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THE CHESTNUT,

@ OW dear Lo the heart are the jokes of
our childhood,
When smll recollection presents them to
view
The_musty old jokes that we learned in the
cradle,
And every grim joke, that our infancy knew ;
The fanuly jokes and the jukes in the paper,
The ju}cles, that the men at the shop used to
tell,

The almanae jokes, and the jokes of the circus,
And all the jokes that we all knew so well,
Those hoary old chesnuts—those grizzly old

chesnuis—
Those moss-covered chestnutd that people
still tell

There’s that joke on the feet of the girls of Glas-
gow;
And those multiform jokes on the mother-in-

aw.
There's the joke prebistoric and antediluvian,

On the spnds that delight the Hibernian maw,
There’s the joke on the man that ealls up for

the keyhole ;

The joke on the plumber’s unlimited cash;
The annual joke on the coy Easter honnet;
;;-__The1 jull<e pre-primeval on boarding house

1ash.
Those moldy old chestnuts—thoge worm-eaten
chesthuts—

That best are described by a vigorous—

with the others as I always do.”
She was wrapped up in her children, this pale

| fnced delicate Indy,and Chariie’s looking ill was

already beginning to trouble her.

“ Well, perbaps, dear, if [ tie a handkerchief
ronnd your thront and you walk quickly you
will take no harm.”

It was done, and the three boys clattered
down the steps together bound for the churcn
they always attended. Somehow Charlie felt ns
he walked along in the misty, oppressive morn-
ing, he could not run or talk like his two bro-
thers. :

His legs felt heavy, now he was out in the
open, and his throat felt full and hot ; his head,
too, ached ever so little, but he pulled himsell
together. Mother looked sosad when he was ill,
he would not tell her,and so he went on his way
to chureh,

Mass began; he felt better now. The solo
boy’s voice was never so beautiful vrso clear, s
when he began the first notes of the “ Kyrie
Eleison.” Charlie listened atlentively, his dark
eyes wide open and bis little nervous face shone
with delight, ns the lovely musi¢ filled the
church.

‘The other two boys read their prayer books,
and Charlie Jancied they paid far more attention
to Mass than he did. But his head was 8o heavy
and his throat so dry, reading made his eyes
tired—he would just sit and look at the high
aluar,  Jesns wonld know, he thought, how ill
he felt and would help him.

A new statue of the Sacred Heart, had just
been placed near where he sat, a particularly

and the two boys were enger to go. Charlie,
however, turned to the statue again and whis-
pered to his brothers how beautiful he thought
it was, “Snch a kind face, Willie,” he said.

There was an alms-box attached Lo the pedes-
tal, with alittle Muminated card over it, “Offer-
ings for the Sacred Heart,”

The church was not a rich one, and it had
only been with great difliculty Father had
been able to pay a parl of the money before
bringing it into church. Charlie fumbled in
his pocket for a second or two.

“I'Il put my penny in the box.” he said in a
whisper to his brothers who were kaceling in
front of the statue heside him.

“Ob, don’t,” said the younger of the lwo;
we ean buy some sweets as we go home.”

“No,” said Charlie, “I think [ would rather
put it here,” and so saying he dropped his penny
into the oaken box.

He was very brave all day, but his mother felt
uneasy ; he ate little, but seemed thirsty and
swallowed glass after glhss of water,

Next morning he was worse, but got up and
even went for n walk. By cvening hig cough
wasg troublesome, and the following day the
doctor was sent for.

‘There is noneed to dwell upon the infervening
days.  Diphtheria had seized the poor little boy,
an:l he rapidly sank under it. e was very
weak, bat patient and gentle, A priest came to
see him—ane known to the writer—the kindest
and most aflctionate man to children.  And the
dying boy’s eyes lit up with joy whenever he
cume to see him.

A Trustsp OLp MESSENGER.—Sunle Claus—Wake up! THE Suxseans are waiting for you.

And those other old jokes—all too many to

mention, .
That were heard on earbh ere the coming of
man ; . .
Those toothless, decrepit and shrivelled old
chestbuis—

All centuries old ere creation began.
Those iiolkes coetaneous with old man Methuse-
ab,
Which Noah at night in the ark used to tell;
Those grimy oll grinds that way back in Eden,
O’er Adam and Eve threw their magical spell,
Those grave scented chestnuis—those petrified
chestnuts—
Thoseﬁorpsy old chestnuts that people still
tell.

o

HIS LAST PENNY,
i2E was far from well, poor litlle boy ; his
cheek was flushed, his eyes bright with
; the glow of o coming fever and his
ﬁosgh was troublesome, though not as yet very
ad.

It was Sunday morning, and he had never
missed mass. iy - '

“ Darling, you'do not look well,”” his mother
snid, as when the bells began to ring Charlie
came down stairs with his brothers and an-
nounced his intention of gning to Mass,

“ Oh, I'm all right, mother,” was his cheery
reply. *“Tdon’t liketo miss EMass ; let me go

beautiful one, and as Charlic sat quietly, while
the “Glona in Excelsis” was being sung, his
eyes wundered round to the plaintive face of the
statue.

Our Loxd’s pityin%, tender eyes seemed fixed
on his, as he pointed to his heart with one hand
and the other seemed to bless him. The soprano
boy’s voice was flooding the church with his
glurious notes, the other voices chiming in with
hisin the ** Tu solus altissimus, Jesu Christe,”
whereat Charlie bowed his pretty dark head
reverently.

“Do the angels really sing as sweetly,” he
murmured to himself,

But theservice was long, the sermon had yet to
come, Charlie felt tired and drowsy and to the
consternation and awe of his two brothers, for
they sat very close to the pulpit, he dropped oft
asleep.

Then, if one had been by him, could the mis-
chief that was at work in that frail little body
have been seen.

The flushed checks, heavy eyelids, and parch-
ed lips told n tale of some dunger, but he only
looked prettier, his dark curly hair dropped on
his forehead and encircled iv like a dusky halo,
and his dark eyelashes rested on his crimson
cheeks like a solt fringe.

The “Credo,” “ however, woke him; le
straightened himself and stood up manfully,
and vever again during the rest of Mass had
another disteaction.

The congregation one by one left the church

His mother told me, with pale, calm face—
she was dazed with gricf, but appeared tobe
quiet and resigned—ol her bay’s last hours,
‘I'he Mather was hourly expected from India, only
to arrive to find his boy lying in his little coflin,

The *“ Kyrie Eleison ” next Sunday moring
was sung as beantifully as it was a week ago, but
the tired little boy is not in his acenstomed seat ;
he is listening to the same words perhaps, bul
sung by the white-robed choir of heaven, where
littie boys and other little ones are garnered and
where “T'he little ones always helinld the face of
ther Father in heaven.—Chimes.
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Willie 8, Port Henry, N.Y,, his a mortaage
on boys first prize. He is n clever little can-
vasser. Let ug hear from you soon again.

ol
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The disciples froms the moment of their call
to follow Jesusg, learned to know, reverence and
love His mother. She was the mother of their
Master—of Him Who had spoken to them as
never had any man spoken before. His words
penetrated and fascinated their hearts with a
thrill of awe and love such as no human voice
had ever caused till then. He had manifested
in their presence alone an honour to His mother
such as He showed Lo no other.

o

Young Charley McK., Cule des Neiges, is
working hard for the time piece. Line your
pockels, Charley, the watch is a heavy one.




