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And mg.‘ﬁ?dk dresses gay,
‘And, When you've, finished all “your

Then' stay & while and play;
Be sure you hasten home -again
‘At morning’s earlielt way,
Before, the, children’s eyes unclose
Sz? l:,(:un leaves’ mew «dresses
The fairies worked all might, '
But at the earliest streak of gold
They quiokly took their flight;
And when we rose at early morn,
And looled across the lame;
fWe kmew they’d :dsi'bed the -wood. 5.
ho they’d come -again.
31':1 fairp:: dreams of Eastern lands
Was all our world that day,
The trees stoods hushed with droap-
ing heads,
All in their bright array;
And through the leaves the purple

haze o,
Came sifting from the skies,
And God’s own smile was over all
That autumn paredise.
—Zelia. M: Brown.
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STARS AND STOCKINGS.
“Yes,”” said Ammabel, :carefully

putting the finishing touch to an im-
possible red cow browsing in a field
of equally impossible grass that
spread greenly across her canvns‘,,
“thenc’s got to be more money in
this family some way. The dear
Daddy Doctor is doing his level best,
and mother is a master at making
one dollar cover two dollars’ worth
of things, but just the same there
has got to be more or some of us
will be going without. I don’t
mind confiding to you, Robert, that
1 am going to earn that extra 1mo-
ney.”’

Rob shifted his strap of mewspa-
pers to the other shoulder.

“How ?’’ he inQuired lacomically:

“By just what I'm doing this mi-
nute. 1 mean to be a great artist.
Of course there are other things a
body could be, but I think I'd ra-
ther like to be famous as well as
rich. You know somebody  says—
I think it’s Bmerson, or maybe
George Washington—amyway, he says,
‘Hitch your wagon to a star.’ That
means, aim high, Robbié, and I
mean to.'’

“That’s all right,’”” said Rob, sur-
veying the red cow with critical and
not altogether friendly €yes, ‘‘only it
kind of strikes me that it might be
a good plan to find out/ first which
particular star belomgs to you be-
fore you hitch too tight.”

‘“Now, Robert!”’—Annabel’'s voice
was patient as befitted one who
dealt with- that difficult creature, a
boy—"‘thatt’s exactly what I'm doing.
All 'the girls say my paintings are
not quite ' as good as Miss Peter-

son’s yet, but yeu wait and see,
Robbie Brickett.’”
“Yes'm, I will,” remarked Ro-

bert, and went off down the ‘walk
whistling sigmificantly, ““In the Sweet
By and By!'’

‘‘Anmabel! Amnnaebel!”’ called mo-
ther from the sewing room, ‘‘could
you come and help me a little while,
dear?’’ 5 ¥

“Yes, mother, I'm ¢oming,’’ Amna-
bel laid down her brush with a ne-
gretful sigh. “It’s pretty hard mot
to have your talents appreeiated by
your family. ' But they’ll feel dif-
ferently when T begin = to sell my
paintings.  Oh, I can’t wait for
Miss Peterson 6 see them! Of course
she will tell me to study, and per-
haps she will offer to: help me her-
gelf!’’ Y

Roseate dreams of fame and T
tune overflowed -the sewing )
and did not increase either the quan-
tity or quality of the mending An-
nabel  acoomplished that afternoon.

The next day when Robert: stop-
ped in with the paper he found a
very subdued girl darning  stockings
in a corner. of the piazza; without
even @« paint brush in s
“Hello!” he observed  cheerfully,
dropping down on the -

e

say much til] I made her. Then she
said it was all very well if I want-
ed to paint for pleasure, but for a
profession she would advise me to
try something else.’”

““Well,”” said Rob with ‘boyish can-
dor. “it’s just what I think my-
self, honest it is.  I'm awfully sor-
Ty, /though, because you're disap-

nted. Buy, say, domn't look as
the underpinning had dropped ~oft
entirely. You said there were plenty
of other things to do. Look ‘hene,
what ¥ found yesterday. 1 didn’t
dare read it then, but maybe you’ll
feel more 'like hearing it to-day.”’

Fishing around in his pocket he
pulled out a dingy scrap of paper
and read:

" ‘Hitch your wagon to the old
hors: if there doesn’t happen to be
any star handy.” 1 don’'t suppose
Emerson wrote it, but it sounds kind
of sensible,”’

Annabel reached for the paper. ““I
shouldn’t wonder if I'd get along
faster,”’” she said ruefully. ‘‘Anyway
I'm going to do it literally to-mor-
row. I'm going to drive over to
Mrs. Raymond’sand see if she doesn’t
want me to darn her stockings for
two cents a hole—she has seven
boys to darn for. I know I can ’‘do
that. well, and I’ve come ‘to the con-
clusion that I'd better do what is
close at my hand instead of wasting
my time trying to do something too
big and far away for-me.

“I asked Miss Peterson if she did
not think people ought to aim high,
amnd she said, ‘Yes, dear, but it seems
to me that aiming high means try-
ing to make the very best of the
talents and ppportunities you have,
rather than reaching after those that
are beyond you. It isn’t so much
what you do that counts, as how
you do it.’

“So I'm not going to give up aim-
ing high, Bobbie, only I'm going
to do it in a different way. I've
-juﬁ't as much faith in hitching to a
star as ever, but I guess you were
right about its being a good plan
to find out first whether the star
belengs to you or not.”

Wildflower.

CHAPTER 1.

I am going to tell you about a
poor little girl whose father and
mother both died wiren she was a
baby, and she had consequently been
brought up entirely by her great-
aunt, Mademoiselle Brigette Médine,
who had bestowed upon her all a
mother’s care.

The child’s name was Amnna Dand-
rol, but she was generally called Ni-
nette. At the time about whichI
am going to tell you, Ninette 'was
just six years old, and her gaiety
and childish merriment mede the
whole house cheerful and lively. But
the place of all others that Ninette
gloried _in was the garden, where she
was delighted with the beautiful
lawn, the great trees and ‘the splen-
did flowers. Amnd almost inm pre-
ference to the garden, she’loved ‘'the
fields, the woods, and the rough
roads and lanes which wound be-
tween hedges covered with luxuriant
wild ' blossoms. What garlands she
made from the summer flowers! In
winter what bunches of lovely-color-

ed leaves she would gather, and,
placing them in her little room,
cherish and love them until, the

dread winter past, glad spring came
again! 2
She was mnicknamed Wildflower—
and she was, indeed, so sweet  and
fresh and delicate-looking, that mno
one could help seeing how appropri-
ate the pame was. Ninette looked
just, like one of those pretty little
pinkl flowers ‘that, born out in the
meadows, rest upon their little stalks
and blossom with their . tiny petals
gazing into the sun's bright rays.
In the mext house to Mademoiselle
Médine lived some people of the hame
Hughein. = ] litfle - Ninette

e |of t
£oINg. was always d with the great-

s T
ert and Renée. tle
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except what would injure her little
one; . so Ninette soon reappeared in
the garden, dressed for her walk.

It was Thursday, and Robert had
a half-holiday; he was to be of the

party. In the part of the country
| where they lived, the flowers were
| wonderfully abundant; there were

{ quantities of myosotis, daisies, cow-
slips, and buttercups, with wihiich
the children made splendid bouquets.

As it was so fine, they had ar-
ranged to have a picnic Juncheon,
which they carried with them to
eat while seated on the grass; but
just after they had left their houses
rand had f%urned into a delightful lane
I bright with wild flowers on either
| side, they saw a dance cloud of smoke
{ rising up in front of themat mo great
| distance.
| This smoke rose from a miserable
| uninhabited hut which hadbeen aban-
| doned for some time.

J “‘Oh, dear! oh, dear!” cried
née, ‘‘there must be a fire in
!»h\rt."

| “That is quite certain,’’ replied
|the child’s mother, feeling alarmed,
;mh-oug\h she believed the ©old hut to be
‘uninvha'bi‘bed. ““There is no one in
|it, my child, that is one comfort,”
| she continued.

| ‘‘But look, mamma,’’ went on the
little girl, ‘‘there must be some-
body, for do not you see that little
boy out there ? Look! he is run-
ning as fast as he can towards the
burning house.”’

‘“Then the house must be inhabit-
ed,” replied her mother, as she has-
tened onwards, followed by the three
children.

When they arrived at the burming
hut, the ‘walls which were being de-
troyed by fire fell in with a terrible
crash. The little boy that Renée
hed discovered an instant before-
hand was then close to the bumming
hut, kneeling beside a woman ap-
parently in a dead faint, whom he
was kissing and addressing by all
the endearing names he could think
of. 'The poor little fellow was by
this means - endeavoring to restore
her to amimation.

Re-
that

and_frightened, was amnxious to help
at once the poor wvictims of the fire.
As she drew mnear the unfortunate
woman stretched upon the ground,
she exclaimed, ‘“Good gracious! why
it is Marianne Jurieux!’” *

‘““Yes, madame,”’ cried the poor
little boy. “‘Oh, mother, mother, look
at me! ' Oh! can she be dead?’
‘“No, mo, my child,”” said the kind
lady: ‘““we must take her back with
us, and nurse her carefully. She

breathes, 80 you can see she lives.
The only difficulty is to find peo-
ple to carry her.”

However, happily the flames had

attracted the attention of some far-
mers in the mneighborhood, and they,
with their laborers, were soon on the
spot, anxious to offir their services.
In a short time they brought a litter,
and, first carefully wrapping shawls
round the poor woman, they very
gently carried her to Aunt Brigette’s
house, where she received everv care
and kindness; for the good old’ lady
was the benefactress of the neighbor-
hood. She at once sent for the doc-
tor, who, after carefully examining
the patient, assured them that she
was inno  danger. He ordered her
to be well rubbed, and this had a
most excellent effeot.

Presently, opening her eyes, the
poor woman said, “My boy, my lit-
tle son, -whene are you ?’’ The
ohild ran.to her, amd they were
soon clasped in one amother’s arms,
mingling tears and kisses, %
As soon: asthey became a little
calmer; the kind old lady began to
question the poor women ebout the
cause of the disaster. But Marianne
twas so weak still, that she was

Madame Huguein, much asumishe‘d";m

L
quite unfit to talk, and was
trembling.

“Alas! alas!” cried she, ‘“when I
made up my mind to return home,
I trusted that I should have rest at
last, instead of which I have but
met with fresh misfortuneés.”

*Do not give way so, dearest. Ma-
rianne,”” said Aunt Brigette; ““we
will take care of you and your son.””

“Oh! thank you, thank you, ma-
dame, for these consolatory words,”’
cried the poor woman. “‘I know how
good you are, for I remember well
how kind you were when I used to
work for you, at the time that 1
lived near here with my parents.
Since I lost them nothing but mis-
fortune has followed me. My dear
husband, whom I marvied at Dijon,
is dead. Alas! he died very soon
after our marriage, and 1 have: to
work now with all my strength in
order to support my little boy. 1
was not feeling well, and my em-
ployers allowed me to return to my
home, to stay there for a day or two
to rest. So I returned to the dear
old cottage,, and went at once to
‘bed, while my little boy lighted some
sticks to heal the water. He then
went out to take a look about him;
he is so delighted with the look of
the country. While he was away I
fell asleep. Probably some  sparks
must have flown out of the - fire and
set the bed-clothes alight. I sudden-
ly felt the smoke that was stifling
me I tried to rush to the door,
and tried to escape from the falling
walls. Trembling with fear, T ~be-
came giddy, and then I knew nothing
more that passed.’’

““Poor woman ! I do not wonder
at it,” said the kind lady, ‘““and I
am indeed thankful to Providence
that we were on the spot to save

u.’’

j ““You are right. madame,”’ said
‘t)he poor woman; “‘it was indeed

gtill

Providence that sent you to help
(me.”’
{ This . unlucky accident, however,

.was followed by most fortunate re-
{sulfs. Marianne, well taken care of
e was, soon-irecoveréed. A" sub-
ion was opened to rebuild her
little cottage, and Jean was ~soon
placed in a good school, where he
would be able to learn some uge-
ful trade.

The good woman, toached by al
the kindness shown to her, made up
her mind that she would not leave
her native place again. She could
gain @ livelihood by going out to
work by the day, and she felt thalt
she mow meed mo longer feel any
anxiety about her child’s future,
who came home to her for his holi-
days.

The children now took a greater
delight tham ever in walking in the
direction of Marianme’s  cottage.
When she saw them coming she al-
ways came out of her cottage to
offer them milk and rolls, and she
was delighted if from time to time
the young ladies wand gentlemen
would now and then accept her hos-
pitality.

Aunt Brigette had bought a little
carriage in which they drove am old
donkey that she hired, and that she
knew  was quiet, safe and gentle.
She drove this modest equipage her-
self, but sometimes she allowed Ni-
nette and the other children to 'take
the reins.

One lovely June morning Mademoi-
selle Brigette and the two little girls
drove over to the farm, which was
at some distance from the old lady’s
house. They were going to see  the
sheo.m of the little lambs, that is,
the little tufts of wool cut off
‘their. fo which  is all the
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Renée said nothing at all, though
depriving the poor little lambs of
‘their wool seemed equally cruel to
her.

The shearers were seated, wavi ting
for the lambs, ready to set to work !
They had large scissors in their :

hand¢, and wore large blue

I

decided
change in the behaviour of the poor
|

scissors cutting them, they tried to | *
et away, and when they were shoin | ¢
they ran back to their poor old mo-

their wool, when the eleventh came ! !
forward. At the sight of this one, | ¥
the two little girls uttered on excla- |

mation of indignation—for the poor | F

little thing was so thin and weak,
that it semed as if it could mot
live. :

“Marianme, Marianne!’ cried

children at
that ome.”’

‘“Poor little creature!
does look a miserable objeot.
feel sorry for it.”’

once, ‘“‘yvou must mot do

I
It certainly @ €
I do !

“You are right to pity it,” .~xni(l‘I
one of the farmers who was stan- | !
ding by, ‘‘for the poor

little thing |
lost its mother omly yesterday. The |
poor thing is very weak and help-

less.”’ ¢

little creature is so weak, that you
would have perhaps more trouble
than you imagine; and if the poor t
lambr died, what a grief that would
be ‘to you.””

t

(To be cortinued.)
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Appeal
‘May God bless and prosper your
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at Fakenham.”

ARTHUR, Bishop of Northampton.

Address—

FATHER H. W. GRAY,
Catholic Miseion, Fake: ham,
Nec+*3lk, Eng,
P.S.—1 will gratefully and prompt-

ly ackpmowledge the smallest dona-
nation, and rend withmy ackmowledg-

of the Sa~

f wotection | Tent a beautiful pictu
'g&in%YﬁJﬂ cred Heart and Sv. Anthony. ®
aey modern buidngany vhersshodd ® | THE NEW MISSION IS DEDICAT-
ED TO ST. AV TFuNY OF ;f!J’UA.
BConstant DiC Wy sl amy Kisswes
o Banefact iyl

A St s

Our Job Department 154 first class

e e R S S S S

v

A e A e i S e




