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BY .AUNT BECKY,

. --------

Boys and Girl» 1
know you are all feeling happy. Santa Claus has been to see you 

given you a proof of his love. He only visits, we are tibld, 
od boya and girls, in which case ho reader of this page, I am 

** g^afl been forgotten. It would be so nice to tell us all about the 
***’ gifts y0U received, and the jolly times you had during the ChrisV- 
*°T holidays. But, remember, mail your letters so that they may reach 
1688 Saturday the latest. I know some have been disappointed at not 
ine. g jjjeir letter» the week they wrote it. That is because we did 
•^receive it until Monday or Tuesday, which is too late. Now, dear 
°tildren I wish you may all enjoy a year brimful of health, pleasure 

' m \ blessing your little hearts may desire.
end every

«eer Aunt Becky :
' little boy of ten and I likeI am a

read the letters on the children's 
| * i go to school every day that 
! ufit, but the snow will soon stop 

' We have a long piece to go. 
are four of us going to school, 

gy little brother James wrote a 
letter, and I thought I would write 
ane too. My papa is a blacksmith, 
end I am going to learn it when I 
-et old enough. My papa worked 
four years in Montreal, where the 
paper comes from. We like the pa­
per fine. We would not part with it 
for anything.

Your loving friend,
AUNT BECKY.

Royce scoured and scrubbed until it 
really began to look homelike.

Adeline could not do much to 
help, so wandered through the big, 
empty rooms, and finally climbed the 
narrow garret stairs. She was half 
afraid of the dusty place, where cob­
webs spread over the small windows 
like curtains, and the dust lay thick 
upon everything. She peered around, 
however, to see if she could find any­
thing interesting, and was surprised 
at the many things piled about. 
There were old chairs, tables and 
boxes, and a queer, big chest of draw­
ers. Then she came upon some­
thing which made her cry out in de­
light—it was a small rocking chair 
that must have belonged to a child 
no larger than she. It seemed to

Xmas is coming handy 
gnd I am waiting for Santa Claus 
to come, and I expect he will bring 
me some nice presents. I guess he 
rill be able to come, for the river.
1b frozen and he can come with his be whole and strong. Oh, if only 
gleigh if he don’t get frightened com- now she had a doll to rock to sleep 
ing at the little houses on the ice, in it ! 
where they are fishing for smelts. It 
Is quite 
winter time
Becky, I wish you a happy Xmas.
From your little friend,

Dear Aunt Becky ;
I am eight years old. I thought I 

was old enough to write this letter. 
My brother wrote one last week. 
Santa Claus is soon coming and I 

■ hope he will bring me lots of nice 
things. One of my brothers wrote 
a letter to Santa to tell him what 
we all wanted. I think I will tell 
you some of the things I 
asked for. A doll and carriage and 
Other things. My little sister says 
she wants a blue dolly. I have only 
one sister. She Is three years old. 
I have four brothers. The youngest 
•ix. He wants lots of things. I will 
write after Christmas and tell you 
what we all got. I go to school 
every day. I like it well. We are 
to have a Christmas tree in our par­
lor. We have one every Christmas. 
I am sleepy now, good-bye.

Your little friend.
MAMIE.

i* *§• ♦
Dear Aunt Becky ;

I thought I would try and write a 
few lines as this is my first letter 
to the corner. I enjoy reading the 
fetters very much. We have a great 
time skating and sliding on the hills 
these' lovely nights. I am in the 
third book and like going to school 
very much, but I do not go to school 
very steady, as we have a long way 
10 So- I live on a farm and I like 
doing chores very much. I am anxi­
ous waiting for Christmas and I 
suppose there are a great many 
more boys and girls as anxious as I 
*® whcn Santa dear will make his 
visits around. We are going to 
have a Christmas tree in our school 
hut I don't think I will be able to 
P>- I think this is all for this time.

oping to see my letter in print, I 
remain,

Your affectionate friend,

- JAMES M.
Dewittville.

* + +
ADELINE'S NEW-OLD DOLL. 
Adeline's father was poor, so poor 

be coul(t not buy his little girl 
o ■ This was the grief of Ade- 

. 6 ‘ days- Her friend Edna owned 
J!'?* do11 named Lillian Alice, 
“d how Adeline did long for one

Stm- having Edna’s doll 
"■netiocs to hold for a long five 

U es was better than nothing, 
™ that Pleasure was taken 
er, Adeline shed many tears. 

Adeline's father and mother moved 
hi . °m 11,6 bare little city 
the l!?10 tho ”ide country, where 
farm ler Wea eoing to work on a 
. .. ' “”d Edna and her beautiful

...---------- - --- ----------  -- She dragged it across the dusty
business down here in the floor till she reached the great bu- 

So good-bye, Aunt reau. Those brass knobbed drawers 
invited her. Shfe tugged at one till 
it opened. It was full of all sorts 

LEO M. of things. She turned over rags, 
P.E.I. and books and papers and boxes,

peering into the deep recesses to see 
if there was anything she wanted. 
Then, suddenly, as her hand parted 
a pile of rags, she saw—oh, how 
could it be ?—yes, it truly was—a 
doll.

Adeline clutched the treasure with 
fast-beating heart, and leaving the 
little chair she flew down stairs to 
find mother.

'A doll !" she gasped, holding it 
up before her mother’s astonished 
face, "I found it in the garret."

It was not a very beautiful dolly; 
it was old-fashioned and worn; it 
had lost one of its kid fingers, and 
another was hanging by a thread; its 
dress was shabby. What did Ade­
line care for these things ? At last 
she had a doll to pet, to cuddle, to 
dress and undress, to rock to sleep. 

In a few minutes the little rocking 
chair had been brought down and 
made clean, Lillian Alice's china face 
had been washed—for of course it 
was named Lillian Alice—and Adeline 
was sitting out on the shady porch, 
with the new-old baby in her arms, 
the very happiest little girl in the 
whoàp town.

* * *
A HAPPY BOY.

About the best satisfied Sunday- 
school boy in the world at present 
is probably Master Rodolfo Funari, 
of Rome. He is the victor in a prize 
competition, the subject-matter of 
which was the recital, by heart, of 
Bellarmine's Catechism. Formerly 
the victor in the contest dined with 
the aCardinal Vicar of Rome, who 
afterward presented him to the Pope; 
and the Holy Father gave him a 
present and his blessing. In Pius 
IX. s time sovereign honors were ac­
corded to the boy by the Swiss 
Guard, but Leo XIII. did away with 
that custom. Pius X., however, has 
revived it with all its former bril­
liancy. And so young Funari has 
had what his small American Catho­
lic brother would be apt to call "the 
time of his life."

* * i*
BABY'S CLOCK.

Nobody finks I can tell the time of 
day, but I can. The first hour is 
five o’clock in the morning. That’s 
the time the birds begin to peep. I 
lie still, and hear them sing— 

‘Tweet,tweet, tweet,
Chep, chee, chee.’ »

But mamma is fast asleep. Nobody 
awake in All the world but just me 
and the birds.

Bimeby the sun gets up, and it’s 
six o'clock in the morning. Then
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*nd squirrels, end swing, 

and read my picture-book, and some­
times I cry—jus' a little bit.

Twelve o’clock ! That’s a bu’ful 
hour. The clock strikes a lot of 
times, and the big whistle goes, and 
the bell rings, and papa comes home, 
and dinner’s ready.

The one and two hours are lost. 
Mamma always carries me off to take 
a nap. I don't like naps. They waste 
time. When we wake up the clock 
strikes three. N’en I have on my 
pink dress, and we go walking 
riding. And so the three and four 
and five hours are gone.

At six o'clock Bossy comes home, 
and I have my drink of warm milk. 
N'en I put on my white gown, and 
kiss everybody "Good-night," and 

"Now I lay me," and get into 
bed. Mamma says, "Now the sun 
and the butterflies, and my little 
baby are all gone to bed, and to 
sleep, sleep." So I shut my eyes 
tight, and next you know it’s morn­
ing. An’ that's all the time there 
ft*

+ ♦ ♦
HOW PUSSY WAS SAVED A WHIP­

PING.

Dear pussy, I love you, an’ I’s your 
true friend,

’Cause I saved a whippin’ to-day 
When cook missed her custard, and 

everyone said
It was Puss that stealed it away.

You know you are naughty some­
times, pussy dear,

So in course you get blamed,, an' 
all that 1

An' cook took a stick, and she 'dar­
ed she would beat 

The thief out of that mizzable cat.

But I didn't feel comfor'ble down in 
my heart.

So I saved you a whippin', you see, 
'Cause the custard was stealed by a 

bad little girl.
Who felt dreffely sorry with shamej 

An' it wouldn’t be fair to whip pus­
sy, in course.

When that bad little girl was to 
blame !

"Was it my little girlie ?" my dear 
mamma said,

I felt dreffely scared, but I nodded 
my head.

An' then mamma laughed, '.‘Go find 
nurse, for I guess 

There’s Some custard to wash off a 
little girl's dress.”

When, then, 'course they knew it 
was I, an’ not you.

Who stealed the custard an' then 
ran away.

But it's best to be true in the things 
that we do,

An’—that’s how I saved you a 
spankin' to-day.

+ •§• •§»
A magnanimous victor.
A pretty little story of a spelling 

class in China is told by the Golden 
Rule.

The youngest of the children had, 
by hard study, contrived to keep his 
place so lj^ng that he seemed to 
claim it by right of possession. 
Growing too self-confident, however, 
he relaxed his efforts, and one day 
missed a word, which was immediate­
ly spelled by the boy standing next 
to him.

The face of the victor expressed the ( 
triumph he felt, yet he made no 
move toward taking the place, and 
when urged to do so firmly refused, 
saying :

'No, me not go; me not make Ah 
Fun’s heart aolIy.H 

That was even better than the 
apology by Whittier’s little friend, 
who was sorry she spelled the word, 
and hated to go above him—but 
went.

+ + +
DICKENS AND CHILDREN.

With Dickens, the archcreator of 
dream children, it is again, as with 
Wordsworth, always the lonely child, 
and with what a love did his great 
heart go out to the little beings his 
imagination has made immortal ! 
What an almost divine pity he has 
for the fears and bewilderments and 
hardships of their dependent little 
lives, so at the mercy of grim elders, 
and the sport of all manner of heart­
less bullying forces 1 Poor David 
Copperfield and that dreadful new 
father-in-law of his with the black 
whiskers—how one’s blood runs cold 
for him as Mr. Murdstone takes him 
into a room and sternly expounds 
to him, in ogreish words, the iron 
discipline to be expected for breaches 
of the law in that sepulchral house­
hold 1 Children are not beaten now-

Would be seen no more.
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tigate the lot of the schoolboy by 
his savage satire of Dotheboy's Hall, 
and the lot of all poor boys whatso­
ever by the pleading of Oliver Twist! 
There are few strokes in literature 
so trenchant in their tragic laughter, 
so irresistibly comic in their shatter­
ing criticism of human nature*, _
that scene which has passed into the 
proverbs of the world—the scene, of 
course, where poor starved Oliver 
asks for more. The astonishment on 
the face of the cook is positively 
Olympian in its humor. A charity 
boy asks for more Î Why, tho very 
walls of the institution rocked, and 
the earth quaked at such a request, 
and the rumor of it passed like 
thunder from room to room, till even 
the Board of Directors, then in ses­
sion, must have heard it. Great 
heavens n "Oliver Twist has asked 
for more. "—Success.

A GREAT CATHOLIC ARTIST.

mamma opens one eye, and I can adays, I am told. If not, the change
is largely due to Dickens, who has
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former severe lot of the chile
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Millet, the famous French painter, 
was horn of peasant folk, from 
whom he had the habit of simple liv­
ing and a powerful physique. From 
them, too, writes the author of 
"Jean Francois Millet and the Bar- 
bizon School," he obtained his great 
tenderness toward the people whom 
he was destined to delineate so 
powerfully.

By working with his folk upon the 
farm he had not only the opportuni­
ty of incessantly watching the ap­
pearance of figures of different sorts 
of toil, but ho obtained as well ^,n 
actual knowledge of the farm labo­
rer’s crafts. He learned how to plow 
and how to spw; lie learned an about, 
the peculiar nature of all kinds of 
crops and every kind of domestic, 
animal, and he became acquainted 
with the discomfort, with the agony 
that arises from continuous bodily 
exertion, with all that a form labor­
er suffers from exposure to the scorch­
ing sun and biting wind or frost.

Millet was happy in his instruct­
ors. His great uncle, Charles Millet,

priest, divided his time between 
laboring upon the farm and giving 
instruction to his little nephews and 
nieces. At all times this priest im­
pressed upon his grand-nephew the 
necessity of being industrious, up­
right and courageous and from him 
proceeded the impulse of that educa­
tion that sent Millet more suitably 
equipped for the task that lay before 
him than many another artist whose 
name has been written large in his­
tory.

Jt is said that Virgil’s words, "It 
is. the hour when the great shadows 
descend upon the plain," first reveal­
ed to the boy the beauty of his own 
surroundings, and first lighted that 
fire which was to bo productive of 
some of the finest paintings of even­
ing scenes that the world is ever like­
ly to possess.

As to his Bible and Virgil, he read 
and re-read them, and always in La­
tin. And Sensier says, "I have ne­
ver heard a more eloquent transla­
ter of these two books." Instead of 
being an illiterate person, indeed, 
when he went to Paris, Millet, "The 
Wild Man of tho Woods," as he was 
called by Delaroche's pupils, among 
whom he found himself, was .already 

cultivated man. His education 
had been far better than if he had 
been an ordinary member of a bour­
geois or even of a noble family. Its 
great characteristics were its tho­
roughness, its simplicity and its re­
finement—the very characteristics 
that make his own works lovable.

IRELAND’S CONVENT SCHOOLS.

Preaching on the occasion of the lay­
ing of the foundation stone of a 
new convent for the Marist Sisters 
at Tubbercurry, County Sligo, Ire­
land, recently, Bishop Clancy said 
that within the last twelve months 
critics had been imported from ano­
ther country to visit the convent 
schools of Ireland, with the object 
of giving the Government an exact 
statement of their educational status. 
According to the report of those 
critics the convent schools were vast­
ly superior to any other schools in 
the country, ,and in some depart­
ments of their work, to even the best 
schools in England.

"It is beneath the dignity of a 
man," says the Prodidence Visitor, 
"to abuse any created thing; and to 
inflict pain needlessly upon dumb 
animals is not merely an abuse of 
created things, but makes also for 
the choking out of all the fine emo­
tions by which man ie essentially 
the noblest being in the visible uni­
verse. If a man Is cruel to his 
horse he is likely to be cruel also 
to hip wife and children." ; ^,.

11111 M-IM I H U I I H.
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[ \ (Written for the True Witness.) ] \

H H I I IHMM

(Continued from Page 2.)

ed as he read her previous partner’s 
names.

"With pleasure. It is a long time 
since we danced together, is it not?" 
The little hint of regret in his tone 
and face was reflected in hers, as she 
replied.

"It need not have been so long, 
need it ?" He did not answer her, 
and presently they were gliding in 
and out among the dancers, all un­
conscious of the many glances of 
surprise cast at Bently.

It was the last Leap Year dance, 
and as Bently seemed inclined to 
talk she led the way to a little room 
off the hall, and threw herself into a 
chair at a small table in the centre 
of the room. Bently drew one up 
and sat opposite her. They talked 
of tho evening, the new books, sotne-1 
alterations in the house and a few 
more equally unimportant matters. 
Then conversation seemed suddenly 
forgotten for a few moments, till 
Bently raised a serious face to her 
and asked,

"Did you really think T would not 
como to-night, Elinor ?" She hesi­
tated, hardly knowing whether she 
had or not.

"I thought you ought to have come 
even at a little personal inconveni­
ence," sho answered slowly and 
frankly, and then impulsively adde i, 
"to tell you the real truth, L could 
not quite understand the way yon 
have acted towards father and ir.v, 
and I half expected that you would 
practically decline by not coming, 
despite the note you sent me." His 
gaze never faltered in its earnest­
ness.

t did inconvenience myself. I vas 
working in the Bradfort office at 
seven, caught the seven-thirty with 
a run, was delayed on hour in Hind- 
ley, dressed, etc., arrived at Har­
court House at eleven. I must l-o 
at my desk for seven to-morrow, 
though it will be New Year, so 1 
have to catch the two-thirty express 
to return. You misjudged me, Eli­
nor, a little."

I am sorry I told you, ’ she 
said, already repentent of her im­
pulsive admission. "But 1 kept a 
dance for you, which ought to show 
I was not altogether hopeless. Jt is 
like old times to be with you again. 
Do you know that wo have lmd no 
dancing since the whist payfy we 
got up together. Somehow 1 could 
never attempt anything without you. 
Father so set his heart on to-night 
that I could not refuse and Aunt 
Margaret looked after everything for 
me. I am not as fond of dancing as 
I used .to be,” she said, tapping tho 
floor with her slippered foot in time 
with the music beyond.

"I had my last dance with you at 
Blondcl’s." Two fine lines cut his 
forehead for a second, and just the 
breath of a sigh escaped him. "I 
little thought then of what I should 
face next day." Elinor looked up, 
and for #n instant their eyes met 
in mutual understanding.

"Why did you show so much indif­
ference the night I came to tell you 
of our misfortune ? I thought then 
that you had never cared."

"Oh 1 Bently, I was not indifferent. 
How can you ask me ! My heart 
was so full that I felt words were 
useless," she answered.

"I tried to impress on you that 
we had better forget each other, 
and you only asked me.to come soon 
again or some such thing. The other 
troubles were nothing to that. I left 
your house with such a distaste for 
life, that I prayed to die."

Elinor dashed a hot ^*ar from her 
cheek.

"How you misjudged mo. I have 
often wondered since what you did 
say that day. I heard nothing you 
said. I could only watch your face 
and wish that I might trust myself 
to tell you how sorry I was, but 
that nothing could matter be­
tween us anyhow. And you thought 
I did not care for you since you 
were no longer rich. Oh 1 Bently, 
how could you ? That was why you 
would not come to see me, and re­
turned my letters."

"You really cared, Elinor, all the 
time what happened to me ?" he ask­
ed eagerly, "cared as you did that 
night, or only as you had before?"

She bent her head for a moment in 
mute pain.

"I cared more than I could tell 
you and I cared for nothing since. 
What were all those years and years 
of friendship, what were all our con­
fidences. what was that last night, 
if you could not trust me more?" 
Her tone was reproachful, but very 
gentle.
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"It was my wish that we should 
forget, before I thought you had 
ceased to care for me. After that I 
had no desire for anything. I have 
lived a year with only one glimpse 
of your face, and oh 1 Elinor, I miss­
ed you sorely. It is a horrid dream 
to me. Beside it the other trials 
are nothing." The very clasp of 
his hand was painful to her. The 
pent up misery of those months was 
written on his features.

Elinor did not reply, but gradually 
tho color crept back to her cheeks 
and the strain seemed less.

"It has been an awful year to 
you and to me," she said at last. 
Half consciously Bently drew out his 
watch.

'It wants but seven minutes of its 
close," ho remarked. "I am glad 
that we will see it die together.

Elinor's face lit up with a sudden 
resolve; and she caught his hand in 
hers.

"Bently, is it awful to bo living on 
such a salary," sho asked breathless­
ly.

'No," he laughed, with a quick re­
turn to his usual manner. "Rather 
jolly, in fact, especially since father 
is earning and I have all mine to 
myself. It is much more Interesting 
to bo spending a limited amount 
than to simply fill a • check for every 
passing whim. I have loads to 
spend according to my present eco-

‘Could you keep a house on it, 
and, well, with just a little more?"

With a little more I would live 
in luxury. Yes, I suppose It could 
be done." Sho was leaning across 
the table, her eyes filled with her 
earnest purpose.

"Could—oh ! Bently, do you think 
I could keep a house with that much 
money and—well, with just a little 
more ?"

"You, Elinor," ho exclaimed in 
surprise.

"Oh, won't you understand me, 
Bently. I said once before that 
there was nothing you could tell mo 
I did not already know. I knew 
then that you loved me, and I know 
you did not want to see me in all 
these months because I was rich and 
you—you thought you were poor, 
and you vowed you would never ask 
me to marry you till you could give 
mo what I was always used to. I 
never cared for your money, or your 
social position, you know that. Am 
I not telling you the truth ?"

He nodded his head for answer. 
"Well. I want to profit by tho Leap 

Year privilege before it is too late. 
Won’t you marry me, though I am 
rich, Bently ?" To tho man who 
sat before her it was tho sweetest, 
brightest, coyest, trustiest face In 
all this great round world. He 
caught it in his two trembling hands 
and printed a kiss on the rosebud 
lips. Though the mistletoe had not 
been over her, I think it would have 
happened just the same, for mistletoe 
blooms only once in tho year, and 
love is a never dying, never fading 
light wherever men and maids are

"You brave little woman, if you 
want me, there is nothing else I ask 
in life." he cried, rising and drawing 
her to him in his arms. "Elinor, 
dear, dear girl, I had almost thought 
that this could never be. I did 
not think yoy knew my heart so 
well.M

"Perhaps," sho said, her eyes 
misty with tears of joy, and a mis­
chievous tone in her voice, "perhaps 
£ did not know all you had to tell 
me that night, and I would like to 
be sure."

"I will tell you it all and win 
you again in the New Year,’* ho 
said, and proved what I have already 
expressed as my belief, for the mis­
tletoe was several feet away, hut 
the rosebud lips were just as. near.

Cling, clang, ding, dong, clang, 
clang. A merry ringing of bells 
great and small, broke in on the 
quiet. How they tinkled and boom- " 
ed and thrilled, the silvery bells Eli­
nor had hung in every noolçjfcnd cor­
ner, and the great iron bens that 
rolled out on the air from each 
church and tower of London.

The old year had vanished, and the 
new was here.

"Tell me now, Bently, Right 
away," Elinor whispered. And he 
did.

I. McG.

Z

Hungry Horace—Kind lady, can ye 
gimme somepin ter eat ? I ain’t ate 
nothin' sence day before yesterday.

Kind I^ady—And what did _you eat 
then ?

Çungry Horace.—Nothin’ hut de 
market report in an old paper.

f


