1 know you are all very
for the slush to be gone 8o
ith skipping '_rol”l
1t will not be loug now,
Where is Rose, Washing-
all my other  small

AUNT BECKY.

ovely weather this
melting fast, and
see sumnmer again.
retreat this week,
lin..

py Father Devel 3
kit is Rev. Father O'Far-
has been here since
Rev. Father Kelly is & re-
lives iguite near us.
was parish priest here when my

A"“' the smow i8

Ann is well.
:a'_:témw of Illinois.
was in Montreal the 17th March Sto
joln you in honoring the glorious :
Patrick. My little sisters and I wore

ribbons that dey, and most of
also. Good night,
iAunt Becky, I am' glad you countime

Your loving nephew,

West Frampton, Que.

It is a long time since I wrote you
8 letter, s0 I am going to write you
a tittle story about a mice trip we
bad to the harbor last summer. My
papa builds breakwaters sometimes.
He got & new boat last spring. We
She had a large
Aunt Aline, who was
bere then, and Tillie, a
mine, went with me.
me very early and said there was a
chance to go to the harbor, so
guess I got up quick.
a mile to the wharf, so Aunt Aline
drove our wise old mare Polly
she came back alone.
was waiting for us at the boat, and
800n had us seated and sails up to
start, We had about five miles to
g0, and were frightened at first
%e the way the boat jumped over the
On one side of the
bay there were long hills of sand and
o the other large green fields with
| bouses. There were”lots of

g0ng to the fishing groumds,
Uncle John said ours was best. When
We got there papa blew the

| Whistle and the men cheered.
| vt up 10 the top of the light-houso
40d could see for miles around. Tillje
went out in an old dory amd
all wet. Aunt Aline lost her * cap
| o & fishing stage, and it wend
I picked up shells
| a0 jack stones, then we were going
1o the big rock cape, and I wish a1}
Jour little boys and girls could come
‘d 8¢ the big waves

Tour loving niece,

JUST ABOUT DOLLS.

flexible joints, hawe
ombs of Rome, where the
* Wicked Nero so

paddling: vigorously,
y . e e
DONNY’S PRAYER.

do it 1"

wake if we should see them written

1uconscious interpolations 1
®* ¢ o
THE Z00.

Prue

Decided ome day to establish a Zoo.
Feg had a kitten and Polly a dog,
Frue a tame pigeon and Phyllis a
frog;

white mice

they asked for them mice,

They got Grandma’s parrot, and
Georgie Brown’s drake,

And they bought a big eel,” which
served as a snake,

ous display,

the ‘‘Opening Day,’’

All went well till Miss Puss saw the
mice in their cage,

And she flew at the bars in a terri-
ble rage;

And Georgie Brown's drake ate up
FPhyllis’ frog,

Who sat sleepily sunning himself on
a log.

And Polly’s dog, Tobey, pet up a
great wail

For the parrot had caught and was
biting his tail,

And Prue’s little Pigeon got fright-
emed when she

Saw “Mr. Hel Spalke,’”’ and flew up

By the Quarrelsome pets was dis-
banded right there,

And Peggy and Polly, and FPhyllis
and Prue

‘Bat right down and cried, now what
else could they do ?

® ¢ @
CYRIL'S WISH.

(By Louisa Emily Dobree, in Catho.
lic Record.)

‘‘Ob, but this is an awfully  bad

Gue. It was down Alston Hill—the
.t."fn skidded, and it’s head. - He

string is pulled he appears to be

' There had been a dispute between
the two small boys, who were usu-
ally the best of playmates. Both
¢ldimed the littla boat they had
made together, and the quarrel wax-
ed s0 warm that the afternoon’s fun
ended in anger. Gentle grandmother
tried in vain to restore peace, and
when it came time for Donny’s even-
ing prayer she reminded him that it
would be wrong to ask for what he
did not mean. The rosy face was
#till clouded and unpromising, but
when Donny came to a doubtful pe-
tition he hesitated a moment, and
then amended it to suit his feelings.
Thy will be done’—make Jimmy

Alas, the human nature of it ! If
we look deeply enough into our
kearts we all might find that very
often that prayer means for us ex-
actly Donny’s rendering of if—God’s
Wil be dome, but let somebody else
b the one fo do it. We know His
will is love to our brother, and the
Putting away of all wrath and bit-
Terness, but we are sure Jimmy was
the most to blame; let him be the
one to yield. There is work to be
undertaken, wrongs to be righted,
Paths that call for sacrifice—all a
part of God’s good will for the world
and we want them dome, if only
Jimmy will do them. What a
ftrange reading our prayers would

with all their unuttered and often

Peggy and Polly and Phyllis and

And then, Cousin Bob had a pair of

Which they knew he would loan, if

The yard was all fixed for this fam-

And they asked all their friends, for

13

e shook her head.

| “Not yet, anyway. I kmew Bob
would come to grief some dey, he
was so reckless and fearless. I had
to come back, I was no use, and the
hcys are coming back—they have
gone to Aniston to fetch Dr. Gray-
ling. I dm glad you are here, Cy-
ril,’”” said Jennie, “‘it’s some one to
speak’ to. ‘I am so miserable about
it. Tt seems years and centuries ago
rince we were all in the schoolroom
this afternoon and he was full of

his jokes.’*
““Yes, it does,” sajd Cyril.

sadly.

cwn wicked wish rose to his mind.
Jenmie smifled through her tears.

and-can’t take a jolw,”

from the post bag.”’

think it was a letter—that was all.”
“*Really 2’ gaid Cyril, frowning,

ril, adding with dignity, “I am sor-
ry I was so angry.”’

“'Oh, don’t bother,” said Jennie.
it again, Oh, dear, I do wonder
rushed to meet her brothers, who

had hiked back with them, and was
now at tha Wilsons’ house, where
Dr. and Mrs, Dering were as well as
Bob.

The days that followed were very
dreadful ones to all the famity of

little surprise that apparently care-
less as they were thefaith was strong
in them all, and that in the hour
«* trouble they turned to the help
the church. could give them like trust-
ful children to their forgiving mo-
*her. There were masses said for
Bob, the boys and Jenmie wemnt to
communion for hix, and Dr. and
Mrs. Dering left their watch by the
tedside to come and pray for the
iife now trembling in the balance.

sltar the words domine non sum
dignus came from a very penitent
heart, which had been cleansed by
the precious blood which had flowed
from the thorn-crowned Savior, had
bheen applied to him in the confes-
£ onal where he had made the most
thorough and careful comfession he

had done for a long time.

While the cloud of this great anx-

‘ety hung over Holmewood Cyril dis-

covered a good many things which
uot a Ifttle astonished him. He found
out that Dr. Dering’s name was a
by-word among the poor, who owed
ruch to the skill which he placed ath
their disposal for no Payment in
money. He found that much of the
reckless talk and apparent careless-
ness about religion had been done
hom a desire to shock him. This,
by 1o means an admirable thing,
was stiMl less bad than he imagined
it was, and altogether in many ways
he Jearned that ‘‘things are mot al-
ways what they seem.’’

All danger was over and Bob re-
covered before he went back to Ttaly,

efter a short time in London with

friends of the Derings. For, in spite
of all he had to do or think of, Dr.

Dering, as he could not accompany,

Cyril himself, did not wish him to

be disappointed,

Mra. Chilton died suddenly  that

winter in Rome, ' juet after = Cyril

Others that honesty is a most ne-

Honesty is necessary, especially for
boys. The boys are our future men.
As such they will be the main fac- staff. On a
tors of men to one another.
extremely necessary that they be ho-
Will they be it, if they have
not learned to be honest when they
Will they be honest
in important things, if they have
not learned to be so in less import-
See, then,
to ac-

It is

boys, how you should strive
guire a spirit of homesty, even now
in the small dealings you have with
your fellow men,
Many of our boys are not honest.
They steal, steal not exactly
things, but small ones.
An honest boy will
never steal, even the smallest article,
Some boys think they are gquite hon-
est, but when temptation comes and
they have a good chance to
they fall and act
Dighonesty can be
in the small boy.
When his mamma sends him to
grocery to buy something he keeps
the change. He is dishonest,
thinks perhaps he is smart, but he is
It doesn’t take a smart head
to plan such a dishonest act,
boys take the pennies lying around
on the tables or in the pantries of
They are dishonest,
because they stead. They don’t steal
all the change they find, but only a
but nevertheless,
Homesty excludes
every aet of stealing, though small
the theft may be.
their comrades in the games

“We were all so Jolly after you
went away, laughing at the way you
bkad been taken in ! said Jennie

“Taken in ?” exclaimed Cyril; “not
much taking in about burning my
letter, but—oh, don’t talk about it)”’
be added, as the remembrance of his
steal
very

“It wasn’'t a letter at all—you are
such a duffer—you believe everything

“I saw it,”’ said Cyril firmly, “and
I have not heard from Aunt Helen
this week, s0 he must have taken it

*‘Oh, you are so green 7'’ said Jen-
nie. ““Of course that’s what makes
you such good game. Poor old
Bob is full of tricks, but he would
never touch the Post-bag or burn a
letter. He found an envelope of one
¢f your aunt’s letters and Re decid-
ed it would be capital to make you

Some

Some boys cheat
"“Yes; why you might have known.’’

they
““How could I guess 9 asked Cy-

Some
boys feel proud and boast if
counterfeit coin
without being detected; they are dis-
An honest boy will
attempt such things.

“I am sure Bob would not think of
bow he is—here is Phil,”’ and Jennje

trought the news that Dr. Grayling

Holmewood. Cyril noted with not a
Are you honest?
Learn to be honest.

A KIND-HEARTED PRINCE,
It was in July, 1865, at Carlsbad,
A large throng of elegantly dressed
promenaders assembled in the court
and
among them was a tall, distinguish-
ed looking gentleman who was
cynosure of all eyes.
dently, by this open curiogity,
gentleman walked away and entered
ome of the avenues, where a
faced little girl approached him,
bolding out her hand.
you out to beg,
child 7"’ asked the gentleman.
“‘My sick mother,”’ was the Teply. Iniies ? Would
““What does your father do 9’
“He is dead, and we are so hun-
said the girl, bursting

Annoyed, evi-

t th
Asg Cyril knelt that morning a e cal

my

into

The gentleman had taken out his
purse, but ke put it back again, ore gentle.”

The girl led the way through the
streets into an alley, and stopped be-
fore an old house.
‘‘She lives here, sir.”’
They entered the house and climb- artack.
ed up the rickety stairs to an attic. olficer, who fought like a lion with
There in a corner, on a straw pallet,
a young woman wasted to a nany wounds, and was about
shadow by hunger and disease,
As the two entered, the poor wo-
man half rose from her bed and said: put back the weapon,
*Oh, sir, my little girl should not
have brought you hete, for T have no soul.’ »’
money to pay for your services)’’
‘‘Have you mo ome at all to belp | Leckon to them to come over,”’
you 7" asked the supposed doctor.
‘“No one; the other People in the | Lnow that we have no evil desfign.’*
house are very poor themselves.” g The signal was given, and the cight
Upon hearing this, the visitor took | yearded men came
out his purse and gave the
money to buy food and wire,
then took his leave, and soon after-
ward one of the principal physicians
in the city entered the humble dwel-
On pecing this second visitor, | hubit, and
the woman was perplexed. ! ely
“‘Sir,” she #aid hesitatingly, ‘“‘my | nen talked, and their vo
little girl has made a mistake in Icuder and louder, a8 voices aie u
s y ;

‘bare hilltop,

the tide of battle had swept

about to add her terrors to

Dig | into the hearts of these men.
Are | .ves grew wide with dread at

waking. Darkness could not

de-

the survivors and drew them
the

muster. Shot through the
He

had been shattered by a shell.

mura had a bullet in hig brain

back, came out at the waist,
!odged in his cartridge pouch.

the
If

ovsly hurt, and assembled
quickly. Sato had taken off

went on winding  his puttees,

Having dressed their wounds,

‘boughts. Many stories they

the heard of atrocities—of prurder

the

they avenge
slaughter of their brothers 9

their great beards, but their
It was Tanaka
rpoke—~he who had checked the

your mother { pulse of his comrade. ‘“‘They
hrave men,’’ added Kimura, who had
bound his leg and was whisking the
flies from the mouth of Nakamura,

“Yesterday, when we stormed

bis whelps. He fell, pierced

gected Tanaka, “They will

od ; tediny

it is

T tell the story as it was told to
we by an officer of General Kuroki’s
strewn
with the debris of waz, lay fourteen
wounded soldiers. 'ihrough the long,
hot day they had fought, and now
past,
leaving them like wreckage cast up
by an angry sea. Eight were beard-
ed men, and six were smooth-facod
 apanese. The golden mist that
glowed amang the giant millet
{inged with crimson. Night

stricken field. As the shadows stole
up the mountain a strange fear crept
Their

sights and sounds amid which they
might sleep the sleep ‘that knows no

ihe horrors ‘that had burned into
their brains. To each grim detail
the waning tight gave new and aw-
ful realism. A great fear fell upon [,

gether. Tt was a slow and painful
legs,
Sato crawled to Tanaka, whose foot
With
cne arm hanging limp, Yamada tore
a sleeve from his shirt and pressed
it against a hole in his side. Naka-

iny on his back sobbing out Ms life
through frothing iips. A shot had
entered Matsumoto’'s right shoulder, r
they passed through the muscles of

foot slipped in a pool of blood, and
he fell upon a Russian kneeling, with
rifle elasped in his arms. The figure
they relled over. Kimura was mopping
the blood from nis brow, and had
vipped up higs trousers to dress

never { wound in his thigh.
An honest boy

steal, no matter how
small the amount, how aMuring

occasion, how secure the chance.
you were left alome for weeks with a
stack of penmies ten feet high, which
had not been counted and would not
steal a single ome, then you would be
And how many boys would od
temptation ?
8till, all boys should be honest. How
about that, boys ?

more

puttees and was binding them round
his leg, when he saw the eight beard- t
men. Instinctively he looked
round for a rifle, but Tanaka laid a
hand on his arm. ‘“Don’t you see
1hat they, too, are wounded ?’’ Sato |

touk no more heed of the enemy,

Ien began to look about them, and
presently the eyes of the two groups |1
met.  Long and earnestly they gaz-|r
od, each striving to learn the other’s

mutilation and horrors of which men
speak in whispers, TheRussians were | v
e‘ght and the Japanese only five,
Nakamura did not count, being as a
¢ead man. Would they fight ? Would
tley wait until the night and steal
upon them unawares ?. Did they see
low sorely stricken were their ene-

*hese inward questions they sought jh
an answer in the faces turned toward
them. ‘“They look very flerce witl:
eyes
who

hill, the Russians mede a counter A
They were led by ayoung

hand his sword to Lieut. Katsura,
hat our officers motioned to bim to
and said;
*“No, 1 cannot take from a samurai
1 The Russians undersivod.
‘le was ' of the samurai. “‘Let g
Brgr
then

without hesits.
chidd | tion, Gravely saluting, they seated
He | themselves  on the ground by

wide of their friends—the enemy.
ote another’s danguage they unier.
#100od not a word. But gpeech is a
it is not to be SUPPr2ga-
€ ! The
1eS  grow

the

WAS
wasg
the

the

hide

to-

Roaen!

MED.
g e 4 gk
isix for g8

lips would ever frame. Yet they,
served, for presently Kimura and one
of the Russians ware busily turning
ser the pages and putting  their
fingers on  words. Before night
came, these men were comrades,
sharing their black bread and rice.
Fympathy gave them understanding,
and, though they spoke in unknown
tongues, it was established beyond
doubt how many had left wives and
children to pray for them in distant,

homes. Tanaka, with much labor

and many searches through the ma-
nnal, asked one of them if he was
not glad to be wounded, secing that
he might return to his family and.
escape the perils of war. But Sato
reproached him for suggesting that
their Russlan comrade was wanting

in patriotiem and would shelter him-
self behind a wound,

Thus the hours wore on and night

tpread her veil over the ghastly
forms that lay scattered over the
hilltop and 'in the trenches. Very
toon the wounds began to grow stiff

and | and painfd, and fever ran like fire

through their veins. Kakamura's

sobbing had ceased and his face was

igid in death. Kimura rambled in

his | hig talk and cried for water to
and fqueneh the fires within, Sato lay
His | hack and would have groaned in his

agony but for the presence of his
comrades—the Russians. They under-
stuod, for one of them rose, and,
taking three wooden bottles, pointed
to the valley. He would fetch wa~

& | ter for his comrades—the wounded

At last the muster was complete, |}
and the little group of Japanese be- | ¢
gan to attend to ome another’s inju-
ries. The Russians were less seri-

lapanese. Now, every man in that
ittle group knew the risk of such an .
nterprise, for he was aware that the

hili was in dispute, and that Rus-
rians and Japanese were watching
for any sign that might betray the

his+f presence of the enemy. The Rus-

and |

tian soldier walked to the brow of

he hill and looked cautiously ahout

him. Nothing was to be seen save
the forms of dead men and the black-
ness of the valley. Though he step-

ved warily, his feet often slipped in
ools of blood, and stumbled inta

holes dug by high explosive shells.

the | His comrades watched him disnppcu"

over the crest and waited. The

ninutes passed with painful sglow-
‘¢ss.  Not a sound broke the still-

bess.  He must have reached the

had | foot of the hill, Even now he might

and |1

for |w

e Mling the water bottles from the

s a]lmt' stream below, Perhaps he

Vas returning and this terrible thirgy
vould end. They strained their ears

to catch the first sound of a foot-
‘all.  What was that ? A shot rang
wut and pierced the darkness like an
arrow that quivers in their hearts,
Then all wag silence again, The

the | “ounded men held their breath ang

To|i

ine |1

‘stened. No sound came from the
il or valley, and they feared great-

lv for the brave man who had risked
his life. Long they watched and
waited, none darj
his fears. He

ng to give voice to
would never return,
or in the vaMey he lay close to the

are [siream with g bullet through  his

u
the | o

oy

heart,

Kimura's ravings had lapsed into
nconsciousness, and ‘Soto moaned
loud. From the little group rose
mother figure, stalwart and bearded.

Without a word or a sign, he depart-
ed. His comrades seemed uncomsci-
ous of his movement, yet, they felp
tc | that he Wad taken upon himself the
agony their thirst. He passed
from hill and vanished in the
day’ , following the steps of his
vomrade. Again that terrible note
—sharp and clear—the note of a Rus-
clan rifle. He, tog, would never re-
turn, The bullet of a comrade hsd
dyed the stream with his blood, anid
the hald-filled water<bottles floatied
by. The survivors on the hill watch-
ed no more, and night hid their buf-
ferings and their sorrow. At dawn
o | #ome Japanese scouts moved oautl-
" § ously up the  slope, and from the

brow of the hill saw six Russtan sol-

dicrs.  Two shots whistled over their
heade—three,

U e Y > O




