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Junior Partner.
Bass:

B Five strokes of the office clock, 
sod Dick) Perchmont shut his led
ger ss if they marked an epoch. They 
did. The probability was that he j 
would never place in it another fig- j 
ure, for five more years were ended, 
and, according to the policy of ;

him. But not deeply; he had too 
long nursed the belief in her “in- 
couipatiLi.ity," and the old affec
tion faded as stars at dawn.

“Jf you feel, Annie," he replied, 
'•that a life in the fashionable 
world that 1 will soon enter is dis
tasteful to you, 1—-"

'There, there; Dick, don’t finish
Deaker A Co., publishers, the senior t * know now how you feel, but
of four partners would retire on the 
morrow and a trusted employee 
would become the junior.

Having' risen from office boy to 
chief book-keeper, Dick felt quite cer
tain of this promotion, and was, in 
consequence, mightily impressed with 
his importance. For it was an ex
alted distinction to be a Deaker. 
The firm was a power in financial 
circles; but what served most to lift 
Dick skyward was that to the high
est society of the great city its 
name was a passport.

"Tom," he said to his assistant, 
"you'll occàpy this desk after to
day."

Tom Wilgus* penciled a footing, 
then slowly replied :

"You'll become the junior."
" Certainly,„ Come, it’s time to 

quit.1"
"Can't just yet. I haven't finished 

squaring up these accounts. I’m ra
ther slow 

**Yes," said Dick, with superior
ity, "Tom, you are slow. You must 
Lo more brisk and enterprising. In 
five years, you know, you’ll have 

' my present glorious prospect, and 
unless you’re spryer it’ll be a seri
ous question if you'll be taken in."

He slid off the high stool and be
gan preparations for going home, 
while Tom Wilgus, with pen behind 
his ear, turned around aud seriously
a - kod :

"Do you .really think, Dick, that 
I’m too slow? I can’t waste time 
kero if I'm not to become a part
ner. I've too many depending on 
me. I know I'm slow and cautious; 
but am I too much so?"

"Yes, Tom, you are. Your traits 
are adverse to the dashing, go-ahead 
policy of Deaker and Company. Now, 
when 1 was in your place I made 
epryness a point, and did lots of 
Emmerts work as well as my own. 
And do you think the firm hasn’t 
noticed that? No, siree."

.lames Emmert was then Junior 
partner, having been promoted five 
years before.

"You haven't forgotten the old fa
ble about the tortoise and the hare, 
have you I^k?" Tom asked, in mild 
retaliation.

"No, I haven’t," replied Dick, 
smiling loftily; "but it don’t apply 
to these modern times. You ain’t 
catching a firm like ouns sleeping by 
the way and letting any mercantile 
tortoise win the race. That was the 
only time a tortoise ever did win a 
race, which is a moral you'd do well 

. to profit by, Wilgus.",
With which Impressive advice the 

future Deaker strutted forth to a 
Car.

Dick Perchmont, as book-keeper, 
had wooed Annie Jermyn, a young 
lady of his suburban neighborhood, 
whose plain, old-fashioned practical 
sense was refreshing; and richly 
blessed was she in those womanly 
tinite ,bat stand firm and helpful 
when sorrow and adversity sweep 
away human chaff.

But could Richard Perchmont, as 
» Deaker, marry such a girl? The 
most, exclusive circles would soon 
be open to him. Would he wish to 
taJ$c Annie Jermyn there? Would she 
be i eceived? Could she grace a scene 
of gnyety; be a belle amid belles; be 
what a Deaker’s wife should be; like 
—well, like Sophia Emmert, the 
flashing daughter of the junior part- 
boi?

"No;" he decisively answered, as 
he pulled the bell at Annie’s humble

Easily detecting his mood, Annie 
was not unprepared for the words 
he soon spoke :

"Annie, my position in life will be 
giOatly elevated to-morrow."

"You will become the junior part
ner." she quietly replied.

•>es. out you don't congratulate 
Annie."

"Yes, 1 do, Dick; but will you let 
me 1-e frank with you? I see by 
Tour manner that the time for plain 
speech between us has Cyme. Will 
you’’

*Yesr, if you wish."
"Nell, then, I've seen a great 

change coming over you. You’re not 
the same Dick I used to know. Your 
bright prospects arc always in your 
mind, driving.out much of the kind
ness and friendliness of my old 
fiiena. Dick, you are being dangled 
by ÿour anticipations of social dis
tinction, business prominence and 
increasing prosperity."

•"Well, Annie?"
*XVell, Dick,—I'm to be frank, you 

remember—don’t you think a heart 
made cold to one's old and tried 
friends a high price to pay for 
these? Have you ever thought of it 
that way, Lick?"

"No I haven't; but then other 
meu riàe to these elevated positions. 
IX hy can t I? My old friends wouldn't 
want to keep me back from prosper
ity, would they?"

✓ "No, no, indeed, Dick, it isn’t 
that. There's no change in your old 
friends, but they are sad to see buc- 
'*** changing you. You ti&Ve 
brought yourself to believe that the 
friend* you will make in the higher 

will be better than we, and 
... sprung up the wish and 

i to turn your back upon 
that you'll be ashamed 
“ blessed old mo- 

, of-"

please don t say it. Spare me at 
least the plain statement that I'm 
too common for the plane you are 
rising to. Don't go away thinking 
1 don’t wish for your happiness and 
success. 1 do, Dick. You can't wish 
for them more than I do. I will al
ways be glad to see you. Good-bye. 
God bless you."

lie had attained his wish—was free 
from this lovely girl—but where was 
the feeling of relief? Walking home
ward he felt cast adrift, not like 
having himself loosed his bark upon 
a desirable tide.

Next morning the customary for
malities made Dick junior partner 
and Tom Wilgus chief book-keeper. 
The dinner always given on the even
ing of tins day by the retiring part
ner was announced by Sydney Deak
er, and Dick, with his mother and 
sifter was cordially invited.

Words fail to describe Dick's lav
ish preparations for this important 
introduction to society. Highly de
lighted therewith, sharp misgivings 
as to his mother and sister pricked 
his refined soul as they rode dinner- 
ward in the couch. The former was 
too plainly dressed; the latter en
tirely too demure and lacking in 
that dashing grace of Sophia Em
mert. His giddy fancy pictured tier 
cold, critical glance upon them, and 
her turning haughtily away and for
ever ignoring him. 9

The celestial creature did drop 
such a glance upon the plain widow 
and daughter, but she did not turn 
haughtily away. She was exceeding
ly gracious; Dick feared patronizing
ly so; but he repelled the base 
thought, particularly when he saw 
that such, too, was his mother’s im
pression. Sophia was angel-high 
above such prettincss. What cordial 
congratulations! What queenly dig
nity! XVhat loveliness! What radiant 
signs of a loving, confiding, woman
ly heart! The ‘junior partner was a 
worshipper from that moment, und 
lowly, unassuming Annie sank be- 
lov the horizon.

Old Sydney Deaker was plainly 
dressed, but Emmert shone resplen
dent. Dick couldn’t help noticing 
the genuine cordiality extended by 
the two Leakers to his mother and 
sister; and when Mrs. Deaker, a pla
cid. motherly old lady, entered, no 
patronage iced the kisses she gave 
them, but they were warm with true, 
unaffected hospitality.

Emmert's greeting was like throw
ing reflected sunlight into another’s 
eyefl. and greatly Impressed by it 
Dick shallowly rejoiced at the in
creased prosperity awaiting his firm 
When those old-logy Deaker. drop
ped out.How Sadly purblind is youth 
but experience soon adjusts correct^ 
ive spectacles. He was not too far 
gone however, to note, wiih some- 
wonder, how easily his mother anti 
«ester were conducting themselves 
instead of sitting neglected in a 
corner, as he had expected but he 
was not permitted to profit bv the
himTajsked A SO,t Voice beside 

‘‘Do you sing. Mr. Perchmont?" 
Sophia flashed her glorious eyes 

into his face. He had been flutter
ing toothlike around tier, and now, 
looking down into those lustrous 
orbs he saw in their divine depths a 
Rhi me of devotion.

do
" No," he replied, "but I know you

‘‘How do you know?"
th ,y°.UHr y<H,r cyes show me
that the divine spirit of music must 
be m your heart.”

Gh, callow youth!
'> =■> are such flatterers. I 

didn t think it of you, Mr. Perch
mont. 1 urn the pages, please." 
w° <-°o glad to , serve
fer Jr trlcd Impossibilities

he flret ,ink of ‘ove’s soft 
but tenacious chain had been forged 

She sang "Wailing" - heavenly. 
Dick said. He trilled witli the dcii- 
™’h.opt that soon his "footfalls"
Henri , mua,c to hcr- Hc "as, in-
decd far gone. Annie, too, sang

Waiting, but not ljke t|mt ang
phias voice soared to a musical 
pinnacle; Annies-Dick scorned the 
ompurison; yet at this moment his 

mother was thinking how sweetly 
simple and touching Annie's render
ing was compared with this giddy
performance.

Taking leave, he truthfully said it 
had teen a delightful evening it 
had been a dream; a fragment of 
Heaven descended to earth, and So
phia was the light thereof

Hmrnert‘a gorgeous man- 
sion was a lit temple to enshrine
tove °and °f l!JChvrd Perchmonfs 

and w°"ld that all worship
pers were as <on»tnnt as he. His life
eTn^r;Wiîh Sophla he e-fa£
the x.. h tinsel mazes of fashion— 
the Argus-eyed doorkeeper, exclu 
siveness, who guards the pertai n? “ï having benignly parsed him 
to. He had eaten the lotus of so-
fMendUOCe”a: h.iS former life, his old 
friends, were forgotten; mother and 

neglected; Annie was obi

to call him wBick," and he 
mined to impart a lesson.

He did not accompany his mother 
and sister. Sophia bad proclaimed 
that she would not go without his 
escort. What would the dinner be 
without her? What is day without 
sutishine? What is Hamlet without 
Hamlet? He obeyed, still thinking, 
poor fool, that it was his own de
lightful free will.

Whether the assembled employees 
were properly awed by his Imposing 
entrance is not known, but certain 
It is that a Joehua-like surprise 
caused this society sun to stand 
still—stunned.

)e a select little group — Sydney 
Deaker smiling his interest; his 
kindly little wife beaming her ad
miration; Dick's mother and sister 
Hushed with worthy pride—sait An
nie Jermyn telling a story. •

In sullen wonder he stood apart, 
noting the good impression Annie 
was making, and when the story 
ended in a burst of applause the 
party separated, and old Sydney 
proudly led Annie through the rooms 
on a toursY>f introduction. ’He in
stantly sought his mother and ask- 
ed :

"How did Annie get here?"
She looked mild resentment at 

him and quietly replied :
"Mr. Wilgus brought her."
"Where is he?"
"He excused himself for a time. I 

believe be said he had work at the

✓ That fcliow’s too slow for ourpur- 
poses," Itichard muttered, following 
old Deaker and Annie with wonder
ing eyas; then he turned at Sophia's 
order. She said :

"Gome for a walk in the hall. 
Where have you been so long ? I 
can’t endure this room! It is filled 
with so many clerks. I hope when 
you get to be a senior you'll stop 
these disgusting mixtures."

She spoke angrily, but Lick 
thought he detected anxiety, too, in 
hcr manner. As they promenaded 
the iiu.ll she grew quite restless, and 
plainly anxious. He walked quietly 
by lier, thinking of old Deaker and 
Annie, and too ill-humored to ask 
the cause of her nervousness.

They walked into the sitting-room 
.at the end of the hall, and from 
there hoard the servant girl admit 
some one at the front door.

' There’s papa, now!" Sophia ex
claimed, brightening; and Dick, re
membering that the gathering did 
lack a customary brilliancy, saw 
that this had been the cause of her 
anxiety.

It was not the gorgeous Emmert 
who had arrived, but plodding Tom 
Wilgus. greatly excited, with face 
spotted red by unusual exertion.

"Where are Mr. Alfred and Mr. 
Edward Deaker? " they heard him 
ask. e

Doth gentlemen hastened from an 
admiring room, and Sydney appear
ed. startled, at the parlor door.

"1 must have an interview with 
you, gentlemen, at once," Tom said.

Sophia, trembling, caught .Itich- 
oid’s arm. > *

"Where is Emment?" asked the old 
gentleman, ns he and his two sons, 
with Dick and Wilgus, entered the 
library and closed the door.

"He hasn't been here,Edward re
plied. "Now, Wilgus, what is it?"

Then Tom slowly told how he had 
watched Emmert’s extravagance, 
and, knowing that he had lost heav
ily in a late speculation and needed 
funds to save himself, hc hod come 
to suspect him, and had only that 
evening finished a careful examina^ 
tion of ^mniert's books as treasurer 
of the firm.

"He was in his office this evening 
while I was there," continued Tom, 
"and rushed out past me, trying to 
hide his face, but I saw it was pale 
anil excited- I hurried to his office 
and found his check book. Three 
checks were just torn out, leaving 
the siubà blank."

"-Well, well?" they all cried, as 
Tom parsed.

"Can't you guess, gentlemen ? To 
meet the heavy expenses of our new 
building Emmert has collected ttll 
the available funds in three banks."

"Bui he couldn't use the checks," 
said Edward, confidently. "The 
banks all know that our checks must, 
be signed by two members of the 
fire. "

From the sofa come a groan ; 
Richard hud sunk upon it, wringing 
his hands.

"1 have reason to know, gentle
men, that those three checks were 
signed by Emmert and—and Perch

"XYe ore lost, then. Father, have 
you funds nt command? We have 
heavy obligations."

Various relatives in the city. ,
Of all those who received cards i 

Mrs. Taylor was the only one to

"lazy’* mopke and Liars, and Qf .
Venighted" people given over to 

ignorance and superetitution, whoa»
cw-li. Iriûa a f ratlirlAxi ru* .4 —ie any notice of them. Mr*. Toy- sole idea of religion consista’ JT, 

for, knowing that Mrs. Field 1 A»«i<«»n Ri«hn.. •.,<< -__ ■ __

I* stamped on every cake 
of SURPRISE SOAP.

It’s there, so you can’t 
be deceived.

There la only one 
SURPRISE.

See to It that your
aoep bears that word—

SURPRISE.
A pure hard soap. 
Don’t forget the name.

St Crete $*»p mfg. Co.
ST. STBHIBN, N. B.

'1 tied up the last available funds 
yesterday."

"No, not lost, gentlemen," said 
Tom. "I followed Emmert to his 
home and forced an entrance. He 
was packing a satchel. There was a 
struggle; but here are the checks.’

Ho produced them, and sank ex
hausted into a chair.

Ar. explanation from Dick was de
manded, which was that Emmert, 
working upon his infatuation for 
Sophia, had induced him to sign 
the checks, but he earnestly asserted 
that he was entirely innocent as to 
their intended purpose.

"In fact," said old Sydney, "your 
head has been turned. I've been 
watching you. You must remember, 
Richard, that dash and style don’t 
make business, nor fine clothes and 
gay acquaintances and empty wo- 
mnnlj beauty make life. XVe must 
reconstruct the firm. Fpr your wor
thy mother’s sake, we jwon't dismiss 
you; but I think another term of 
five years as book-keeper will con
dense your giddiness into business 
and I suppose that Tom Wilgus be 
junior partner."

Anil as Tom XVilgus rode homo 
with Annie Jermyn, he asked in his 
p!(Aiding way :

Annie, will you be the wife of the 
junior partner?"

"Oh. Tom—Tom!"
Which meant "yes," of course. 

And as Dick Perchmont sees the 
slow but telling methods of the new 
junior he believes there may be, af
ter all, a modern application of the 
old fable, and remembers the van
ished Emmerts as one thinks of a 
hideous dream.—Home Journal and

HOW A WOMAN
WON A FORTUNE,

ALWAYS IN SIGHT , ■*

A year flashed by, and the senior 
partner ognounred the cuetomarv 
dinner which waa eiinllar to that 
Çiven by the retiring partner, ex
cept that, in addition to the other 
ciemoers and families, such 1 em
ployees as he chose to Invite, with 
their families, were present.

It was an occasion after Richard 
Ferrhmont's own heart. —'* 
could the humble- eni]

Crowded street People 
passing by. Old and young. 
All eager about their own 
affairs and al.ways somebody 
in plain sight who needs Scott’s 
Emulsion. 'V

Now it’s that white-haired 
old man weak digestion 
and cold body. He needs 
Scott’s Emulsion to warm him, 
feed him, and strengthen his 
stomach. P

See; that pale girl ? She has 
thin blood. Scott’s Emulsion 
will bring new roses to her face.

There goes a young man with 
narrow chest. Consumption is 
his trouble. Scott’s Emulsion 
soothes ragged lungs and in
creases flesh and strength, 

i’sapoor, sickly

Two hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars for a polite action seems 
like a pretty fair rate of compensa
tion, yet that is the sum "that Mrs.
Anna Taylor of Riverside has re
ceived for the simple act of courtesy 
that she showed to an elderly and 
slightly known woman relative who 
visited Chicago a little over a year 
ago

Almost everybody has heard of the 
nice young man who helped a tot
tering old man over a crowded thor
oughfare, and was surprised a few 
months afterward to hear that the 
old man was dead and had left him 
heir to a fortune of 3100,000. Yet 
the experience of Mrs. Taylor and 
the reward consequent upon ft 
throws that of the young man into 
the shade, and at the same time con
clusively demonstrates that polite
ness pays. That it doesn’t always 
pqy at the rate of 3250,000 docs 
not derogate from the soundness of 

, the proposition. The old axiom of 
the copy books might well he ai^ 
ended to read : Honesty and polite^ J,,le 
ness are the best policies. peail,

Mrs Taylor’s*bequest comes from 
a distant cousin, and one of whom 
she! knew comparatively nothing."
The cousin was a Mrs. Field, a wi
dow for many years, whose home 
Was m New York city, but who was 
a woman of many and marked eccen
tricities, and who spent the most of 
her time travelling about the coun
try. It was vaguely understood 
among her relatives that she had a,* 
little money, but as there was am 
absence of ostentation and display 
in her appearance and hahits, it was 
generally supposed that her means 
were.emjjl and simply sufficient to 
supply $»cr needs from the * income.
Mis. Field had several other rela
tives In Chicago besides Mrs. Tay- 
<•*!’« but her visits to this .city were 
so few «nd so far apart that she 
was virtually a stranger to them 
all.

A littlé over a yeàr ago Mrs.
J.'ielc come to Chicago on one of her 

.? trips. She was then on her 
California and decided to 
w days in this city, ar-* * 
time see her relatives

alone in the world, felt compassion 
for the solitary old woman and call
ed on her at Llio hotel where she 
was stopping. She found Mrs. Field 
a moct interesting personage, and 
when the latter confided to Mrs. 
Taylor thit she wanted to do some 
Shopping and asked her to accom- 

'ftny her the latter glooly consented 
to act as hef .guide among the great 
stores of Chicago. Mrs. Taylor knew 
just where the greatest bargains 
could be procured, and in the course 
of three or four days’ shopping the 
two women became better acquaint
ed with each? other «than they would 
in six utonths under ordinary condi
tions. rlhe shopping concluded, Mrs 
%'nylb*- invftcd Mrs. Field to make 
a short visit at her home in River
side, and the old lady accepted the 
invitation with pleasure. When she 
finally announced that she .would 
have to continue fctr journey to 
California she supplemented it with 
the assertion that she had never en
joyed herself more in her life than 
she had o» her visit to Chicago, 

j In all this time not one of the 
other relatives of Mrs. Field in Chi
cago made the slightest attempt to 
call on her or to extend any court
esy to hcr, although some of them 
lived in Riverside within almost 
stone's throw of the Taylor house. 
Mrs. Field keenly felt this neglect 
on their part, but only once during 
her visit did she allude to it, and 
then in a whimsical way.

"I'm getting old," she said one 
day to Mrs. Taylor, "and I'm not 
fashionable. I guess they don’t 
care to know old people who are not 
fashionable."

After Mrs. Field had arrived in 
California she wrote to Mrs. Taylor 
and the latter answered her letter. 
Fron that time a regular corres
pondence ensued between the two 
women. In the following spring Mrs. 
Field again came to Chicago on her 
way East* and was cordially receiv
ed and entertained by Mrs. Taylor. 
All this time, according to the gos
sip in Riverside, Mrs. Taylor did 
not have the slightest idea that 
Mrs. Field was a wealthy woman.

From Chicago Mrs. Field went to 
Europe, and that was the last seen 
of nor by Mrs. Taylor. While travel
ing in France the old lady was seiz
ed with n sudden illness and expir
ed. A few weeks after her death 
Mr :. Taylor received a letter from 
Attorney Jay of New York, in which 
he informed hcr that she had been 
left 'a handsome fortune by Mrs. 
Field. The will has not been prob
ated yet, and until several technical 
fluvsiions concerning the legality 
have been disposed of the Field es
ta'e will not be turned over to Mrs. 
Taylor.

When the story of Mrs. Field’s be
quest, became known in Riverside 
several daÿs ago it caused a sensa
tion in the pretty little suburb with 
the winding driveways. Every one 
fr-qm the village butcher to the 
mayor began talking of it, and the 
affair became the subject of so much 
gossip that Mrs. Taylor would not 
tolerate its being discussed in her 
presence. Her son, Louis Taylor, 

besieged with questions con
cerning the great fortune that had 
befallen the family. Young Taylor 
occupies n responsible position in 

|4^Cc8 the Pullman company. 
"Every one seems to take a per- 

sona! interest in this aflair," ho 
said "I don’t sie why people will 
insist on discussing something that 
does not concern them in the least. 
Dor ni5' part I know very little 
atout Mrs. Field. I don't know 
anything about the bequest except 
that Mis. Ijeld has left mv mother 
some property; the will has not yet 
been probated, and therefore our 
attorneys in New York had advised 
us not to discuss it. Mrs. Field died 
in Europe about six months ago. At 
tec time of her death she had no 
fine She traveled constantly and 

.«"cm. most of her time in Europe."
—Chicago Intcr-Occati.

Catholic Spain.

m.

i . ; ,i
fix got ten

Spain is one of the most conser
vative countries in the world, and 
its people, especially the peasants, 
change very little in manners and 
customs, even in the course of cen
turies, siavs the "Irish Weekly." 
They arc proîîably much the same 
now as they were in the time of the 
Moors, or at least of Ferdinand and 
Isabel In. The fact ie regarded from 

diflererit point of view by differ
ent people. With some — the most 
cultured—it constitutes the chief 
charm of Spain and Spanish travel; 
w.th others it is a subject for hos- 

criticism and animadversion. It 
ly is very amusing to listen to 

the various opinions set forth by 
tourists at hotel tables.

Those who live in the busy world 
of industrial competition, and gauge 
what they call civilization entirely 
by facilities for money-making, 
loudly lament Spain's unprogreasive- 
jeer.. They regard the whole world 
from this point of utility ; beauty 
an I art they despise.

These devotees of what Count 
Tolstoi calls "a sordid and soulless 
commercialism," would fain see 
giimy factory chimneys belching 
forth volumes of block smoke ti^ob-

Anglican bishop e*ud r«_cen,l>,
* Mariolatry and water wo*ehip."'M

On the other hand, to persons 0i 
taste and culture, to the artist, and 
to the lover of all that is beautiful 
and veneraWe in art and nature 
Spain is a land of inexhaustible deL 
lights, a rival of loveliness. it is 
too, a land of rest and lotus eatingf 
far from the hurry and turmoil 0f 
the world’s crowded mans, of any 
dreams that call back again the ages 
of chivalry and romance— more the 
ages of faith. Everything speuks to 
you of the past, from the names ol 
the ancient streets to the classic 
forma of the Moorish water jars 
which the women poise on their 
heads. In Spain it is a joy only to 
exist To sit beneath the shades of 
tho olives and pomegranates in thy 
old worl<l gardens; to breathe the 
warm air fragrant with the mingled 
scent of orange and myrtle, and 0f 
the roses that trail over every wall 
and hedge; and to listen to the song 
of the nightingales, and the drip 0f 

1 the water in the marble fountains is 
a delightful privilege.

And Spain is as conservative in 
her religion as she is in all else. An 
Ethiopian could as soon change his 
skin, or ’ a leopard his spots, as a. 
Spuniard cease to be a Catholic.

In Spain, as in all Catholic coun
tries, it is looked upon ns a matter* 
of course to hear Mass every day, 
and many persons who have leisure 
hear several Masses. The church 
bells begin to ring with the earliest, 
blush of dawn, to the great annoy
ance of the English tourists at the 
fashionable hotels, who make loud 
complaint about the way their rest 
is disturbed, and wonder that the 
Government docs not legislate to 
"stop the nuisance" and curtail the 
number of "saints’ days," as Angli. 
cans invariably call all festivals of 
the Church, from the Circumcision 
to the Ascension,. The earlier the 
Masses are, the larger is the attend
ance at them, for then the working 
dosses and the very poor find^their 
opportunity to be present.

The muleteer leaves his gaily-bed- 
Dened mules outside and goes n to 
say his prayers, and .the peasant 
woman, coming from the cour ry to 
market, sets down her bask it of • 
vegetables and fruit on the marble 
floor and kneels beside him. Round 
every altar in the vast and shadowy 
Cathedral is gathered a little group 
of devout adorers—young men und 
maidens; old men and children; the 
matronly dona with her slender 
daughters in their graceful mantil
las; the old Caballero wrapped in his 
long Spanish cloak, and reminding 
one of Don Quixote, and the beggar 
in his rags; little children, too, who- 
wander hand-in-hand, alone, but 
quite at home in their Father's 
houeok When the Mass is over the 
grohps melt away like shadows, and 
their places are filled by others as 
the next Mnss commences. Where in 
England will you witness anything 
like this? Yet I have heard compla
cent English Catholics say : "Oh, 
we see^tho best Catholicity here. ”

Then, too, with what solemnity 
and devotion are the great festivals 
of the Church celebrated! In what 
a striking and realistic manner are 
they ench brought home to the popu
lar understanding! Take, for ex
ample, as a summer feast, the As
cension, with its imposing crowds of 
communicants and its magnificent 
music. In the Cathedral at Gran- 

Whi we had no leas than three High 
Masses, the last being at noon, at 
which hour, according to tradition. 
Our Lord ascended to heaven. Pente
cost, top, with its "sound of a 
mighty wind coming," which rever
berates through the vast Cathedral 
till the very pillars seem to tremble, 
and priests and people kneel in si
lent nwe, is celebrated in a most im
pressive manner.

▲ MU*'8 WITTY BEPLY.

scute the incomparable blue of the 
Spayieh skies; and shapeless heaps 
of slag and refuse* where now the 
runhing rivers flow between flowery 
banks bright with the rosy glow of 
luxuriant oleanders. This talk about 
the "/indolcoçe" of the people who 
aie so "behind the age" that 
actuilfy prefer • a life K 
dependence, lived acc< 
own ideals, to toiling

A good-story is recalled by Mr. 
Bony O’Brien in his "Life of Lord 
Rvpsell of Killowen." Speaking of 
the famous cose of Saurin vs. Star, 
he described how Mrs. Kennedy, the 
mistress of novices, was cross-ex- 
ainined by Coleridge :

Coleridge’s case was that the 
broaches of discipline were trivial, 
contemptible. He pressed Mrs. Ken
nedy on the point, asked what had 
Miss Saurin done. Mrs. Kennedy 
said, us an example, that she had 
ear en strawberries. "Eaten straw
berries!" exclaimed Coleridge. 
"What harm was there in'that? "It 
was forbidden, sir," said Mrs. Ken
nedy —- a very proper answer. “But 
Mrs. Kennedy," retorted Coleridge, 

r, hat trouble was likely to come 
from eating strawqerries?" "Well, 
°'r replied Mrs. Kennedy, " you
nlight ask what trouble was likely 
to come from eating an apple, yet 
"o know that trouble did come from 
it." The answer floored Coleridge. 
ITe threw himself back on his seat 
and laughed. The whole court 
laughed.—Catholié Record.

WHEN OHILDRBM BEGIN TO 
WALK.

The following table records experi
ments upon 1,220 children and gives 
the age at which they commenced to 
walk, and should be of interest to 
young mothers

No. of Per 
Age Children. Cent

M months ............................ 3 0.2
0 months and under .... 63 4.8

10 months and upder .... 120 9.0
11 months and under .... ’213 17.5 
3" months and under .... 393 82.2
♦ » 520 A ' :

under 680 S5.7
75.8

886 72.6
941 77.1

naming till njght in
1,048 85.»

ir other
88.0
90.0

kemusti
92.8
OSD
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. MAMMA'S BIRTH! 
I ”uv and instructive
£ o. Mi» Nora 
I^ Hochelle. N.Y.. 1. 

j JTol our exchange. 1 
I lesion which. Ü Put »
I String happineee, int 
I j our young readers. I 
1 » was a bright Jt
J Amy and Mollie Forbe 
I th, side porch couvera 
L low tone.. Amy wa J «oncer what we shall 
Lor ber birthday this ye 

■l am sure I don’t 
I Mollie- "Perhaps she 

some flowers?"
r.No, Mollie, we ga 

last year, and we shoi 
I -to give her something <

I 3 "1 think we ought to 
I thing ourselves, Amy, ’ 
1 -you are right, Moll 

I shall. 1 have a large l 
satin Aunt Kate gave r J doll’s dress, and 1 alia

I pretty work-bag out of 
1 paint a bunch of violel 
I favorite flower, on it.

-■Some good fairy mt 
I thBt idea into your h 
I .said Mollie. "You neve 
I thought of it of your < 
I "We shall make dear 
I pieity work-bag and if 
| thing else, I can at le 
I running string through,

1 U.So the two little g 
J work; sewed and pointe' 

days before mamrni 
rj jjey packed their treat 
and walked to Medford 
so that mamma would 

I where it came from. 
Soon after bteakfast t 

on stopped at the Fori 
I and, as it was Ma’s bi 

lie and Amy indulged i 
a8 i,o what it brought. 

Bridget came out and 
! and hurried back to th 

Mollie and Amy awail 
at the window.

*0h, Mollie and Am: 
someone has sent me,"

! a» she rushed to the w: 
! "What? What?" they 

as if they were really 
what was in that box.

Running in, they ben 
box which lay open oi 
and of course expressei 
prise on seeing such a 
present.

Mrs. Forbes was vor: 
tied about it. "Surel: 
“I have no friends in I 

But there was so n 
and blinking, between 
Amy, she at last divin 

That night before th 
bed they wrote a little 
ran us follows :

"Dear Momma—Your 
sent was from your tw 
tsigned) "Amy

Their mother found 
in hcr room. I)o you 
very much surprised?

A HINT TO BOYi 
talk to a graduati: 
American university 
a Chicago bank pc 
of the important e< 
ifica lions for sue 
They were few and 

First.—To be abl 
4blo hand and to n 
and place them cor 

Second.—To add, 
tiply. and divide r 
rately.

Third.—To be ab 
clear, brief, gramm 

•every word spelled 
lfc also said the 

can do all these ai 
•employed many bo; 
grammar and high 
from colleges,, and 
in come of these s

GREAT MEIN 
Poys and girls s 
hafiit. of reading 
men and women, 
of the "True Wit 
publish a sérier 
sketches of Cat ho 
v h osc names are

THE BOYS’ 
will be delighted 
ten-, containing 
hundred words, t 
girls m city or c 
ject, in which 1 
for publication ir 
and address nr 
letters. If \ the t 
use the initials 
she may do so, l 
*ill name and ad 
murdcatéd. Who 
of contributing t 
it be a boy or a

THE

•rfcndfl 
boy wl 
help h

the fui
taken 
a weel 

’ 'The 
here, i 
n.amm, 
that tl 
here fi

long

any


