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TUB HOPE OF HADDON 
HALL

fot the first time îa the history ol 
Hâaëdoe Hall the interseholastic field 
sad teach sports were to be held on 
été athletic tie hi. In previous years 
tiaamercy School, Oak Ridge Semin
ary and the rent of the big institu- 
-teeee of learning had claimed that 
ih—or, and with reason, too, lor 
tWr athletu fields were larger and 

amere finely kept, and, besides, they 
'tend sent the beat teams to the meet 
«year alter year As the most im
portant members ol the tnterscholas- 
tec league of schools in this Western 
4Slat« they had claimed the honor, 
uead the records made on their tracks 
tend nearly rivaled those ol the big 

college»—that goal to which 
tedergraduate eyes were turned 

eh was expected ol the new equip- 
nt, and Had Ion Hall hoped to 
i first prize The Ireehmen class 
I developed two brilliant men. One 

had equalled the interecholas- 
teeord tor the pole vault in ln- 

>r practice, and in competition he 
s expected to do even better. An- 
icr had a spec ial aptitude for the

______ _ and was felt to hold all
eesnpetitors safe at two distances, 

st Hope-Char Icy Hope—who had 
i the 220-yard dash the last year, 
i not out training with the rest. 
ie had come back this year with 
knowledge that his people could 

ent let him complete his course. The 
■money was needed at home, and this 
year was to be hie last unless he 
could win a scholarship, and he was 
trying for on , ‘ grinding" every hour, 
giving up his running, after a mighty 
struggle, to s»\e the time and the 
«eoessary training involved. Of course 
there was a f-.ss about this among 
his closest f: 1 rids, and the whole 
school felt a sense of loss, a personal 
injury, that Ilnddon Hall’s chances of 
success should lie thus lessened "just 
liccause a chap was stuck on grind
ing," as the freshmen put it.

"It's much too late to start train
ing now," said Charley Hope to Ma
tvei Moore, who was filled'/'with en
thusiasm for Haddon Hall.

"Monsieur, I’m not one of the par- 
dor girls, and I know the game. It 
doesn't take long to train for the 
tiundred. It’s just a burst of speed, 
Ahat’s all. We all know you’ve got 
the speed, Charley: an hour a day 
from now on will see you fit, I 
thought of asking you to do it for 
•me, (Jharlex, but 1 won't. It’s for 
itieddon Hall."

"Oh, I suppose I must,” answered 
rley, gloomily, but she saw his 

brighten at the thought of run- 
and the next day found him 

ut "pounding the track," as the 
said, and all the second year 

cheered, for they had seen him 
beivtc

-—« pield day came all to slowly for 
undergrade,!tes, but came at last, 
delegations from the large schools 

the utmost resources of 
Tgraedstand ami side lines. The swarms 

strange young fellows from the 
■eminarii k and prep schools out- 

membered Had ion Hall’s own. home 
crowd, but in the centre of the grand
stand conspicuous by bright colors 

; and evident by girlish laughter sat1 
•«he "co-ed" gins, a loyal home fol- 

" «"•owing just overlooking the finish 
lines. Th» events passed off smoothly 

* tebcugh. The I Oil-v ard dash came sec- 
. >und; rather an unusual proceeding.

'YPharley thought as he crouched for 
/ --the /btarter’s ;i tol. He got away 

«well and did n t have to extend him- 
-meH, at all. i’e seemed to have a 
^perfect fire of \ igor in his limbs. He 
wished the second man would crowd 
teim closer an I as he near the finish 
tee felt like exciting himself a little 
wore and winning by 5 feet Instead of 

!- .x! hut he restrained himself, calling 
* it a "kid’s IricN," as the freshmen 

would say. lie wondered, as his chest 
broke the tap -, how it was he felt so 
fresh when In- had trained so little, 
wbee any coach could have told him 

it he was in just the highest pitch 
fitness that comes before a chap 
k stale, that the second season a 

runs is his best, often, and 
he can very easily overdo the 

| bard work and fatally tighten the 
that must be fresh for speed, 

hurried him off to the training 
^warters am! steamed and kneaded 
teim, slapped and pounded him, pinch
ed him and rubbed him down. He pro
tested and grew a little angry; he 
wanted to dress and go up in the 

land with Mabel Moore and 
father, and see the rest of it, 

but they said "< ouch's order," and 
Hied, lor the coach rules as 

absolute monarch. "Just as*if I 
• going in the two-twenty,” mused 

between poundings. Wish I 
too. Max be they've entered me 

e. If they have I’Rfrun, too, 
1 ted eo good No such luck, though. 
r*e a mind to ask the coach, any- 
fcdw. Maybe they could slip me in 
Hot much use, though, running 

that new man of ours,

"Hope! Hopei" called the announcer. 
A tall fellow with a big white G on 
his jersey showed a sudden interest. 
“What Hope is that?" he called to 
the announcer "Not the Gramercy 
School Hope? I’m in for the hammer 
and shot put, but I don’t run.”

"The Hope ol Haddoa Hall!" was 
the answer through the megaphone. 
Charley was astounded for a moment. 
So they had entered him by mistake 
alter all! A sudden gust of cheering 
from the girls above on the grand
stand dnsed him still more. They had 
caught the phrase ‘The Hope of Had
den Hall," and in a moment their 
clear voices began a steady Hhant 
"Hope! Hope! Hope! The Hope of 
Haddoo Hall!"

The coach came running toward 
Charley from somewhere in the crowd. 
"You’ve got to run, Hope," he said. 
"These two men, Davis and Banks, 
are disqualified by a new clause in the 
interscholastic rules. They’ve run for 
other schools, you know. Come along, 
sharp now!"

"But I’m not in," said Charley. "I 
only entered in the hundred."

"We’ve entered you, and you’ve got 
to run and win," answered the coach, 
grimly. "Be off, lively there!"

Charley threw off his robe and 
started up the track toward the rest 
who were awaitii* him up by the 
starter. As he came in sight the 
chant from the grandstand rose high
er. "Hopei Hope! Hope!" and it 
sounded good. He tried to catch Ma
bel’s voice, but the starter scowled 
at him and he fell into line. It felt 
unreal somehow; he felt too good. It 
didn’t seem fair to those other chaps 
to feel so good. At the crack of the 
pistol he was away. He got out in 
front, for he was very good at start
ing, and he just seemed to go along 
somehow without half trying. Then a

■mut "pou 
fj tnrehihen 

men cheei

He slipped his bathrobe on over 
1fie tunning toy s and turned him out 
•hi ambled back to the bench beneath 
tehe grandstand just I» time to hear 

l*hc announcer caiUhf the entries for 
the 120 yard dash. "Crane, Pcltz,«i 
tlrady, Robinson, Collins, Townsend, 
Drake, Grey and Hope," he called 

his mugarhoee. "Queen that," 
t Charley "They can’t mean 

I’m not In. It must be the 
Delta Hope Didn’t know be ran, 
though. Wonder where Davis and 
Hanks are, and why they weren't 
«ailed?” He looked to vain for the 
two new men, but they were not in 
sight and the other fellows were go 

te line up tor $be start

little lellow from Hill School shot 
by him, almost a foot ahead he was, 
this chap, before Charley could get 
the extra pounding into his feet, the 
extfa upward strain on his legs that 
brough the distance down and left 
breast to breast. But he was persis
tent, this Hill School boy, and forged 
ahead again, and it was only by a su
preme burst of speed, a final climax 
of exertion, that Charley caught him 
anu then passed him a very little, 
keeping just there, but getting no far
ther ahead till he broke the tape, 
winning by inches. He hardly knew 
how he had done it, and he frowned 
in a puzzled way at the girls up there 
in the grandstand, who seemed to 
have all gone crazy, waving things 
at him and shouting: "Hope! Hope!" 
The coach caught him by the arm and 
started him toward the training 
quarters again. The meaning of this 
flashed upon him suddenly. Davis, one 
of the men who had been disqualified, 
had been depended upon to win the 
quarter mile! Now they wanted him 
to run! But his legs were tired; his 
wind was gone. The grueling strain 
of the 220-yard dash had told upon 
him. It was asking too much of one 
chap to go in fliose three events, any
way, and he had not trained for the 
quarter mile; that long, nerve-racking 
muscle-tearing journey with a sprint 
at the end of it! He stopped short 
and began to speak, but the coach cut 
him short, angrily, “You've got to 
run, Hope,” he said. "Davis is out, 
and we can’t even get second place 
unless you run second. That’s all I 
want of you; to run second in the 
quarter-mile. Win if you can, of 
course, but don’t worry if you don’t. 
But the school counts on you to 
make good; understand that! Just lis
ten to those girls!"

They were still at it there in the 
grandstand and the undergraduates 
about were beginning to join in. The 
captain of the football team passed 
them on a jog: "Good boy, Hope,’ 
he called. “You’ll see us through 
yet!" , 1

A member. of the faculty waved a 
dignified vane at him. "Well done, 
Mr Hope,” he shouted, his white tie 
curling cutely under one car: “Don't 
fail us in the quarter mile!"

Don't I know that?” snarled the 
coach. "Don’t I know what I am 
about? What better training could a 
man in just your condition want than 
a hard 221 feather-head? You’ve got 
to win,, that’s al|. Green, little 
Green, the Mlow who made the var
sity and got hurt, he was counted on 
for "third in the running broad, and 
when lie heard the girls shouting lot 
you he shook hiS fist at the grand
stand and yelled ‘You can count on 
me. too. I’m going in for a first!” 
and he did, too. He won the jump 
by half an inch, beating Hartly, Hill 
Schools crack man and equaling the 
record! It was the greatest surprise 
of the day. Don't you see what 
we've done? Two rpen out and yet 
we're in second place. The other boys 
arc going until they drop to win for 
Haddon Hall, and here you want to 
lie down. Fine sort of chap to wear 
an H on your jersey, you are; . hut 
you’ve got to win, that's all! He 
yanked Charley roughly by the aim 
and started him into an unwilling 
trot toward the training quarters 
And there came from the grandstand 
the closing words of the girls’ chant— 
"Hope! The Hope-of Haddon Hall!"

The did astonishing things to 
Charley. They boiled him, and the 
coach personally1 supervised a lot ol 
hard-working chaps who kneaded his 
muscles and made them pliable; who 
twisted the cramps out of his limbs 
and made them glow with perfect cir
culation of his quickened blood. Then 
a last rub down with alcohol and 
witch hazel and the coach rushed to 
back to the field. There were only 
two events remaining to be decided, 
the hammer throwing, "chuckin’ the 
knocker," as the freshmen said, and 
the quarter-mile.

Heddon Hall did not expect » place

in the hammer-throwing contest. Only 
one man was entered, aad he was a
big, raw freshman. The event was 
generally conceded to Oak Ridge, who 
now stood one point behind Haddon 
Hall, while Qramercy School held 
the top score, with 24 pomts to its 
credit, • ' points ahead of Haddon 
Hall. When Oak Ridge won the ham
mer event they would have 23 points, 
which would bring them within hail
ing distance of the leaders. But if 
by chance Haddon Hall’s big fresh
man, Finnegan, should get a place 
in the event, then they would still 
stand a chance for second place, pro
vided Charley Hope won the quarter- 
mile and Oak Ridge did mot get second 
or third place; and if Qramercy 
School did not get a place the score 
would stand: Qramercy School, 24; 
Haddon Hall, 23; Oak Ridge, 23-a 
splendid showing and almost a vic
tory.

Three men had their turns with the 
hammer. Charley was on fire from 
the coach’s words and from the de
sire to be off in the long race. He 
looked about impatiently for some 
of his friends. He did not care to 
watch the hammer event. Haddon 
Hall could not win it, he felt, and so 
what was the use? A voice from the 
grandstand called him, and, looking 
up, he saw Mabel Moore. He walked 
over to a place beneath her and she 
leaned down almost to him. "We’re 
going to win, Charley," she said. “I 
know we're going to win. Little Mr. 
Green won for us, and Mr. Finnegan 
has promised to. He’s just as full of 
it as we are; he says he can feel our 
combined enthusiasm in his arms, and 
that he’ll just chuck that hammer out 
of sight!"

"Pretty good freshman,” said Char
ley, “but I guess a third is the best 
he can do. Good men against him, 
yon know."

“But there are good men against 
you, Charley. The best men have 
been saved for the quarter-mile. And 
yet you’re going to win. Do you un
derstand? You must win. Can’t you 
fee! all the stir of it, the longing and 
thrill and intensity that we girls feel 
here whenever a Haddon Hall man 
starts in an event? Doesn’t it brace 
you up like an electric shock? Doesn't 
it fill you with a fire like the old 
Marathon chaps in our Greek transla
tions? Why, we’ve been counting on 
you all along, Charley. We weren’t 
sure of the other boys, but wc had 
them up here and made them feel our 
school spirit and tilled them with it, 
and they won for us, and they could 
have won against better men, too, af
ter that. And you’ve got to win."

Her last words were drowned by a 
mellow cheer lrom the grandstand. 
Handkerchiefs fluttered and fans wav
ed. An answering roar came from the 
undergraduates on the side lines. Fin
negan had the hammer and was about 
to throw. The girls leaned far over 
the edge of the box-like front ol the 
grandstand and cheered—cheered till 
Finnegan, his face all flushed, seemed 
to swell and grow manlier, somehow, 
before their eyes. His great arms 
knotted and corded, his shoulders 
twitched, his legs stiffened, and he 
stood very erect. He had caught the 
spirit of the will to win that the 
girls were sending to him. He bent to 
the swing of the iron globe, and it 
fairly sung as he swung with it 
With a mighty heave of his shoulders 
it was away and soaring straight as 
a die, landing six inches beyond the 
farthest mark. Finnegan had won at 
the first trial! Then pandemonium 
broke loose. The unexpected had 
happened. Although Haddon Hall 
was still in second place, things look
ed very different. Oak Ridge had on
ly achieved the second place in the 
event just pass-cd, scoring three 
points, and Qramercy School was 
third, with one point. The five points 
Finnegan had won for Haddon Hall 
made the score now stand; Gramercy 
School, 25; Haddon Hall, 23, and Oak 
Ridge, 20. Haddon Hall now stood 
to win if only Charley Hope could 
capture the quarter-mile.

Charley felt it too as he ambled 
toward the starter, who was lining 
up the men lor the race. He felt 
that they depended on him to win, 
and he thrilled with pride as he 
thought ,of their confidence in him 
This was his distance, really, the 
quarter mile. 'He had the long- 
stretching lope that carries a chap so 
swiftly at almost top speed; the 
ground-devouring stride that bears a 
man close to records and leaves a 
little in store for the fierce punishing 
sprint at the end. But he hadn’t 
trained for the distance. He had 
been only in for the sprints, and could 
he last the whole way? The other 
chaps were in fine form, he knew, 
and he would have to run the race of 
his life. And then the sprint at the 
end! Could he make one after that 
long, gtueling journey? Had the des
perate two-twenty he had won ex
hausted his speed? The coach seemed 
to think not, and the girls felt he 
could win. Well, he would do all 
he could.

And now the undergraduates went 
wild. A senior led them in cheering 
for a few moments, but this broke in
to a discordant roar of “We wip! We 
win! Charley Hope! Hope! Hope!" 
Up in the grandstand they kept bet
ter time. Mabel Moore was standing 
on. a front ‘bench leading the girls, 
waving her arms in rhythm as a 
leader of an orchestra directs his 
men.

We win! We win! We gloat! We grin!
Our track team beats ’em all.

He’s slick as soap, is Charley Hope, 
The Hope of Heddon Hall!

The volume of their voices swelled 
like music to Charley as he crouched 
for the start in line with the rest.

Ciack! went the startei’i pistol, and 
he was off with the rest, running eas
ily in a good position, full of strange 
vigor he had never fet before. The 
girls were singing the ode now, vthe 
old school song. Charley could not 
distinguish the words, but he knew 
it was for him and to hearten him 
on his hard journey. For him, too, 
was the clamor of the undergraduates 
in the side lines, so hoarse from 
cheering as to do no more than croak. 
But it was music to Charley. The 
great muscles above bis knees gave 
little jerks of vigor, little tugs of im
patience, and fierce desires to go fast
er surged through him. He wanted to 
run away from all this crowd at 
once; to stride out at a pace that 
would leave t®m all behind. He felt 
that he could do it, too. That he 
could do anything; run away from 
any winner that ever lived. He did 
not know what it was, but it was 
the school spirit that possessed him. 
The combined longing of so many of 
his schoolmates for victory that had 
centered in him and given him the 
same flush of power and strength that 
comes sometimes to the football team 
when it hammers the other eleven 
down the field, never halting, one 
down from another, regular as clock
work, through guard and tackle, past 
an end. Every man sure to make his 
gain, everything smashing in its 
place, a confidence and a sense of 
strength that is only born of enthusi
asm and grown by the nourishment of 
school spirit.

Charley kept his head and did not 
go out in front, as he felt like doing. 
He couhin’t stay too far back, 
though. He kept at the shoulder of 
the fourth man, Danger field, the 
crack runner of Gramercy School, 
worrying him badly, pulling up beside 
him and forcing him to increase his 
stride a little every few yards,- crowd
ing him nearer and nearqr to the 
pacemaker out in front, who was 
alieady tiring badly and wobbling at 
the knees. Then a big, raw-boned 
Hill School man shot put from the 
bunch and the Gramercy1 School man 
went after him. Charley felt that it 
was a snare, for there was another 
Hill School man at his elbow, run
ning easily and waiting for the sprint. 
Ah, that spring! It would come soon. 
The pace was telling on everyone. It 
was too fast. The pacemaker and 
then the Hill School man had tried 
to kill them off. Charley began to 
feel little twinges in hjs thighs and 
an aching strain in his calves. He 
was tiring and felt it. He must 
make an effort now and catch the 
Gramercy School man running ahead 
there, paced by the Hill School chap. 
He quickened his stride a little and 
began to close slightly. But then 
came a surprise. The Hill School man 
who had been at hrs elbow went by 
him like a flash, on a sprint at the 
top of his speed, and in a few seconds 
had closed with the two leaders. Then 
the first Hill School man dropped out 
an.I his mate, who had come up from 
the rear, took his place still on the 
grinding sprint with Dangerfield, the 
Gramercy School winner, at his el
bow. Then Charley understood. Hill 
School, hopeless of winning, had their 
men pacing Dangerfield to beat off 
Haddon Hall. They would pace Dan
gerfield out in front there so that 
when the rest started the sprint he 
would be too far ahead to catch, and 
if he was caught by any chance he 
would be fresher than his pursuers, 
tired by their efforts to come up even 
with him, and he would romp away 
from them in the fast few7 y cards.

Charley knew that there was but 
one thing to do. They were at the 
22(1 mark now. The tape lay 220 
yards away. He had been over that 
route before, but he did not feel the 
same now. He must do a 220 sprint; 
sprint all the way to the finish. Catch 
them fellows and pass them so quickly 
that he would gain a yard perhaps be
fore they could quicken their pace to 
his, then let them catd) him if they 
could. f

The grandstand was strangely silent 
now. He had a good position, but 
from where the girls sat it must look 
as if he was hopelessly behind. Well, 
he wasn’t; he would show them. He 
forgot ai/0ut his aching calves ami as 
he swung into his 220 gait he felt 
better. He passed an Oak Ridge fel
low as if he were stand still, The 
fellow tried feebly to increase his 
pace, but he could not. lip was a 
quarter-milcr, not a sprinter. Charley 
drew up a little more and still nearer 
to the pair in front. Their pace was 
not so killing as it had been; they 
had eased up a bit. In a few seconds 
more Charley had cut down half the 
distance separating him from the fly
ing two before him. Then the grand
stand awoke into a blaze of color and 
a volume of noise. The girls could 
see Charley closing up the gap. The 
sound of words reached him. "Hope! 
Hope! Hope!" troy cried. He forgot 
about the long stretch be had covered 
at high speed. He was doing a 220 
now. Those chaps were ahead of him 
and had to be caught. "Hope! Hope! 
Hope!" sang the grandstand. He was 
grinding hard at it—the old grueling 
sprint he knew so well, all the way, 
all the way, sprint, sprint, now he 
had them. He was at Dangerfield’s 
elbow now and the Hill School man 
was dropping back. But Dangerfield 
kept along. He was a fine runner, 
that chap, the best Gramercy had. He 
let Charley pass him, but kept at his 
elbow, sprint for sprint, stride for 
stride. How the grandstand sang — 
the compact, well-timed column of 
their voices could be heard above all 
the roars of the crowds of fellows, 
visitors ss well as home chaps. They 
were cheering on their men and im
ploring them to sprint, sprint!

They were at the hundred-yard now. 
The song of the old school ode came

stranger than ever to Charley and 
down beneath the racking pains in his 
great thigh muscles, the pangs in knee 
and ankle tendons, below the numb-1 
ness and the wobbly feeling came a I 
glow, a fresh kind of strength, the 
nervous force of excitement that 
drives away fatigue, and as he start
ed down the straight hundred-yard 
chute that led to the tape at his old j 
hundred clip—.10 2-5—he kept saying: 
"I’ll make it 10, flat, sure." He had j 
always said that. He tried now to 
make it 10 flat ; to do the last hun-, 
dred yars in 10 seconds after a hard ! 
quarter and half of a worse 2.20. Such) 
is the courage that school spirit will 
give a chap when it comes in the 
right way.

He missed Dangerfield from his el
bow, but on, on he kept, his mind 
singing “ten flat, ten flat, sure." 
Down to the grandstand he came, 
head back, teeth clenched, elbows 
pressed into his sides to quiet the 
pain there, knees wobbling beneath 
him, though he was all unconscious of 
it a-pounding in his ears that he 
took for the footsteps of the boys 
behind. Still doing his 100, still 
trying for 10 fist, he broke the tape 
with the nearest man 20 yards away, 
Dangerfield having fallen in a faint in 
the last 50 yards of his sprint. And 
then they didn’t cheer for a bit. They 
looked and looked at him as the 
coach held him in his arms, and the 
trainer poured water on him and fan
ned him with towels. But the official 
timer was standing by, impatient for 
something. Hope did not revive at 
once, but the crowd went wild at 
what the timer said. Charley had 
broken the intercolegiate record, not 
for the 100; he had done that in "ten 
flat," but for the quarter mile.

And when Charley sat up and was 
told about it a minute later he was 
far more delighted than when, some 
days later at dinner, it was announc- | 
ed that the Fisher scholarship prize! 
for all-round athletics had gone to 
Charley Hope, and that it entitled 
him to a post-graduate course, too.
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A Soul's Sorrow
(Kathleen A. Sullivan, in The New 

World.)

Just a little bit of heartache,
But I hid it far from sight;

It but turned my joy to sorrow, 
Turned my day unto dark night.

And I smiled on all around me,
That they would not see the pain, 

Though within my soul's lone cham
ber

Leaden tears, they fell like rain.

Just a cross laid on my shoulders, 
Small it was, but O, its weight. 

How it crushed my spirit downward, 
Yet I bore it, early, late.

And I smiled on all around me 
That they would not see my woe. 

But the cross, it heav’ly pressed me, 
And the heartache would not go.

Then I strolled one silent even 
To a church, and there before 

A dim altar, lit by moonbeams,
I knelt sadly to adore.

And I cried, "My cross is heavy, 
Wearily it weighs me down,

But a voice citmc, sweet and gentle, 
“Bear thy cross, and gain a crown.

"Bear thy cross and bright adorn it 
With the flowers of Faith and Love. 

It will win for thee a garland 
Of pure Bliss, in realms above."

There I knelt and could not answer;
A soul silence o'er me came;

And my spirit seemed on fire 
With Love’s all-consuming flame.

Then again the voice came to me
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ETIQUETTE IN MEXICO.

Ladies do not attend funerals.
Children kiss the hands of their par

ents.
The hostess is served first at a 

Mexican table.
The bridegroom 

bride’s trousseau.
Female friends kiss on both cheeks 

when greeting or taking leave.
Gentlemen speak first when passing | 

lady acquaintances on the street.
The sofa is the seat of honor, and | 

a guest waits to be invited to occupy j 
it.

"Think of Me when sore oppressed, I Men and women in
Place your burdens on My altar, 

And vour trials will be blessed."
other

he same social I 
by their first j

If you are

..Renting
or working for someone else, 
why not get a TarHLot your 
own in

New x 

Ontario

Low 1 murmured through the stillness I his home he- refers to it as
“Lord, within Thy Sacred Heart, 

I do place my soul’s deep sorrow. 
Do Thou with me share a part."

circle call each
; names. |

When a Mexican speaks to you of For particulars write to
“your(

All at once a weight seemed lifted, 
My soul filled with joy supreme, 

Seemed it to me and the memory \ 
Of some strange uncertain dreanj.

house.’’
When you move into a new locality 

it is your duty to make the first ! 
neighborhood calls.

When friends pass each other on the 
street without stopping they say adois 
(good-by). * ,

Cards are sent to friends upon the 
But I knew mv cross was lighter,' anniversary of their saint's day and 

And I felt my soul adore. “PO" New Year's Day.
For Our Lord, Hhe shared mv burden, i Even the younger children of the 

And a heartache was no more. , family are dressed in mourning upon 
-------------------- ! the death of a relative.
Baum's Complaint I Young ladies never rexeive .calls

from young men and arc not escorted 
to entertainments hy them. -L. Frank Baum, the author of some 

good fairy, stories, got all that he 
wanted one day in a southern hotel, 
according to his story.

A women who was .a lion hunter 
asked to meet him, and when intro
duced asked if she could, in time, in
troduce her young daughter, a child 
of seven, who liked his books.

Mr. Baunt, of course, said that no
thing could give him greater pleas
ure and the child was dragged out 
from under the maternal wing. "1 
think you are a wonderful man," she 
said.

Mr. Baum was a bit surprised at 
this, but got up steam enough to 
ask the child why she said so.

“Because mamma told me to," was 
the reply. i

When a man works because he is 
compelled to he is bever a good work
man.

VntU the time of Louis XV., it 
was the custom in France to include 
in the trousseau of a bride "a pair of 
beads” with a copy of the "Hours of 
Our.Blessed Lady," )

Daily inquiry is made for a sick 
friend, and cards arc left or the name 
written in a book with th»*, porter.

Dinner calls are(not customary, but 
upon rising from the table the guest 
thanks his host for the entertainment.

Mexican gentlemen remove their 
hats as scrupulously upon entering a 
business office as in a private resi
dence.

After a dance the gentleman re
turns his partner to her seat beside 
her parents or chaperon and at once 
leaves her side.

FOR INFLAMMATION OF THE 
EYES.—Among the many good quali
ties which Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills 
possess, besides regulating the di
gestive organs, is their efficacy in re
ducing Inflammation of the eyes. It 
has celled forth many letters of recom
mendation from those who were af
flicted with this complaint and found 
a cure In the pills. They affect the 
nerve centres and the blood in a sur
prisingly active way, and the result 
is almost immediately seen.

HON.xE. J. DAVIS,
Commissioner of Crown Lends,

Toronto, Ont.

Empress Hotel
Corner ol Too*, nod Would Str..» 

TORONTO
---- Terms t $l.AO per day.-----

fleeWc Out from |h« Union 
Mint

Rkimaro Diaarrrs PtoMuror

JAS. J. O'HEARN x
House and Sign Painting

Graining to ell lie variely. Paper teaa|' 
tog e-e., etc. 1

SOLICITS A TRIAL
omces axsiDarce

161 QUEEN BT. WEST 8 D’ABOI
OppotUe Otgoede Bill TilipPnu If-- T
Telephone MNo sen

$6 PER MONTH WILL BUY YOU 
" a home anywhere under oar 

plan. Live In it while paying for It. 
Write lor prospectus. Canadian Homs 
Builders’ Association, Manning Cham
bers, Toronto.

Seek to mifigle gentleness in alt 
your rebukes; bear with the infirmi
ties of others; make allowances for 
constitutional trallltlee; never say 
harsh things if kind things will do as 
well.
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