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THE ELEPHANT'S LITTLE JOKE,
When Anite stanted for school ome)
morning) she found the .fences covered
with flaming posters which told the

the

Riverbeach that a
‘was coming to town,

It seemed almost teo good to  be

were the posters with
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! & elephant,
sleigh ride yet, but winter is near.

Papa and I weve in Montreal Thurs-
day ‘last; we went in to see & doc-
tor about my'leg. I am in bed now.
1 would have liKed to call and see

game long g
"| borse wade far enough out into the
stream to head off the huge sprinkler
and drive him back into town. But
the elephant wasn't ready yet. There
was another little joke he wantsd to
play—this time on his Keeper. So,
just as his master came’ riding up
to him, down on hig knees went the
right under the water !
Nothing could be seen of him but a
small island of drab floating round
in the river. Such a sudden collapse
sucked the water in all around the
unwieldy heast; and nearly  drew the
frightened ‘horse off his feet, ‘making

other, and splashing the water over
his poor keoper till there wasn’'t : a
dry thread of clothes on him. The
more his master tricd to make him
get up, the more the elephant chuickl-
ed and cuddled diwn under the walber
spouting the spray over his back in
& perfect ecstacy of watery pliss.
“I shouldn’t wonder,’”” said Tom,
“but that slab-sided old chap came
down here . just to show off for the
mumpsy girl who sent him all those
peanuts !’’
‘Perhaps,”” said happy Anita.
‘“Anyway, I'd rather have funny cir-
cuses come ta mq after this than go
to the New York Hippodrome.”
* &

OULARA’S WAY.
Clara’s mother was.sick. She was
50 sick that a nurse had come to
take care of her. Clara was very
SorTy about her mother’s illness, and
& little sorry that the purse wag
there. She would have liked to teake
care of her motheT herself, and she
felt very sure of being ablg to do it.
Clarg was a small girl with a raither
big ides of what she counld do.
On one of those days wheti her mo-
ther was the sickest, Clara stolo into
#the bedroom while the nurse was te-
lephoning the doctor, Her mother’'s
face lgoked very pale against ithe pil-
low, and Clara decided that she must:
‘have a - headache.  Well, sho knew
.what to do for a headache, it the

‘| My papa seid 'twas twenty-two.
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POLLY’'S PROBLEDM.

"

| And nothing less and nothing more,
But when 1 wrote the mumbers|
. streight

Upon my pretty porcelain slate .

Which ove is right ? T wish T knew!
~Zitella Cooke, in *‘The- Grasshop-
vers’ Hop." ’
* + b
A TALK TO BOYS.

Whem George Washington was still
@ boy he wrote out for himself & set

own actions. Daniel 0’Conmell did
the same. For, by having positive
laws for their behavior, written down
and memorized, they were better able
to think, andspeak, andact, and keep,
silent, according to a definite stand-
ard, than if they had never adopted
any principles.

Some hoys and some men have few
or no right principles. They have
little control over themselves. They
live for their-ewn comfort, to grati-
fy their stomach, to enjoy ‘their ease,
to yield to the passions of the body.

In Baptism we all promise to fight
against the world, the flesh, and the
devill; and through Comfirmation we
get fortitude from the Holy Ghost to
be strong to resist the unruly incli-
nations of our body. Now, those
divine promises and graces are wast-
ed if we don’t have Christian princi-
ples and stick to them.

Every boy ought to draw up for
himself a set of principles like these:

1. T will get up out of bed

morning at — o’clock,
2. I will say my mornine and night
prayers; T will offer myself, my. life
and my actions to God every day ;
often during the day I will say: MGog
sees me—I will do nothing to  dis-
please Him !’

3. Every night I will think"over
my trespasses of the day and make
an Act of Contrition.

4. I will obey my parents and my
s ers for God's sake, whq
m; s me to obey them; that
make n\y obedience divine,

18. I'will  say “No'’ quickly amd
firmly to every invitation or tempta-
tion to do wrong, no matter from
whom it comes.

6. I will tell the truth and hate all
form of lying.

7. I will be strictly honest . and
steal 1ot a cemt, or a pin, or any-
thing else from anybody.

8. I will be industrious, keep busy
and shun idleness. .
9. I wil 'say & special ‘‘Hail
Mery’’ every day in honor of the I~
maculate Virgin,‘ asking her to keep
me ‘innocent; and 1 will never listen
to any dirty words or laugh st them.
I will not go with vicious boys, no
matter ab whet sacrifice of pleasure
in the way of sport that this princi-
ple will cost me. =

10. I will be a practical Catholic,
 Proud to belong to the gne true
Churclr that Christ founded, and I
will cherish the faith as the best

every

com-
will

- 11. T will make some act of sell-

strengtlien my will and. to carTy tie
&‘_‘_; K A A

[ lar with little French

'{ My teacher says twa twos mele four

of principles for the regulation of his|
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GAME FOR A RAINY DAY.
The following game is Yery popu~
childfen  and:
m,y help you to pass some pleasant

| Bhooso a letter of the alphabet, say
“SD,” for instance. Each player with
Poncil apd paper is told bo write &)
Bame of a try, river, A
city, soldier, artist, writer, musician
‘and stat , all b ing with the
[ letter “D."”

At the end of five minutes the lists
are closed. One remis the names
from his list, and those having. the
sMme names . on 4heir list scrateh
them off. The wintter of the comtest
i the one having the most names Dot
on the lists of _the others. The fact
of his names belng more wmicommon
ghows him to have the greatest,
Enowledge and memory,

This game will be well worth try-

ing, and will e enjoyed by every
member of the family.
LA B

A FEW DON'TS.

Don’t write letters with a lead pen-
cil.

Don't write .ot soiled or torn
sheets gf paper.

Don’'t fail to enclose a stamp to
carry am amswering letter to a let-
‘ter of business.

Don’t send a letter bearing blots or
scratches. Male a new copy if neces-
sary.

Don’t seal a lotter of introduction,
The person to whom it is given is
supposed to inform himself of its comn-
tents.

I)mz'twritecn.reless]y. Spell correct-
lv and be painstaking about
punctuation and the laaiguage
which you express your thoughts.

L AL R
THE BEAVER’S TOOTH.

your

in

No carpenter’s chisel can do more
effectivework tham is turned out with
ease and neatness by  the beaver's
tooth. This is the principal tool
with which these patient, clever buil-
ders construct their dams. The outer
surface of the tooth is a scale of
very hard enamel, while the body of
it is of softer dentine, the
Softer substance wears away in use
the end of thg tooth takes a chisdl-
like bevel, leaving a thin, slightly
Projecting edge of hard enamiel as
sharp as any carpenter’s tool fresh
from the oilstore. The thin scale of
enamel gives Keenness/the softer den-
tine suppdies strength, and thus the
combination forms a formidabla tool,
which actually sharpens itself”
use.
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TEETHING TROUBLES.

Teething is gemerally accompamied
by nervousness, irritability and sto-
mach  disorders, which may lead to
serious comsequences if “not promptly
treated, Baby's Own Tablets isthe
best medicine in the world for teeth-
ing children. They allay the inflam-
mation in ‘the tender swollen gums,
correct the disordered stomach, and
help fhe teeth through painlessly.
Mre. T. Nutt, Raymond, Ont., says:
“My  baby sufferex terribly  while
teething, but as soon as I began giv-
ing him Baby’s Own Tablets he im-
proved in every way and is now a
bright healthy child.”” The Tablets
also cure colic, constipation, diar-
rhoes, indigestion, simple fevers and
destroy worms. They are guaranteed
to contain not one particle of opiate
| or harmful drugs, and may be given
with equally good results to the wew
born baby or'the well grown  child.

A DRUNKARD'S
~ CONVERSION.

This is but a simple narrative,
without a plot or a semsation, tola
by am humble priest in the hope that
its perusal may stirulate mothers to
pray for the &rming ones who destroy
the domestic and social comforts of
the home,

“I should feél guilty if I let him
slip away.'’ 'I'hese were the words
of an old and highly respectable lady
‘to a Catholic priest whose good of-
ficgs she sought, te aduise and  en-
deavor to persuade her son to give
up what she termed ‘‘the black evil’
—the drink habit.
had become
drunkard

The young man
almost inveterate
and consequently grew
selfish, worthless and ungrateful, but,
in spite of all he was dearer to her
from his misfortune, and though dis-
grace settled upon his name, sne lov-
ed and cherished him gll the

an

more.

ithe
saloon—that attractive social centre,
where men are wont to meet and
drink, squander and destroy the food,
education

He spent much of his time in

and social comforts of
their children, and for which, as yet,
no substitute has beenr found. His
hours at home were few and wncer-
tain so that it made it difficult for
one outside the family circle and the
home to get near him or to see him,
One " morning, however, a messagq
came to the presbytery; it was a sick
call; the young man had become very
ill. The geod priest, remembering
the words of the old lady, respondech
wighout hesitation, and in a few
minutes found himself by the bodside
of the young but unfortunate vouth,
His aged ‘mother stood there, too,
and she wept as she  smoothed his
pillow and administered to his littla
wants. He was deathly pale, e
Jected amd sick, and one would think
from his general appearance that,
was to be his last illfess.
on his bed,” so as

it
Turning
Lo assume a posi-
he saluted the priest
“Good morning, Father S,
I am glad to see you,”
almost immediately

tion of ease,
saying :

and he hegan

to - regret his

years of bad behaviour,
He told of how he fell from  vir-
tue’s way, and how he affected to

keep mean and scandalous company,
and said, as his appetite for drink
increasgd, he valued nobody but, just
as they drank and agreed with him
in every opinion he thought st to
take up, and in every subject that he
wished to -discuss. - He spoke,  too,
of how he neglected his labor, spent
his days in idleness, rioting and dis-
order, arl¥ at night instead of losing
Kimself in that.sweet and refreshing
sleepy, - from which the good rise with
new health, cheerfulness and vigor,
he dreamed in stupor of the gambling
halls, the social infernos, the mirror-
ed bars and the games at chance, and
waked only to regret the illusions that
had vanished. With tears in  his
eyes he spoke of his home as'not be-
ing' the home of thé past wherein do-
mestic happiness knew no limit; lon;.
said he, ‘I have destroyed its social
comforts by my life and actions, en-
gendered discord among my relatives
and friends, and have been the cause
of blasting  poor mother's

sl
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kindly and gently to him. My good
young mam,’’ hé said, “‘you are truly
sick and I am sorry tor you; but ig
‘delights me to see tmat you “have
realiweg your state before God. Your
story is but 'that of mamy another
prodigal, and your sincere repentancgy
reminds me of what we read, fo. in-
stance, of St. Thais, who, having Je@
8 very  wicked ~life; + was hanpily
brought by prayer and sicknass 1o a
semse of - duty and: becaie a {1ug
penitent. You do well to attilbute
this complete chapge of heart to
Your mother’s prayers, for do you
know,”" said tho priest, ‘“that a mo=
ther, like your mother, is omnipotent.
all' powerful, with God. Tt is true
that she may not he always able to
keap her son a' saint, but evem if for
a time he fall away, she can win
him back to God Ly her prayers ond
heroic  sacrifices.

The only thing
that God requires of her is that she
should be a true Christian mother,
mother who persevered in prayer likia
St. Monica.. Your mother was all of
‘this. She spared mno trouble,
fatigue, in her desire for your
version. Fury first  Friday

feast day of our Lord and His

Mother she
Table.

o
cotf-
and
Holy
approached the Holy
On other days she t'h-\ll(b‘ be
seen making the Way of the Cross,
sitting in meditation before the image
of the crucified Christ by the side of
the little altar of the Sacrod Heary
anll telling her  beads. She  mado
novenas to St. Anthony for the re.
covery of her son, and was so quiet

in all’ her movements about the
Church which she loved, that fow
saw her goodness and none, save

our dear Lord Himself, knew of the
sorrow and desires that filled her
Christian heart. know
and its resultant

To-day few
of her triuvmph
joy."”

As the priest left ‘the sick
and passed down

room
the hallway that
led to the door, the old lady follow=-
ing him, said: “‘You're goIng away,
Father ?'’ ““Yes, but I shall return '’
And as he crossed the threshold, she
asked whisperingly: “‘Is there
hope of his recovery 2’7

any
‘““Nong what-
answeredt the priest, shaking
his heag. The door closed and the
Poor woman, going to the bedside of
her son, threw her armé around him
and burst into tears. My dear mo-
ther, 1 shall not live long; I feel it
here. This piercing pain wnder my
lung, at times it seizes me, and I
cannot—no, I camnot breathe.’’

The mother was  silent, but her
heart spoke. Recovering herself, she
spoke in his ear : ‘“My son, have pa~
tience in your little suflerings, you
will be better soom.’’ b

‘“Yes, mother, I shall Lo bettér
s0om, for soomer than you think all

ever,”’

pain and  sorrow will be over, It
will be a reality. Tha beautiful
prayer' of the Church I have just

heard from the priest, I shall nev
hear again on earth !’

The day=passed, and in the evening
Father 8. wa® again at the bedside
of the sick  man, who was sinking
visibly.

“Well, friend,””  said the priest,
“how arq you To-night 7"’

““Oh, Father, T am full of pain, and
I fear.’”

The. priest knelt.and prayed, bub ;
ere he finished, the young man, rajsd

or,

over the rest of dhe family, who have
left home on my account. Oh, Fa-
ther,” he said, *‘the’ remembrancewo!
all this, and thé past, is bitter  to
one who hu‘heoocm wretched by the

1oss of evory grace, but 1 ask  our
2

dear Lord, herp afd now, to pardon
me.and teke me back—if 1 am worth

©|taking;"* he.  added in a trembling

tome. of voice. My present condition|

- /|my siclaess your presence and  this
: ¢

ing himself upon bhis elbow, adag :
‘“Oh, Father, help me that T :

sincerely and "humbly “confess all my
sing, ‘and thet 1 may keep back no- .
lhing in my heart,’”” and he, by

good confession, made his peace with
God and was mited to-the B
Hearts,




