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yke more nieces. Why, yes, deer, I 
bave room for ever and evqr bo many, 
I hope to hear again from Winifred 

Amy MeO le a vww-rrwn^. — 
v<ry welcome ehe 1». 1 am sure we
would all like to see Ü» little tear 
drinking dog. M. Edna M. says at*; 
enjoys the corner. How funny sqf many 
little folks are becoming acquainted. 
Beei little cousine, too, have coroe 
together through reading the ldtters 
ln the comer, I understand. You 
cannot send too many letters, so 
write as often as you like.

Your loving
AUNT BECKY.

♦ * *
pear Aunt Becky:

I have received the True Witness 
and was glad to see such a nice lot 
of letters in tto corner. We are hav
ing pretty cold weather here; it is 
«vowing to-day. Wiimifred D. said 
in her last letter that Harold wished 
to know how many brothers T bavq.
1 have two brothers, Ray and John
nie. Ray is seventeen the 13th of 
December, and Johnnie is seven. 1 
must thank Winnifred very much for 
her kind invktaition. I would like 
very much to go to Frampton to see 
her, and would also like if Winnifred 
and Harold could come to see their 
cousins in Kensington., f* we would 
be glad to see them and have them 
spend a few weeks with us. I will 
now finish by sending my love «to all 
the little cousins. I remain,

Your loving niece,
M. EDNA M.

Kensington, Que.
* w *

Dear Aunt^,Becky:
As Edna is writing I will write 

also'. I was very- much pleased to 
see the leitter from my cousin in 
Framptotf, also send her my love and 
hope she will write again. I like 
very much to see Winnifred’s letters 
in the corner. Last night was Hal
lowe’en and we made toffee and play
ed games. The Hallowe'en boys were 
in and they looked very comical with 
their false faces. We have no school 
to-day, as this ÿ Alt Saints' day, 
but will go to-morrow. I will now 
finish by sending my love to all the 
little cousins, not forgetting yourself.
I remain,

Your loving niece,
WINNIFRED M.

Kensington, Quo.
* * *

Rear Aunt Becky:
We receive the True Witness end 

ilka it very much!. Hike to Nad the 
little letters In the ’True Witness. I 
live on a farm, and my papa has 
twenty-two cows, four horses end 
Ktae calves. I read in the fourth rea- 
*r leern geography, history, 
epelliEg, writing and aritlenatic. Sis- 
ter’B name in Wlhnifred D..ond we 
bave a cousin Harold. Scene tidok 
we muet be cousins to the little girls 
»l>o write to the True Witness. If 
tbey write us we will answer these 
letters. Aunt Becky, would you like 
to have two more niecqp ?

w ^ MARY B.
Warden, Que.

a- * * *
“•r Aunt Becky:
I)1 ttT. re0d leW" -,r«u Winnifred 

1 " “y «we tou. I hove „
*«d a^tJ ' tWeIve ‘«t™ old,
™ a.siater. eight years old. Her 
•«» 1» Mary Eveline. I . ate,
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nd I are going to the convert 
*” Seotemher. W, are going to'
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tWJ^-e,X e^»=T- in our 

t « about a mils and
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wa la the nicest. I think 
floes now. Good-by a 

Your lovhfg niece.
' AMY McO.

BOBBY'S NEST.
■Mother," said Bohby Boy, when 

she kissed him goodnight, "I wish 1 
was a little bird and lived, in a lit
tle nest 7”

"lam'd this bed a nice little nest? 
asked Bobby Boy's mother. She kztekt 
on. the floor beside him, and put her 
head on ids white pillow. "Isn’t this 
mice soft Utile bed and pretty blue 
comfort, and plump white piUoiws 
nicer than sticks and straws and 
leaves and paper, woven together an 
thb robin in the little lilac bush 
makes it* little house ?

"Nob quite, mother," said Bobby 
Boy- "I want to sleep just one night 
in a/nest."

Bobbv Boy's mother laughed and 
kissed him good-might again and 
cuddled the blue comfort about him 
and smoothed the white pillows and 
Patted the yellow curls and told him 
to go to sleep. He lay thinking 
about how nice it was for little birds 
who didn't; go to' kindergarten, and 
had nothing to do but build nest® m 
lilac bushes. When hq did go asleep 
at last, he dreamed about nests with 
little blue comforts in them and lit
tle brass knobs all round the edge 
of them and funny pillows made 0f

Next day Bobby Boy was very 
busy. Hie mother found him build
ing a bird's nest in the closet, it 
was bigger than the nest in the lilac 
bu*. for Bobby Boy was five years 
°W, 11 was made of pine branches 
he had brought in from the woods, 
and the feathers he hart picked from 
an old duster, and bits of moss and 
Paper amd string;

Night came again., and Bobby Boy's 
mother tucked him m the blue com
fort and patted the white pillow and 
””*>fched °* y«>h»w hair and kisses. 
Bobby Boy good-night after she had 
sung a little "go-to-sleep" song for

Bobby Boy did not go to sleep. HA 
lay very wide awake, watching a big 
whit» moon shining through- the ap-
P^ta-ee. Bobhy Boy was waiting ,m
the house grew still, then he meant 
to go out; and build a nest in the ap- 
P^troe. When the house grew still 
Bobby crawled ont of bed. He put on, 
his little trousers anti stockings, then 
he pulled the blue comfort oil the 11b-

“d tiCd H *«*» » bundle. 
There were sticks in the bundle, ati*|

™“” “f, ****** ««I the feathers 
from the feather duster. Bobby Boy
TT* KiMto" and crept out on 
a utile piazza.

"Cheep weep, cheep weqp.
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Bobby Boy through the branches. 
Hubby Boy didn’t fuel comfortable in 
his nest; a scraggy old branch kept 
pufüing hie head out of the way, 
so he turned around and tried to curl 
up in a new way, but another branch 
wouldn’t let him. It poked, into his 
bask. It began to grow very cold, 
and the wind whistled through the 
branches, and the moon stared at 
him and saidt "Bobby Boy, cou're a 
little goose, climb up the trqet and 
go 'to bed." . -

"I don't believe I like sleeping in 
the tree to-night,” sand Bobby ' Boy 
to tho moon. "It is too* cold. It 
will be lovely, though, when it grows 
warmer and I can eat apples all 
ndgbt."

You're a goose," said the moon 
again. “Go to bed."

"All right, sir, I will,”, said Bobby 
Boy. He begun to crawl up the 
branch that led to his room. When 
be was half way up he slipped right 
back, and slid away down into the 
heart of the tree. He would have 
fallen to the ground if it had not 
been for his shirt catching in a sharp 
branch, Bobby Boy was frightened-. 
Tho blue comfort had failed to the 
ground, and his hands were 'so cold 
he could hardly bold on to the old 
tree.

Father,! mother !" he screamed, 
"Come and get me ! Coma and get 
me !" s

He could see the lamp, lit in Us 
little room, and he heard his mother 
give such a cry it nearly made him 
fall from the tree.

■Bobby Boy !" cried his father 
"Bobby Boy, where are you ?"

"Here in my nest,” called Bobby 
Boy. Then father and mother climb
ed out on -the piazza. His mother 
was crying, and his father was bend, 
ing. down into the apple tree, but 
he could not reach Bobby Boy. Then 
everybody in the house wakqd up 
and a long ladder went up to the 
very heart of the old apple tree, and 
Bobby Buy crept Into his father's 
arms. He went to sleep in Us own 
little bod', with a hot water bottle at 
his feet and a hot woolly blanket 
wrapped about him and soft white 
Pillows under his heat', and the last 
thing he remembered' was the big 
moon looking at him through tho 
apple tree and saying: "Bobby Boy,

ask me to play for people at night 
site:- I've practiced ell day, it's just 
like inviting a. man who saws wood 
for a living to saw a little extra in 
the evening) for‘the amusement of 
his friends. Adela isn't very soulful 
about her music, you know, but there 
was point in what die said neverthe
less, and I'm never going to urge you 
to Write agaiil.”

"So that's it," laughed Lois. "Well 
if I don't do any bettor than I have 
the,last year, you needn’t worry. I'm 
tho worst correspondent in the world.
I shall think of a hundred things to 
tell you and to ask you before the 
week is gone, but thq trouble wit-h 
me Is I always have so much to say 
that I keep putting oil the letter un
til there's time to write a long one, 
and when I do get at it, I've tor- 
gotten most of the remarks I wanted 
to make."

<'Lois, here’s a plan proposed 
Isabel, suddenly. "lt> has just con» 
to mo. Will you take a good-sized 
envelope and address jt to me, and 
keep it lying on your desk ? Them, 
whenever you think of something that 
belongs especially to me, scribble it 
on any scrap of paper that happens 
to be handy, and slip it into 'Isa
bel's envelope.'

It needn t have any beginning or 
ending. You don’t say ‘My dear Isa
bel,’ and Your loving Lois' evenly 
dime you speak when I’m here. But 
if a play, for instance, suggests a 
thought you'd like to whisper to me, 
write it om the margin of your pr<> 
gramme during the waits. Do^ou

shops and pay a little higher price 
here, because they know that Simon 
Taft dotes the yery best work. 
takes pride in his work."

"I am sure of thaU"
'‘What makes you think that ?’
"Because of that «ne serftiment 

over his door. If he has that same 
sentiment in his heart, his worl» will 
always be the best. He honors his 
occupation."

"Well, he certainly does, if being 
thorough amd honest count for any
thing."

"It.counts for everything. Arid the 
man or boy whojs ashamed of an 
honest calling, dishonors that calling 
and will never do good work in it."

All pridt* is out of place whm , it 
nial*« one ashamed of on honest oc
cupation. It is a far worse form of 
pride «to va.unt one’s self because of 
success in a calling that is not hon
orable,

"Set your pride
In its proper place and never be 

ashamed 
Of any hornst calling."
—The Angelus.
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Hflew away and screamed, for « 
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mean was jhromg, The apple tree 
za one “* branch up on the piaz-

Thara was the nicest place where 
the five big limbs branched out It 

juet big enough to hoW » lib£ 
boy s nest, and Bobby Bov hart 
thinking about it for a long UuJZ
h i“l 01,1 " tbe branch and, pot
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T believe it is, sir," said Bobbv 
Boy, sleepily.

♦ ♦ •
ISABEI/a ENVELOPE.

"Good-bye !" said Isabel, art the 
Vialt" k"Please‘lto”'t write

"Don't write !" echoed Lois, blank
ly.

I mean it. Ever since I came I’ve 
been realizing, what It means for you 
to eit down to letter-writing after 
using a pen in your work all <My. it 
makes me think of what Adela Wil
bur told her mother one evening. 
She s a professional concert pianist, 
you know, and she said ‘Mamma, I 
want to be agreeable, but when you

It, was not as

♦ # * ' „ ® * *
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“r**! «^”. Mr. M. A MMnals,

get the idea 7
"You may see something funny oo 

the car, or think somqthit/g serious 
while you're at luncheon dawn-town, 
and you can toll It to me on the 
back Of an old envelope. You ({light 
date the messages, but no other for- 
innlity will be allowed. Then, when 
ih* mwclope is -full, seal it up and 
send it off. I’ll do the same, and 
we’ll just see if we can't keep in 
touch this year without feeling that 
we have spent more time and 
strength than wq could afford in let
ter writing."

This was two years ago, and the ^ 

result is that the girl who was "thd I 
worst correspondent in the world" at 
that tirno has formed the habit of 
keeping half a doz™ envelopes, each 
addressed to one of her friends, ac
cording to Isabel’s suggestion; and 
not the least interesting point about 
It is that every one of these friends 
declares that the mall never brings a 
letter which compares ir delight with 
these packagqs of fresh everv-dtty 
bits from the life of busy Lois—
Youth's Companion.

♦ ♦ ♦
TO MY GUARDIAN ANGEL.

Sweet Angel, let mo cling to khco; 
Keep me from sin and oanger free 
O be thou near qje all the day.
Whether I work or rest or play ,
An® when the night falls, c!e,k and 

still, *
With gentle thoughts my bosom fill. 
When I my evening prayers have said). 
Stay close beside-my little bed;
Enfold me in thy spotless wings, 
Driving away all evil things.
Bdnisto all strange and fearful dreams 
Until again the morning beams.—
JJntil night's nameless terrors o'er,
I wake within thy arms once more. 
-Hope Willis, in Avc Marla.

. • • » 'e
A WISÇ BLACKSMITH.

"Set yout pride !
In its proper place and never b

ashamed
Of any honest calling."

Where do you suppose I saw theeé 
word® for the first time ? I sa* 
them In a place that gave them 
special significance, and that place 
waa -the shop of a blacksmith. Tiie 
words were crudely painted ln black 
letters on a bit of pine board nailed 
above the door of his shop. I was 
visiting in the neighborhood, kad I 
*airt to the fArmqr friged with whom 
I was staying:

blacksmtih

help for uttle ones.
lt is a recognized fact that babiee 
and^ indeed- all children—nccvl u 

medicine of their own. Mudical men 
know, too. 111 at most baby medicines 
do more harm than good—that most 
of them contain poisonous opiattp, 
that drug children icitol guioijicss 
Without curirfg their little ills. 
Baby s Own Tablets is a modem me
dicine for babies and young children, 
and is sold under- a guarantee to 
contain no opiate or harmful drug. 
It cures slon-Hch, bowel and teething 
troubles, and by Its nat'ufal, healthy 
action promotes sleep and rcqiosc. li 
makqs little ones well aaid keeps 
them well. Mrs. W. E. Ansel), Ayer's 
Flat, Quo., says: "I would advise 
every mother wilh sick or fretful chil
dren to use Baby's Own. Tablets, 
They are the most satisfactory medi
cine I have over tried, and almost 
magical in their effects.” You can got 
the Tablets from any medicine dealer 
or by mail -at 25 cents a box by 
writing the Dr.* Williams' Medicine 
Go., Brockville, Oat.

Mr. Isaac Jackson, of the well 
known i'itttourg men's end. boy a’ 
clothing firm, has just returned fi oui 
an extended trip to Europe. His ilia- 1 
orary included Borne; anti as soon 
as he reached the Eternal City ho re
solved to try to see Pope Pius X.

'When 1 contemplated including 
Romo id the European eltiea which 1 
intended "to visit," said Mr. Jackson 
'to a representative of tho Pittsburg 
■Observer, "1 mode up my mind to 
pay a visit to the Pope, il It were 
possible. It is no easy matter td 
obtain permission to attqnd- a recep
tion given by the Pope. Happily, 
however, I succeeded in being pre-

■it was on Sunday, August 6, the 
first Sunday of the month, that I 
wus accorded this pleasure and pri
vilege. A general reception was 
held by Pope Pius that day. I was 
introduced by a gentleman named 
/.imia Settimlo.

'Aly imprqssions ? They were vivid), 
and will never be effaced. Before we 
■ntered the Pope's reception room.
I was ikepiy impressed with tiio ap- 
IHMrancu of the armed . attendants, 
tho Swiss guards and tho pages, anti 
the Cardinals, all dressed in red 
damask. In the midst of those red 
uniforms and vestments, the Po|»e, 
droswxl in pure white, pres™ted a 
moet interesting figure, W'è nil knelt. 
There was a, benign paternal smile on 
Ins face as hq walked up so that wo 
could kiss his Pontifical ring, and 
thou, ho turned round, arid bestowed 
"lion us his Apostolic Blessing. No- 
Ixsl.v could take part to stieh „ 
solemn and Impressive ceremony 
without feeling considera'ldit emotion.
1 sh®n neW:' r°rgel that event in the 
Poisî's audience chamber. The idea 
the! it he Pope's face, conveys is that 
of Jilefy and goodness, and a lovo 
which embraces all mankind.

"Next day, accompanied cy'.t'hevoe 
lier Pin Fllipplni, one of the Pope’s 
courtiers, 1 puid a long visit 1o tho 
Vatican-, seeing all the priceless eol
ations, and - entering practically 
'■very hall and chamber in it except 
the Popes private apa-'-t-enls. Theif 
accompanied by Mr. A. Guedalin. ws ' 
Msiled St. Peter’s Cathedral and 
afterwards the, „f SL.Paul. where 
hrac ae„ ,« ,„dnli„g„ t,h„

J58 Pop,a Who HA-c occ.itsed the
Papa! See. They present a magnt-

mZ ÏTSZ'"' Th" °nB in ”l"'hmost Interest is token is that 
P<ypt? Llm,s. thte second Popo."

DONAHOE’S FOR NOVEMBER 
"President Roosevelt's Third Term 

is the title of an interesting article 
by Herbert Young in Dona^oe » Ma
gazine, in which be discusses many 
vital issues in national government.

Susan tia\i«n Duffy has a charming 
papei- on the celebration "Tbe Fete 
Des Vignerons" In Veveiy; and Beo- 
ti-ice Oulton writiîs of Thanksgiving 
Day in New England.

"Tho Autumn Drama" Is the sub
ject of the monthly dramatic review 
by the Rev. John Talbot Smith.
Philip J. McKenna itelle of tho or
ganization, of the Catholic Order of 
Forestort and J. Angus MacDonald hnBl‘h
describes the receat edebra-tion of remind us ttot ti, ? ' Wl“
the Golden Jubilee of St. Francis court are borne ” ° th® Pftpal 
Xavier’s College. in , by “wcral residents

Other notable contributions 
''The Ninth in the Civil War," end

SOME titled irishmen.
The death of Count O’Byrne, wheco 

devotion to the Irish National cause 
y«reOJ,i,n to the hearLS ^ “
People , Tipperary, where he rest 

I'd at hrs seat, Corville

in Ireland..v* wltpm toe majoritytre
Ltishmcd, We have a .duke 1he

"The Jolly Monk" the letter’ a tWI Mount Hat’ t Stacpo°Ie "» 
ly and forceful protest against the1 Dasterot de ’ Sa C°l"'t8' de

grossly insulting pictures exhibited i„ of too UoiTt,..! „ “°«RWli-Cerati 
show windows. , “L y,s Tan Em|'‘ro: de

"The Glamor of 'a Queen." Kv! w . ° states, a rlairo-of 'a Queen." bvIaM .... .-------’— a claim-Frances Maitland, is conehaM, and ! Curraghllore “T’3’ ^ P°wer nnd
"Not a Judgment" is reaching toe 1535. and c’ountot *° ^ ^

— kettm Ro^ Mwre ^ P1-

The Knight, of .Glin of Kerry are
holders of Irish hondltary ‘ titled

'Not a Judgment” ie reaching 
Anal chapters. Anne Elizabeth i 
O'Hare, in "The Interpreter" has 
firodured one of the best stories of 
the year. "To- Avoid tiro Curse.” by 
b™ Hurst; and "Four Kinds of a 
Wretch. ' by Marlon Bruno we, are 
other short stories that add much to 
the interest of the November number.

wh,le umoy ancient Irish chieftains 
are daimed by too représentât ivee of 

h«r holders, ,„cb as The Mar.Der- 
“t, The MacDertoott Hoe, The 

O Conor Don, The MacOilllcta^y *

aw thB -«^'iflah
of lanietry the Irish chieftains 

were elective, and rymirad torZ^

thelr C'a”' and the tit 
dM ^ deecend hcettitarily. Tn th

tt . «wadteento centurfra'Zz* fldeftoinrfee were mtrrcrolered t 
t^own by their holders r-


