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OUR BOYS AND GIRLS
------- s

BY A.TTTSTT BBCKY.

Dear Girls and Boys:
X am sure you are all deli gritibg in 

this fine weather. You can romp, 
and run and jump and not get over
heated as you would in summer. I 
have not heard anything about the 
nutting experiences. It must be de
lightful out m the woods these days 
How I wish I could be there.

Your lowing
AUNT BECKY.

* * *
Hear Aunt Becky:

As I have not written you for 
gome time, I thought I would write 
you a few words. I am seven years 
old. I go tn school every day. I 
am id the first reader. When. I am 
old enough. I am going) to try to be a 
teacher. I am learning a drawing 
botik, arithmetic, geography. 1 live 
with my gjrandma. We arc done h&r- 

I ,/N vesting, and. we have our potatoes 
1 dug. We have fifty barrels. We ex

pect the thresher hero on Monday. I 
had a nice drive last Sunday to Ri
ch! bucto. The trees look nice. They 
are all beginning to turn red and 
yellow. I have a new teacher this 
term. Our last teacher. Miss Barry, 
teaches at her own home this year. 
The mail driver has his dinner with 
us every day. It is beginning to 
feel like wirfter. I think I will bring 
mv letter to a elope for this time, 
saving good-bye from

Your lowing niece, 
CHRISTINA C. J. R. 

Kmiehibouguac, Kent Co., N.B.
♦ ♦ ♦

A HALF-DONE GIRL.
”1 don’t know what Aunrt Emily 

could have nwjant,” reflected Edith 
absently, as she partly closed, the 
•pen book she was reading. “Per
haps 'twas nothing alter all, but it 
makes me feel uncomfortable. I wish 
I hadn’t heard it; but it wasn’t my 
fault; I wasn’t eavesdropping :

“Something you heard at Aunt 
Emily’s troubles you, dear ?”

“1 had almost forgotten you were
PINES S. in the room, mother,” amd Edith

turned quickly in her chadr, a slight 
flush indicating her embarrassmerit.

but every “Yes; it was when I called there this
morning for her pattern. I hoard

be sure something shq said to Florence, and 
it's made me feel uncomfortable ever 
since. The worst of it is. mother, 1

are for him can’t understand what it was she
his meant.”

1 remember I gave you a book tu- 
stead. And there's the cape I began 
for grandmother, and the Iruitpiece 
Aunt Emily wanted me to paint for 
her dining-room. I remember I was 
going to finish it after the oranges 
came into the market, for one needs 
the very best when painting from 
still life. Where did you find that 
little book of pressed mosses I was 
beginning to arrange for the soci
able r Oh, I remember so well the 
day Margaret Leslie and I tramped 
through Townsend's woods alter 
those. We were so very particular 
to get the very softest and greenest 
mosses, for that book was a won
der. And"—

Mrs. Ferguson looked into her 
daughter’s face.

"But I don't see what these things 
hove to do with what Aunt Emily 
said to Florence.” Edith picked up 
part of a doll's dress she had begun 
weeks before for little Mary, the sick 
child Of her mother's laundress.

"Don't they explain ?" asked Mrs 
Ferguson, gentil. "In what condi
tion are all the things you find on 
the table ?"

"I see now." faltered Edith, slow
ly, the look of inquiry on her face 
giving place to one of pain. "They 
■are all lialf-dono ! That's what Aunt 
Emily meant when she called me a 
half-dome gi/1 !"

"And that's the kind of girl my 
daughter doesn't wish to be," said. 
Mrs. Ferguson. "Ami now how can 
she best show that she doesn't in
tend longer to lx- what her aunt not 
uotfustly called her ?”

"By giving another exhibition—mv 
exhibition this time-in which even- 
article, mother shall 1m, finished 
And I'll not begin another thinei 
cither, till my exhibition is ready for 
its opening !”

♦ ♦ +

AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE;

always find perfectly dry stuff in 
hollow trees and under roots. Ho will 
spuad perhaps half an hour, perhaps 
even an hour, looking for the stuff 
of this kind and will not dream otf 
starting his fire until he has collect
ed at least a hatful of tindery stuff 
and an armful of small twigs and 
branches as dry as any that can be 
found.

Having deposited all this stuff m> 
der H1® t*** shelter possible, he drags 
a l°t£ to the place where the five is 
to be and turns it over, when of 

runt.fiwmp Jtjl. course it exposes a dry side, in which
m the tinder may be placed without get

ting wet, Then other logs arc piled 
to form a wall against, the wind.

\ Now the tinder is piled up and 
e. . e ^ , thtm wilh a Rharp knrifg the driest
Side H»i(Ueh8, BUlonsnen, Dja- i -ticks arc whmiÀ so that a pile of 
peptU.COAted Tongue, Foul Breath, thin shavings is Iccumulatcl. The
£^_B,U!XWate': ?r"h. or my more shavings there are tin, hotter

Then the driest sticks are laid, over 
three and the shavings sot
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JESUIT NOVELISTS.

th* Stomach, Liver or Bowele. 
Laxa-Liver Pills are purely vegetable | 

neither gripe, weaken nor sicken, are easy 
*• take and prompt to act

“Do you. mind belling me ? Perhaps 
1 can explain. I'm sure your Aunt 
never would have said anything in
tentionally td cause her niece the 
slightest pain."

“I know she wouldn’t purposely, 
said Edith, looking soberly into the V‘ 
grate. “Florence wanted to make 
some slippers like those I have starr
ed for father’s birthday.” Edith hesi
tated, the flush on her face taking on 
a deeper tinge.
'‘Well, dear ?”
/"Aunt Emily told her when she had 

finished the breakfast shawl for 
grandmother, she might, but she 
didn t want her to become like her 
cousin Ediih^-a half-done girl !"

Mrs. Ferguson was silent a minute:
IkT expression, however, clearly in
dicated that her sister’s remark was 
understood.

IVhat was it, mother, she meant?" 
asked Edith, anxiously, breaking the
silence.

"To-morrow morning I will toll 
you, dear," replied Mrs. Ferguson, 

owiy. "Come to my room after 
.. WOrk is <kmo' a™d I’U explain."

A BRIGHT MESSENGER.

A few mornings ago I was on an 
elevate» train in New York City. 
Facing me, as I sat down, was a 
uniformed messenger boy. He had 
just finished reading a newspaper 
and! was going to tucl. it away under 
thq seat. Not having a paper, I 
hold out my hand. The little fel
low looked up. smiled, rose, put the 
paper in my extended hand, bowed, 
touched his cap and reseated: himself.

Messenger boys here have the re
putation of being bumptious and im
pudent, You may imagine. then, 
how this nice civility astonished- and 
pleased me. I smiled qnd said:

"You nice little laddig. I’m very 
much obliged to you.” The boy 
flushed^ smiled and fidgeted awkward-

Its just the opportunity I've 
for to make Edith realize her 

unfortunate habit, a habit that's 
growing upon her constantly,"

We began to talk, and I gently 
drew o*ut of him his story. His mo
ther was a widow, refined though 
poor. Knowing no business, she 
took any work she could find. This 
brought little money, so the laddie 
Bad to help out. And he was suc
ceeding.

It is all mother, sir. She told 
me always to gat up when she cymes 
into a room, get her a chair and 
wait on hcr. I always put mother's 
siioes on for her, and take them off 
when I'm home. I keep them cleaned 
amd in order anyway. Mother says 
you have to wear old clothes, but 
there is no excuse for having them 
dirty"—and he looked down, os if 
to make sure, at his own fixings- 
clean as a new pin.

"Before I began hare” touching 
tha buttons of his uniform) "mother 
told me everything to do. I shut 
doors quietly, keep mÿ hat off in a 
room, clean my feet well before i go 
in, move around softly, and when I

thought Mrs. Ferguson, late that **° told to do something, if at first 
evening, as she gathered from room I do hot understand clearly, I ax

r0om ““ armful of partly complet- ----------------- ' " '
art,des. "I trust my exhibition, ‘ 
r her aunt's remark, may accom-

DllSn ink#.!__ . •

cuse myself and ask what to do, all 
ovar again: but I newer start on my 
errand till sure I know all about it.,, ------ -- - omul A , may accom--------------  c xnow all about it. '

w at my suggestions and ad-1 He said he had quite a number of 
•v*ce for ninnfkc v___ . . . .. _ _

----- *' «'-tsu’oatiiuns ano a
“* ,or months have failed to do, 

and, with a sigh, Mrs. Ferguson laid 
to the table her collection of Edith's 
TO'.Mnished articles.

The next day, after the morning'h'

Edith Taf °VCr’ MrS’ Ferguson celled 
™til ‘"-td her room.

customers, who required almost all 
of his time; thait he rarely took 
home less than *15 for a week's 
work, and that his banner week was 
*23.50. The lad was not 14 years 
old. He gave his mother all the 
credit. His employers liked his man-,j ~vzii.pjgrvtp-s iiKea ms mam-

w at Aunt Emily referred to1 Bers.' Bis monitors were bis mother’s.
v fifllCl ?* ’ QelzaA T7ixi. s . _ Vo.. !..___ . .ytry bad?” asked Edith, anxiously” 

y„: ril *-l to have

g"1 ^'nk 1 oBall not have to, dear.
"eTm’h^Ü* WlU eXplEdB 11 all." 
Exhibition !” exclaimed Edith

””*• '•<*»»

this explain 1^’ “ y" T,0em t 

"I don't see how! Hero’s-whtire did

lollies I ? The »t of flushed, breathed hard, loo*
Sosa , ,®tar*ed tor you last Christ- timkHv Into my face then ere

as ! I d forgotten all a,____ - A ■ , ‘ace- ’Be" fl"flatten all about them, nekvously, put his hand in m
; v-. r.* . A ' -■'.-■■ ' ï,. ■ .:.; . , ■ - . : i, v...

,

You know that when grown people* 
part in the street, if they juwt know 
each other, they bow or nod. If, 
however, you are saying “Good-bye” 
to a real friend, you warmly shake 
hands. 1

When the time came for'ue to part 
I held out my hand and said:

"Good-bye, little man. I’m very 
glad la have met you.”
'1 wI* you could, have seen him. He 
flushed, breathed hard, looted up 

gently anr’
m

Shook it warmly, and, walking away, 
turned after a few pace® to nod aj> 
other good-bye. Theire he stood, 
his eyes full of tears, the little mes
senger gentleman. No. I didn’t go 
back to him. He was not sad, bless 
him; only over-happy; and, besides, 
1 bad to go quickly,; I felt a kind of 
full feeling in} my own. throat.— 
Standard Union, Brooklyn,

♦ ♦ #
GIRLS, DO YOUR SHARE. 

School was just out, and a group 
of school girls came down the walk 
gayly. “Don’t you want me tx> go 
home with you to supper, Josie?” 
called a freeh young voice. “Mother’s 
cleaning house, and 1 hate to go 
home. Besides, 1 think it would be 
a real relief to have me out of the 
way.”

The spealejr was buxom and rosy 
She walked with an easy swing 
which told of plenty of strength in 
hea- little young body. And yet it 
did not occur to her that there was 
anything out of the way in her 
slipping off to a friend’s and avoid
ing the liaa-d work* to be done at 
home. Nor did she seem mortified 
over the realization that her ab
sence would be a relief rather than 
otherwise.

House-cleaning is not altogether 
pleasant. The sweeping arid dusting 
and scouring and scrubbing, the smell 
of soap, the damp floors, the heaps 
of collected rubbish, all have their 
disagreeable features. But at the 
same time, the womanly girl is not 
going "to slip away and refuse toi do 
her share, whether agreeable or 
otherwise. She will come home, from 
school, don her working clothes, roll 
up her sleeves and help wherever 
there is the most need. And lier re
ward comes when all is clean and 
shining and sweet when the grime of 
the winter has disappeared, and she 
realizes that she nas had a little 
share in working this mi racle of order 
and beauty.

♦ ♦ *
THE BEST THING IN THE WORLD 

Bishop Spalding says : "We must 
cease td toll boys and girls that edu
cation will enable them to get hold 
of the good things, of which they be
lieve the world to be so full. We 
must make them realize rather that 
the best thing in the world is a 
noble man or woman, and to be that 
is the only certain way to a worthy 
and contented life.”

* *. *
ROTHSCHILD’S GUIDE TO SUC

CESS.
Baron Rothschild; the great finan

cier, attributed his success to an 
observance of the fallowing rules of 
conduct :

Shun liquor.
Hare to go forward.
Newer be discouraged.
Be polite to everybody.
Employ your time well.
Never tell business lies.
Fay your debts promptly.
Be prompt in everything.
Bear all troubles patiently.
Do not reckon upon chances.
Make no useless acquaintances.
Be brave iff the struggle 6# Ufa,. 
Maintain your integrity as a sacred 

thing.
Tako time to consider,; than decide 

positively.
Never appear to bd something more 

than volu are.
Carefully examine into every detail 

of yowr business.

* V *
MAKING A CAMP FIRE.

Nobody should boast of being able 
to build a campfire unless he can do 
it In a rain when all the forest Is 
wet and succeed in lighting the fire 
with the first match.

Even In a driving rain that has 
lasted for days the clever woodsman 
can find bits of twig and other lot 
flammable material that may be 
damp, but not sodden. Be can

=- — afire. 
Carefully add wood ^ the fine burns 
up, but never put. enough on to 
smother the flame. One wet twig 
will blaze when two may choke the

♦ ♦ ♦
THE PANSY FAMILY.

A pictty fable about the jvaïusy is 
current among French and German 
children. The flower has five petals 
and, five stqmJ». lu most itansies, es
pecially of the earlier and less high
ly developed varieties, two of the 
petals are plain in color and- three 
are gay. The two pln-in petals have 
a single sepal, two of the gay petals 
have a sepal each, and the third, 
which is the largest of all, has two

The fable is that the pansy repre
sent «? a family consisting of Jmslwid 
amd wife and four daughters, two of 
the latter being stepchildren of the 
wile. The plain petals are the step
children, with only one chair, the 
two small, gay petals arc the daugh
ters, with a chair each, and the large, 
g®*- petal is the wife, with two chairs.

To find the father, one must strip 
away the petals until the stamens 
and pistils are Imre. They have a 
fanciful resemblance to an old man. 
wnh q flannel wrap about his neck, 
his shoulders upraised and his feet 
in a bath-tub. The story is pro. 
bably of French origin, because the 

reach call the pansy the stepmother. 
+ + +

HOW A BUTTERFLY BLEEPS. 
'Hie butterfly invariably goes to 

sleep head downward. It folds and 
contracts its wings to the utmost.
J he effect is to reduce its size amd 
shiajie to a narrow ridge, hardly dis

America has now three famous Je
suit novelists, and one of thenu lived 
until very recant ly in Chicago. Every
body knows Father Finn, and man v 
know Father Henry S. Spalding, but 
INit-hv^* J. E. Copus, S.J., is the 
coming greet Catholic novelist of 
the country. No lirst book oyer 
made such a hit as «lid “Hairy Rus
sell.” It was something new ifll 
of incident, full of purpose, full of 
deft characterization, llis boys were 
not more automatons. “hey had 
blood in their wins—warm, i xh.
buoyarit blood. Thu book come as a 
surprise, followed the next year by 
“St. CuthbcrtR.” ’i'his, too, was 
judged phenomenally gra-|Jhic. \ou 
seem to hear the people talking -you 
hoard them laughing, just as in the 
pages of Thestylis singing in the 
dewey morning mends of Sicily. And 
there is something besides a photo
graphic reproduction of human liv
ings in Father Coput?’ novels. Deftly, 
unpretmtiouRly, he lakes us out loi
tering amid green fields aiwl woods 
and along picturesque water courses, 
and sliows us that h«* knows nature 
and her secret haunts. In his sequel 
to “Sninit Cut fiber ts.” ”Shn<lows 
Liftenl,” just published, he is singul
arly happy in this respect. The book 
is a distinct advance, compared with 
its predecessors. Yoi^rtr people will 
read it because of the story nn<l cha
racter-drawing. bint older folks will 
find in its pages much of their lost 
youth and many heart touches that 
are irresistible.

And y oui would expect this of thin 
now wizard who possesses the seci-et 
of reproducing youith and its glad-! 
nessi, if jx>u knew him peraomollv. 
Born and roared, ait least in part, 
in. England. Father Copus has s«x-n a 
great deal of tiie world, both in its 
heighths and its depths, lb* has been 
a journalist., an editor, a t.nave Her A

conversation, and mixed with grav
ity. It cannot l>o rctmumbered that, 
any nave seen him laugh, but many 
haae soi-m him weep. In proportio» 
of body most excellont*—a mam for his 
singular beauty Hurpassing- the chil
dren of men.”

man of fine scholarship, a stu<h'nt of
tingiUdieble in khapo and «dor' from I ,Wilh.a vnst flold obrervw*», 
the- are.» h,«..i. „ ........ ......... . . on«l drthe seqd heads on thousands ol other 
stems around. The butterfly also 
sleeps od the top of (he stern. In the 
morning, when the sunbeams warm 
thorn, all these gray pied rileepre-s on 
the grass tops open their wings and 
begin their daily rounds:

BABY'S SLEEP.

On® of the first signe, that some
thing is wrong with an infant is dis
turbed sleep. Usually the trouble,is 
with th® stomach or bowels. If your 
little one is cross and restless do not 
give it an opiate or "soothing” me
dicine of any kind, All these things 
are dea&ly poison, and the sleep they 
give is unhealthy, unnatural and in
jurious. Your boiiy will sleep and 
let you sleep if you treat, it proper
ly. In. Baby’s Own Tablets there is 
not an atom of poisonous "sleepy 
stuff,'' and' yet by their beneficent, 
healthy action they • give refreshing 
sleep. Thqy remove the cause, and 
the result is healthy, refreshing, life- 
giving sleep from which the Mtué one 
awakens bright and well. Mrs. S. T. 
Douglas, Petitcodiac, N.B., says : 
"My baby was troubled with consti
pation. was restless and uneasy and 
did not sleep well at nights. I gave 
him Baby's Own Tablât» and the 
change they made was wonderful 
They regelated the bowels and he 
now sleeps well at night,” If your 
dealer does not keep the Tablets, 
send 25 cents to the Dr. Williams 
Medicine Co., Brockvillo, Ont., and a 
box will be sent you by mail, posts 
paid.

i*1 in^ii is,he<l( personal l,, 
he is one of the most amiable omul 
unpretentious literary inejf in tfi,. 
country. Even Maurice Francis Egon, 
is not more fascinating a» a conver
sationalist, although Dr. Thomav 
O Hagan possibly oqiiuls him in iisis 
respect. He is not ns young 
Father Spalding, but. he is more boy
ish in heart. Ills voice is low. and 
mimical, and both tears and laugh
ter are always close to it. He is a 
herd worker. He writes, he. tenches, 
he does missionary worl.down in the 
slums, striving to uplift the lallen.

A PEN PICTURE OF CHRIST.

IN TIME OF DANGER. ’

(From the Catholic News.)
At tihu dreadful accident on the ele

vated road at New York last week, 
when omv car of a crowded' train 
toppltxl iiiito the street, killing a. 
dinzinn men ami women and badly in
juring! fifty others, the Cathodic 
priest, as usual, wins quickly on the 
spot. Wo mid in one newspaper ro- 
po-t L

“A few blocks away is the Church 
of the Paulist Fathers. Several of 
1lu*in rushed to the si-enc a-ml worn 
active in their mi mi st,rat ions to the- 
d.\ing;. Wherever a poor hmUMed-up* 
form sit rot cited on the sidewalk or oh 
tiie floor of a store could lie seen,, 
these ni<*n were, u-iving* the last rites 
of the Church. Sometimes they were* 
id time to give the comforting’ words, 
other times limy were too laite.”

Another iwt|M*r tells the story thw«r
“Two priests worked giver tiie ihoul 

and (hying, administering the last
rites of the Church where it was ne
cessary, and offering, spiritual nidi
and consolation. i ney were Fo>-
thers Casacrly ami McMillan, who»
are connected with the Paulist Fa
thers’ Church, ntr Fifty-ninth street 
and Ninth avenue. Some, one had 
tolephonod to the rectory that there 
had Ikiii an accidmft, and the priest 
immediately went to the place. WheiT 
all of the injured hn<l been removed, 
to the Hospitals they went to Roose
velt Hospital, where 'they continued, 
their ministrations. Thvai tiivy went 
doiwn to the West Fort v-HCvenith 
sti'iH’t station^ where they did what 
they might foiC those who were seek
ing to identify ti.e bodiqs.”

So prompt are our clergy in hur- 
«yiug to places where lives are in 
f»eril that every one is iikm'C or less 
accustomed nowadays to see tho- 
priest I wave all sorts of dmigi'r in: 
ordi'r to render Nfiiritiml or inaiteriaL 

I aid to any poor victim within reach.

HOW CHILDREN ARE WORRIED.

Children are often worried' because 
their ^mothers are too attentive and 
continually reprove the small ones 
without, reason. A child should be 
left alone anti be allowed to play or 
amuse itself in its own way without 
th« constant direction of a nervous 
mother.

We may not have, riches; but we 
may be riches. Character is riches. 
To be, tiot to got, should he our aim, 
for he who possessed the greatest 
measure of noble character extracts 
more true enjoyment from life thon 
all others, and besides his capacities 
for enjoying the next world are en
larged.

The following is the only ruliablo 
pan picture of Christ as soeu in ac
tual lifq, and is an exquisite piece of 
word painting. It is tiaken from 
MS. now in the possession of Lord 
Kelly, and in his library. It was 
copied from an original letter of 
Publius Lentulus, at Rome, it being 
the usual custom of Roman gover
nors to advise the Senate and the 
people of such material thii/ge as 
happened in their provinces in the 
days of Tiberius Causer. Publiu. 
Lentulus, procurator of Judea, wrote 
the letter to the Senate:

“There appeared in those, our days, 
a man of great virtue named Jesus 
Christ, who is yet liviiZg, amomyst us, 
anti of the Gentiles is accepted as 
the prophet of truth. He raises the 
dead and cures all maimer of dis
eases. A man of stature somewhat 
tall and comely, such as the beholder 
may both love anti fear. His hair is 
the coior of a chestnut full rij>e, plain 
to his ears, whence downward it is 
more orient and curling, and- wav
ing about his shoulders. In the 
midst of his head is a seam, a par
tition in the hair, after the manner 
of the Nazaritc*. Hi a forehead very 
plait* and delicate; hie face without 
spot or wrinJJe, .beautiful with a 
lovely red. His nose and mouth ao 
formed- and nothing can be. reprehend
ed. His beard in color like his hair, 
nob very long, but forked. Has look 
innocent, anti mature. His eyes grey, 
clear and quick and luminous. In re
proving he is terrible, his eyee pierc
ing—ae wfth a two-edged sword—the 
greedy, the selfish and the oppressor.

marquis ito.
Marquis Jtx> is of comparatively 

humble birth. Ilia father, Juzo lto, 
wow a rustic gurik-ncr. It is said 
that the marquis is the poorest 
prime minister, actual or retired, in. 
the world. He first went to Euixqxi 
by working his jnuisage, Jmving stow- 
cd himself away on l>oara a ship, 
bound for Liverpool in a bale of 
f*ilk, in which ho lay concealed for 
3fi hours, in order to escape the ven
gea IK1© of the conMii'vative imrty, 
which rgsented his advanced views- 
and attempts to weeteinizo Japan, 
llo is now, perhaps, the most west
ern in his tastes of all the Japanese 
and it is his custom to s)>end flvo- " 
hours a day in roaeling the European, 
newspapers and maguzinos.

A very amusing, incident occmred 
at the entrance to a church one Sun
day morning.

A little girl was given a pqnny to 
drop into the “poor-box.” After de
positing her penny in the box she 
stood in tent ly waitching the boot un
til questioned as to what she wo» 
waiting for.

“Foi; the gum to comq out," she 
replied.

Sister Engelberta, who in private- 
life was Miss Anna Ekd, succumbotit 
to yellow fever at the Convent ofl 
the Perpetual Association, New Or- 

. . r-, leans. She was 83 years old. She*
but look with tenderesl pity on the ; sacrificed her life on the altaf* of 
weak, the erring and the sinful. Cour- ' duty, as she contracted the disease 
teous and fair-tgx>ken. Pleasant in whilq ministering to the afflicted.

If yea, your frjends or relatives suffer with 
Fits, Epilepsy, Sl Vitus’ Dance, or Falling 
Sickness, write for a trial bottle and valuable 
treatise on such diseases to The Lkibig Co.r 
179 King Street, W.t Toronto, Canada. All 
druggists sell or can obtain for you

LEIBIGS FITOURE


