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Montreal, April, 1905.
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DO BABIES PAY?

(Do Bables Pay 7"’ is the subject
that is being éscussed by some of
the editorial writers of the day.)

Pach night when I go home from

work,
Tired with toil of day,

A little tot is waiting me
To drive the cares away.
tomes papa !’ aloud . she

¥Here
cries—

Her chubby hands raised Mgh—
“0 doody, doody, papa’s home!"’

I hear as I draw nigh,

‘And then she toddles down the Wwalk
And meets me at. the gate, ¢
And I forget I'm tired out
When she begins to prate:
“0, papa. I'm so glad you tome—
I fink you're awful nice—
Say, papa, how much did I tost,
And am I worf de pice ?*

She tells me what a “’splendid time’’
She’s had “‘wif dolls and toys''—
A perfect little chatterbox
Chock full of life and joys.
And every eveming, she amd I,

When supper time is o’

Can hardly wait until we've had

A romp upon the floor.

And when her mamma dnterrupts
With baby’s little gown, ¢

8he cries, “0, mamma, lookey here !
I've dot my papa down!”’

Then as we tuck her in her bed, ¢
Bhe eays, “Tome tiss me twice—

And, papa, how much did I tost,
And am I worf de price ?"

—Denver News.
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FOUND OUT.

Louise J, 8 in the Clasamate.)
“I am nﬁ-‘m, ‘but
Yoy is too o oould nov

the work repuired to fill the' piace.’”
The doctor spoke kindly, but decid-

od Lord, He Who was 'l"iyl'}”b
1o the little ones and Who was
too occupled  with - “greater
 yho loved to cling about His knee.
you will write accounts of
pow Baster day was observed  in
your different churches and howv you

the letters ' the
Tyue Witness, and I thought Iyould
1 go to convent,
put did not go this year because .I
1 have ome little sister.
She is nine years old. She is going
to make her first, Communion next
year. Hoping to see my letter

the

‘| story wes so pitiful, and she'll lose
r home if she can’t make the pay-
ment, (I think you might have help-
|ed her & little, and tried the boy.
1 But you were so cold and unfeeling;
I wouldn't have believed it I’ The
boy’s eyeés flashed with indignant ex-
citement, - 4

The doctor smiled composedly, say-
ingy ‘I suppose you think I should
have advanced her the money, and
been badgered by that herum-scarum
boy, who would have bothered me far
more than he could have possibly
helped me.”

“I thought you were good to the

’” i

“I dose 'em at half price,’ his un+
cle interjected; them, with a sarcas-
tic smile, added: “Y can’t carry all
of them; don’t expect that of me,
do you? And I'm not the omly fel-
low in this town with an fncome—
nor in this room, either ! Come,
now, how sorry are you for Miss Dil-
sey; how many dollars’ worth of pity
have you for her ?”’

“That's different,”” Ludlan mutter-
ed, going over to the window,

Uncle Spencer winked at the back
turned to ‘him, and began to enumer-
ate from an account book: ““Saddle
horse; Span ponies; club expenses;
camping) expedition, and Lakes—fa-
ther’ll have to add a few hundred to
a certain boy’s allowance, or he'll
have to retrench; and Miss Dilsey
won't be better for it, either."” The
doctor spoke musingly to the book,
but Lucian turned defiantly. :

““I don’t spend a bit more than I
need to ! TFather tells me to use all
I want; and I don’t see what that
has to do with Miss Dilsey, " any-
way."”’

““Oh. don’t you !”’ the doctor eja-
culated. ‘‘Well, I’ think you're as re-
sp(_msible for her as T am. You've
got lots / the most money, you
know.”’

Then Uncle Spencer laughed aloud
in seeming emjoyment, as Lucian
flung himself out and banged the
door. “Nothing so easy as spending
| other people’s money, my boy,” he
commented, with a sigh.

An hour later, having made sure
that the -coast was clear, Dr. Spen-
cer knocked at Miss Dilsey’s door.

"i[’mi almost ashamed to look you
in the face,” he said the moment the
door was closed behind him. “I don’t
know what you thought of my un-
feeling treatment of you smd your
troubles, but I was making an expe-
riment. Yow Enow I have my sis4
ter’s son with me for the year, while
his parents are abroad; his father is
very wealthy and the boy ie indulged
in every way. He has altogether toq
much money to spend for his own
good. He thinks of no one but) Mmy
self, and gives Mttle, and that grudg-
ingly. He is kindhearted, and I
think  gemerous df he could be
brought to see the good he might do
with his means and consider the nesd
of others. I thought an illustration
of selishness might help him to see
~—knew he was in the next room:
This explains my conduct. Now, Miss
Dilsay, I will try to find something
for Harry, and you shall have all
the  help you need on your = pay-
( ment, only do not let Lucian know,
and if he should come to you, as T

e, et him have his way.’’
feft her in grateful tears of re-
Pledged to keep his secret.

| mischievously, laughing geyly at his
{uncle’s surprise.

pay it all off and enough left to car-
ry out my plan for them,* he quoted

“Oh, but I was med, Uncle Spen-
cer,”" he went on, ‘‘when you showed
me what a selfish, stingy hulk I had
got ta bel I dom’t think T'M need
that lesson again. Look herq uncle,
this is my plan; Harry hes an older
brother who bas to be away from
them now to get worke If they come
here they can all be together, and
that will make them heppy, especi-
ally Miss Dilsey, who wants the
boys with her. The boys can gar-
den angd raise poultry. Harry s
pretty near as much a chicken cramk
as I am. We'll build good houses,
and get'good stock—why T'd lové to
be in it as long as T am here with
you, and Miss DiMsey won’t have to
sew; she’d have emough to keep her
busy just managing. There'll be
plenty out of my “‘retrenchments’’ to
do dt all, I think, but father'll let
me have more df we need it. Say
you approve, uncle, for I've set my
heart on doing it.”’

¥‘Approve i’ Uncle Spencer graspdd
his hand. “‘It’s a fine plan, sensible
and manly. It helps in the best way
possible by making the boys self-
supporting and self-respecting, My
dear *hoy, I felt sure you were the
right sort ! I can’t tell you how
gratified I am, and proud of you,
too 1’ i

After a little he added, soberly :
“‘Wealth such as yours will be a great
responsibility, and if you will you
can make of it a source of much
blessing to others. I think you have
found that out, my boy.”’

Lucian nodded, saying, ‘‘And T like
it, too.
much fun spending for others, but it
ig; lots more than when you just put
it all on yoursell—folks like Miss
Dilsey and the boys, anyway."’

After a bit he said. slyly: “‘Uncle
Spencer, T found you out, too. T was
in the bank when Miss Dilsey pre-
sented the cheque you gave her to
make that payment. I knew what it
was for, if she wouldn’t tell me,”
and he shouted at the doctor's look
of chagrin.

L O B
TERRIBLE TEMPTATION.

An eminent English surgeon, whose
brusqueness with grown-ups recalls
that of the famous Abernethy, s
guite another person when children
are his patients. Then he is as
amiable as an angel or a big St. Ber-
nard dog.

A short ugxe ago, according to St.
James’ Budget, this gentle giant
got ouf of his warm bed at 8 o’clock
of a bitter morning to attend a tiny
bov in a piteous plight from diphthe-

ria. He performed the operation of
tracheotomy, and saved the child's
life.

Time went on and his general con-
dition improved, but there was dis-
guietling symptoms. He refused to
use his voice. When he was ques-
tioned he nodded or shook his head,
but would not speak. Finally the
surgeon found a why. One morning
he talked at his stubborn liftle pa-
tient.

‘“I'm sorry he can’t speak to me,
nurse,’’ the £ said, ‘b
I'm going uwp to Londom to-morrow,
and shan’t know whether to bring
him a horse or a gun.”

There was a brief silence. The sur-
geon and nurse waited breathlessly.
Then a tny finger stole up to a
wounded throat, and a ghost of a
baby voice said :

“Please, doctor, bwing me ‘a lickle

gun 1’

+ bk .

the

) STORY OF 19,

I didn’t knog it was so

5 AND "HO)

Many years ago, when Montreal
was but a small place in comparison
to what it is to-day, the principal
part of the city wes from St. James
street down to the river side. At
present that yuarter is Known as
“‘o0ld Montreal,’”” and there several
buildings may still be seen standing
like 80 many relics of a bye-gone age.
Though they are sadly worn and dis-
figured Ly the merciless hand of time
and make but a sorry show when
compared with the magnificent edi-
fices of later date, yet they possess
a historic grandeur and interest
which more modern structures can~
not boast. They awaken the images
of departed generations and are sanc-
tifled by legends and by tales.

It is with one of these old build-
fngs that the present story is con-
nected, and I must remark that,
though it may savor of fiction and
imagination, it is nevertheless found-
ed on fact.

The building in guestion ‘s am old
rambling wooden affair, with slant-
ing roof and very smaM old-time
windows. It was in the plioneer
days of the Domfinion used as a
country inn. The proprietor, eld
Robert Foster, was a retired non-
commissioned officer of the British
army. He was a goodly person,
forty-five years of age and upwards,

“moderate in his reckonings, prompt

in his payments, having a cellar of
good liquor, ome son and a pretty
daughter,

No one could excel Robert Foster
in pleasing his guests of every des-
cription, and so great was his fame
that to pass by his inn without wet-
ting) & cup, would be to avow one-
self utterlv indifferent to omne’s repu-
tation as a traveller,

The old inn-keeper had amassed
quite a large fortune during his life,
and at the time of which I am writ-
ing he was supposed to have been
very wealthy, and this was no mere
supposition., but a fact. The men
around were proud of their host, and
their host in turn was proud of his
hostelry, his cellar, his daughter and
himself. He was not proud of his
son, for a more mischievous amd
troublesome youth did not exist, and
though it was the wish of his father
that his child should join the army,
young Charles’ inclinations did not
run in that way.

In order that the lad should make
himself ufeful in some way, his fa-
ther had him employed as tapstér’'s
boy for & quarter of a year, but
with mistakes, misreckonings and
misdemeanors of all kinds, he was a
total failure in that capacity.

But the quiet and unevemtful - life
of the inn-keeper was to be inter-
rupted. Stirring tinies were coming
on, for the settlers were exasperated
by bad government, and theagitation
against abuses which had been inter-
rupted by the war of 1812-14 was
renewed. = During this troubled time
Robert was in great perturbation of
mind, for if the strugg{e were to ter-
minate in open hostilities, as there
was every reason to beMeve it would,
his duty required of Mim that he
should join his regiment, fight om the
side of the government, and leave his
accumulated fortume at the mercy of
chance. If the Government succeed-
.ed in putting down the rising, all
would be well. But on the other
hand, if the “patriots’’ were success-
ful, he might bid good-bye to  his
property and his riches.

Little time was left for him to de-
cide, so baving sent his deunghter to
his relatives in England, be per-
suaded his son to join the army.
"There, ry to all exp
the youth improved wonderfully, and
at last attained the rank of Captain,
Robert decided to take no chances.
The cloud of ¢ivil war was gathering.
He dismissed his servants, and hav-
ing turned moet ‘of his possessions
into cash, be proceeded to put it in
& secure hiding-place. 3

i »

with a lightened heart andmore peacer
ful mind, retraced hie steps ®
and gave himseld up to strange re-
flectiions. His meditations were sud-
denly brought to an end, however,
by & loud knocking at the doer.
After inquiing who was there, and
receiving a satislactory amswer, he
opened the door, and a man i the
uniform of a sergeant of the &en's
army entered,

Then came the first news of  the
outbreak, The settlers, despairing
of getting their rights by constitu-
tional means, had at last rebelled,
under Papineau, and were assembling
in great numbers around Montreal,
They were fully determined to fight
to the last, and the Government was
equally determined to put a speedy
end to the rising, and was hastily
calling out its soldiers, Though Ro-
bert Foster had retired a couple of
years before, yet he immediately ac-
companied the sergeant to the bar-
racks and rejoined his old regiment.
His mind was now at case, for even
if the settlers would win he felt that
his fortune was safe, and that he.
could easily get it when the trouble
was over.

But ome thing Robert had forgot-
ten. He did not taxe into comstder-
ation that he mfight possibly fall in
battle. die suddenly, or perhaps be
otherwise hindered from personally
regaining his treasure, and thus be
Prevented from transmitting it to
his descendants.

His son he could not, on any ao-
count whatever. trust, for the odds,
in his mind, were that the lad Would
appropriate it to himself at the first
opportunity. So Robert in solitary
possession of his secret, went off to
his regiment, feeling confident that
all would be well,

The insurrection broke out on the
7th of November. The government
troops met with a stout resistance,
and the popular army were not de-
feated without much difficulty. The
regulars were beaten at Chambly
and St. Denis, The Canadians in
turn were defeated at St. Charles
and St. Bustache; and in the latter
battle, one of their leaders, Dr,
Chenier, was numbered among the
slain,

TR

Neither had they any better suc-
cess in Upper Canada, for Mackenzie
received a crushing defeat at To-
ronto, and was compelled take
refuge in the United States. This
was about the last engagement of
the war, for the insurgents

were
either dispersed or forced to sur-
render. Those who were captured
were tried by court martial. Some
were banished, others executed, but

the majority got off easily, and in
later years, when anmesties
granted, many of these exiles, even
the leaders, returned and spent, the
remainder of their lives in Canada.

Robert Foster's regiment had been
in the thick of the trouble all
through, and he had bimself served
in seven engagements, but had come
off unhurt. Now that the rebellion
was over, and things had quieted
down, most of the militia were dis-
banded and many of the soldiers re-
turned to thelir homes. Robert Fos-
ter was among the number, and after
the stirring times through which he
had passed was glad to be again in
the guiet of his inn. ‘After Ms re-
turn, for some inconceivaife reason,
he did not take the treasure from
its hiding place, but had left it
there, evidently intending to remove
it’ at 'some future period.

Time passed on: still the money re-
mained hidden. At last Robert was
suddenly stricken, with a mortal 8-
lady and his days were numbered.
The paralysis with which he was
afflicted deprived him' almost entirely
of the use of his tongue, and it was
only at very distant intervals that
he could articulate at aM. Robert
felt that his end was approaching,
50 he resolved that if it were possi-
ble he would, on the very first op-
portunity, make bis secret known te
his son. When the opportunity
come, however, he was only able to
make him  understand that he had
burfed a large amount of money in
the callar. The precise spot he could,

recall, for his speech failed, and

were

ever, in spite of this inference, h¢
wguld from ‘thme to time try agaim
to discover the location of the mo-
ney. But all his efforts were in
vain, and as time passed on he gras
dually  di finued these atbempts,
and ‘in his later years he had al«
most forgotten about it entirely.

Charles soon married, and to his
family he told the story of his fa=
ther’s money. He had continued om
the business of the inn, and as time
pagsed he also was on the high road
to wealth. Having heard of the
enormous fortunes made by specula-
tion, he resolved to speculate, The
thought, took possession of his mind,
and do what he would, he could nol
drive it away; and the end of it was
that he invested his money in
stocks. All went well for some
time, but after. the market. failed,
and ‘instead of gaining a fortune as
Charles had fondly hoped, he lost all
he had. The inn was sold, and he
was forced to leave, but he did no¢
mention anything about the buried
money, thinking that perhaps, atl
some future perfod, if it should come
to lght, his children might be able
to prove their ownership and recoven
it.

The mystery is still unsolved, and
the money lies there to-day, a warne
fng to the folly of secreting money,
in hiding places instead of putting it
into banks. Charles is dead now,
but his children are living, and are
in hopes that some day they may
hear something about the treasure,

As many of the streets of our city
are to be widened, and old buildings
are beling thrown down to make room
for new ones, the street upon which
this building is situated may be
among the number to be enlarged,
and if so there is every chance of his
descendants hearing something about
Robert Foster’'s money,

LIEUT. E. ROACH,

St. Patrick’s Cadets.
—_——

THE SAGACIOUS MULE,

When it comes to finding his way,
day or night, 1 believe the mule has
more instinct, or whatever ét is that
enables him to do it, than mosti
horses have; and if it is water that
is wanted, and there is any in the
country to be found, a mule will find
it sooner than a horse will. Yhave
had them lead me to water where B
least expected to find it. The mule
could find it, though how he did ity
I don’t know. I rode a small soxrel
mare mule many hundreds of miles,
at one time or another; she was a
pack mule, but was naver packed. We
kept her for the saddle, and of the
many animals I have ridden she was
by all odds the easiest one to ride,
and was fast enough to run buffalo
wlith. T have shot many of them off
her back,

That mule could not be lost, no
matter how dark the night was, or
how wet or stormy it was, or whe-
ther she had ever beem in that couns
try before or mot. If T wamnted to
find camp, all T had to do was to
let her reins slack, then tell her'ta
go home. She would find her way
and go straight there, whether the
camp was one mile away or ten; and
in going to it she went as the crow
flies, straight ahead, over hills that
I would take  her around in day
time, and across‘a creek or river Af
she had to swim it,

On the march would never stay
with the pack tr#Mm: all the men in
it could not hold her¢ she travelled
close up in rear of the column, and
it the last file happened to be & sine
gle ome, she completed it.

We followed a party of Indians thad
we had found down the country
steafling cattle. all ome night on fool
in single file, leading our horses; ' i%
was too dark to follow the trail
mounted, and just before daylight we
mounted and formed into line to
charge through a wet bottom; as 1
took mv place on the left of the line
the mule, which had just got awayl
from the pack train, took her place
on my left and ' kept it whileiwe
charged across the bottom, Hllq.&w
one Indian; then when we had halted,
the captain rode down the line, to
see if any of us had been killed,
wanted to know what that
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