
betfde dear Josephine.
it Bounded ; | Hjb tout had several taiuimholfs 

more llr leM large and ragged, hut 
®S one button.

Ho turned his attention to thut 
now. He lingered it lovingly. It was 
a metal button, and oneo had been 
tire shape of a dog's face.

"Yer dross'll went to button, like
ly, he said, as a sudden ptdl loostny-

Meg recalled It that alternat^ she 
remembered how pleeeent It, sounded, 
and then she tried to forget It and 
to hum "Clementine," but the' time 
faded away on her lip*.

She was sitting on the rickety shops 
in front of her bouse, and she was 
cwring for dear Josephine. Dear Jo-
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How are you all . 
dull autumn days ? Much 
I suppose, for weather doei 
orally .trouble little people. Going 
to school, studying lessons and play- 
ing with all the Ughthoartedne®B of 
your ltaipp> c1v11<1ichk1 . Tliis di^gtree- 
able weather will not last long at 
most, and then fpr the jolly winter 
days, bringing with thorn thq joy o# 
snowball fights, sledgh firiving, coast- 
idg, tobogganing, and skating. And 
I am sure you are all already think
ing about Santo Claus, the first 
snowflakes always bring; thoughts of 
him, the deeF'old fellow, and he is 

getting tils orders ready now. 
lmow I need not caution my boys 
a/nd girls to be good so tihait he will 
not overlook them, for they are wqver 
naughty, but—be careful.

Your loving,

AUNT BECKY.

m m *
Dear Aunt Becky :

We were so pleased to eee so many 
nice letters in the corner last week.
Oh, I just xove the corner.! How 
strange ! We are no>w three Winifreds 
in the corner, and •two of thqm Wini
fred D’s. I thank Edna and Winifred!
31. for their kind invitation and 
should love to go visit them indeed.
But as they are older than I, they 
must come first; We must, I hope, 
meet sometime. J am anxious to
know Winifred D-’» other name, 
will be pleased to answer hers and 
Mary E’s letters if they writ** tome, 
although I am not very well able to 
write alone yet. 1 nope Amy McG. 
will write again. Her little dog 
must be cute, and it seems funny, hut 
Harold has a very largo dogi ntamod 
Prince, and he is very fonitk of tea 
also. Harold has a toothache this 
evening and has gmfe to bed. We 
have a little snow since a few days, 
and we see so many little sleds ovt 
ever)’ evening after elates is over. Wo 
send our love to all the little cousins.
Harold hopes Johnnie M. will write 
as soon ate he is able. Good-bye, 
dear Aunt Becky,

WINIFRED D., 
of Framptxxn.

♦ ♦ *
CHIPS,

“Hallo, boy !"
Hallo, man !" «the answer came 

back as quick' as a flash.
“Stop a minute, win you 7” X 
The boy stopped and turned about 

grinning.
Mr. Arthur Millman, artist, had 

strolled beyond the village limits, 
ooking for the picturesque to food 
is sketch book.
Catching sight of a tethered urchin 

swinging a,, empty basket, it looked 
os if he’d found something to fill tile 
bill, or rather a page of the hook.
The boy's face was keen, but full of 
kWy good nature.
‘H hat's your name, my son?”

Chips !" The word came with a 
twinkle.

"Humph," Mr. Milman muttered, 
bright youngster." Then aloud, 

baptized ‘Chip r "
"Not 'xactly; but folks gall 

««<. 'count of my buetoeae,"
Chips swung his beau*, proudly.

Oh. I see,! Well, Chips, if you 
want ito earn a Quarter «wily, you 
eUtod “Oil a little While just a* you 
•« and let me melee a picture of 
you." , .t ,v. - i. ,i

Chips grinned in delighted appreci- 
aBd the sketched array.

thiPa was really a doted charac-
ho Was a monopolist. The men
rnüd the »“*» hroodyard let 

° haVe ail the kindlings. They 
«re willing to do It without cost
™ tew °f the foet that he was the__  ______
mainstay of his mother, who wee too ®ow wnmen have you heard say: 

‘ > much. S, “My. howmy backache!

Wood-yard, wishing to give the boy 
the beat chancy, and not being tk>

usual VOid ** hutilor hlmsolf, pofcted the 
A___' following notice :

“The owners of this yard have sold 
the right to deal in kindlings ,to Ri
chard Holme®, otherwise known 
Ctolp». Anytime trespassing ooi .this 
will bo IteutwhiRi over to the police."

So Chop® was really a monopolist, 
though he ddd not k-now it, until Mr. 
Milman, the artist, said so1, after 
Chips had explained his occupation.

Mr. Milman took a groat liking to 
thq bOy.

“Chips," he said one day, “I'm gq- 
l11» back to the city pretty booh, uud 
all winter long I'm going to paint 
picture®. There are several thing®
1 d like to Pwt a boy such as you 
in. How would you like to go with 
ni^ ? You could learn to take care 
o# my rooms, and then pose for me 
wheji I needed you. I’d give your- 
let s see." 3lr. Milman thought a 
minute, and then named a sum that 
modo Chips' eyes dance.

Think it over, and' ask your mo
ther."
^Chips' face fell at the word "mo-

Chips marched off, frowning, t hard. 
Thati night he lay awako—an unheard- 
pf procdtedirfgi. One thing he reeoflv- 
od, “I'll not trouble mother with' it 
till I've settled it myself." It was 
not the first time he had shielded her 
from anxiety. Toward morning he 
went off to sleep.

Whon he awoke and had plunged 
his toweled, head in cold water, qv«ry 
thing cleared- up. He knew !

It was like him to go straight to 
Mr. Milman.

“tVe-11 ?” the artist ashed.
"J’vo thought it over, Kir. I'd, like 

to go mighty well, but mother could 
n't spare me. Yes, sir, I know it's 
big money to whrnt I get now, hut, 
it's just this a-way. You wants me 
thrqe months, say. Then 1 comes 
bank, and some other boy has my 
plaee, 'cause they can't have the 
kindlin' litterin’ round. An" maybe I 
wouldn't like to soil kindlin' after I’d 
been a city feller. An’ the wood- 
yard, man has promised me a place's 
ouick'e I'm big otto ugh, so lt'e slow 
an sure. But it's mother mostly." 
She’d grime every minute... 'Tain’t 
like she was strong. Thank you, sir, 
but I've ’tilled."

There wqto pretty nearly tears 
the honest eyes. Mr. Milman grasped 
the boy s hand; he never wanted so 
much to paint him as ho did at that 
moment.

"I'm proud of you;" was what ho 
said, "and when I come back next 
year we’ll make up for what 
can't do this winter, eh ?”

As1 the boy turned away, the artist 
thought to himself. "Chipe has 
good head and od heart."

* *
MEG’S DOLL.

/Her name might have been Mar
garet, ao far as anybody knew, but 
nobody every called her fx>, and they 
were not rich enough to own a big 
family Bible, with its gilded blank 

gee for thq family record.

10 beggar; he

Paid
1 business

Chipe 
to 4o

icthods. Therefore
a small price for the

Plying
1 sold them

oephine had lost an arm, evidently 
by some ant of violence, and there 

a bole in her head that leaked 
sawdust alarmingly, and rile had a 
weak neck, e. that her head lopped 
to one side Quite dejectedly. But there 
slight imperfections made no dUIcr- 
enee in Meg's love for Josephine. Pert 
haps she loved her sick baby more 
than she could a well one. And then 
Meg had neither brothers nor sisters, 
since they had been distributed 
around' to whoever wanted them. And 
so through the long days Joeephine 
was doubly dear.

The hot sun glared down into the 
little alley in a furious way, but Meg 
soantd not to mind. it. She was 
very busy. She was mending dear 
Josephine. She hod a big darning 
noodle and a length of string, trying) 
to sow up her baby's head' and make 
it whole again. The doodle was too 
big, and it did act so; ,but the pa- 
tiait child tugged away ta the glare 
uf that, «August afternoon, poking arub 
pulling and coaxing the unruly 
string when a boy apiicarcd.

He was sauntering by, with a keen 
eye out for recreation in a very mo
notonous vagrant boy world. He 
stopped and eyed the child curiously.

"Hullo he grinned. "What ails 
her ? Looks as though she had the 
string halt."

Meg did not deign tot reply. She 
just wished he’d go along. Boys al
ways teased her. She didn’t like

But this boy, instead „f going away 
drew^yearer. His eyes shone mallei 
ously as he stooped over to ex
amine her work more carefully.

Meg hadhoth bands oil the needle, 
trying to pull it through the doll's 
head, when the boy suddenly snatch
ed it away and drew back to the side
walk, dancing it above his head by 
the String, which now was like a 
htiinrçmam,'» nootee.

Poor Meg ! It would do no good 
to scream. He was stronger than 
she, and, he would only run off with 
*'ar and she would never
see hfcr any more. He was jumping 
the doll about to the tame" of

“Dance a jig, my pretty miss;
Hadn’t she just a beauty, though,!’*

•V
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Mag’s eyes tilled with tears and her 
chin quivered'. And then she ven
tured to ask him a question : "Is 
your mother dead ?"

Head ? and the dancing doll was 
halted a moment in midair. "Not as 
nobody knows of."

'‘Mine is," continued Meg, in a 
sorrowful little voice. "She made 
this doll for me, and J cut the clothes 
'cause she was tick) and cried so she 
couldn't see.. They don't fit very 
well; she was a-loanin' up in bed 
when she made 'em, and her humta 
trembled just like this "—hero Mtg 
trembled her tends in imitation of 
the sick mother's hands—"an I s’pose 
Josephine is crooked, but .1 love her.’

Ttie boy stopped and whistled long 
a-nd low.

"Oh, that’s the how of it, is it? So 
there was crepe on yer deor. 1 forgot

Ho held Josephine by her arms now 
and eyed her with growing respect 
"Didn’t mean to hurt her, Only t 
little fun, yer know. She's a first- 
class doll," and he laid her down 
carefully in Meg's lop.

She 6rt to have a new dres*," he 
continued, with evident interest in 
her wardrobe. And then he took off 
his cap and looked sharply at the 
lidlng. He was thq only boy in thnt 
community whose hat had a lining, 
««id be <"rit® «Toyed the distinction' 
It was a bright blue.

"Sea hero, dow, this linim'll make 
that baby a hull drew; an' you kin

«< >t. This was placed beside the 
other offering, and then, ho turned 
quickly up the street, his hands in hla 
pockets, and his lining less cap shov
ed back on his head.

* ♦ *
WHAT MATTIE MAID.

/TMla,” said Irene Van Home just 
after school was dismisstd for the 
day, “did you hoar what Mattie Mer
ritt said about you at n-cces ?”

Balia Adams, who was walking 
briskly out of <h^ « hool house gate, 
shopped and faced the indigneunt-hxik- 
l®lf #?'«! who hoiU arrested her atten- 
tion.

No,” said Della, quietly, “T did 
not hear h/*r suy anything about me, 
and I d«> not think she did."

“Oh, yes, Nii<. did,” said Irene, eag
erly; “and I told her right to her 
faro that. I’d tell you the very first 
chance 1 got. Oh, iit was so menn'” 

f’Was it ?” said Della, with a gmtle 
«nilo. “Perhaps you had better nob 
tell me, then.

Oh, hui you ought to know : I'm 
sure you’ll be furious.”

Della checked her.
"1 do not core to henr whnt she

said."
■'Bill, Delia, you ought to know." 
“1 think not," replied Della, gent

ly. but Very firmly. "What good 
woufd it do for me to hear that 
Mattie slandered me, as I infer she 
din ? I could not punish her, even,
If 1 Wished. I could not make her 
rocall the words, and I am sure it 
would not give me pleasure to hear 
them repeated."

"Thon y mi don.’t want to know—"
"Not a single word. If I know, 1 

might, find it impossible not to show 
Matt/io that I felt badly over ^t."

Why. I should think after your 
quarrel you would not care much for 
her opinion.”

“My quarrel ?" said Della, In sur
prise. We have dot quoiwrelod. 
Mattie is angry 'because I excelled her 
:n school studios this week, bust, it 
take® two to make a quarrel, and I 
nin not angry at her. Whatevci- the 
may have said, I’m sure she will be 
sorry for it.”

'Neil, you are the queerest girl!" 
exclaimed Irene, as they wolkodi 
along, and Ik-lla began to talk on 
other subjects. “I don’t supixuse 
there's another girl in school who 
wo»/Jdnrt have bmi curious to hear 
what Mattie said. And to think 
that you don’t eere what anybody 
says about you’!"

“I do care,” said Della, rn-thvr 
sadly; “and that is why I prefer to 
hear nothing but favorable commenit.
1 woiuld like to believe that all the 
gtirls liked, me."

'So they do," stiid Irene, impul
sively , and that watt why 1 was so 
imligraant when Mattie—”

“There you go again,” cautioned 
Della. "Now, dear, don't say a word 
to anybody about Mattie, ànd I am 
Nuire it will turn out all right."

Irene kisswl IVUa goockby, and 
walked away, shakiifg her head in> a 
doubtful as well as a thoughtful 
manner.

A w<x;k passed, and every day when 
Bella met Mattie Merritt she spoke 
to the girl just as pleasantly and 
smiled just as sweetly as ever she 
did.

Mattie at first returned the saluta
tions with a defiant toss of her headL 
then with a scornful look; then with 
a puzzled expression, and finally she 
came *&> Della one day at recess, and 
seiid-. rihortly:

Btflla, I owe you an apology."
T think not, Mattie." said Della-. 
‘Ye®. I do," persisted Mattie,.very 

rod in the face. “Last Tuesday at 
ror6HS. you know. I said—

Please don’t tell me what you
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"Well, you know what 1 said l 
saw that hateful Irene Van Horne 
tolling you, and then 1 was sorry, be- 
cause 1 didn’it mean a word 1 said, 
and every girl knows 1 tLideVt.”

I know it,” said Delia, giving hoi’ 
u. warm ' squ«wv “even if l do not 
know what you said. 1 ewe did nut 
tell me, awl/ I haven’t the slighVxst 
idea of my own."

Oh. IVUa ! Ami lo think 1—”
‘ Don't th/ink anything alxjut it. 

dvyir. Am 1 never heard what you 
R«id, it is just the- same ate if it 
never was uttered, so we will not 
say another word about it.’’

And not anorther word was spoken 
about it. and Della ami Mattie wore 

•ju«t gomh-nny letter—friends.-
than lx-fure.

A LITTLE TYRANT.

There is no tyrant like a tendhing 
baby. The tamper isn't due to origi- 

IvuJ sin; the little one suffoirs worse 
than the rest of the family. lie d,x*+- 
n’t kno-w what is timmutter—they du. 

'But baby need not suffer longer than 
it takes to make him well, if the 
mother will give him Baby’s Own 
Tablets. They ease, thq tender gums 
anul bring the tooth through jMwnless- 
ly and without tears. Mrs. C. C!on- 
ïMilly. St. Laurenti, Mon., sny.4;

Some months ago» niy little girl’s 
limith became so bad that we felt 
very anxious. Shu? was twthmg and 
suffered so much that we, did not 
know what to do for her. 1 was 
advised to try Baby’s Own Tablets, 
and- from almost the first dose she 
iH-gan to improve, aiul there was no 
further trouble. She is now in tiu 
lient of health, thantks to the Tnhr 
lets." The Tablets cure all the ml 
m>r ailments of children,, and, are , 
blessing to lK>th mother and child. 
They always do good—they cannot
jxvssibh do harm. Try them and 
you will use no other medicine for 
.vmir little one. Sold by all drug, 
gists, or sent by mail at 25 cents a 
tx,x bv writing the Dr. Williams’ M. 
dicinti Co., lirtx-kville. Ont.

------ un 1

iTyr^î‘ anybod5,ri'1 ",leinMi nene'Ou» i, V'v |arm" around Mettic's waist. "1
e W' a leTk aroi was would rather not hrar it."

POPE RECEIVES SAILORS.

The l’olhi recently itoivm! l.iwiu-n- 
ant. Prank E. HldgU-y. throe altar 
ullire.rs, luad forty-eight Catholic s-uil- 
ors of tta' U. s. cruiser Mimfeapolis, 
now at Naples.

His Holinres recoivwd tho. Americans 
in the hoi I of the consistory. To „w-.h 
ho gave his hon'd to kiss, whtlo he 
spoko kind words. To the Pope was 
then jiresensU'd a haskot of liemitifui 
fluwtu-s tied with ribbons fntai the 
caps of tlie sailors. This presentn- 
tion greatly lileiu.,1 His Holiness, 
who oxp-fsistil his plrasturo at the 
thought which prompt,si it.

The Pope tta;a tteUverixi a short ad 
dress, thanking the Americans far 
coming to sro him, ajftl expressing 
his pleasure ait' meeting so many re
presentatives oI the American navy.

When the Pope left the hall tile 
sailors saluted him with three hrarty 
cheers which resounded throughout 
tho VartJcan.

MODERN JOURNALISM.

Some of the Things the Woman Re

porter Had to Write About.

V* rum the Metroi»o4itaji Magazine. ^
1 he wiau-ly wife of the great man 

und mi lli on mire who owjkxI t/ho 
Morning Glory »wcpt glistening diro- 
ixvius down Lhu corven stairway ot 
her huiuLsoniu, resilience, and conic to 
the girl reiiovtor with a stun led ana 
iwrpluxud look oai her culm faco. 
"Did my husband send you ? 1 soo
yon runic from the Ulorj," she said. 
ITie girl felt a strange, sinking sen
sation,. as of one taking a sudden 
Jiunp into unknown space, but she 
fixed her o\'vs steadily upuai the piece 
Of piusleboa.-h, Mrs. Aubrey held in 
hur strong, slim lingers, and respond- 
e<l:

"No; Mr. Aubrey did not send mo 
but 1 lam, an assignment lo inter
view prominent society and jirnfcs- 
sionai women on the kissing queo- ' 
tion, us ventilated by Mrs. McCork- 
iligdule, of Kansas, and if yon please 
1 would very much like your opinion ' 
uml your photograph.”

Mrs. Au,Icy was a tall woman, butt 
in that instruit it seemed to the girl 
tliat the proprietor’s wife rose, up 
and up, li.e a li>v, until her haud 
minaiy touched’ the ceiling. The sen
sation of fulling through the air .he
roine stronger.

'Impossible,” sold Mrs, Aubrey, 
"there is some mistake. I am never 
interviewed. And certainly I roula 
not consider sueh an absurd subjort.
It makes one ridiculous even to Ihinlg 
of it. The idea ! I cannon imagine 
any woman lowering herself sulllcfoift- 
l.v lo talk about it."

Tlie gii l bowed and turned to go, 
but there was that exiiresslon of,Out 
her lips which caused Mrs. Auhroy, 
herself a woman of keen hujuor aaul 

"iw,thetic insight, to, stop her with

The privilege of speaking thq truth 
is not accorded to a few chosen per
sons. Get away from the horrible 
ghost of Fcering-Ylniu-Won'-t-Bc-Vndcr- 
stood ! S peek and act with the as
surance that you will be understood 
by those jersons who should under
stand von. It doen's make the least 
difference about the othres.-IoiBh 
Mitchell Hodgiw.

the quick words; "Wait a moment,, 
please; 1 want to know why yo„ 
cairno to me.”

“I was told ito interview several 
prominant women—1 ha<i no more 
upecilic instructi<ML<i—loccejit that the 
interviewed Women must be of no tor 
Kociully or professionally, Un*t than, L 
must obtain their opinions and! their 
lihot ographs.”

But the whole subject is ho silly; 
whatt made you choose i; ?”

1 cHckw it ! JX-tir madam, do not 
urcus«* me of that ! It. is the Sur*- 
cfciy editor’s idea.’’

“Surely ho dovfm’t ««poet nico wo- 
,mm u> tolk of—of—»uch thingte-for 
publica-tdon ?”

1 intxirviciwed nine lad-Uw last wcak. 
-nim> ladi.Ys of poettdan, to aocoi'toin 

their views on the allegid. common 
practice of wives godin^ tèirvugh their 
huslmnds' pocket». The week tadiwe 
that we had a aympuHium concerning 
fhe probable abolition „f ,.,>n.:0,s bjr 
ia«'. Three, wrek., ago .1 wrote1 up n> 
lot' of fanhionable women who aro- 
OfHiOHrel to the curling iron and the 
manicure scissors, and collected 
niqns as to the benefit of n raw car
rot diet upon the, eomplexiolf. This 
ha« used up the longest part of my 
list, of nice women,. I àm trying this 
time to get an eiflirrlv now set."

Sacrifice, which ■ is the, passion or 
great souls, has tutver tan the law ot 
societies.—Amiel's Journal.

The love ,of God always includes 
love of ovr nelghhor; and therefor* 
no pretense of real for Glut's glory 
must make us uncbarltehlo to 0nr 
brother.

0r sorvaoifc 
««P and' 
^h^pol 

I fdÿ'. ’ü

may j

Free


