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Farewell, farewell, is a lonely sound,

And always brings a sigh,

But give

to me when loved omes part |

//‘:’,—f—”————'—_%hﬁ_h_\" N =

BENLS

a Pause in the Day's Occuparion,

|

!I don’t suppose they’d ever

‘The stiffness of a starched
dress,

guess

That sweet old word, f‘good-by.”” I wonder how they’d like the hooks

sweet old word ‘:!mod-by,':'
Tl;l;t gweet old word ‘‘good-by,

1 ” And watch their brother:
to me when loved ones part rothers come and
But give “‘good-by."*

Farewell, farewell, may dofor the gay

That sweet old word,

When pleasure’s throng is migh,
put give to me that better word

'Let alone the way it lookis.
| They’d never sit at home and sew
go.

| I should not even like to say
That they would bear it for a day.

They do not know how hard it seems

That comes from the heart, “‘good- | T0 be a girl still in one’s dreams.

by."” Y
ieu, adieu, we hear it oft
A(‘i\l/?;,,h a tear, perhaps with a _sigh,
But the heart feels most when the
lips move not,
And the eyes speak
““good-by."’
Farewell, farewell, is never heard
When the ‘tear’s in the mother’s eye,
Adieu, adieu, she speaks it not,
But, ‘“‘My love, good-by, good-by."
J. C. Englebrecht.

the gentle

THE USE OF SLANG.

Language, like everything, is sub-
ject to abuse. This abuse is three-
fold. First, there is the abuse of
language for immoral a‘u'd profane
purposes; secondly, there is the abuse
—most pardonable of the three for
some unfortunate persons—of inaccur-
acy in speech; thirdly, there is the
a,l;use of speech in the shape of s_]mmz.
Upon the use of the last mentioned
we wish to say a few words:

The use of slang has become so
grevalent of late years that it is af-
fected by many who woulq not be
guilty of making grammatical blun-
ders in their conversation. The rea-
son for this is a desire at times to

be free from restrictions in the mat- |

ter of correct speech or a desire to

emphazise one’s statements, ora fool- |

ish desire of appearing deliberately
careless, funny and insouciamt. 1"0:9—
gibly at times this sort of thing is
pardonable; but as a matter of fact,
indulgence in the license of speech
leads to Lhe habit of using slang con-
stantly, and one may suddenly and
much to hischagrin find himself using
slang at most imopportun¢ moments,
And to be reprimanded on such an
occasion for the use of slang is de-
cidedly embarrassing.

Slang is inexcusab;e. There are
plenty of good solid expressions, even
timely and correct expressions, that
should suggest themselves when one’s
speech is to be plain and familiar.
To be satistied to express some of
our thoughts in slang causes us to
forget how to express them other-
wisee and good thoughts are surely
deserving of a good dress.

There is a little crusade being
preached  against the use of slang,
and what is needed is a larger mum-
ber of crusaders. Let only each indi-
vidual addicted to this formm of lan-
guage-abuse eschew it once and for-
ever and discountenance it among his
friends. The result will be that every
self-respecting person will learn to
abominate its use both in himself
and in others.

Someone in the nouse has a bad
headache, (writes Madame Cecilia),

an' il is a little thing to shut the
doors quietly: yet it shows a kind
heart to think of the sufferings of

others and to strive . to alleviate
them. It is a little thing to write
a letter to an absent member of the
family,or to send a few flowers to
an invalid, but both give pleasure.
A penny is not a large sum, put the
bread it will buy may save a per-
son from starvation. Be on the
lookout for these little opportunities
of siving pleasure or doing good.

+ 4+ b
HELPING OTHERS.

On a very cold’ day in winter two
travellers in Tapland were driving
along in a sledge, wrapped up in
furs from head to foot. At length
they saw a poor man who had suniky
down benumbed and frozen in the
snow,

“We must stop and help him,”’ said
one of the travellers.

“Stop and help him,” replied the |
other.  “Vou will never think of
stopping on such a day as this! We
are half-frozen ourselves, and ought |
to be at our journey’s end as soon
4as possible.”’

“But 1 cannot leave this man to

E:erish." said the humeme traveller. |
L must go to his relief.” Amd he |
stopped the sledge. ““Come,”’ he said,

"ti?mn. help me to rouse him.”’
Not 1,”” said ‘the other. “I have
1o much regard for my own life to

expose myself to this freezing atmos-
Phere any more than is necessary. I |
will sit

1

hore and keep myself i\s:

“'-n:m as T can till vou come vhnck."]
His companion hastened to the re-
lief of the perishing man. The ordin-
ary means of restoring consciousness
were tried  with. complete success.
And what was the effect upon  the
traveller himself 2 Why, the very ef-
fort he had made to warm the
Stranger warmed himself, and thus
he had twofold reward, He felt
that he had done a benevolent act,
and he also  found himself glowing
from head to foot by the exertions
he had made,
And how was it with the  other

fraveller, who had been so much
afraid of exposing himself? He was
2lmostready to freeze, notwithstand-
18 the efforts he had been melking

And that which is true in the na-
tural world is frue in the spiritual.
We cammot engage in any work for

the good of ourselves, In ng
out the hand to help amother, we
&re increaging our own spiritual
Strongth,

b B
THE OTHER POINT OF VIBW.

To be o little girl of ten
8 ;ea N“W ;

| To feel that one can never be

| A drummer boy or go to sea.
|

| Our  brothers say we're hard

white

have the censer?
it to John when he don’t come
gular, an’ I'm here every Sunday. He
don’t come half the time.”’ ;

U}niortumxtcly for Tim'’s desires,
owing to the importance of the oc-
casion the Sister had decided that
John and his companion, who wwere
the biggest boys in the school,
should act as censer bearsr and in-
cense boat bearer in the sanctuary
during the Masg,

“Not to-day, Tim.**
you shall have, it next Friday week,
the feast of the Sacred Heart."

Tim grumbled g good deal, but he
had to accept the decision, as he
knew from past experience that the
Sister's word was law.

The defeated Timothy Shehan did
not retire gracefully.

she said, ‘‘but

He mamaged,

. to | accidentally, of course, to infliot a
please : rather sharp kick on Lhe ankle of
Bec:u&‘ we long for things like John as he passed him. The same

They think it is a pleasant life
To wait until you're some one’s wife.

When I'm a wife 1'11 gladly sit,

At home and cook and sew and knit,
But there’s 5 lot of waiting when
You're but a little girl of ten.

Our brothers do not seem to know
That waiting can be very slow.
You see, they've never really tried
To argue from the other side.,
—Westminster Gazette.
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TROUBLESOME MASTER TIM.

He was twelve Years of age, or at

most thirteen, and he was not very
large for his age. His slightly
feecklzed face was chubby, and there
| was abundance of mischief and
lity in his eyes. There was a little
more than tan and freckles, and his
! morning ablutions had been at least
hurried, as a darker shade around his
neck gave evidence. It was
tunate that he was to wear white
gloves in the procession, because—
| well, you know the general condition
of a real, live and lively small boy’s
hands—and it is safe to say in des-
cribing them that his finger nails
were in more than half mourning,
but then a good shot at marbles
cannot bother about so small a mat-
ter as finger nails.

In the sacristy he threw his coat
in a heap on the floor and pulled
down from the pegs at least six pur-
ple cassocks before he securad the
one that suited him, leaving the
others in a pile on the floor of the
cupboard. Then the little white
net surplice was put on wrong side
foremost. The ubiquitous sacristan
sister, Sister Annette, called him to
hang up the cassocks he had thrown
down, but he was already out of
doors throwing at the birds behind
the church.

Suddenly he remembered
thirsty and re-entered the sacristy
and took a drink at the faucet and
could not resist the temptation to
tilt the overflowing cup so that the
next boy waiting for a  drink—they
had all become thirsty by suggestion
—gol two or three spoonsful down
his collar. Of curse it was an acci-
dent. Angel-face altar boys don’t
do such things ‘on purpose.

The sister was in anolher part of
the sacristy attending to the proper
vesting of the smaller members of
her beloved altar boys’ society, and
she forgot all about calling Master
Tim to account for his untidiness in
the cassock cupboara.

It was the feast of Corpus Christi

and there was to be a solemn High
Mgss and afterwards a procession
.")lmvl the grounds of the church,
where the Benadiction would be giv-
en at the various temporary altars
There were about forty boys to man-
age and any one wio has any know
ledge of sacr work will appr
ate the troubles of the sacristy
 for haif an hour before Mass be-
gan.
Timothy Shehan, after the drink,
remained quiet for the space of  ex-
actly one minute. Then he caught
sight of a  boy larger than himself
lighting a flat square of charcoal at
a gas: jet. He went across the sa-
crisly.

“Say, that ain’t the way to light
de charcoal, kid.”

“What do you know about it,””
asked the offendad taller boy.

“Why, I lights it every Sunday for
Vespers, and you ain’t doin’ it
right.””

The larger boy had ignited one cor-
ner of the cake and was vigorously
blowing the glowing spot.

he was

““See here, yousz got to light all
four corners—ain't he, Sister. The

priests, they'll want the incense soon
in the Mass, won't they, Sister?’”’
“Timmy is right, John,” said the
Sister. ‘“There will have to be more
fire in the censer than you can get

!in the time by lighting only one cor-

ner.’’

“Didn’t T tell vou, Smarty?’’ said
Timothy, elated at his success over
his rival. ‘‘Say, Sister, can’'t I

Have You Suspected Your
Kidneys as the Cause of
Your Trouble :

If you have backache, swelling of the
feet and ankles, frequent or suppressed
urine, painful sensation when urinating, |
speoks floating beforo the eyes, great thirst,
brick-dust deposit in the urine, or any-
thing wrong with the urinary organs, then
your kidneys are affected.

It is really not difficult to cure kidney
trouble in its first stages. All you-have
to do is give Doax's KioNky Prurs a trial.

They are the most effective remedy to
be had for all kidney and urinary troublea.

Mrs. Alfred LeBlano, Black Cape, Que.,
writes:—1I feel it my duty to say a word
about your Doan’s Kidney Pills. I suf-
fered dreadful pain across my back so bad
I could not stoop or bend. After having
used two boxes I feel now most completely
oured thanks to your pills. I kighly |
recommend Doan’s Kidney Pills.
$1.25, at all dealérs, or sent direct on

jol-

for-

then quickly epproached the nearest
atdocs albar whisve the last Bemadic-

John gave a great scream, and Tim
grew frightened for the consequences
of his act. What if he should be told
by Sister Annette to take off his
surplice and cassock and not be al-
lowed to serve at the Mass or walk
in the procession of the Blessed Sa-
crament! Such a thought was too
dreadiul to eontemplate, and, slight-
ly pale and frightened at the thought
of such a possibility, he turned a
pleading, appealing eye to the Sis-
ter, who was becoming vexed at the
turn affairs had taken. Tt is dif-
ficult to say what might have been
Tim’s fate on the great feast day
had not one of the assistant priests
hurried into the boys’ sacristy and
ordered the line to be formed at
once.

““Here, Timothy Shehan, and vou,
Johnnie Ryan, you two are to serve
Mass to-day. Now do not hurry the
vrayers, and do not spill the water
or the wine.”

‘Gee, Sister, you're—you're good!*”
said Master Tim, now delighted at
this decision in his favor. “May I
ring de bell?"

A nod from the Sister as he pass-
ed on into the priests’ sacristy
wreathed Tim’s face in smiles. What
altar boy is not happy if, when serv-
ing Mass, he be allowed to ring the
bell or sound the gong ?

The Sister from the sacristy watch-
ed the altar boys in the sanctuary.
She did not observe that Master MTi-
mothy Shehan was particularly at-
tentive to his duties, or that he ap-
peared particularly devout. His ‘“‘me
culp, me culp, me maxi culp,” was
as hurried and indistinct as usual,
and she was quite sure that he had
not pronounced all the words of the
‘“Misereatur,’”” notwithstanding she
had trained him long and often. He
made several small mistakes in serv-
ing, at which the good and patient
Sister sadly shook her head in dis-
approval, but Master Tim took par-
ticular care not to look towards
the saeristy door on thos2 ocecasions.

Tt so happened later that Tim oc-
cupied a seat opposite this sacristy
door and. he had a good view of the
profile of the preacher.

Did the boy's " thoughts during the
discourse fly off to the ball fiz“hl, to
the hedges where the birds’ nests
were, or to the swimming ool ?
Watching him, Sister Annette, had
she been interrogated, would have
answered these questions in the af
firmative, and patient as she was,
she was beginning to lose hope that
the lad would ever do better Was
he not the most troublesome hov in
her class, and the most ill mannoer-
ed in the sacristy? Did he not have
a real fist fight with Tom Jones

vesterday afternoon just hefore all
the children were taken to church for

confession? Did he ever come pre-
pared with his lessons?  And it was
he who had put the stone through {he

corner of of the stained
windows in the church.

She began to shake her head at the
remembrance of the voungster’s cata-
fogue of crimes, and, it is to be
feared, was missing much of the ser-
mon.  She suddenly stopped in  her
mental condemnation of Tim. for
she saw something in the boy’s face.
across the samctuary, she had never
seen before. The young rattle-pate
was sitting tense. his large. open,
hot eyes fixed upon the speaker in
the pulpit, who in mellowed hut im-
passioned cadences told of the love
of Christ for man in the great gift
of the Blessed  Sacrament. Tim’s
hands  were “unconsciously clasped
tightly and there was an oceasional
catch in his breath. Sister Annette
saw g look on his face and beneath
the dusk and—and yes, grime, if vou
will—that transformed the l:oy. She
lost sight of his perenmially tow-
seled hair  and his freckles.
and obtained a glimpse of the real
true Tim behind all this.

Timothy Shehan later did not ap-
pear different from the other boys
during the procession of the Blessed
Sacrament It was all very beauti-
ful and devotional, yet he did not
seem to be unusually impressed, and
as the Sister watched him from afar
she apparently forgot what she saw,
and her former judgment of him re-

one glass

| asserted itself.

After the religious observances of
the day there was no school. The
boys played a game 6f ball in a
nelghboring field, and Tim was not
the guietest in the game, nor the
least vehement in settling the peren-
nial disputee which arise in a closely |
contested game. Towards evening
the field gradually cleared of players
and ‘witnesses of the game, but Tim
delayed his departure. |

“Come on home to supper, ¢ 'I‘lp1 |
Shehan; I am going your way,”’ said |

boy. :

&“Oi, you just go on. TI'll fbe.I
resently.
Mﬁ'&xﬁe on! Come with us, Tim!"’

“No, I"m going round behind “t.he
church. Don’t you wait for me.

The other boys left him and walk-

up the road. n
t,):e'm"‘I 0'"mrl:'ll they were out of sight and

had been given before the pro-
o sy the There

"Tain’t fair to give o
re-

dinal Newman, is the Christian
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experience of over fifty years in business

article that has been a success, for imita-
tors are not reliable people.
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every time.
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never known of an imitation
At the best
as good” kinds are only trashy
with thanks

LETT COMPANY LIMITED
TORONTO, ONT.
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are extensiveiy advertised, Glllett’s Lye
In some instances the imitators®
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Be wise, and refuse to purchase imitation
articles for they are never satisfactory.

i Insist On Getting Gillett’s Lye

and decline to accept anything that looks to be an imitation or
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could see; nevertheless he looked all
around cautiously. He then went
to the little altar and with one
more glance around in all directions
Lo make sw2 he was not observed, he
reverently bent down and kissed the
altar where the Blessed Sacrament
had last reposed.

Father John happened to be look-
ing 'through the lace curtains of his
study window at the moment, and
he was correct when he remarked to
his assistant: “Did you see that ?

That’s the real American boy. As
good as gold at heart, but he does
not want to be found out or seen

I'll bet you a box of Havanas that
when the time comes I'll have to
send that young madcap to the se-
minary."’

“What? Tim Shehan!
wager, father.””

But old I'ather John was a proph-

I'll take the

et and knew the American boy well,
and this summer Father Timothy
Shehan said his first Mz Rev. J.
E. Copus, S.J., in New World.
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MAKING OF A CAKE.
In Molly’s eyes lay a purpose grim,
On Molly's head a cap ;
Avound her waist an apron trim—
Audacious thing! Then clap!
When spoon and basin and she said:
“You'd best yourself betake
To regions less occult and dread;
T'm going to make a cake.”’

She took off all her shining rings
And round the kitchen flew;

I cut the raisins—sticky things!
But something I must do

To find excuse to keep my seat
And watch fair Molly bake;

And take a toll from every swoet
I'hat went into the cake

She pondered o'er the recipe,
And

murmured, line by line,
ight vestal devotee
werifitial shrine.

I; but oh,

some

'twas mice!

* she made one mistake;
And with the sugar and the spice,
Stirred Jove into the cake!
Upon my coat—a. tell-tale score—
Lay finger prints of snow;
On Molly’s lips lay something more, |
But, faith, that didn’t show.
Success is sweet—such sweet success

( Though it does courage take) . |
And ’tis a glorious business,
This making of a cake.
—Gladys H. Sinclait, in

signer.

To Build Up
After Grip

There is no restorative treat
mentcomparabletoDr. A.W. |
Chase’s Nerve Food.

The De- |

|
IF'ew, if any, diseases so quickly and !
thoroughly  exhaust the human |
strength and vitality as the grippe |
and pneumonia. A few days sick- |
ness and then weeks or even months
are required to get back the old vi-
gor.

But by means of Dr. A. W. Chase’s
Nerve I'ood to sharpen the appetite |
and to supply in condensed and easily
assimilated form the elements which
2o to form rich, red blood you can
hasten recovery and restoration to g |
remarkable degree. |

Without such assistance many drag |
out a miserable existence of weakiness
oniy tobecome victims of some dread- |
ful disease. t |

When the blood is thin and \veak[
and the nervous system exhausted, no |
matter from what cause, Dr. A. W,
Chase’'s Nerve Food can be posi'tivo—‘
ly relied upon to gradually and na-
turally build up the system.

Dr. A. W. Chase’'s Nerve Food, 50
cents a box, at all dealers, or Ed-
manson, Bates & Co., Toronto, Ont.
To protect you against imitations
the portrait and signature of A. W.
Chase, M.D., the famous Receipt
Book author, are on every box.

The

Dream
of Gerontius.

“The Dream of Gerontius,”” by Car-
poet’s
Not
sha-

| with its consequent duties and hopes.

‘the divinity.

is stronger than death. THe eminent
singer follows the soul in its flight
from the couch of pain, gives it
words to answer the angel greeting,
and songs for the choirs to sing, as
through space the soul of Gerontius
sweeps onward to the great white
throne for judgment and mercy.

In this very beautiful poem it is
Gerontius, ‘the youth of saintly life,
who, lying there on his death bed,
feels at last the summons has come—
he may not remain—that terrible in-
ward sinking, those pains and that
sense of dissolution—falling—falling.
“Oh, Jesus have mercy on me. Mary
pray for me."

Then the assistants there around

begin their litany of the dying. Al-
ternately  the chant goes on—the
prayers of the attendants and the

soliloquies of the dying—Gerontius

would make his profession of faith
and scarcely is it ended before the
shadows deepen, and doubts and
strange fears begin to assail him.
He begs those around him to pray

for light to guide him—for strength
to endure and to resist—so the chant
continues, “Irom all evil good Iord
deliver him.”

“From the perils of dving,
I'rom any complying

With sin, or denying

His God; or relying

On self At last

From all that is evil,
I'rom power of the devil
Thy servant deliver

For once and forever.

And now, worn out with struggle,

Gerontius  fain would rest, would
sleep.

And the priest as the face pales,
and the puise-throb dies, and the
eyes grow fixed in death, bids, in the

language of the ritual, the spirit de-
part.

“Depart, Christian soul, in

the name
of the Father who

Crzated thee; in the name of the S,
who redeemed thee,

May thy place be one in peace  and
dwelling with the holy ones™ of
Zion.”

. And now ‘the work is over: the day
is done,
| Gerontius sleeps; but that steep for

him is short-lived. He awalkes re-
freshed; there is light and frecdom all

around him; a strange freedom. He
| would cry out, but can not. He hears
the whispers, ‘““He is gone,”” and so

he wonders: ““Am T alive or dead?’’ |
Not dead, surely; for still there is'|
with him the power of thought con- |
tinuous. Yet it is not the life that |
was; but somehow a life where all is
changed save in inward essence.
WORLD BEGINS TO RECEDE.
The world, he finds, begins to re- |
cede from him, and the strange, rush- |
ing motion, as it with wings of |
light. Light and life and music fill
the air, and angel voices are heard
by him calling him home. |
The angel that guarded his life sings
for him,
Of the work that is over, and the
task that is done,
I'or home returning the crown
won.

is

Henceforth it is the soul of Geron-
tius listening to the angel’s recital
of man’s first disobedicnce, and
through  Christ of his redemption |

And here occurs the interesting plea
of the soul: “Why wait so long? It
appears as if years had clapsed and |

yet we have not reached the Fa-
ther.”” But the angel reminds him
he has scarcely started yet; the |

prayer of the priest is not yet ended. |
1f he would but listen he still may |
hear the whispers of those who, |
down there, lament his departure.

So onward through choir mr.;zv:liciI
the soul is borne, while cach greets |
him with celestial music, until at
last ‘the house of judgment is reach-
ed.

Now the angel sings of the soul’s
approaching agony, tells of the pe-
riod of purification; how the soul,
as it is ushered into the Great Pre-
sence, will see how ‘the stains of sin
become ified in the . wonderful
light that there will be set in con-
trast. And so onward, bevond the
door and lintel, into the r of

{n't mean cheapening, but quite

gatory, whither the soul has gone,,
and the tender parting of the angel:

Farewell, but not forever, brother
dear;
Bo brave and patient on thy bed of
SOrrow.
Swiftly shall pass thy night of trial
ht‘l‘B.

And I will come and wake thee om
the morrow.

SYMPHONY OF CELESTIAL SONG

| Cardinal Newman gives us in this
poem a symphony of celestial song,
wherein are blended the voices of
men made holy, the voices of mem
made sad, whose refrain is taken up
by the angels of God and by ‘them
borne beyond tho stars.

It is a psalm of life's setting
the soul’s awakening to that
life which is endless.

It is a golden rosary of prayer,
binding man in his life’s last strug-
gle in all his weakness to the throne
of power and mercy and poace.

It is the song of the harvest home
of eternity, where the sower of in-
finite seed gathers in his harvest of
souls

It tears from death its victory anad
gives glory to him who for himself
and for all his children has conquer-
ed death and the grave and gives us
life forevermore.—N. Y. Freeman’s

| Journal.

13 widock
 Y3lood
3itters.

Han been in use for over 30 years, and is
considored by all who have used it to be
the best medicine for

BAD BLOOD
BAD BOWELS
BAD BREATH

It will thoroughly renovate the entire
system, and make the blood pure, rich
and red—curing Boils, Pimples, Eczema,
Ringworm, and all blood and skin diseases.

and
other

Undertakers Only Are Happy Over It.

In a Paris letter to the New York
Evening Post, Stoddard Dewey men-
tions as one of the many curious re-
sults of the separation of Church and
State, that the cost of dying has
risen along with the cost of living.
The ‘‘separation,’’ as Mr. Dewey says,
began with the “laicization of fune-
ral pomps.” But in this, as in
many other things, “‘laicizing’ did-
the
reverse. 'The profits of undertaking
had hitherto gone to church vestiries,
and many parishes have suffered se-
verely from the change. But it was
supposed that the city of Paris would
make better use of the profit for its
own poor. After three years it
turns out that, instead of a profit,
municipal undertakings has left only
a deficit o nearly a quarter million
dollars. And yet there are four
thousand more deaths each year.
Measures have to be taken in  oon-
sequence. Henceforward if you wish
to be buried first class, like nobles
who once raised pigeons and now
eat them, your heirs will have to
pay three thousand instead of two
thousand dollars for the ultimate.
pomp and show, If you choose the
Paris workman’s moderation in liv-

g and dying, the lowest class (about
m alxmmt:'g) will give you'the least .

Here the angel again recites lthe
oul” i r to come to the bless-
soul’s endeavo % delay. bhe
longing end yet the necessity of
Mf; until it would be purified

possible burial d y for eleven dol-
lars instead of eight and a half. -




