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BOYS AND GIRLS
^____________ a Pause in ti,e L

tHB DOLL'S FUNERAL. 

wn my dolly died, when my dolly 

I «ft « the step and I cried, and X 

AodCl1ou'dn't =at any jam and 

■Ca^l'dtdn't alright when my 

dolly "“WM eorry as she could

This is all I can think of for the 
present. Hoping to see my letter in 
print, with love, I remain,

MADELINE PENNEY,

AN ÇVERY-DAY ROBIN.

And Bridget 
Por1ke patted my head, and "Oh."

said she,
«*To think #
Thr? bd™te out-afresh, and I cried 

and cried.
, . the dollies from all around 
ê^l see my doll put under the

gr0UD^ ruev Lee and Mary Clark 
There we i_Qver all dressed
Brought their

in black, TvOU present y une uvur uuuve
And Emmeline ™dth^r dollies, and swift steps came down
Came over and Droug stairs.

y»; ,h„ time I cried and cried,
*Cauf it hurt me so when my dolly

We dressed her up in a new white

With°ribbons and laces all around.
And made ?" a cof«n m a t»*

venburg’s eyes filled. A voice, 
sweet, loving, caressing—that was
what the violin had been. It was 

Day's Occupanon. ™iCC ot *heir undemonstrative 
^ r daughter, speaking through the vio

lin to them, telling her highest, no
blest thoughts.

Mr. Rivenburg opened the window 
and leaned out. The girls came in 
with exclamations about the heat. 
Then the four sat for a time in 
silence. Suddenly through the open 
window' they heard the vesper song 
of a robin, and with one accord 
they cried, ‘‘It is spring! ”

‘‘You can talk to me about your 
nightingales and skylarks, and—” 
Mr. Rivenburg paused.
'‘Trea toads?” suggested Lavinia. 
“Yes, tree toads. ‘I’ve heard them 

all. They’ve fine and all that, I 
suppose. But the song that goes 
down deeper and closer to every
one’s heart, I believe, is just the 
common, ordinary song of the every
day robin.”

“Hark to the patriot!” laughed 
Esther. “You heard nightingales 
abroad, and don’t like them be
cause they aren't American.”

“No such thing! But a nightin
gale or a—”

“Tree toad?” someone again sug
gested.

“Yes, or a tree-toad must have 
I wonder what he told her?” Es- conditions just right, or he won’t 

ther said breathlessly, and then with sing. He sits back and sulks. The 
T detest. robin is always on hand. He s al-

The front door opened and closed 
gently. Mrs. Rivenburg winced. If 
only it had been slammed ! Soft 
footsteps went by the sitting-room 
door and up the stairs. A door 

.. . D above opened and closed quietly,
that the pretty ha go then everything was still.

“Mother! ” Esther looked at her 
mother with wide, appealing eyes.

A faint smile quivered around Mrs. 
Rivjnburg’s mouth, and then she 
laughed, a trifle unsteadily. They 
were so tragic, they two. They had 
been sitting here for an hour, wait
ing. And now, without a word, 
they knew.

Present y the door above opened 
the

a tightening of her hands,
•him! I do! I detect and despise

“Hush!” Mrs. Rivenburg held up 
her hand wamingly. The door open
ed and Lavinia came in. She was 
quite composed, "though a little pale.Where my brother keeps his spelling j i00ked from her mother to her

blocks, «md a ! Sister, inquiringly.
And we had some prayers, “Well?” asked Mrs. Rivenburg

funeral, too; ,1>mn TAttie ? faintly. She knew. Had not the
And our hymn was gently-closed door told the story?

Girls in Blue. ied Lavinia struck an attitude—the at-
Tausc1 itmtrily hurCtnwhen my dolly titude of the famous French violin-

We dug her grave in the violet bed. 
And planted violets at her heed; , 
And we raised a stone and wrote 

quite plain,
"Here lies a dear doll who died 

*_i then my brother he said ‘ Amen,
FJ!*" Went b&Ck l° th“

of

ist, to whom she had gone for a ver
dict as to her musical ability. She 
thrust forward her head, turtle 
fashion, and beat the air with an 
imaginary Violin bow. “Mees,” she 
cried, imitating the Frenchman’s 
broken English, “it ees E-mpossible. 
You have ze talent. Yes; ze parlor 
talent. Zee little, small music, it 

Yes. But not ze 
j grand harmonies. Zey, for you, 
' zhey are E-mpossible.”But all the timelcried^andjned^,! : a][ laaghed at the clever imi-

Because 'twas right wlicn my 
had died.

taiion; laughed with sore hearts, to 
i be sure. It was like Lavinia to 

and turn her disappointment into ft joke: 
like the Rivenburgs, to laugh and 

cause my doll was not to cry.
Mrs. Rivenburg leaned forward 

doll- ; with outstretched hands. ““Where is 
: your violin, daughter?”

And then I cried and cried some 
more.

I couldn’t be happy, don’t you see,
Because the funeral belonged to

And then we had more jam
bread,

But I didn’t eat, 
dead,

But I tied some crepe on my 
house door.

“I have put it away,” said Lavi
nia, coldly, “forever." A white 
line came around her hard set lips. 
Mrs. Rivenburg’s eyes filled with 

mC( tears. Esther leaned over the music
And then the others went home, and 9he was copying. It was so hard, 

lhcn ' , so cruelly hard, for only three months
I went out and dug up my doll Esther had been assured that

again. her ability as a pianist was
••***• than the “parlor talent.” And La-

Dear Aunt Becky:
This is my first letter to you. 

live in the country, but 1 stay 
my grandma’s to go to school 
the town at the Congregation
Notre Dame, 
one brother.

I have one siqter and 
My name is May Mur-

vinia had failed !
Winter passed slowly to the Riven- 

burgs. They had never before rea
lized what Lavina’s violin had been 
to them. They were not demons
trative, the Rivenburgs. They hid 
their feelings deeply, and

I know there are two other seemed to them that Lavinia’s vio-
iittle girls the name of May and 
Laura Murphy, I hope they will 
soon write as I am longing to see 
some letters from them. As my let
ter is getting long, I will close, 
hoping to see my letter in print. I 
remain,

Your loving niece,
MAY MURPHY,

St. John’s, P.Q.
H tt M

Bear Aunt Becky:
This is my first letter to you. I 

have often wished to write. I am 
ten years old and I am going to 
make my first communion next 
spring. I have four sisters and two 
go to the school. I learn Sacred 
History, History of Canada, geo
graphy, grammar and arithmetic. I 
am in the second reader. Our teach
er’s name is Mother St. Ann. Well 
dear Aunt, I can’t think of any 
more. I will write more next time. 
Hoping to see my letter in print, I 
remain,

Your loving niece,
EDITH WALSH.

Montreal,

Dear Aunt Becky:
This is my first letter to the cor

ner. I like to read the letters and 
stories in the True Witnéss. I was 
eleven years old the 2nd of July and 
I go to school every day. I am in 
the fourth book and study geo
graphy, grammar, History, hygiene, 
arithmetic and algebra. I have five 
sisters living and two dead, The 
youngest Is living; we call her the 
doctress. This is a very lonely 
place in winter, as there Is ho priest 
stationed here this last four years.

lln had been, in a way, the family 
voice, and that they had lost the 
power of utterance. It had laughed 
and wept. It had cheered them on 
dreary evenings, and on dull days 
it had roused them like the call of 
a bugle.

Esther began to slip backward 
steadily in her music. Something 
was gone from it. “It is the violin, 
she said one day. wonderingly, to 
her mother; “Lavinia kept me up to 
the mark.” And then with a start 
of surprise, “Why. we’re all slip
ping back. Do you know, I believe 
she kept us all up.”

Lavinia threw herself into her 
school work as she had never done 
before. She was slowly but surely 
creeping up to the head of her class 
But something was gone from her, 
too, She grew a little hard. She 
was not always kind in her upward

ways cheerful. He hasn’t a great 
deal to give, perhaps, but he gives 
it all; he gives it every day, girls, 
with a gurgling, overflowing hap
piness. And that’s what counts. 
He hasn’t much of a gift, just ‘ze 
parlor talent,’ Lavinia, but he uses 
what he has.”

Lavinia went upstairs with a flush 
on her face. So father’s little hom
ily had been for her ! jlf father only 
knew! She took down her violin 
from the high shelf, opened the case, 
and with quivering fingers touched 
the loose strings.

“Oh, I can’t! I can’t!” she cried. 
A tear splashed down on the shin
ing wood. But she did not put 
the violin away again. It lay all 
night on her table.

She was borne back from the land 
of sleep on billows of song. Mil
lions of robins were singing outside 
her window. Thousands of them, 
hundreds. Finally when she Had 
struggled back to wakefulness, she 
found it was really only one, sway
ing on the branch of a cherry tree. 
Just a common, everyday robin, but, 
oh, what a flood of melody 
pouring from his throat!

“Just an everyday robin,’ 
mused as she stood by the win
dow, ready for breakfast. It was 
hard to be just that; so hard 
have just “ze parlor talent.”

She looked out and watched Un
people passing in the street below. 
There was Marion Davis going to 
work. Marion had no home nor 
mother; there, looking listlessly from 
his sick-room window, was Jack 
Legrand, rich to be sure, but cri 
pled and fatherless. There were the 
two Taylor boys going around 
the hospital, anxious to know 
their mother had passed a good 
night.

Suddenly Lavinia remembered how 
once, when she was very small, she 
cried because she couldn’t have 

id^parasol and a Shetland pony.

she

to

new shoes and a toy baloon, a ‘tru
ly” watch and a new doll, all at 
once. and her father had said in 
his funny, whimsical way, “You 
mustn’t expect that all the gold 
lace in life will be sewed on your 
dress, dear.”

But wasn’t that just what she had 
•been expecting? How brave all of 
those people in the streets were ! 
They went on in spite of heartaches, 
and did their work" in the world 
What a coward she had been ! She 
had not only expected all the gold 
lace to be sewed on her dress, but 
she had been fostering a growing re
sentment in her heart because the 
particular, shiny bit she most long
ed for, had been denied her. She 
had actually felt that she was being 
cheated-out of something rightfully

Suddenly she took up her violin,

But what can 1 do here?”
“Who made that dress you have 

on?”
T did. Why?”
“Couldn’t you make one for 

some one else? Elsie Walworth—” 
“Yes, I know Elsie is working in 

the canning factory, and Maud Has
tings is with the seed company. | 
Don’t think for a minute I um too I 
proud to work for a living; it’s what 
I expected to do—after next year, j 
But it would take me two years at i 
anything 1 can do in Sagertown to j 
earn a year at the School of Design. 
And manmia just can’t give it to 
me. I wish 1 had gone to Europe 
last year with the Stones. I would 
have had something out of that mo
ney, As it is I have’nt a cent for 
next term, and it is only five 
months away.”

“My dear, don’t be discouraged. 
You can do whatever you determine 
to do. 1 am sorry to see you give 
up so easily. My William—your fa
ther—wouldn't have done it.”

Helen’s big brown eyes softened 
and grew moist at the mention of 
the father whom she had idolized. 

‘‘How old are you, Helen?” 
“Nineteen.”
“He was only seventeen when his 

father died, and lie had to leave 
school and provide for his sisters 
and me.”

Helen did not answer. She was 
looking out o( the window—at noth
ing, and thinking, selfishly, that if 
her father had lived she would not 
have to worry about money matters. 
She was called from her gloomy 
thoughts a few minutes later by 
grandma.

“Helen, will you go down to Mrs. 
Crawford’s and get a roll of but
ter?”

Grandma was wise, and did not 
add that she thought the morning 
walk would do the girl good. Nor 
did she hint that if Helen did not 
go, Mrs. Crawford would send the 
butter the next morning as usual.

Following grandma’s directions. 
Helen soon found herself at Mrs. 
Crawford’s. A little boy of six 
opened the door to her, and led the 
way into the neat little sitting-room 
where a woman sat by the window 
sewing. As she came to meet hei 
caller, with bright eyes and smiling 
face. Helen saw that her right sleeve 
was empty.

Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Crawford, 
acknowledging Helen’s introduction.

I have often heard Mrs. Stacy 
sjK-ak of the grandchildren. Take a 
seat by the fire. I was just sewing 
a button on Charlie’s coat.”

Helen nearly forgot her. errand in 
wonder and amazement at watching 
the little woman’s bright face and 
easy movements. She was saving 
to herself that she would never smile 
again if she had lost an arm; but 
she took the proffered chair, saying 
awkwardly: “Thank you. 1 came
for live butter, but am in no hurry 
Please finish the button.”

Helen watched her every move- 
mont with fascination, ««id as Mrs. 
Crawford broke her throat and holp- 
od Charlie into his coat, their eyes 
mot and Helen blushed crimson.

“I lieg your pardon.” she murmur
ed. VI must seem very rude, but it 
is wonderful to me that you do 
things so easily and—and—cheer
fully.”

“It is the result of practice and 
desperate determination.” she ans
wered with a smile. “T have proved 
that one can do what she sets out 
to do. When I found that ‘I must 
lose my arm, I resolved that 1 would 
not allow myself to he helpless. T 
used to earn quit e a bit setting type 
afternoons, and it was hard to give 
that up: but I set about learning to 
do everything with my left hand 
that I could do with my right, 
has been a year now,” she

Frank E. Donovan
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Telephones Main 2091—3836.

Bell Tel. Westmount 2126. Mercnants 1269

Canada Coal Company
Wood & Coal Dealers.

1912 NOTRE DAME STREET WEST, ST. HENRY.

Prompt delivery of coal or wood 
Satisfaction guaranteed.

in all part» of the ertty. 
Give us & trial order.

Time Proves All Things
One roof may look much the same aa another 
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“ Our Work Survives ” the test of time."
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Hôtel Marlborough
Broadway, 36th and 37th Sts., Herald Square, New York

Most Centrally Located Hotel on 
Broadway. Only ten minutes walk 
to 25 leading theatres. Completely 
renovated and trut ‘ormed in every 
department. L.v-to-d?*- in all re
spects. Telephone in c„*h room.

Four Beautiful Dining Rooms 
with Capacity of 1200.

The Famous
German Restaurant

Broadway's chief attractipn for Spe
cial Food Dishes and Popular Music.
European Plan. 400 Rooms. 200 Balha.

Rates for Rooms $1.50 and upward. $2.00 and upward with bath. Parlor. Bedroom and Bath 
$3.00 and upward. $ J .00 extra where two persons occupy a single room.

-- WRITE FOR BOOKLET. . . ------------------------------

SWEENEY-TIERNEY HOTEL COMPANY
E. M. TIERNEY, Manager 9

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY—Estab
lished March 0th 1850, ineorjxir-
ated 18t>i rt-x \i *‘,r- '
St Pat « irk, s Hall. ‘*2 *t AU... 
dn itrwt, ürt'. tivrtdax of ih 
month. Commet/tc-H nxets Inst Wed
nesday. Officers: Rw. Director 
H»r. M Callaghan P.P.; President 
Mr. F. J. Curran. Ini YlU-iV:*. 
dent, V». P. Kaarnoy 2nd V lw 
J. Quinn ; Trt»#mi«rt»r, W I ►•truck . 
Corr«*qK>ruling Secmtery. W. .) 
Crowe : Rev everting Secretary. T ** 
Tansey.

\ ,. . . . . . . . . . . . . . lest
MO

A
HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

ST. PATRICK S T A A R. «O 
VIETY—Meets on the second Sun 
day of every month in St. Patrick'. 
Hall. 02 Alexander street, at S.fli 
p.m. Committee of Management 
meets In same hall on the first 
Tuesday of every month, at h 
l>.m. Rev. Director. Rev. Jus. Kll 
loran; President. M. J. O’Donnell 
Roc. Sec., J. J. Tynan, 222 Prince 
Arthur street.

Not quite the gay. sweet-1 tuning it as best she could, cuddl-p regress. -----
natured Lavinia Rivenburg of a year 
ago. Without realizing it, her ideals 
were slipping back a trifle, and her 
spirit was not quite up to the

It was the first warm evening of 
spring. The girls had gone for a 
walk, leaving their father and mo
ther in the sitting-room. It was 
here, just at dusk, that Lavinia 
used to come to play the dear old 
songs her father loved, and now, as 
the day began to fade, he longed for 
them. It seemed to him that the 
echoes were still ringing in the

“ r0h, for the touch of a vanished 
hand,” be quoted, " 'and the sound 
of a voice that is still.' ”

“A voice that is still!” Mrs. Ri-

^Jgol Kettle 
HotVeJer

is needed with

SurpriseSoap
Don't boil or scald the clothes. It Wt 
necessary. The clothes come ont of the 
wash clear white, perfectly washed. The 

vdirt drops out, is not rubbed in.
Child’s Play of Wash Day.

Um Surprise the ordinary way if yoe 
wish but we recom
mend a trial the . .— e-

" .way. gy J[

heaere

ing it lovingly under her chin. It 
was rather a harsh and rasping 
sound that came from it, as if it 
had taken cold during its imprison
ment, but Lavinia didn’t care.

She bowed with a flourish to the 
robin outside. “We’re two of a 
kind,” she cried. “We have just ‘ze 
parlor talent.’ ’’

She went out through the hall 
softly playing “Robin Adair.” 
“Here’s a robin 'at dares,” she 
called down gayly over the balus
ters; and the family gathered in the 
dining-room below, looked at each 
other with glad faces and cried with 
one accord: “It's spring!”

* * *

HELEN'S CHANGE OF MOOD.

“Now, grandma, don't preach. 1 
came to spend vacation quietly with 
you, and try to forget that horrid 
bank has swallowed up my last 
year at the School of Design, end 
that I must stay at home and wash 
dishes the same as ever.”

“Forgive me, Helen, for bringing 
up the matter, but I must have my 
say and then we will close the sub
ject for all time. I can't bear . to 
see you settle down in despair, and 
give up your bright prospects so 
easily. Because the Sagertown bank 
has failed, is no reason why you 
must give up fitting yourself for 
your life-work. It is just as neces
sary that you should be able to help 
your mother and Tom as ever it 
was. If you have lost the money 
for your art school, you must get 
some more. It isn't so bad to lose 
money as it is to lose the means of 
■getting it.”

“But I haven’t any means of 
getting it,” answered Helen, who 
was in no mood to be told her duty.

“You are young and strong and 
have two good hands, and your 
time is your own.”

n
added.

gïancing down at the empty ' sleeve—
“and T am getting used to it. . And 
ns for doing it cheerfully—isn’t that 
the right way?”

“Yes, But I couldn’t.” said Helen 
with mixed feelings of pit y and shame! 
as she remembered her grandma’s ve- j 
mark, that “it is not. so bad to lose, 
money as it is to lose the meansi 
of getting it.”

“You don’t know what you can 
do until you have to—and try,” con
tinued Mrs. Crawford. “It is won
derful how many more things we can 
do than wc think we can.”

Grandma looked out of the win
dow many times before she saw her 
granddaughter coming up the hill.
She had been a little anxious of the 
result of her experiment, but was re
assured when she heard the quick 
step on the walk and saw Helen’s 
pink cheeks and shining eyes. She 
did not wait to take off her wraps, 
or even to put away the butter, but 
threw herself at her grandma’s feet 
exclaiming: “Grandma, did you send 
me to Mrs. Crawford’s on purpose?”

She did not wait for grandma to 
plead guilty, but rattled on: “I 
never felt so humble in my life. When 
I left that little woman down there 
doing her work with one hand, I 
felt guilty to own two hands that 
were so helpless. I walked as if in 
a trance—thinking of how she would 
do this, and how she would do that 
—why, grandma, you don’t know 
how it made me feel to see her sew
ing on a button with one hand, and 
—smiling! I got to the grove when 
the little boy overtook me with the
butter, which in. my confusion I had __
left behind. I sat down on a log, Prp<»bly it w,U come es a revdar 
and thought it all out. It is won- t,on to many people says the West- 
derful how one's mood can change in mtnster Gazette, to learn that Wil- 
an hour. I can think of lots of 1 Kedmoad, who e by his gmety 
thin/m I can do. 1 have my plans of heart and sprightl.nesa of w.t, 
all made. I am going to patch, darn ! regarded sUll as one of the youngest 
and hind skirts tor the girls at | of the Irish part^ ■ts «t-

Mil*t titled to rank as the father Of thotf

C.M.B.A OF CANADA, BRANCH 7C 
— Organized 18th November, 1888 
Meets in St. Patrick'a Hall, 92 flt 
Alexander street, every 2nd and 
-lih Thursday of each month foi 
the transaction of business, at 9 
o clock. i)f.'icer»—Spiritual Art 
viser, Rev. J. P. Kllloran: Chan
cellor, W, A. Hodgson; President, 
Thos. It. Stevens; 1st Vice-Presi
dent, James Cahill; 2nd Vice-Pre
sident, M. J. Gahan; Recording Se
cretary, R. M. J. Dolan, 16 Over
dale Avenue; Financial Secretary, 
Jas. J. Cosligan, 504 St. Urbain 
street; Treasurer, F. J. Sears; Mar
shall, G. 1. Nichols; Guard, James 
Callahan. Trustees—W. F. Wall,
T. R. Stevens, John Walsh, W. P. 
Doyle and J. T. Stevens. Medical 
Officers—Dr. H. J. Harrison; Dr. 
E. J. O’Connor, Dr. Merrite, Dr. 
W. A. L. Styles and Dr. John Cur
ran. 4

NY even oumbl >d section of 
Dominion Landf in Manitoba, 

Saskatchewan and A berta, except
ing 8 and 26, not r«: rved, may be 
bornes tended by any person who In 
me sole head of a family, or any
male over 18 yea/s of age, to the
extent of one-quarter section of 160 
acres, more or lens.

I'ntry mijst be 7tiade personally at 
the local land ofl ce for the district 
in which the land is situate.

Entry by proxy may, however, be 
made on certain conditions bv the 
father, mother, rm. daughter, bro
ther or Hisber of an intending homee-

The homesteader is required to per
form the conditiara connected there
with under one of the following 
plans:

( î ) At least sin months' residence 
upon and cultivation of the land In 
each year for thDe years.

(2) If the father (or mother. If 
the father is deceased ) of the home
steader resides upon a farm In the 
vicinity of the lard entered for, £he 
requirements as to residence may be 
satisfied by such person residing 
with the father or mother.

(8) If the settier has his perma
nent residence ipon farming land 
owned by him in the vicinfty of his 
homestead, the requirements as to 
residence may be satisfied by resi
dence upon said land.

Six months’ notice in writing 
should be given tDe Commissioner of 
Dominion Land» at Ottawa of In
tention to apply for patent.

W. W. CORY.
Deputy Mftiister of the Interior.

N.B —Unauthorized publication of 
this advertisement will not be paid 
for.

Father of the Irish Party.

school—I can begin next week, 
fined Stow earned fifty dollars that 
way last year. Then what I earn 
next summer, with my patching and 
darn ng next year, will take me 
through. I will do it. Do you

party, having had the longest con
tinue us service in the House of Com
mons, which he first entered in 
1888. of any member representing a 
constituency in Ireland. T. P

hear me, grandma? And it I eVer O'Connor, who rita tor an IriAcom 
get in the dump, again, and grumble sthtu acy in England, the SctrMtoh 
at Wishing dishes with two hands, I Divte ot 01
shall come to Stanford, and go down a men*er °f C1BS0™1«
to Mrs. Crawford's after some but- wlttnnrt mter^foo from 1M0, Is 
ter. Are you listening, grandma?" the father of the Insh Parliamentary 

Grandma waa listening. Party, strict y .peas
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