
my promise for me when ye 
your leg/'

*'I can’t stay here, 
here."

"Don’t say oan’t, Miss Olive; we 
can do almost anything if we -tried; 
and Master Guy don't say such 
words."

She answered nothing -to this.
"And do you know the reaeotn 

why?" went on the Sensible fellow 
—"why you say such things, end 
Master Guy not?"

"No—there is no reason," she ans
wered rather sulkily.

I won’t Stay

Liz's hand

—"Then I would like to stay, if 
yk>u would like me to," said the 
grateful boy.

"Like you to, dearie—I'd like you

bear, you brought on yourself, and 
ye're kickin' against the pricks of 
conscience—do ye understand?"

"No I don't," she confessed sullen- boith to stay, only 'twill be best tor 
Miss OHve; the change will do her 
good to be In a real lady's bouse; 
'tie whaifc dhe's been used to, and 
she—she's so finikin' like.",

a look in Mrs.Guy fancied he r _________
Ranee's eyes very like what be bad 
seen in bds mother's when she said 
she’d like Mm to stay with her.

"Well, then, I'll take the little giH 
to my house—end you'll not mind?" 
said the strange lady.

And Guy answered; "No, ma’am, 
I’ll not mind, If Olive doesn’t."

“The boy Is the sweetest child of 
the two," he beard Miss Bush say 
to Mrs. Ranee outside his 
door am she wen* obt, after 
kissing him. But he was n 
ed up at ail-; on the contrary, be felt 
a little snubbed and humbled—just a 
little annoyed to be spoken of as a 
sweet "child; but -then, ladies never 
did understand how big a boy wfts, 
be remembered. And he thought he 
should like to see Olive before She 
went, so he sauntered into her 
room, while the lady and Mrs. Banco 
were irtin talking fa) the kitchen.

"Ob, Guyf such ft funny old lady 
has come to see bie, and has invited 
me to her bouge,” said the excited 
little prïapœr In bed.

"Then If I were you I’d not call 
her a funny old lady, but ' iS 
Bush,” returned Guy, tioBibg the 
door he had left open, lest Ml» Bush

and bearin' is like pricks -bo 
poor little proud heart."

"My heart isn't proud," sobbed the
child.

"Ay, dearie, nothing like pride to 
blind us to our pride. But oome, I 
didn’t con* toread ye b lecture, 
but to eay good-bye; and es -most 
HkeJy we «ben touch at Hanboury, 
I'll- faite weed to your folk, or Bend 
wxxrd about ye. I can't make out 
aibont my letter."

Then he really meant to leave bar 
behind. It was herd to look at her

mother's

Secret of a Woman’s Tongue*

Paris.- Dr. Maradc, the inventor 
of voice telegraphy, has discovered 
why husbands Invariably are wordt- 
ed in argument by their wives He 
says:

A woman can talk four times as 
long as a man with the some expen
diture of energy It ia merely a. 
question of the amount of air which 
escaped from the lunge durü« pho
nation end, as a woman's larynx is 
narrower than a man's, and a child's 
than a woman's, R is evident wtiy 
children can prattle for houre at a 
time and why women can maintain 
the tnltgue of conversation so much 
more easily than a man.”

Dr. Manado made hie experiments 
to determine the effort expended on 
speaking. He finds we ex,vend the 
same energy when we talk tor an 
hour as when wo lift the weight of 
half ac ounce three feet in tte air.

am orator speak* 
as much as e

score
showagain

sprang up the ladder
Prankish, misohte 
JJ™' as «he was 
™c wall, the laddi 
happened in a mol 
*a tell;' and a pot 
%"re die lay amo 
phenes,**

î^eù^cS
■s?*&.53a
k*», as In a dazed

To her own chei 
"** the good w«,

Us to,

pleaded, gulping down her sobs.
'Ay, ay dearie, I will.

jawed her, and went out;
leave of Guy, who

Sweetly Bleeping. But he premised
hts wife to let the children's friends

at them in
Ms ship

But the days went round, and
no letter to say that

i valida.
ittorfiy S,to a hall he
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Oui Boys and Qiils

BY AUNT BECKY
-THE MAN LAND. method. Thie Oklahoma boy sells 

Chicken saodwichee and other home- 
prepared delicacies to passent 
tihe Rock, Island trains that 
tii rough, the town. That is 
these embryonic financiers of 
cago are plamming to do.

The Clinton boy, whose 
Bari Simmons, pursues his lu 
work with the aid of hie y 
sSefber, Edith. Following is 
•tory of hie meteoric career, w ^ 
to-ld it to the tourist from Chicago:

Yes, I have dome much better 
than I expected. How dfd I come 
to start? Well, let's see. I started

ittle boy, would you go

where the grown man

irter your toys ahd your 
lings
gs that the grown man 

eave the haven

pass
what
JCM-

wbose

little boy, littie boy? 

off, little boy, little

Little boy, little boy, 
so eooo 

To the land 
lives?

Would you barter your
fairy things 

For the things that 
gives ?

Would you leave 
days are set

With the jewels of Love's alloy 
For the land of emptiness and 

gret?
Would you go,

It’s a land far off, 
boy,

And the way it is dark and steep; 
And once you have passed through 

its doors, little boy.
You mayn’t even come bock to sleep. 
There is no tuoklng-in, tio- good-tight 

kiss.
No mornings of childhood joy,
It’s passion and pain you give for 

this.
Think well, little boy, lit/tie boy.

Little boy, little boy, can’t you fi?u 
the ghosts

That live in the land off there:
The "broken hearts," "fair hopes," 

all dead;
"Lost faith," and "grim despair?" 
There’s a train for that land in the 

after years,
When old Time rushes in to destroy 
The wall that stands 'tween the joy 

and the tears—
So don’t go, little boy, little boy! 
—Maynard Wadte, in Metropolitan 

Magazine.

A YOUNG FINANCIER.

A twelve-year-old boy is earning 
$6 a day out in Clinton, O. T., ac
cording to a Chicago paper. A num
ber of Chicago boys are. preparing to 
follow his genuine "gdt-rich quick"

younger 
the 

xs he

e. x started 
forty cents, and make an aver- 

of six dollars a day now. We 
came here from Douglas, Kan., a 
year ago. Father was a carpenter, 
but wasn’t doing very well just 
then, as we were strangers here. 
One day I was down at tihe train 
here and noticed that the people 
were hungry, and that there was 
no eating station like I had c*xm in 
places as we came down here on the 
cars. I had forty cents 1 had saved 
up, and I ran uptown and bought a 
quarter’s worth of cockled steak and 
fifteen cents’ worth of buns and ran 
back and sold them all. I kept that 
up all day, and went home with two 
dollars. That night I got two chick
ens—that cost me fifty cents—end 
mother cooked them, and next day 
I made four dollars. Next day I 
got Six chickens, and sold it all.

"Since that time I just kept o*. 
getting what I thought I oould sell, 
just like I am now. I saved the 
money until I got enough, and then 
I bought two lots here in town. 
Then.J bought some furniture and a 
watch and chain for mamma. Then 
father drew up the plans and we 
built a house. Father built it and I 
paid for it, and we Mve in it. We 
have five rooms downstairs and 
two rooms upstairs. We were 
fered $1800 for it before it 
finished. Now we are building 
greenhouse and a cistern."

you write yourself, Mrs. 
Ranee, and let her know? I would 
but my hand trembles so. I tried 
yeriterday, and couldn't,” sand he one 
day. when he had tired himself with 
walking in the garden, and Mrs 
Ranee was sewing by tihe side of his 
made-up sofa where he lay.

"No, Master Guy; I think, maybe, 
no news is good news for a little 
time longer; and my Jim is sure to 
run in and let 'em know, cornin' 
back. That is, if his stopper is 
so minded; and I think he will /be " 

"But '• .....................
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I ma used to say." Used to say 
boy had begun to speak of his 
ther in the past tense; it made
sad to hear him

"Well, she spoke the truth
I'm afraid she'll ü£k~me l'JteflZÎTSn t0 " <M’°e 
hispered the bov. in „ v„i,v, “'PPant tooguedead, ” whispered the hoy, in a voice 

husky with tears.
'■‘Well, dearie, I always keep to 

what Jim says; and he said: 'Never 
write, again: I'll go'—and I thirrki he

''But 'tis so long till he 
back,” sighed Guy.

that
said

"Ah! tit for tat—just like a girl,” 
£^ed bhe little pale-faced fel-

Well, she did: she said I was a 
rude girl when I said she was a

oonxw ! fng,ht 01106 121 the train, and that 
iree I was unpleasant."

‘Oh, Olive! when?"We don’t know be didn’t call mo- L. * 1 when?'" inquired
ng forward,” said Mrs. ^ ahl?ck«i =™Trise.

HER WILFUL WAY.
e, ... w « -Mir. M*. _C1_ „ m

CHAPTER VIH.—NO LETTER — 
THE PRETTY SALLY SAILS 
WITHOUT OLIVE-MISS BUSH.

But, alas! no letter: no Mrs. 
Raineford: nothing but dead silence. 
Poor little Guy, with bis fever gome, 
lay in a inare of weakness, sleeping 
and dozing, and sleeping again, tihe 
livelong day, while the wind romped 
in from the sea, so cool, so life- 
giving, into has chamber, and tihe 
sunflowers in the strip of garden 
looked in at his window like a gol
den glory. As for Olive, she wee 
giving Mrs. Ranee end her little 
daughter much to- try their temper, 
by her self-will and naughty imperi
ous ways. In foot, though only two 
days had gone by, she and Liz had 
begun to openly 'bicker and quarrel. 
It would be well that- Jim would 
be home that evetimg, end out 
again with the next tide; them Mrs.

ting would be to her, end with the 
Pretty Sally coming in at sundown, 
which was to have taken her home 
on the morrow. Ah, well! the 
doctor came a/nd set the bone—a 
compound fra/oture he called it, 
which must have time and rest, come 
what may.

She wee sleeping when the Pretlty 
Sally came riding, jn on the tide 
at sundown, and the three children 
went down alone to the shore to 
meet their father.

Poor, k Led -hearted Jim, it wos 
hard for him on the morrow, at 
daybreak, to hearken to Olive’s sobs, 
to feel her soft little hands clinging 
to his rough ones, as she begged him 
to talqe her home with tarn—home to 
Uncle Fred—she mustn’t be left be
hind; she wouldn't!

‘But think of your poor little 
broken leg. dearie," he urged with 
tears in his eyes; "ye mudtn’t beRamce decided that it would be beet rears m ms eyeS; "ye mu 

for her refractory little guest to rev moved; ’twould hurt it.” 
tumhome, and Guy to tarry on, "Oh! it wouldn’t hurt me-and you 

Srerw ^ronger. with this promised;’’ so she sobbed
prospect the child seemed even more 
self-pleasing and disobedient t.hwm 
usual this morning. Ah! little she 
foresaw that her own self-will was 
to frustrate this pleasant home- 
going as in a moment.

“No, Miss Olive, mother don’t al
low us to go up ladders," said Liz, 
as she heedlessly darted to a ladder 
leaning against the wall et the 'bock 
of the cottage, and essayed to as
cend it.

"But 1 want to go up wmd yet 
upon the wall to see if the Pretty 
Sally ia in sight;" and up 
one wayward foot, 
detained her.
*w°U ,™ustn t' Mlss Olive. Far ' Guy is suffering what come to ' him 

, 8 WOO|,t b® In toll sundown, and your trouble, as you have to
amo mother iw<*r Wo — ____^_____ . __ _______

» ---— - new AU VU1 DUUUVtVU,
and matter never kite us climb lad- 
giriT^116 Saye *addere ain't for

They are—what’s tor boys ere 
tor torts, and I shall go up.” Array 
she broke from detailing Uzt mt*idart~rr,rL Vt~7 ana -well, ye're aayin’ you won’t bear™ated up that wayward lfttle loot this, tf ye did brlrfc ft on youreeM,

atwl Arandatnaao la ___ _ .eg&in.
"You mustn’t."

^.^1 will; I’m not your

■■You are my wrthérie girl, now 
5^i'winT” a"d you *han't 8» UP* ’ 

So they Stayed to angoe the point. 
Of Course Uz was, in t semes, night, 
25 *■. should not tiara been », 
masterful: we never gain anything 
with WDM people by being rinre 
5®tontly wiI,ul ourselves. 
J-gJo— out at Guy’s <

ing forward," send Mrs. Ranee 
"Then, if he did, mamma would 

have oome, except shp’s ill; and then 
papa would have come, or Olive’s 
Uncle Fred."

Poor little Guy! ■
Wefll for him that he did not 

know, nor of that little sea^bedabbl- 
ed sum-bonnet, still hidden away
in the stable, like a secret dread, i «im-.ii , A__,* „
Oliue was very fractious end difficult «ww)6 ’ } ^°n 1 Care; 
to manege—they were obliged to lay ^utehtY^otild ^
restraint upon her. atid bind down
to- poor little restless body tote po- bodl, '■ eV“
sitaom and keep it there, for omoeamd ''Don't vnn wiok
again she shifted her injured limb, . J‘ ,hn)f<>u were °°m-
ted so brougfit pain to herself, end cton^Tttoe sîbtt •M to
an undoing of the doctor's wo*.

"I tlhtek, sir. if we could get her aaked a"6 1
under a lady's care, 'twould he belt- -Well vo,, .-ra ..
ter for tbe poor little thing You -r i-l.' ^ T26™ 8 Ily'
see, she's been used to foU* and j ^ wl“l ” Rance:
places different to me end mine," !“ ri 1
said sorely tried Mrs. Ranee to the ^ "

KI _ I m sure she couldn t look lake

'When I was coming from London 
to Uncle Fred’s."

"And now she’s asked you to her 
home: that’s like returting good for 
evil."
v ‘Yes, but she doesn’t know me ; 
*tis such fur; 1 knew her because she 
is such a guy.

"Oh, Olive!"
"Well, I don't care; I have the 

the

amy-
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doctor
That was in thoee days of dead 

silence and mystery when no word 
or sign oome either by land or sea, 
and Olive had been sobbing herself 
into a feverish state, very like some 
Poor little captive bird—beat mg it
self eglainst the bars of its cage.

"Well, we will see,” said the dob- 
ton; no more, no less.

But that very day, toward evening, 
a refined female "voice said at -the 
cottage door—

"Mrs. Ranee, Mrs. Ramce, may I 
come in?"

Poor little Guy, lying on his couch 
in his chamber, heard it, and half 
started therefrom. But no, it woe 
not his mother, and a little hunger
ing sigh stole from his lips. He 
hea/rd Mrs. Ranee go to the door, 
as if to answer the voice, aad 
followed the rustle of someone en
tering the kitchen, and the hum of 
voices» talking low, almost in a 
whisper. Then presently he heard 
Olive’s chamber door open and shut 
then silence—a long silence, as <tV 7—M TU f with blankets, till she looked 
seemed to toe expectant child. Next ww„wo.rld mununy. ^ y*.
his own fl/vir /vnonolH o-nlrl Urc I ■ . . ”

— ' OllG WU1UI1 1 iAJUUL ILK<
your mamma—look like a lady ; Mrs 
Ramce will never look like e lady."
“Do you know what momma once 

said was a true lady?" inquired Guy 
I seriously.J "No, but I suppose nice manners 
nice clothes, and a nice 'house."

"No; just to think ot others end 
fo*Tgidt self; and I know Mrs. Ranee 
did that for me when I was ill, and 
she does it every day tor all of us 

"Pooh!" said she to this, "to 
compare a woman to—" but Guy cut 
short the disdainful little speech by 
Wihi speri ng—

"Here they oome!
And in walked Mrs. Ranee end the 

funny old lady again. Well 
clothes were funny, in that they 
were old-fashioned, but her face 
though plain, was kiindly-lookiing, 
mid she hied the bearing of a gentle
woman, and her voice was almost 
masculine in its fulness and rich-

The little girl was soon ready for 
flitting, bound and wrapped a/bout 
with blankets, till she looked like a

his own door opened, and Mrs.
Ramce showed an elderly lady in.

"This is Master Guy, Miss Bush." 
raid she, and the strange lady came 
aind kissed him.

"I’ve come to take your little 
friend to my house, and I want to 
kmpw if you’d like to come to?" she 
Said, -bending over him.

Such a funny old lady, es Olive | 
would have said; Guy could not 
help wondering what the flippant 
little mite thought of her, whether 
she would like to go home with

"Well, what do you ray?" inquii^, M ^ kird Postes- 
ed Mise Bush rather sharply, as his blue satin divan

------ ----------------- , laid
her on a stretcher made comfortable 
as a bed, -two bearers were called in, 
and away they bore her to a new 
life aftd to new ed ventures.

CHAPTER IX.—POOR ROLF — NO 
TIDINGS — BESS THE GYPSY 
—OLIVE LOST.

Olive lay, very like an Eastern 
princess, on a low divan by the bay 
window of the drawing-room at 
Birch Oottage, as Miss Budh's house 
was called—am Eastern princess, ar
rayed in a crimson merino frock 
trimmed with dainty lace, the gift 
of her kind hostess, enthroned on

X-"-* A/urai loiieixi airai pijr , «
thoughts went xvool-gaithering like 
this.

'I beg your pardon,” sand he, 
coloring, “I—I think I like Mrs. 
Ramce so much—I think—I don't think 
I ought to go,” stammered be.

"Nay, Master Guy, don’t let

_ in the beautiful 
room. The little girl was quite at 
home now with Miss Budh and the 
servants, tor a fortnight had gone 
by, amd her leg had grown stronger; 
and "She was allowed to sit up when 
tiie liked, amd amuse herself. She 
was even allowed to use her leg- - v . -— - --- o*cn ttuwwju' uu u»j ner leg a

ougttt have anything to do with I lit,tie, only she had to ,be very aame- 
it.' observed cond lire runm «..« n_______ ^ .

ladder' rjlïïf1?:, do”’t up- <**• ' tearful face, so full of deeire ami 
KST r4 r11 <*lldi* But there wee no
h.,r;,2°ur ™™to .aald «be gently, alternative.

1 "A* Uncle Fred, or Mrs. ReinS-

fut. Guy came daily to see her, and 
once Liz accompanied him; «but Olive 
Mtlly told her she needn't come 
again, she didn’t want her—so she 
ceme no more. To-day she was in 
a very perverse unamfable mood ; 
•her self-love lay wounded within her, 
•or Mise Bush had gone a long walk 
with Guy all along the shore, and 
she always felt jealous amd out otf 
humor when heir tond friend pond any 
attention to the little boy. Nay, 
when the old oanfidenti&l servant, 
Nancy, who was almost like the 
mistress in the well-ordered house
hold, looked into the room to see 
if the child wanted anything, this 

a the rude girl’s greeting—
'Why do you peep in like that, 

Nancy? I don't like to be peeped 
alt, aa If you thought I was doing 
—ae mischief.”

Very well. Miss Olive; Master 
Guy will be in soon.to amuse you."

"Master Guy! I don’t want Mas
ter Guy. ' Miss Bush had no right 
going a long walk with him, end 
leaving me alone."

"But you couldn’t have gone, deer, 
with your poor leg."

"Then they oughtn't to have 
gone."

"Nay, Miss Olive,..that sounds very 
like the dog in the monger, to hear 
you talk like that."

"You are a rude old woman to 
cell me a dog."

And you're very rude to talk as 
you'do to your elders. Miss Olive. I 
wonder Miss Bush bears with you."

"And I wonder Miss Bush bears 
with you." xvas the pert retort.

this Nancy shut the door, as 
‘ .disapproval, and the little 

left alone.
orme here; I want you," 
a meurent af ter, like a
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restless spirit, to the dog, who was 
basking in the sunshine outside the 
window; amd the obedient creature 
came trotting in.

"Now I’m going to cut your hair; 
Miss Bush said it wanted trimming, 
xmd I’m going to do it—ha—ha!" 
What a perverse little laugh it was. 
"But I must have some scissors;” 
and the small inqierious lady ronir 
the hand-bell. S

In peeped Nancy again.
"Nancy, will you bring me some 

scissors? I want to cut Rolf’s 
hair." .

'No, Indeed, Miiss Olive, you won’t 
do any such thing, and I won’t bring 
you any scissors."

With this Nancy closed the door, 
and Olive laughed a little tinkling 
defiant laugh.

"Won’t I?" raid she, and went 
Limping across the room to Miss 
Bush’s work-basket.

Here she found some nice "snip- 
snipping" scissors, as she herself 
raid. Now she would surprise her 
kjbrd friend, thought she, with naugh
ty exultation giving never a thought 
to Rolf, poor fellow, deprived of his 
coat and winter coming on.

( To be continued. )
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A Disgraceful Action.

Nattier an uAisual point, 
neventtieJees a good one, wae made 
by a Jesuit priest preactiing a mi», 
aton to toe Cathedral of Brtsfceoe 
Queensland, toe other day. He was 
apealdng ol the many dangers ttiat 
surround Catholic* at ti» present 
day, and the necessity ol. eeienuard- 
ing toe faith by Catholic reading 
wtl''n he digressdtT a bit to 
«rarely toe Catholics who
mrannese or careleesnew to __ _____
ter ol paying far Catholic papers, 
CatooHc publications, he mid, eut-
tired very much from unpadd sub-
script**». OfteoUmee the paper
was sent tor years, and, when toe
bill tor "payment came, eery often u 
poet card was sent, stopping the
paper altogether. This, declared the 
preacher, was a shameful arid d».
«raceful action cm the pert o# Ca
tholics, and a great deal ol iho 
_ and inefficiency of ih<
Catbolic press, complained of 
Some people,,is due to CaJthotics e 
«cm t» have money tor
else, tint who "get mad"
iîî, peper U U»y are 
their remissneee.


