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_Our Boys and @itls...

EDITED EY AUNT BUSY.

chis Aepartment ls conducted solely in the inters
~ o our oirl and boy readers

Yury Is glad to hear any timo from ths
nd nephews who read this page. and to givs
the ndvice and help In her power.

i1e on one slde af the paper only.

sot have Jetterm too long.

rred
een all Iotters to Aunt Buosy. Intermountals
2xlt Take Oty

TOP OF THE MORNING,

—_—

0. W. lzzard, in London Daily News,)
i'here 15 0 beauty in the old Hibernian greeting
ithes one “the top of the morning,” which
us ore ible to comprebend. For we are so
light saving, and only by foree of
ity have most of us who do un-
wered the ecstacy of the dry-spring

ng's prime, with its friesh, sweet hours
zt-5 and untainted air, the invigoration
i spirit, the impulse to start with the
dny to do all things well until the sun-

< it rest, and happy reverie, and “depths
mimunicable dreams”™—if you go a-walking
’ ¢ morhing,” ready to be guided by
these wholesome influences will come to

| every hundred yards of the way will find
ping ont more jauntily and with a lighter

il i= the hour of dawn in springtide,
! the world is young and every little plant
path is on tip-toe to woo 1he sun. Rare-

| are the first hours of September days
¢n aeu may dreink deeply of the wine of
sweet, cold rush of the most bracing
ich the round of the year's morning's

= have been erowing for an hour, snd
top starlings clamorous for almost as long
liey tall ¥ou wour house is & prison when
s flown., Tift the lateh and eome out
the enst is opalescent, and let us

¥ everywhere from your thresh-
on ‘miles of lush-leaved country,
lauds divided by full-grown hedperows; of
Iringes and still sleeping hamlets, of gray
rs, where the bats and owls of night are
wk ot home. The wild denizen= of the
heginning to stir, and while you gnze across
t countrsside at this early hour a thousand
atures of the night are creeping full
heir resting places.
v teep breaths taken for the very delight
, #nd you step down the garden path
white and crimson phloxes and the
rpalinms, and dahlias brilliant in their
purity, and out into the lane. The
fts you a seent of apples from the or-
h! you will munch an apple till you get
The heavy-headed plum trecs are
rple bloom, and thus early there are wasps
ireioie banquet, though their flight iz slow
| bnndering, for thoy are half benumbed with
Ll of the night,
the lane geometrical spiders’ webs are
vl widely across evory cleft in the hedgerow
wectstion, and in the eenter of each waits the fat,
wetant maker of the snare. Well she knows
spread ber silken meshes to obtain an essy
t ihis senson, The place where the morn-
e will fall and draw the chilled flies to
1. the spot where numbed insects will
they sip too long in the evening at the
ve—these are her September hunting
And by the appearance of her sleck, pst-
Iv she does not fare badly.
u the finest piece of jewelry in the world
e bogmtiful than any one of these large wheel
fis morning hour, picked out along all its
ilaments with: glistening diamonds of dew i
¢ gems of the first water, in very truth, and
leave the Inne for the rolling common
imbs clear and sets them pll afire.
tis a fairy world indeed, for evers dew-
1#¢ blade and fern frond, mossy tuft and
amble arm, is flashing the clemental
» are a thousand points of light in
vard of the hedgerow.
coming of the sun the breeze gains
engih, amd the stratus eloud hanging low over
* lewel of the water meadows, & curtain of
| pearl but a few minutes ago, begins to
el und fade over the slope of a golden
ld. That bank of eloud brought the flving
nrth overnight, and the swallows took
! Now. alrendy the birds

r striae.

meal beneath it.
riing over the same ground this morning,
: lark 12 carrying his song to the
ide awake; but as yet we have
iman form.
he zpringy turf of the eommon, and
faster, the step quickens. We are
r of the morning walk now, Like
i « tramp, it 15 hard if we eannot
game.  And why should there bo any re-
Whi vaid we not laugh and run and
for Jov {
the rioting bracken has mounted
lark furze clomps snd made the
8 green tunnel, a rabhit is sitting
o midst of the way. A shout of our song
doubts, and he pops with a flannt of
wy tangle. There are robins here,
¥ in song the precious morning
i= n chafinch splashing on  the
nther-fringed pool, The subdued au-
o thrush i raised in a elump of paks
at hand. Sooty-winged blackbirds
aeross the path, and the yellow-
ing their everlasting jingle.
: the flowers just after the sun
from their faces. The golden
tle blue seabious, the field scabi-
biz dises of mauve in the breeze,
that has just shaken out the crum-
rlot dress, the delicate pink of the
lss=om, the veined azure of the harebell
'~ wiry stem, the eream and pink gob-

wysuckle, the radiant ragwort, the
¢ beside the marsh that tells its fragrant
vory puff of wind, the tandilax guard-
ar in its sulphur spur with close-shut
nge—ull ure fairest to see in the pure

ir <hine of “the top of the morning.”
eater the wood and crackle over the
through ite shadowy silence, and are
ang.  Later, out into the deep lanes
o ud the butterflies astir. There are white
; woring thropgh the sunbeams, and here a
1 1y has spread his rich damask while
prodigious tongue deep among the
s of o knspweed. Meadow browns and
e flving, too; and so are the humble hees,
ueh for these buzzing bohemians to do
life story running in the shortening
* mipst be up betimes, and the flame-
. the flowery platforms of the yarrow,
us hends, and the bramble blossom are

: cm their swests,

feently we pass u whitewashed cotiege with

E

]

starling-riddled thateh. There i= a column of =moke
rlfing bluely from its chimney against the trees.
Mun‘ is rising to the day; the sun has long been
peeping throwgh his windows.

A little farther we meet the first human being,
a keeper, with gun over his shoulder and two rab-
hit_.ﬂ dangling from his hand, Surely there is some-
thing more than rubbits thers! The man has seen
and' completed an carly morning tragedy. There
15 & stoat with its {eeth fastened in the neck of one
of the rabbits, and stoat and rabbit are hoth muti-
lnted with shot. The keeper nods you a “Good
morning” as he passes; perhaps your morning has
been finer than he thinks,

And now to home nnd breakfast by the felds,
climbing one by one the rudely fashioned stiles of
old ship’s oak—rough, battered, worm-eaten tim-
bers, riddled with holes whers onee the bolts were
that fixed them in the framework of the vessel, cast
up'years ago in storms on the adjacent shore, and
now overgrown by the fruity brambles between the
peaceful fields. These remind you that tha gales of
futumn are coming, for.all the serenity of the
September morn,

Nearing the haunts of men, there is o hum of
life at least. The plowman is already aiiding s
team over the stubble where you saw the mists melt
to nothingness, The drowsy voice of a threshing
machine sounds from the farm. The navey is
!'hlllﬂinﬂ his pick in the sandpit. The smith iz ply-
ing his elangorous trade before his furnace. Man
hds gone forth to his labor, and we must follow.

“The top of the morning to you —tomorrow,
ey

BILL AND JOE

Come, dear old comrade, you and T

Will steal an hour from days gone by—
The shining days when life was new,
And all was bright as morning dew,
The lusty days of long sgo,

When you were Bill and I was Joe.

You name may flaunt a titled trail,
P'roud as a cockerel’s rainbow tail;
And mine ns brief appendix wear
As Tam o' Shanter's luckless mare;
Today, old friend, remember still
That I am Joe and you are Bill.

You've won the great world’s envied prize,
And grand you look in people’s ayes,

With HON. and LL. D,

In big brave letters, fair to sece—

Your fist, old fellow! off they go!—

How sre you, Bill? How are you, Joe?

You've won the judge's ermine robe:
You'lve taught your name to half the globe:
You've sung mankind a denthless strain:
You've made the dead past live ngain:

The world may eall you what it will,

But you and I sre Joe and Bill.

The chaffing young folks siare and say,
“See those old buffers, beat and gray;

They talk like fellows in their feens!

Mad, poor old boys! That's what it means—
And shnke their heads; they little know
The throbbing hearis of Bill and Joe,

How Bill forgets his hovr of pride,
While Joe sits amiling at his zide;
How Joe, in spite of time's disgnise,
Finds the old schoolmate in his eyes—
Those ealm, stern eyes that melt and fill
As Joe looks fondly up at Bill

Ah, pensive scholar! what is fame?

A fitful tongue of leaping flame:

A giddy whirlwind’s fickle gust,

That lifts a pinch of mortal dust;

A few swift years, and who can show
Which dust was Bill, and which was Joe?

The deary idol takes his stand,

Holds out his bruized and aching hand,

While gaping thousands come and go—

How wain it seems, this empty show!—

Till all st once his pulses thrill:

"Tis poor old Joe's “God bless you, Bill!”

And shall we breathe in happisr spheres
The names that pleased our mortal ears,—
In some sweet lnll of harp and song,

For earth-born spirits none too long,—
Just whispering of the world below,
Where this was Bill, and that was Joe?

No matter: while our home is hiers

No sounding name 15 half so dear:

When fades at length our lingering day,
Wha eares what pompous tombstones say§
Read on the hearts that love us still, '
Ilic Jacet Joe. Tie Jacet Bill,

—Iolmi-.
SANTA CLAUS’ ASSISTANT.

It was not long after midnight. The wea =mall
hours of Christmas day were just beginning to ar-
rive, and down in the library, whore the tree was
gheltering a profuse array of toys, steod an unex-
pected guest, e was ill clad, unshaven, and his
hair looked as though it had never known a comb.
In his right hand he earried a dark-lantern, ond
slung over his left arm was a sack, a common jute
bag, and he had entered e window that looked out
upon the street. The family had all retired, and
for the most part were asleep. That is why the un-
expected guest chose this time fo arrive.

“Hullo!” said a soft voice from the broad door-
way that opened into the hall. He slid back the
front of his lantern and lighted a match in the
flame. He turned on the gus and Bt it, so that he
might better seo the exact charbcter of his sur-
roundings.

“Humph!” he said, as he observed the tree:
“Quite a fine layout. I don’t kuow but what, after
all, it’s a good thing that parents give their chil-
dren expensive things these daya. It's a great help
to our profession. You ean't raise mueh on candy,
balls and two-penny dolls, but these silver plated en-
gines and purses with tén-dollar hills in ‘em come in
handy. Gold sleeve buttons, ton,” he added, as his
eves took in & fow further details of the scene
before him. “an’ a8 gold wateh ns well. This is
luck.”

And then, g5 he bent over the group of toys and
presents of & more éxpensive nature intended for
Bobbie, his eyes glittering with joy at the prospee-
tive value of his haul, the heart of the unexpeoted
gnest stopped beating for an instant. There was a
rustling behind him.

With o quick movement he slid the cover of the
dark-lantern to by mere force of habit. and at the
gnme moment the curtains were parted snd there
stood Bobbie, elad in his night gown. “Is that you,
Santa Claus ™ he added, peering curiously at the un-
expected guest.

The men gave a short laugh.

“That’s the first time I've been taken for any
one that's half decent.” he said to himself, and then
he answered in o whisper loud enough for Bobbie
to hear: G

“Well, not exactly, sonny.
ant.”

“«Qh 1 Not so loud, my boy—ysou’ll wake the fam-
ily; and if you did that I'd vanish like the mist,”

I'm only his assist-

P

1
said the man. *I suid T was only Sasta Clans” us- |
sistant. You see, my lad, there are so many more
children nowadays than there used to be that the
boss has to get outside help Christimae ese, or he'd
never he able to finish up his work in time. So Ju
sends for me an’ n fow others like me—heavon help
us!—and we do his distributing for him, I'd j»
laid these things out here when you surprised mi

“Oh, isn't it beautiful!” he cried. “All th
things for me! A wntoh too, just the very thing
wanted.”

“Are you tired " acked Bobbie. leaving the t
and crossing to Santa Claus’ stant.

“Yes,” said the man. “Very,

“TI'm sorry,” said Bobby, affectionately, a5
tonk the other's hand in his and kissed it.

“Don’t—don’t do that,” said the man, huskil
“Tt's not—not elean.”

“1 shouldn't think it would be langhed Dol
hie; “climbing in by sooty chimneys can’t be ver:
clean work. IDo sou know. I alwavs wonder why
there’s never any ssot left on the toys”

“Oh. we take care of that,”" said the pssistant
“Yonu see, this bag keeps the soot off. But 1 didn'’
come in by the chimney thia time,” he added hastils
observing that there was no soot on the bag either
“1 thought the window was ensier,”

“You're all through, aren’t you?”
looking at the bag,

*How do you know that #? asked the man.

“Your bag iz empty. Isn't there any one &lse
for yon to take a toy to "

The unexpected guest buried his faee in his
grimy hands, and a great lnmp aroge in his throat.

“There was one other,” gaid the sssistant, “but
there’s nothing for him—and—and it's all my faulr.
I neglected to look after him.”

“And won't he get anything ¥ asked Babbie.

“No,” snid the assistant, roughly, rising, and tak-
ing a step toward the tree,

“He ean have one of ming,” eried Bubbie. “Tere,.
take him thiz. I've got plenty, thanks to you” He
handed him one of the freasures heneath the tree.

The unexpected guest looked at the boy for a min-
ute, and then he slowly reached out his hand and
took the proffered toy.

“I"ll see that he gets it,” he =said, “and God bless
vou for it! Good-by, little one. 1 must be off or
he'll wake up and be disappointed.”

He moved toward the door when Bobbie ran aft-
er him, and holding up his little face said: “Won't
vou take a kiss for Santa Claus from mel”

“That I will,” =aid the other, and he bent aver.
and, kissing tha child, flew precipitataly ont the
window and ‘disappeared in the darkness of the
street.

“Well.” said the unexpected guest the following
morning. 85 he watched his own pallid faced little
youngster playing with the first Christmas prezent
he'd ever known, “that was the rummiest thing. 1
went out tp steal, and the only thing T begged that
wasn’'t reclly given to me was a kiss, It was & rich
haul, but I think T'll get & more decent job at New
Year's,"—Catholic News.

DON'T WAIT,

said Bobhic,

If you'va anything good to say of & man,
Don’t wait till he'a laid to rest,

For the eulogy spoken when hearts are broken
Is an empty thing at best.

Ab, the blighted flower now dooping lonely
Would perfume the mountain side,

It the sun’s glad ray had but shone today,
And the pretty bud espied,

I you've alms to give to the poor,
Don't wait till you hear the ory
Of wan distress in this wilderness,
Lest the one farsook may die.
Oh, hearken to poverty’s sad lament!
Be swift her wants to allyy:
Don't spurn God’s poor from the favored door
As you hope for mercy one day. '

Don’t wait for another to hear the burden
Of'sorrow’s irksome load:

Let your hand extend to a stricken friend
As he totter’s adown life's roail.

And if you've anything good to sav of o ™,
Don’t wait till he's lnid af rest:

For the eulogy spoken when hearts are broken
Is an empty fhing at best. :

WHAT A BOY CAN DO,
Be frank. )
Be polite.
Be prompt.

Be obliging.

Obey his parents,

Keep himself tidy,

Keep out of bad company,

Never lnugh at n coarse joke,

Be kind to his brothers and sistora,

Take the part of those who are ill used.

Never make fun of another because he is

Never tell or listen to a story which
not repeat to his mother,

WONDERFUL CLOCK.

Five wheels and a small battery virtually con-
stitute the mechanism of a wonderful elock Just
invented in England. Tt will run three years with-
out attention, and at the end of that time all that
is required is to attach a new hattery.

Anothe:r vew English clock enables the possessor
to asoertain at & glance the mean time, the mevidian
and relative position of every part of the empire,
besides being able to witness the actual speed and
direction of the earth’s rotation. The money pow-
er is a elock in the base of the stand, and the ap-
paratus requires winding only once a week,

LAND OF DESOLATION.

Continued from Page 1.

poor.
he waould

rapacity, dishonesty and violence there has come a
pitiful and dismal failure. Of all forms of gov-
ernment o democracy or republie asks from the gov-
erned and governing a large measure of intelligence,
unswerving honesty on the paar of the executive
and administrative hodies, and some approach ta
common sense among her people. To expect these
mixed races, these human hybrids. to accomplish
that which is testing the strength and intelleet of
France and the United States to achieve, iz unfair
to them and contrary to all Roman and Greeisn
precedent.

Diego, our eaptsin, told us he anchored in mid-
river in preference to bivourcking on tha shore,
where mosquitoes would make rest a moekery, Tt
may be so, but all the same, the pests found us out,
and that night I got a foreteste of purgatory. The
mosquitoes of the Realjo river for venomous and
persistent attack, for bloodthirsty ferocity, have n
bad preeminence over the worst T had ever met with
elsewhere, and T zay this having in mind my expers-
ence in the swamps of the Orinoeo and the forests
of Demerara. With the dawning of the day we
were again amove, ‘

Suddenly a sound betwoen a shriek and n roar
came to us from the river bank, “What is It,
Diego? T asked, “The Jion bird" pnawered the
captain, For miles ns we pdvanoced the ery of the

northern diver, it nover edlls on the wing, but &
to n limb of the towering mora, and as the sun
s, too, Tises over the forest the shrielc and howl

dinary of ferest birds, The lion
han a pigeon, and haw it ean tal
v enotgh air to give out such an ear-split
t-reaching volume of sound is indeed =
tealejo narrowi

Loatd very

this most gx

ird is 0 Jarzes

ralched their hon
v bade them “goo
awedl through a tangled n
, luxurinnt vegetation, through tree-
I winnt pilms, and strungely drooping pa
the estunrivs of the river, basking on floating
tionary ociha logs, were multitades of iguanas
tizpr 7 ns old Petor Martyr, the historian,

im, witer lizards, larg: it wrack,

d-mort

!’ w=. whiese bel
vly inthe moring
1 the historie city of Leon, h

» plevation, and, from

i Lo daok up

{To be continuned.)

Is Produced by What We [at

Life prolonged by using sound, healthy

food. Good bresd is the most essential
articls of food. You can have the very
bhest every day by telephoning to ths

Model Steam Bakery

@. A. FRIDEL, Proprietor.
Ind. Phone 11442,

|

PRCEHINCIGIED20389
Fhones 964, 865, 988,

United Grocery &
Company

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL GROCERS.
987-289 MAIN STREET.

Gﬁdﬂw, high-grads snd Importsd

NATIONAL TEA g
%

IMPORTING CO.

neorporated)

NEW WHOLESALE DEPARTMENT,
1 South West Teample 8¢

Restagrages and
Hotels a lowest prices
mw«mhm

J. M. ERSKINE |

Sneccessor to Erskine Bros.

PLUMBING |

Steam and Hot
Water Heating

859 WEST FIRST SOUTH STREET.

Both Phones

3444, 4337-K SALT LAXE OITY, UTAH

THE F. W. GARDINER CO.

FPRINTERS, RULERS and
BLANKE BOOE MAXFRS.

818 South West Temple Street,
Balt Lake City, Utah.

m:uummcmwm
-l

O’'DONNELL & <o

Undertakers and
Embaimera.

-l-ﬂ_-“u
56 WiIST TEMPLE FRREDY.
Toesnenc @2 RALF LAET Ar™H

Merchants’ Bank

227 Bo. Main.

Eclipse Grocery & Heat Co.

Largest Table MarketinUtah

See our cheese counters.
See our beautiful fruit display.
See our fresh vegetables.

Cheap Prices. Quick Delivery.

Establiahea 183 losorporatsd 10D

Walker Brothers
BANKERS

SALT LAEKE CITY.

Capital $S230,.000;8urpius
and Profiis $700,000

Eafet: uvﬁult boxes for reat at 200 per yoar

NOW IS A GOOD TIME

To. hove vour furnliure attended to If It requires
nny repairing or rezpholstering. Our men are not
so rushed Judt now and can give vou better service
than Inter on. Call up 3298 (either phone) and
we will aubmit to ¥you samples of our besutiful
Ina of upholsisry goods an maka yoéu a price
on the work.

Salt Lake Mattress & Mfg. Co.

A. E. Eberhardt, See'y. F. Eburliardt, Pres

Our Stnset Brand of Mattresses and Springs are
growing more popular every day. We can hardly
make enough to stupply the demand. Ask for
them: They insurs picasant dreams.

bird broke the stillness of the forest, Unlike our

Plumbing

Success is our Motte."”

If you want good work and best sanitary
results, send for

J. J. Farrell

Ind. Phone 1116 Bell Phone 1205 168 U St

R. M. McHENZIE
Largest stock of

Monuments and
Headstones

in the west to select from.

482 State St. Op. City & County Bldg
Bell phone 187.
My Motto, Satisfaction.

)

A Reliable Prescription Depariment

In something any drug store mq wall be
proud of. couracy and promptnéss are
added to reliabllity in our prescription
department,

Halliday Drug Co.

Btate and First Bouth.

Joseph Wm. Taylor

UTAH'SE LEADING UNDERTAKER AND LICENEED
EMBALMER,

Telephone Otfies apen day and nignt, 2 3 Bouth
o et Hemple siroet, Aalb Lake Chy, OBk

!

and upwi
Exch drawn on all ths principal citiss of
the world  Accounta solicited.

National Bank of
the Republic

T. & DEPCAITORT,

Prenideni

eees Vice President
Canhler

e PO ﬂ\lﬂl
00

tr boxes for rect.

wmm In

Geposita

Lm¥
APITAL PAID IN
UB

¥. ALAMB
Shrreds, TA

the ofty.
paid cn Hme

PR—

SACRED HEART ACADEMY

OGDEN, UTAH,

Boarding and Day School,

The Nigheat Intellectual advantages, = bheantl-
fol and comfortabis home, and cereful attention
to all that pertains to good health, sound meatal
training, refined m&nnen lbdhthn ‘:ut ‘gane-d‘.n
eult Buperior fvaniages In musio
5.,,5"?« wmp to Blster Buperior, Ogden,
Utah.

SI. MARY’S ACADEMY

Salt Lake City, Utah

Poarting and sy school for young Indles, Onme
plets Clmssical and Commercial Courséd, Musla
Drawing and Pazig For csialogue address,
EFTES SUPSEIOR, Balt Lale Oity, Utad,

Callaway, Hoock & Francis

Announice thelr ramoval to thele aew bullding,
Neo. 66 Main Street,

where thay will ahow & Iarger exhiblc than ever of China,
Glasaware, El-rnmllnn‘ and 3 Goods.
Agpsntn for

14bbey lnss, Puttery, Calebrated O P,
ouvic Syracusd Ching.

F. W, FRANCIZ Manager.

THE WILSON HOTEL

EUROPEAN

Salt Lake City. Rates §1 to §3
per Day.
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