ntries, ang
with by the
2over,- gag
'es,  this re-
- Gregorian
inging, anq
e Holy Fa-
) The limi.
two short
nd certain.
irgical law,
m on  the
ular hympg
he prohibj-
art  from
learly op-
. Proprio,
S8.R.C, and
iscoporum:
poses play-
ment, inas-
es for the
. in “pre.
' 1ke™; (b)
the 8.R.C.
nilar direc-
ale BEpisco~
organ bhe
tly’”’ at a
ence on the
Elevation,
 silent and
The organ,
played with
d gravity.’s
ection 70),
yed during
to see on
rohibited at
Of course
be in suite

pondence

g steamers,
e command
an, Captain
xd into port
h ult.,, with
ime young
Jackman
ht  steamers
y ome had
even steam-
 feared that
rity of the
will not be
8. Captain
ative of the
cting pastor
) is the se-
seal hunter,
brought dn
esolfite.

St. John's
\pproving of
in refusing
en plying in
This action
States Se-
the Bond-

ow showing
The month
t on record.

gn captainsy |

axperience in
hn’s harbor
large ocean
1 took 27
omplished in
ith the ele-
was not &
vessel took
ydney, what
three or fous:
n given by
rilling in the

sful scholars
lege are now
wa Universi-
nd Augustus
the C. H. E.
ngst the les-
; the Jubiles
jon Matricu-
closed thair
rs. At Otte-
3 been  very
, exams show

!..,dm 4

taking delight in throwing stomes at
 cat which he had cornered on &
poorstep, Now this cowardly boy,
it he were faced by a pretty large
mg,mm,mdlvrommwm
to his heels. Always remember, lit-
tle ones, that the meem, cruel, cow-
ardly things you do in  childhéod
will influence your later years, and
that there is mo fun in tormenting

the smallest animal. To go further. |

Sometimes we see a boy of, say, ten
or twelve years, teasing ‘and even

ilitreating one much younger. A boy
Hike this is termed & bully, and a
bully is always a coward. I cannot
believe that any of the little folks
who contribute to this corner have
those faklings; but this is just fo set
you thinking.
Your loving,
AUNT BECKY.
+ bt

Dear Aunt Beclgy :

I was very glad to see my letter in
print, and I would like to tell you
about sugaring off, but I have never
seen one. I have never seen maple
sugar made. We get dots of it to
eat, but papa has to buy it at the
store. I ga to school every day. I
have never missed a day this year,
and last year I attended school one
hundred and eighty-four days and a
half, and my kind teacher, Miss Hen~
nessey, gave me a nice book. Grand-
me has been very sick, but she s
better now and we are all very glad,
for she is very good to us and al-
ways tells us nice stories. She may
go to Boston soom, to my aunt, who
lives there,

I remain, your lowing miece,
MARY E.
West Frampton, Que.
L B
A CONDESCENSION.

Gwendolen Jones was  chubby
sweet,
And her age was half-past three;
Axnd she lived in a house on Welling-
ton street.
In the yard with a walnut tree.

Harold Percival Marmaduke Smith
Was almost half-past four;
And he said, when they gave him a
beseball and bat,
That he'd “‘play with the girls no
more.""

and

Gwendolen Jones she gazed through
the fence,
At an end were all life's joys,
As she saw the friend of her youth
depart
"To play with the great big boys.’’

Harold Percival Marmeaduke Smith
Up to the field marched he;
But his eye was blacked, and his head
was whacked,
And his bell no more did he seq,
And the boys called him ‘‘Baby’’ be-
cause he cried,
Did Teddy and Willie and Tim,
And they chased him away when he
threatened to tell,
And sefd they’d "no use for him.’
Gwendolen Jomes came down to the
fence,
And her face wore & joyful smile
When Harold Percival Marmeduke
said
He'd play with her ‘“once in &

| which was away over to

fm during thelr youth, and especi-
ally during their early manhood, as
the boys of my gemeration did.

“I fel} to thinking of a]l this when
I took on & few extra young men—
most of them under twenty—in my
office the other day. They were well
groomed lads, held themselves well,
looked alive and alert and seemed to
be smarter than steel traps. The
sight of them caused me to think of
what a Rube of a boy I was when I
took my first job—and it was with
the same railroad that I am stfill
connected with, by the way.

“I was fifteen, and small for my
age. I was born and brought up in
a little Indiana town.

“When I was a bit over thirteen I
made up my mind to be a shorthand
writer. I peddled newspapers, and
did odd chores to get the money to
attend a shorthand class twice a
week in Terre Haute. I studied ste-
mnography for about six hours a day,
and bamboozled all of the boys in
my neighborhood to dictate to me
when I got to the point where I
could take dictation.

‘“In just one year I was an ex-
pert stenographer—not only an ama-
nuensis stenographer, but able to
take speeches. Yet I was about as
uncouth a yap of a country boy as
ever you heard tell of.

‘“My mother had a relative who
was auditor for a railroad that had
its headquarters in Omaha. She
wrote to this relative that she had a
boy who was an expert stenographer
and typewriter and wanted a job.

‘“The auditor didn’t remember how
old I was, if he ever knew, and my
mother didn’t tell him in her letter.
He wrote to her to send me along to
Omaha, and he would put me to
work in the railroad’s Omaha offices.
He enclosed a letter for me to pre-
sent to the railroad’s agent in Chi-
cago to enable me to get tramspor-
tation from Chicago to Omaha,

“Well, wken I left the little Indi-

ana town for Chicago I had exactly
$30.25 in a huge wallet that hed be-
longed to my father. I kept it in-
side my shirt. The money was what
remajined of my own savings as news
and chore boy. I had, besides, one
of those big glazed bags, which con-
tained all of my clothes and other
Possessions, and one ‘of those ex-
tremely heavy typewriters of that
period.
The train was late in making Chi-
cago, and it was after office hours
when I arrived there. My idea was
to get that transportation from Chi-
-cago to Omaha and go right
through.

“So I started to lug my big black
glazed bag and the exceedingly heavy
typewriter through the Chicago
streets to the effice of the railway
agent to whom I had the letter cajl-
ing for transportation. I was, as I,
say, only a small boy, and the
things were s0 blamed heavy ‘that
I had to drop them about every half
square and rest up.

“After about an hour, however, 1
reached the railroad office. It was
then 7 o’clock at night, and the
agent, of courss, had gome
home. The janitor of the building
gave me his house address.

“I determined to start for his
house immediately. But I had no
idea of taking a street car to reach
his house. The reason for this was
that I was afraid to show my money
or to break a bill,

“L bad spent my odd change for
food on the way to Chicago, and i
bad six $5 bills left. . Norhing in
the world would have induced me
to expose the wallet containing ‘them
on a Chicago street car, :

*80 I walked to the agent's house,

again. I didn’t know where to go,
 but I wanted to get where the lights
were,

It was nearly 8 o'clock in the
morning when I got down-town
again. What with fatigue and sleepi-
ness, T was just about able to stand
up, and that was all.

“I was also pretty lonesome for
home, I was decidedly sorry that I
had ever learned to beé a shorthand

blubbered.

“I was thus engaged when a huge
figure of a uniformed man—I didn’t
know it then, but he was one of
those watchmen who used to patrol
the Chicago streets at night—swung
by me, carrying a lantern. He saw
me, and heard my suppressed blub-
bering.

‘“ ‘Hey, what's the trouble, son ?’
he asked me, in a kindly sort of
way.

“I told him,

“‘ ‘Oh, that’s nothing to cry about,
buddy,’ said the blg man with the
lantern. ‘All you've got to do is to
g0 to a hotel—I can direct you to a
cheap one—and get some sleep.
You’ve got the price of a bed, have-
n’'t you ?’

“ ‘That’s just what I'm afraid of,”
I replied. ‘I've got so much money
with me that I'm afraid to go toa
hotel—'fraid I’ll be robbed.’

‘“ ‘Oh, small chance of that son,’
said the big watchman, good na-
turedly. ‘The place I’ll take you to
is all right. Come along. I'll pack
your gear—great Scott, this is heavy
truck for a little chap like you to
be carrying I’ and the fine fellow
picked up my black glazed bag and
the typewriter and led the way
around the corner to one of the few
remaining places with lights still
going.

““A decent looking young fellow
was behind the hotel desk,

“ ‘Jack,’ said the watchman to the
hotel clerk, ‘here’s a lad I've found
who wants a night’s lodging. He was
afraid to go to a hotel, for the rea-
son that he has g great deal of
money on his person, and he doesn’t
want to be robbed, of course, Better
have the boy hand you the money to
Put in the safe, if*it’s so much.

‘“ “Well, I don’t care to be respon~
sible for a large sum of money,” said
the hotel night clerk, looking at me
in a wondering sort of way,
much is it, son ?’

“‘It’s $80, sir,’ I replied, impres-
sively.

‘““No, neither of them laughed.
They were thoroughly decent fellows,
and so they didn’t laugh. I don’t
doubt, however, looking back that
they both wanted to laugh. They
merely exchanged amused glances,

“ ‘Oh, well, I wouldn’t mind as-
suming that responsibility, son,’
said the hotel clerk, “Let’s have the
money.”

“I was a bit doubtful about ity
even then,  but the clerk’s honest,
kindly countenance reassured me,
and I dug the wallet out of its hid-

How

He stuffed it into one of those old-
fashioned key safes.

““The watchman shook hands with
me and bade me a bluff good-night.
I never saw him again, but he was
& decent man,

*“The hotel clerk gave me a nice,
clean room, I slept like a top all
the rest of the night and for a part
of the day.

“The day clerk handed my money
over t0 me, after taking 50 cents
out for my night’s lodging. I saw
the railroad agent, who laughed over
my waking him up, and I went on
to Omaha, to amaze my auditor re-
lative with my diminutiveness, my
Queer, country kid make-up, and, not
least, my ability to write short-

look at her friend.

helpfulness to others is always
paid with love. ]

every one, and his influence in

much better when it is dry.

their hats,
teachers.

business.
And finally to be as kind and as
helpful to their sisters as to other
boys’ sisters.—Ex.

ently, being generally built on

M But all the people I kmnow are
50 lovely to me; they always seem
80 glad to see me when I go to their

homes, and they do the nicest things

for me, and act as if they really and
truly loved me. And that’s the kind
of pay I like best of all.”

*“Of course they love you!” Vid
said, earnestly, with an affectionat

IS A VL.
ABLER
Book on

Nobody could
help it. And if thn; is the kind of
pay you like best, you'll always get

writer. I thought of my cosy bed |it, and plenty of it, too.”
at home, and then I dropped my Vida spoke truly, for the heart
black glazed bag and sat on it and |[that expresses its love in kindly

re-
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WAIT FOR THE MUD TO DRY.
Father Graham was beloved by
the
little town was great, so good and
active was he.

A young man of the village had
been badly insulted and came to Fa-
ther Graham full of angry indfigna-
tion, declaring that he was going to
demand an apology.

‘“My dear bdoy,” Father Graham
said, ‘‘take a word of advice from
an old man who loves peace. An
insult is like mud; it will brush oft
Wait
& little till he and you are both cool

and the thing is easily mended. It
you go now it will only be a quar-
rel.””

It is pleasant to be able to state

that the young man took his advice,
and before the next day was done,

the insulting person came to Abeg

forgiveness.—Fxch ange,

LR K
ALL BOYS SHOULD LEARN,

To run, to swim, and to carve,
To be neat; to make a fire, and to

be punctual,

To do any errand; to cut kindling,

and to sing if they can.

To help thair mothers; to hang up
and to respect their

To hold "their heads erect; to sew
on their own buttons and to read
aloud when requested.

To wipe their shoes on the mat;

to cultivate a cheerful temper, and
to speak pleasantly to an old per-
son.

To attend strictly to their own

A very important point.

——————

Saved by Prayer and

A Statue of St Anthany.

—

(Concluded)
After remaining a few days as a

guest of the pastor at Bell Island,
we left for a famous island on the
northern coast of Newfoundland call-
ed Baccalieu,
ernment steam launch for our trip.
We left at early morning, the
being a beautiful one, the water be-
ing calm, and the sun shedding its

rays over the vast expanse of water
SF T Bied hended 15 ovar o i, | 08 ¢ glistened far and neer. Hour
after hour passed, and as we Ppassed
several villages, the large church and
school buildings

We procured the Gov-

day

stood out promin-

ap
elevation and keeping sentinel over
the eluster of well-regulated cot-

tages. As we proceeded, we passed
several small fishing Boats containing
the horny-handed som of toil, the
well-known Newfoundland fisherman,
with several assistants, They were
away out on the mighty deep, labor-
ing from
their boats with the treasures of
the sea.  How anxious
poor fisher folk to hear the nmews of
the day. As our launch passed the
boats,
latest from the capita].”

daylight, trying to load

were these

the occupants wanted “‘the
At four

was makng

|they arn’t.”

hand faster than he could taik,

*‘Butlmywu,utmmage,
& thousand years behind my own
boys in sophisticatedness, even if 1

my own Hving, which
L

A QUESTION OF PAY.

{ ““Would you mind going round by

Court strest to-night 7" asked Mar-

That evening we dined at the
residence  of the

priest  of Bay de Verde, and lef
about

o’clock we neared Bay de Verde, o
thriving settlement, and our landing
place. As we steamed to the land-
ing you would have imagined that it
was the Governor of the Island that
was coming, as the place was filled
with people—all eager to catch a
gHmpse of the strangers or intruders,

1 <ot

| Xghthouse keeper leading, and he

hills and walk & quatter of a mile
to reach the highthouse, which stands
hundreds of feet above the level of
the sea, and by its rexolving light
tells. the local and forelgn mariners
that they are on the northern coast
of the island of Newfoundland, and
that near this island a few danger-
ous reefs are scattered, where many
a ship has foundered and man a
strong and sturded a
watery grave. The morning sfter
our arrival the Stations were held at
the lighthouse by the pastor of Bay
de Verde. The Stations are peculiar
to Newfoundland, and are held
the convenience of those who
too far away from the church, As
there were several fishermen engaged
at different parts of the Island, the
summer season was opportune
to hold the Stations at
Confessions were

for

live

time
Baccalieu.
heard, Mass cele-
brated, and all received Holy Com-
munion. About ten o'clock that
morning the two pastors returned
homeward. and I was left to spend a
month on the lonely Island. All went
well until one Sunday morning, the
lighthouse keeper with his assistants
and myself were to cross the Tickle
in order to get the weekly mail, It
was customary to go over to Mass
in the summer once every week to
the little church én Red Head Cove.
But word reachea the lighthouse
that the pastor could not be there
on the Sunday in question, so, as is
the custom, we said the beads in
common. When we had finished, and
as we were leaving the lighthouse to
g0 to the landing, I remarked that
no matter what would befall us, we
had said our prayers. We descended
the famous ladder, jumped into a
neat little boat, hoisted sail and
away we went. The water was a
little choppy, but we reached the
other side in safety. After getting
the mail, we started for the igland
again, but by this time the wind
had increased a little. When we had
reached over half way across the
wind died out considerably. As we
were thinking of taking the sail
down end using the oars, a sudden
squall arose, struck the boat, which
rapidly filled with water and we
three were facing certain death. The
ligkthouse keeper grew excited, I
shivered from fi¥ght, but the assist-
ant Keeper was perfectly cool. For-
tunately the boat turned bottom up,
and I was upheld by my two com-
panions until help reached us from
the island. Two things favored us
in our mishap : First. that we were
not far from the shore, and, second,
that as soon as the squall struck the
boat, ome of the fishermen was watch-
ing us from an elevation, and rush-
ing down the bank, he jumped into|a
boat and rowed like sixty towards
us, amidst the cries of the excited
lighthouse keeper to hurry, before I
would drown. The place where the
accident occurred has a famous, but
sad history of wrecks and loss of
lives. Hundreds have lost their lives
in Baccafieu Tickle. Steamers have
foundered near the island, as well as
sailing vessels and small craft. The
S8 Lion disaster of twenty-five years
ago forms one of the saddest of the
many wrecks which have occurred in
these waters. The steamer left St.
John's for Trinity, a place directly
across from Baccalieu, and the dis-
tance was by no means fong, but it
was supposed that the boilers of the
steamer burst, and all hands were
lost, and the bodies were carried.
away with the swift current of Bac-
calieu Tickle, which runs from ten to
twelve miles an hour. When we
reached terra firmu we had to mount
the hill to reach the lighthouse. We
were a little heavier than usual ow-
ing to the quantity of salt water we
hadettken. As the clock was strik-
ing three in the alternoon, we march-
ed in gingle.file into the kitchen, the

nine o’clock for the Island of
it bt

Baccalieu.

our mishap to his mothier,
who mearly dropped from fright.
However, none of us suffered from
our immersion and our struggle with
the elements in the treacherous wa-

ters of that dreaded place. Search-
| i my pockets after ‘ 3

and trembling had to be encountered,
During the balance of my stay at the
lighthouse, we had three concerts,
followed by the old familiar New=
foundland dance. The first concerg
lasted one and a half hours, and had
an audience of forty persons; the
second lasted two hours and a half,
and 102 persons were present, the
affeir being in honor of the birthday,
of the mother of the lighthouse keep-
er, ~Fhe third and last was of foun
hours’ and a half duration, and had
60 of an audle.'nlce. After each the
fishermen danced until four o’clocks
in the morning, and then left the
lighthouse and went to thelr fishing
boats and went out and spent the
day fishing. When the day of my,
departure had arrived a surprise
awaited me. All the fishermen came
in early from the fishing groundas,
and we sang together a few stanzas
of a farewell song as follows:

‘“This is one song more, and then we
part,
But not with sigh nor tear:
We leave these scenes of childhood
dear,
For home and fivendly cheer.
Farewell, with a cheerful strain wa
part,
No tear shall dim our eyes,
We’ll join our hands, for our hearts
are joined,
Farewell,
skies.”

we'll meet above

the

After singing the above, the fisher<
men got their guns and a salvo was
fired as a send-off, The neighboring
hills reverberated with the sound,
and continued until we were half way
across the Tickde. When I entered
Bay de Verde that evening, a cone
cert had to be given, to which the
whole village assisted; those not find-
ing admission intd the hall remained
in the yard and heard the whole pro-
ceedings. The performance was re-
peated with several additions the
next evening, and was followed by
the dance which they all love so
well. Many of them would walk
ten or twelve miles to particibate in

such enjoyment. As I was the means
of obtaining the hall that evening
for the dance, T was heartily checred

as I was leaving the hall after the
entertainment. T gspent the next
three days in the village awaiting
the arrival of the mail steamer for
St. John's, But here another expe~
wence presented 1fself. The steamer,
was a day late, being delayed by &
severe storm. When the mail boat
steamed into the harbor, it was a
wild day on the deep. There being
no wharf in the place, the steamer
remained in the stream, while the'
seamen were sent in the lifeboat to
convey passengers and the mails to
a landing called a ‘‘stage,’”’ which is
the next best thing for a wharf, Se-
veral passengers, including the parish
priest. and myself, boarded the boat
to be rowed to the steamer, The
whole village turned out to bid me
farewell, the ladies on one side and
the gentlemen on the other. The
ladies’ choir was to have sung a fares
well greeting, but when the time
came the singers lost courage. The
men were fo have given the wusual
Pparting salute of musketry, but o
powder famine had steruck the place,
and this part of the programme could
not be carried out. Being rowed to
the steamer, the boat at times went
up almost perpendicular with the
huge waves, but still T had the
thought of my former experience be-
fore me. and now going through the
worst of the lot. I had lost that)
timidity, being seated in the boat
near the priest. When we reached the
steamer, we had to watch our chance
as the boat was lifted up with the
waves, t0 step on the ladder and get)
aboard. The storm continued near-
ly all night, and the ship rolled bad-
ly, and to add to our discomfort, the
weather was cold, wet and iow\
When I landed at St. John’s T re- |
solved never to go through such a

experfence  again. I still carry
about me my treasure, the little
statue of St. Anthony, and each timg
T gaze upon it it reminds me of the
dangers and perils of the deep from
which I had been saved. o




