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The Fainily- Circle

'THE REAR GUARD

p——— .

He strolls in to Mass at the ' Sanclus,” -
Or mayhe a moment before; - - -

And, lest he should hother his neighbots,
He drops on cno-knee at the door.

Good seats mear thie altar are vacant, -

In fact there is room and to spare;
But why should he- push himself forward ?
He'd be so conspicuous there’!

1le doesn't look up at the altar,
But keeps his gaze bent on the floor ;
We notice him yawning a liitle, .
As though it all were a bore. .

He squats for the last Benediction,
And then, ere the seriice is through,
We look for him there in the background
And find he has melted from view.

So strange ! Now we thought we saw him
Last night at the vaudeville show ;

It seemed to us then he was fighting

. To get in the very front row. ®

He must have been there before seven—
Oh, surely some minutes before;

e headed the line that was wailing
Qutside of the gallery door.

And when the door opened, good gracious !
How active he was in the race )
Upstairs, and then over the henches
And down to the very front place.

My ! how he applauded the singing,

And laughed at the jokes {hat were cracked—
His eyes never left the foullights,

Transfixed till the very last act.

This can't be the same man this morning,
The slowest and dullest of chaps,

We must have seen some other fllow
Last evening—his brother, perhaps.

¢ Catholic Standard and Times.

JEAN PIERRE’S GOOD FORTUNE

r—pp——

The day was warm and the scrmon long ; yet such
was the eloquence of the preacher that tue large cor-
gregation which filled the church of St. Thomas pave
no sign of impatience or fatigue. Une slout old gentle-
man, nowever, was a solitary exception. Seated in ' a
distant corner, the words of the text had, indecd, reach-
ed his ear ; bub his attention had wandered from the
pulpit to the red and blue dots- which danced in throqgh
the stained windows, thence 1o ihe matley crowd whic
surrounded him, and lastly to a small urchin who stood
leaning azainst one of the pillars.

This boy was the picture of poverty, -from ths
crown of his rimlesg hat to his hobnailed boots —
boots which would have fitted one twice his size. But
the crowning feature of his atlire was his .coat, which
was one mass of patches, each of a different hue; and
ihe onlooker fell to wondering whelher anything .of the
original material yvet remained.- The lad himself, seemed
{otally unconscious of the cddity of his appearance, and
stood listening to the sermon with such Tapt atiention
that the stout old gentleman felt tacitly rebuked, and
finally made an earnest effort to catch the purport, of
ihe preacher’s words, :

The sermon, however, was drawing to ifs close;
afid a few minutes later the congregation had broken up
and was streaming out of church, the stout old gentle-
man himself being caught un in the voriex and deposit-
ed outside, in the Rue de Bac. As he started, walking
briskly toward the Seine, he again cavght sight of the
strange little figure which had attracted lLis notice in
church: To his surprise, he saw 1ihe rageed urchin stop
before a beggar and drop a renny  into his ha%. The
next minute the hov had sred dnward, until,” meeting a
second begear, he again drew a copper -from his. poclet

'I‘hi1§ time the gentleman was upable to restrain his curi-
OS1TY;

- says Jerome K, Jerome in.a recent sketch. 1lle

i_Look bhere, youngster ! What is youl name '{’
{ Jean Pierre, monsieur.’ - - A
ot Weeli Jean Piexié, you don't look ovqu_:_urﬂened with
this world’s goods, yel here you are throwing away your
money right and left.’ - o o
The urchin thus ‘addressed hesitated only 2 second.
The Paris street boy is not shy, and the old gentleman
did riot look so very formidable. o . .
“You see, Monsieur, this is how. it is. I want ! a

£

. new codt very badly, and mother can’'t afiord to bhuy

me one; and the preacher iold us just now that what.
we gave to the poor God would return 0 us many

_times over ; so I thought that for iny two.pennies God

would perhaps give me a coat. They .were my two.pen-
.nies, Monsieur ; I earned them this morning by carry-
ing a lady’s parcel.l .

The old gentleman had stopd an amused and inber-

ested listener to this gquaiit explamation. As "he meb
the boy's artless gaze his face softencd. i
“You will get your coat, youngster, mever ~fear ;

and to lose no. time, we will go and choose one 3his
very minute. Come along !’ -

And -this oddly assorted” couple set off down the
street, peering eagerly into evéry shop that scemed like-
Iy to contain the coveted article. - .

Half an hour liter a casual -passer-by mizht have
seen a delighted urclin tearing down the street with a
large brown' paper parcel under- his arm ; while a stouf
gentleman stood garing after him, with a smile on his
face and -a warm feeling at his heart, suck. as he had
not known for many a loig day, .-

Jean Pilerre’s good fortuns did not end here; for
some weeks later, through the old gentleman’s inter-
est, he obtained a situation as errand boy in a large
warehouse. Great was his delight when for the first
time he saw himself decked out in his dark blue livery,
with his shining brass buttons. His first thought was

" for his kind patron; and emboldened dy the splendor of

his attire, he marchrd straicht up to" the great house
and pulled the bell. His de’icht was further increased
when the old gentleman failed to recovnise him al first,
then thumped him on the back, vowing he had never
seen such a change—never !'—and admired him to tis
heart’s content. .

‘¢ Live 1p to your bubtons, my boy! Keep straight
please your employvers, and you will get on in life’ ’

The old gentleman’s parting admonition became »a
true propheey ; for several vears later Jean Pierre rose
Lo be manager of the verv same warehouse he had en-
{ered as an errand hoy.—Ave Maria.

= - ENTERTAINING HIS HOSTS

———— Y

An English woman of decidedly snobbish instincts,
but socially” entrenched behind great, amd new, riches,
once engaged the late Corney Grain to give an enter-
tainment at her country house. She - left instructions
that the entertainer, when he arrived, was to dine
with the servants. 'I'he butler, who knew hetter, apclo-
gized, but Corney was a man not easily disconcerted,
dined
well, and after dinner rose and addressed the assein-
bled company : :

* Well, now, my good Iriends,” said he, ‘if we have

L —-all finished, and if you are all agreeable, I shall be

kleaged to present fo you my little show.’

The servants cheered, The piano was dispensed ¢ th,
and Corney confrived fo amuse his audience very well
for half an hour without it. -

At 10 oclock came down a message. Would . Mr.
Corpey Grain kindly” come up‘into the drawing rcom ?
(‘m:ngy went. The company in the drawing room were
waiting, seated. v "

‘We ate gquite ready, Mr. Grain,’
hostess. !

‘ Beady for what ?’ demanded Corney, courtecusly, :

"¢ For your enfertainment,’ answered.the hostess.

‘But I've given it alteady,’ explained Corney, ‘ and
my engagement was for one performance only.’ '

‘ Given it ? Whers ? When 7’

* An hour ago, down-stairs.'

‘ But this is monsense.!’ exclaimed the hostess.

‘ It seemed. fo me somewhat extraordinsry,’ C-‘ornev
rephed, “but it has always been my privileg{a to dine
with the companv.I am as%ed tn entertain. - I fook . it

remarted .the

. ¥ou had arranged a little treat for the servants.'

DOTTIE TALKS TO HER DOLLS
Now listen to your mamma, dolljes, and 'l tell you

a few good rules to observe, so that vwou wi v
up good and useful members 'of ’ciety. ¥ : i BEON



