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Little Boy Blue. '

The following is a copy of a little poem by
unl, late Eugene Field, It maukes a pretty
recitative peace for children and should be
committed to memory by each of the little
ones, in the home or school.)

The little toy dog is covered with dust,
But sturdy and stanch he stands ;

And the little toy soldier is red with rust,
And his muskét molds in his hands.

Time was when the little toy dogz was new,
And the soldier was passing tair, 4
And that was the time when our Little Boy

Blue
Kissed them and put them there.

“ Now don’t you go il 1 come,’” he said,
*And don't you make anf' noise.

8o toddling off to his trundle bed,
He dreamt of the pretty toys.

And as he was dreaming. an angel song
Awakened our Little Boy Blue.

Oh! the years are many, the years are long,
But the little toy friends are true.

Ave ! faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,
zach in the same cld place,
Awaiting the touch of a little hand,
The smile of a little face.
And they wonder, as waiting these long
years through, :
In the dust of that little chair,
What has become of our Little Boy Blue,
Since he kissed them and put them there.
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But they made answer to Him, “ N
They were lords’ and ladies’ sons
Aud e, the poorest of them all,
Was born in an ox's stall,
Old carol.
What a grumpy old woman was
Nanny Fox ! How she used to storm
at her little grandson Charlie ;: and
when she was not crippled and helpless
with rheumatism, how she used to beat

him too! Even the rough crew of
Tile Street, Dublin, where Nanny

lived, cried shame on her for her ill
use of little Charlie.

Not that Charlie ever complained, or
made a fuss about any of his trials
He was a plucky little chap, and his
natural courage was strengthened by
the grace of God given him in the
sacraments and by prayer. ‘‘When
Jesus is present, all is well, and noth
ing seems diffizult: most 1ich is he
who is dear to Jesus"—that is what
Charlie felt in his heart of hearts,
though I don't think he could have
toid it in such a beautiful way.

Charlie's father, old Nanny's son,
had married when he was qniet
young. His wife had died when
Charlie was born : she had been weak
and ailing for some time, and her
husband had not money enough to buy
her food and mnourishing things to
keep her alive. Ior he bad no trade ;
the little money he earned was for sell-
ing white mice and rats, of which he
had always a great number in cages
at home—in the one room in which
they lived. Perhaps living in the
stifling atmosphere with so many an
imals helped to kill the mother, as it

cort v did Charlie's father, who,
stricken with a fever, for waat of pure
air, good nursing, medicine, and

nourishment, died when Charlie was
only twelve years old

He had been good to his boy while
he lived, for he had never forsaken his
religious duties : and, when dying, he
made Charlie promise faithfully to go
regularly to con’ession and Commun
ion, never to miss Mass on Sundays or
days of obligation, and to be very de
vout to our Blessed Lady. Charlie had
promised, and in spite of temptations
and difficulties had kept his promise
manfully ; for our dear Mother up
holds amid all trials and obstacles those
who ask her for her help, aud do not
turn aside when it comes.

Nanny was a wicked old woman.
She had drowned all the whispers of
her conscience in gin, long ago : and
if at times loud warnings would make
themselves heard, she hugged the devil
closer to her heart, till at last she heard
no voice, obeyed no dictates, but his.
Chatrlie took care of the mice, and went
about the streets with them trying to
sell them. It was not such a poor busi
ness, after all. Many children liked to
watch the little pets running up lad
ders, playing hide and seek, and doing
the other pretty tricks that Charlie
taught them: and they generally
begged pennies from their nurses or
parents to give to Charlie, who would
have got on very well as far as money
was concerned if it had not been for his
grandmother. DBut old Nanny took all
his money from him at the end of the
day, and spent most of it for gin.

Charlie could have kept it from her
had he chosen, for, of course he need

and a half-quelled murmur against God
for making him poor.

One winter in particular, old Nanny
was very trying.  She began by tak-
ing all the money she could get for
gin, and often Charlie had not enough
for good. 1t was no unusual thing for
him to have only a hunch ot dry bread
for his dinner, and neither breakfast
nor supper. He was more than usually
cheerful and patient, however, for he
was preparing for confirmation : and
Father Southwell, who was instructing
him, guessing at many things in
Charlie's life that the boy kept secret,
took advantage of the time, not only
to fit his instructions with the boy's
daily need, but also to keep him back
sometimes when the rest of the class
was dismissed, to give him a few kind,
encouraging words, to help him on his
way.

You who are surrounded by loving
friends and relatives little know the
worth of kind words of sympathy toa
soul that is in its daily struggle alone
but for unseen help.

One day Charlie was coming home,
after a long tramp : it was so cold and
snowy that few people had ventured
out, and Charlie had not liked to dis-
turb the little mice, in their warm nest
of hay, to make them perform. He
met a funny little old gentleman in
Tile street—a most unusual place to
meet anyone in clean, respectable
clothes.

“Ah ! you're the white-mice boy ?’
he said, stopping Charlie.

“Yes, sir,” answered Charlie, who
remembered to have seen the old gentle
man in church and in a house at the
other end of the town, where the rich
people lived.

“ Well, and where do you live, and
where are your father and mother 7"
Charlie thought the old gentleman
very inquisitive, but being a very
modest, courteous boy, he answered
quietly :

¢ liveat No. 17, sir; and my father
and mother are dead.”
‘Do you live alone 7"
gentleman.
“No, sir;
mother."”

““ What's |
question,
“Nanny Pox,” answered Charlie,
more and more astonished, and truth
to tell, a little annoyed at being cate-
chised so abruptly.

“ And how much do
day 7"

‘¢ Sometimes ninepence or a shilling:
never more than that. Sometimes I
don't sell anything or take any cop-
pers all day.’

“ You'll never make your fortune at
that rate,” said the old gentleman.
‘“ And how much do you give to your
grandmother ?”
“ All T get,” Charlie answered sharp-
ly, for he was getting very angry at
having his affairs pried into.
¢ All! Stuff and nonsense! Don't
tell lies, boy,” said the old gentleman
tartly.

asked the old

[ live with my grand-

er name?” was the next

ycu make a

! j !
curled up in the most comfortable

chair in the room, reading.

“Late again, father,” said Aunie,
getting up and moving a chair near
the fire for Sir Charles. “It's 6
o'clock, but we waited afternoon tea
for you, as it was such a wretched
afternoon.” Be it noted the little boy
did not offer to move, not even to look
up and smile a greeting to his grand-
father.

¢ Where have you been ?” asked
Lady Felion, as she gave Sir Charles
his tea.

In Tile Street, making inquiries
about that little white-mice boy that
we have all taken a fancy to."”

“wOh ! I am so glad, father,” said
Annie. “ I hope he is the little saint
we think him."”

“ Very nearly, very mearly,” an-
swered Sir Charles. He told them all
he had heard about Charlie.

«He's a namesake of yours, Charlie,”
he added, turning to his little grand-

son. But the boy gave no answering
simile. He looked up for a moment

from his book half-contemptuously and
then went on reading.

He had only been with his grand-
father and grandmother for a month
or two, since his father’s regiment had
been ordered out to India, and his
mother had gone too. At home hLe
had been left to himself a great deal:
his mother spoiled him or took no
notice of him. His father was ncver
at home, and being supposed to be
too delicate to go to school, he had had
a private tutor, who came only for
three hours in the morning. Charlie
had been left a great deal to the
servants, who had filled his head with
pride and nonsense. The conse-
quence of all this was that he was a
very disagrceable, overbearing little
boy, and considered it an insult to his
dignity to have a poor street boy
spoken of as his namesake.

His grandfather noticed his disdain
ful manner, and, being very particular
about respectful behavior in children,
ordered him out of the reom.

““ That boy is perfectly unbearable,
with his airs and graces,” he said.
¢ He is so rude and unmannerly, too.”
“Yes, it's a great pity,” said Lady
Felton.

“The only grandson, too, and always
the eldest. But I think we shall be
able to do something with him, and he
will get a lot of it knccked out of him
at school.”

“\What have you been doing all
day ?" asked Sir Charles of his daugh-
ter.

] have been out with coal tickets
this morning. We went for a drive
in the afternoon, and since then I have
been practising for the concert in the
school-room to-morrow."”

Soon it was time to dress for dinner,
so they had no further talk about
either of the Charlies, though they
were none the less the subject of much
thought. Sir Charles could not heip
contrasting their behavior to their
grandparents,

“Very well, sir. Why did yon ask
me all those questions, which are no
business of yours, if you did not intend
to believe me 7"
The old gentleman was more pleased
with Charlie's sudden blaze of wrath
than he cared to show. He chuckled
away in his white silk handkerchiel
that was muflled all about his throat
and ears, but he only said :

‘‘ Here's sixpence for you, boy.’

“1 don't want your sixpence,’
answered Charlie.
“Why won't you take it? You

take money from other people
“ That's for my white mice, or for
making them act,” said the boy. *‘If
I let you pay me for answering vour
question, you might come and ask
some more tomorrow, and I won't
answer them.”
Charlie was very angry. He hated
the old man and would have gone
home penniless rather than take his
money.
“Very well,” said the old gentleman,
and went on his way. If Charlie had
looked round, he would have seen the
old man standing still in the middle of
the pavement to look after him ; and
if he had followcd him, he would have

wise :
“Very fine lad ; I gnuite believe all

heard him talking to himself in this “

“And the difference between them,”
he said in a loud voice in the middle
of dinner, to everybody's surprise.
‘¢ Difference between what 7' asked
Annie, laughing.
“ Your mother and that poor boy's
grandmother,” he answered warmly.
** And to think — 7 but suddenly re-
membering the servants, he relaped
into silent thought,
The next day the ground was cov
ered with snow. Charlie, our first
friend, started out with his mice, for it
was a bright, clear day, and he
thought he would be sure to get some
coppers, for many people would be

Christmas.

the town, which was more like country
than town, with its detached houses in

with avenues of trees, he saw a lot of
boys making a snow man. When they
had finished it, they began to shy
snowballs at the pipe they had stuck in
its mouth.

Charlie, unthinking, and with a

and threw it. It just struck the barrel

snow man's mouth.
3ravo !
admiration of the good aim.

of them came up to him and

about shopping now, it was so near

When he came to the upper part of

their large gardens and wide roads

boy’s love of fun, made up a snowball
of the pipe and knocked it out of the
' eried most of the boys, in

But one
said

imagined himself of much importance
when he went out with his grand-
father, as every one made so much of
Sir Charles, for all loved and honored
the good old man.

In the second part of the pragramme
was a pretty old Christmas carol sung
by four of the school children, each
taking a different part. Itisan old
English one, not so well known as
many others, though beautiful in the
lesson it teaches.

Charlie could not make out why his
grandfather fixed his eyes on him with
such a meaning lovk. I will give
some of the verses here, and you will
discover, as Charlie did, at the third
verse what Sir Charles meant by it.

As it fell out one May morning,

On one bright holiday,

Sweet Jesus asked of His dear Mother

If He might go and play.
To Flay, to play, sweet Jesus shall o,
And to play now get you gone ;

Aud let me hear of no complaint

At night when you come home.”’

‘

Sweet Jesus went down to yonder town,
As far as the Holy Well,

And there did see as fine children

As any tongue can tell.

He said : ** God bless you every one,
And Christ your portion be,

Little children, shall I play with you ?
And you shall play with Me.”

But they made answer to Him, *Nay."—
They were lords’ and ladies’ sons ;

And He, the poorest of them all,

Was bornia an ox's stall.

Sweet Jesus turned Him about,

And Ile neither laughed nor smiled,
But tears cawe trickling from llis eyes
Like water from the skies,

comfortable every moment under his
grandfather's gaze. He guessed now
that Sir Charles had seen his unkind-
ness to the little white-mice boy in the
morning.

And poor Charlie, who was there
owing to the kind forethought of
Father Southwell, his only friend, who
gave him any little treat he could, re-
joiced in thinking that at least in one
point he resembled our most sweet
Lord, who, with His dear Mother, suf-
fered such poverty and hardehip and
contempt for our sake.

Nothing more was said by Sir
Charles, but on Christinas morning
after High Mass, when Charlie Fox
came to Felton House, his little name-
sake received him with kind words
and fraukly-spoken regret for his cruel
speech about the snow man, and offered
to give all his Christmas presents to
make atonement.

He was as active as his grandfather
ever after in trying to be kind to the
poor, especially to Charlie Fox, who
was given regular work in the garden
by Sir Charles: and the boys became
such friends that when they were
grow up and ¢ r Charles aad his son
dead and little ¢ hrlie succeeded to the
title and estates, his namesake was
made his agent—nay, more, his confi-
dential and honcred friend.
Dear children, the winter is as cold
now as then; the poor suffer in as
great reality ; all around us are the
poor, the sick ard the sad. If we can-
not give alms, if we cannot go on
errands of mercy aund charity, we can
at least speak words of brotherly love
and comfort. We can love all, as we
would wish to 1e loved ourselves, Is
it much to agk of us one little encour-
aging sentence to some one weary at
heart, one little act of self-denial to
help the need; ? Much? No, noth-
ing. Isanything too great a sacrifice
for the love of our most sweet Lovd ?
We can never, never love Him
enough, never doanything to show the
millionth part of our gratitude to Him
And let us not forget our dearest
Mother, Mary : let us ask of her to
help us give ourselves and all we have
in the best and wisest way to sweet
Jesus for His Christmas gift. We will
offer our gifts through her, for then we
know they will be accepted ; for her
Son will welcome all that comes
through her hands, and we shall be
safe in His keeping now and ever
more,

TO BE CONTINUED,
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The Children’s Enemy.
Serofula often shows itself in early life and
is characterized in swellings, abscesses, hip
diseases, etc. Consumption is scrofula of the
lungs, In this class ot diseases Scott’s Emul-
sion is unquestionably the most reliable med
izine.
AS PARMELEE'S VEGETARLE PILLS con-
tain Mandrake aud Dandelion, they cure
Liver and Kidney Complaints with urerring
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Charity the Ori

Father Southwell tells me about him :
a great deal more there is, too, asl
have learned from the mneighbors:
more, too, if one only knew it. Dread-
ful old woman ! he added, waving his
stick fiercely in the air. The dreadful
old woman was Charlie’s grandmother.
He had been asking (uestions of others
in Tile Street that atternoon, and had

not have told her how much money he
had taken during the day ; but he had
promised his father to be good to her—
his father had not foreseen the result—
and he could never tell a lie, or de
ceive the least little bit in the world,
not even though his grandmother took
the money for gin, and left him half
starved and in rags. Drink is so sel-
fish, so unkind : it uproots the feelings
that are deepest-rooted by God in our
hearts—the longing for Him and the
love of our own relations.

When Nanny was ill, Charlie was as
gentle and forbearing with her as a
Sister of Charity. Not that he was
perfect. Now and then, when she sent
him to the public house at the end of
the street to spend some of his hard-

learned a great deal about Charlie that

had convinced him of the j ce of the
good opinion he had formed of the boy
from seeing him in church.

We will leave Charlie, having seen
him met at the door by Nanny and
beaten with her crutch for having
bronght home ¢o little money, shiver
ing and sobbing in the miserable attic
that he calied home (for even he broke
down sometimes), and follow the old
gentleman home. He lived, as I have
said, in the better part of the town, in
a large house standing back from the
road, in a pretty garden. It wasdark
when he reached home, and the warm,
well-lighted hall as he entered struck
him in painful contrast to the houses

won coppers on gin, Charlie would
stand in the street outside the door of
the ‘‘ Red Lion" for a moment and
stamp his foot, and say dreadful words,

in his rage that such things should be. |

Now and then, too, he would watch
some well-dressed boy of his own age.
There was one in particular he often
saw walking by the side of his mother
or companions, chatting gayly, and
going in and out of toy, sweet, or book
shops: and dark, rebellious thoughts
would come into the poor boy's heart,

in Tile street. For Sir Charles Fslton
was a good old man, with a large heart

haughtily, ‘* Go away ! What right
have you to shy at our snow man, you
dirty little cad ?"
Not a blow with Nanny's crutch, or
a cold night on the bare floor, would
have made the poor boy wince with
pain, or the tears gather in his eyes,
as did these cruel words uttered by
Charlie Felton. Little did the latter
know his grandfather was within
sight and earshot.

“‘Shame ! cried the other boys, aud
one of them ran after Charlie 'ox and
asked him to come back and share in
the game. But he was too deeply
wounded, and he ran off. Just as he
was turning a corner of the road he
met the little old gentleman of the
night before.

‘“ Ah ! my boy, we have met again.
I wanted to see you. The day after to-
morrow's Christmas Day, and you and
I will forget that we misunderstood
each other last night, and you will
come to wish me ‘a merry Christmas '
after High Mass. I live at Felton
House, but in case I miss you after
church or you forget, I have written it

i brimful of love for God and his neigh- |
bors, and his questions had not been |
purposeless or merely inquisitive ; but
1 must not tell his secret yeot, !

He went into the drawing-room as
scon &8 he had taken off his things,
where he found Lady Felton, a lady
as good and kind as you could wish,
and Aunnie, their daughter, true child
of such parents. There was also &
little boy about thirteen years old,
though he looked much younger,

down on this piece of paper.

Giving Charlie the piece of paper, he
bustled off,

Charlie Felton came in to luncheon
glowing with health and fun ; he was
rather surprised at his grandfather's
dry, short answers to all he said.
“* Bat he is such a queer old stick,"” he
said to himself.

In the evening he went to the con-
cert in the school. He evnjoyed the

certainty. They also contain Roots and
Herbs which have specific virtues truly won-
derful in their action cn the stomach and
bowels. Mr, E. A. Cairncross, Shakespeare
writes : '* I consider Parmelee’s Pills an ex-
cellent remedy for Diliousness and Derange-
ment of the Liver, having used them myself
for some time,"
The Public should bear in mind that DR.
THOMAS' LECTRIC O1L has nothing in
common with the impure, deteriorating class
of so-called medicinal oils, It is eminently
pare and really ions—relieving pain
aud lameness, stifness of the juints 1
muscles, and 8 or hurts, besides being ¢
excellent specific for rheumatism, coughs
and bronchial com plaints,

Not what we say, but what Hood’s Sars-
parilla does, that tells the' story of its merits
and success, Remember Hood’s cures.

w

1s what gives Hood's Sarsaparilla its greal
popularity and constantly increasing
sales, It gerlectly and permanently
cures catarrh, rheumatism, scrofula, sall
rheum, in fact all blood diseases.

“Before my husband began usin
Hood's Sarsaparilla he was nervous nns
had .C”cel{ any appetite, but when he
had taken it a week he felt better, and
by the time he had taken one bottle ht
was entirely well.” MRs. G. A. PARKIN-
soN, Mendon, Mass. Remember

Hood's

Sarsaparilla
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:CATHOLIC
HOME
ANNUAL.

IT SHOULD BE IN EVERY CATH.
OLIC HOME.

A Book that will Instruct and Enter.
tain all Membeis of the Family

The Catholic Home Annual for
just publishied, This year’s issue is g
in an entirely new form, with
with more pages snd more plctures
tains seven full pace lusert Hlustration
over seventy-five other illustraiions
text. The contiibutions are from ti
Catholiec writers, and the contents are
most entirely original,

A LONG LIST OF ITS
ATTRACTIONS.

Rev. Henry F. Fairbanks. Jerasalem,
ot nd Scenes hul.owed by the pros y
of Our Blessed Lady.
Maunrice F. Egan, The Toys. Oneof |
Egan’s be nort stories in which
trayed the wilfulness of a hea
daughter, with the consequent suitorin.
of herself and ebild, and the endurivg 3
of her father.
Ella McMahon.
Kings.
F. M. Allison. Our Lady of Pompeit.
Annn Sadlier. Mammy's Gift,
southern story oi love and duly.
Eugene Davis. A Visit to the Vatican,
Mari A Taggart. Her Thirds,
clev a clever writer, A siory
man’s tenderest affection, strong lu pa-
thetic situations,
Mary F. Crowley. An
A story of huuclle life.

i8 P

A Legend of the Threwo

Pension Claim

Among other interesting I

Justrated Stories we
mention: *

‘Granc¢mother’s Spinnirg Wheel,” “Great

Love than this pno Man Hath,”
Leper,” “The Vow,” “Agnes aud El
ete., etes

The Catholic Home Annval is not a

ume that will be read and then thiroy
aw It will occupy a prominent piace
the household for the whole year., 1t will

read and reread by young and o.d.

It costs only Twenty-Five Cents,
Post Pald by us.

Send us the price at once, and you will zet
the Anunual immed y 1l that is nect
sary is to send a 257, . in postage
stamps. The Annnal is worth dot ble t
amount, and anyone who buys it will find
a good investment, Address,
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