’,”’

“Maybe not,”’ agreed John, reluct-
antiy; “but you see he's done called

God’s attention to us 1’

John is an old man but  he

never forgotten how the feeling
that God’s attention had been called
‘o him held him hack many

now,
has

times,

from wrong-doing.—FElizabeth Pres-
ton Allan, in'S. S. Times.
———

BASHFUL HAWTHORNE.

The habit of seclusion was a
tinct trait
icl

dig-
in the family of Nathan-
Hawthorne, One persom, how-
ever, writes Mrs. Davis in Bits
Gossip, had

of
no mind to encourage
this habit of the great novelist.,

Thig
was Miss Elizabeth Peabody, Mrs,
Hawthorne’s  sister. It was her

ra'ssion, she felt, to bring the great
list out from solitudes where
watked apart to the broad w

tommon scemse.

he
ays of
Mrs. Davis happened
G be present at her grand and last
€OUp to this end and describes it as
follows :

One evening 1 was with Mrs, Haw-
thorne in the little parlor in  Con-
¢erd when the children brought in
their  father. Suddenly  Miss Pea-
body appeared in the doorway. She
Lighted the lamp, went out and
brought in more lamps and then sat,

Gewn and waited, with an air of
stern resolution.
Presently Mr. Emerson and his

Caughter appeared, then Louisa Al-
¢ott and her father, then two gray
old clergymen, who were formally
I'resented to Mr. Hawthorne, who
ouw looked about him with terrified
dismay. We saw other figures ap-
proaching in the road outside.
“What does this mean, Elizabethn’’
Mrs. Hawthorne asked in an aside.

“I did ' it. I went around and | s0ld while he walted for practice, to
asked a few people in to meet our| give him clothes and luxuries which
friend here. I ordered some cake other young men in town had, until
and lemonade too.' but a meagre portion of the farm was

Fler blue eyes glittered with  tri- Toft,
umoh as Mrs. Hawthorne turned John Gilroy suddenly closed the
away, ‘¢ 've  been here  two | hook. ‘“And this is the end 1"’ he
Jvars,” she whispered, ‘‘and nobody | anid, “The boy for whom he lived

: People jand worked won fortune and position

= end how did he repay him 1”

icord her name, but I knew her
ht as the
who cows

at

you into idiocy by her
fucnt cleverness,
"“So

delighted to meet you at
last ! she said, seating hersell be-
side him. “1 have always admired
vour books, Mr; Hawthorne. And

row I want you to tell me all about
of worke 1
hear all about it.””

yYour methods

want to

ut at that moment his wife came
up and said that he was w anted out-
and he escaped. A
meuts later T heard his steps on the

side, few mo-

flzor overhead and knew that he was
safe in the tower for the night,

—

Sorrow That Came Too Late,

—

The old farmer dicd suddenly; so
when Judge Gilroy, his only son, re-
ceved the telegram, he could do no-
thing but go to the furm for the fune-
ral. It was difficult to do even that,

for the judge was the leading lawyar

Im X——, and every hour was.worth
many dollars ta him.

As he sat with bent head in  the
grimy little  train  which lumbered
Lrough the farms, he could not
keep the details of his case out of
his mind.

Fic had never given his father a
heartache, and the old man died

full of years and virtues, “a shock of

“orn fully ripe.” The phrase pleased

him,
“1 wish to tell you,” said the doc-
ter; gravely,

thoughts were all of you.

“that your father's
He
ill but an hour, but his cry was for
John 1?

could have

was

‘John !
1§ i
said the Judge.

unceasingly, -
been with him
‘“He was greatly disappointed that

You missed your half yearly visit last

spring., Your visits were the ovent
ol his life,”” said the doctor.
“Last spring ?  Oh, yes: 1 took my

famnily then to California.’”

1 urged him 1o run down and see

yYou on your return, but he would
nct go.'”

No, he never felt at home in the
city.”?

The Judge remambered that he had

net asked his father to come down
Ted was ashamoed of his grandiath
er’s wide collars, and Jessie, who
vas a fine musician, scowled when
she was asked to sing the “Portu
puese  Hymn''  évery night.  The
Judge humored his children and haud
Ceared Lo ask his father into hi
Fovse,

The farmhouse was in order  and
serupulously clean, but its barren-
ness gave a chill to the Judge, whosa
own home was luxurious I'he deaf
old woman who had been his father's
servant sat grim and tearless by the
sioe of the coffin,

‘Martha was faithful,”” whispered
the doctor, *‘but she's deaf. Iis life
was very solitary The neighbors
are young. e belonged to another

gereration.””

He the
and then with Martha went out
the

reverently uncovered coftin
and

closed door,

Tne Judge was alone with his dead

Strangely enough, his thought was

still of the cold barrenness of the
room.  Those hacked wooden chairs
wese there when he was a boy. It

would have heen so easy for him to
have made the house comfortablo—to
have hung some pictures on the wall®
his father
engravings and
Looking

How had delighted in his
pored over them !
the Kind old

face, with the white hair lying

now into
mo-
tionless on it, he found something in
it which he had never taken time to
notice—a sagacity, a nature fine and
s(nsitive.  He was the friend,
comrade he had needed so often!
had left with deaf old

fcr his sole companion.

the
He
him Martha
There hung upon the wall the pho-
tograph of a young man with an
cager, strong face, looking proudly
at a chubby boy on his knee. The
Jidge saw the strength in the face.
*“My father should have played
high part in life,”” he thought.
“There is more promise in his face
thén in mine.”

In the desk was a bundle of old ac-
count books with records of years of
hard drudgery on the farm!; of
werking hard winter and summer and
cften late at night, to pay John's
Lills and to send him to college. One
pétch of ground after amother was

a

knelt on

Tne man thg bare floor

auiet |

intelligent questioner

kiGdy, his heart was full of anguish

BREAD.

— !
A Simple Study Whish Does Not
Perplex Us.

—

“May

bread,

1 have another slice of
papa ?” asked the boy, as he

bent over the kitchen table, on which

Cwply dishes forfmed ‘the principa}
Teatures, %
i
gold,

felt

was early morning, and the rich,
5 osun lighted up the room as it
:{‘rmlgh the open door and dane-
¢d upon the flaxen curls which
tounded the boy’s hoaxl.

sur-
There was
a humming of insects and a chirping
ol birds outside, and avery now
then

and
a breath of fragrance from the
parden flowers was wafted into  the
contrasting the
without, and the
peverty of man’s abode within,
‘May 1
bread 27

kiichen, strangely

vichness of nature

have another slice of
father
absorbed in

the

started. He had been
thoughts while watching
child devouring his scanty break-

st he had

even anticipated that
the  very question would  come—
yet, when it did come, it pained him

like the sting of some venemous in-

1
“ There is no more bread 1
“Who is that piece for 9*

hos

askied the

“For mamma 1"

“And that 2"

“For your sister *’

‘And where is yours, papa ot

The man did not answer,

“Papa,”” said the boy after a
Fause, “why are we so poor 2"

“1 don't know, my son. Times
are hard—there is no work,"”

“But many men are rich who never
work, papa!"’

“They become rich by chanee.'’

“Will you have g chance some day,
papa 2’

"I don’t know,” said the father:
“Tvery man does not have a chance.””

“It is a shame,”

said the boy and
tell to musing.

After a while  he looked up  and
said “Papa, does not God love
us 7"’

Fhe father was surprised, and hae
said: “1 do not know, my son. Why
to Nou ask 2"’

" Bevause 1 thought. he took care of

everybody and all things, and only
tened away when he was angry,'’
“Perhaps he g angry said  the
father, ovasively
“Iask him every morning, as mam-
ma has taught me, ‘Qive us this day
otr daily hread,” and yet we searce-
get any.

" Maybe he thinks it
wo to bhe

is not

is enough, and
onght thankful,"”
‘ But

hoy,

it enough,” said the

with emphasis, and went once

morc into a
“Why
for
a while
* Rich
money
“Thaey

from a

brown study
don’t

You ask some rich

man said he, af-

money, papa ?'"’

tey

men do not part with {heir

in that way,”
do, though ! Mamma read

paper of one of our rich men

the
good ?”’ i

who gave g
Was
‘Very 122

g

hundred
he

dollars to

I'our not

a, what do rich men

they

do with

their more

money, when

they noed 27

have
than

“Phey by nice thinzs—hotses, car-

riages, toys for their children,

«lu thes, shoes

and he looked down
upon theé hoy before him.
"Wili 1 be rich when T grow a big
man, or will T be poor like you 2"’
"It is hard to say,”
father.

as

sodly

answerod
I hope you will never
as 1

the

L4t be

poor am to-day !""
“T bate to be poor,” said the boy.
I would like to be rich cnough
buy the sun.’”
“To buy the

“What

tor
sun !’ ejnculated the
father. with
t

would you do
as

i | let
right—shine in
in the light.”

would it shine day

the shade as well

and
as

He paused a moment . then asked:
“Do you know what mamina says?'’
“Well— 2"

“'She says that away in the large
cityes there are many children who
rever see the sun.”’

‘And so they grow up crooked—
don’t they, papa 2’

“‘Crooked—?"’

""Yes, wicked like ! 1t is better
te have sunshine than to have bread
—is it not, papa »’ ¥

“he man smiled sadly and slowly
fhook his head. ‘I must go!” he
sn.a

“Where are y
chid. i
“T don’t know—out somewhers to
look for work 1" And he patted the
hey’s cheek and went. = His head was:

ou going ' asked the

axnd he had

€. biting




