The haze of a warm September day
Rung low over the house, the gar-
~den, and the dusty-white road. On

little figure sat knitting. After a
time the needles began to miove

they lay idle in the motionless, wi-
thered fingers.

‘“Well, well, Abby, takin’ a nap?’’
"~ demanded a thin-chested, wiry old
; wman coming around the corner of

veranda steps. :
The little old woman gave a guil-
ty start and began knitting vigorous-

“Dear me, no, Hezekiah. 1 was
thinkin’.”” She hesitated a  mo-
ment and then added, a little fever-
ishly: “It—it’s ever so much cooler
kere than up to the fair grounds
ain’t it, Hezekiah?'’

The old man threw a sharp
at her face. ’
“Hm-m, yes,”’ he said. ‘“‘Mebbe it
'..'l

From far down
the clang of :a bell.
consent the old man

look

the road came
As by common
and his wife

got to their feet and hurried to |
the front of the house where lhgy
could best see the trolley car as it/

rounded a curve and crossed the
road at right angles.

‘““Goes slick, don’t it?’’ murmured
the man.

There was no answer. The wo-
mas 8 eyes were hungrily devouring
the last glimpse of paint and polish,

‘““An’ we hain’t been on ’em ’tall
yet, have we, Abby?’’ he continued.

“*'Well, ye wsee, I—I hain’t had
time, Hezekiah,’”' she rejoined, apo-|
legetically.

“Humph!“’ muttered the old man

as they turned and walked back to
their seats.

For a time neither spoke, then He- |
2zekiah Warden cleared his throat de-
termiinedly and faced his wife.

‘‘look a’ here, Abby,”” he began,
“I'm agoin’ ter say somethin’ thau
has been 'most tumblin’ off'n _the
end of my tongue fur more'n a year.
Jenny and ¥rank are good an’ kind
an’ they mean well, but they think
‘cause our hair’s white an’ our feet
ain’t quite so lively as they once
was, that we're jest good as buried
already, an’ that we don’t need any-
thing more excitin’ than a nap in
the sun. Now, Abby, didn’t ye

want to go to that fair with the
folks terday? Didn't ye?’’
WO~

. A swift flush came to the
man’s cheek. !

“Why,- Hezekiah, -it’s ever so much
cooler here an'—’’ she paused help-
lessly.

“Humph!'’ retorted the man,
thought as much. It’'s always ‘nice
an’ cool’ here in summer an’ ‘nice
an’ warm’ here in winter when Jen-
nie goes somewheres that you want
ter go an’ don’t take ye. An’' when
‘tain’t that, you say you ‘hadn’t
had time,” 1 know ye! You’d talk
any way to
Look a-hear, Abby, did ye ever ride
in them ‘lectric cars? 1 mean any-
wheres?'’ |

She shook her head.

oy

ger, I'm agoin’ to!"”’
‘‘Oh, Hezekiah, Hezekiah,
swear!”’

don’t—

“I tell ye, Abby, I will swear. It's ?be.st of terms,

a swearin’ matter. Ever since 1|

heard of ’em 1 wanted ter try ’em.
An’ here they are now ’most ter my
own door an’ I hain’t even been in
‘em once. Look a-here, Abby, jest
because we're 'most eighty ain’t no
sign we've lost int’rest in things.
I'm spry as a cricket, an’ so be
you, vet Frank an’ Jennie expect us
ter stay cooped up here as if we was
old—really old, ninety or a hundred,
ve know—an’ ’tain’t fair. Why, we
will be old one of these days!’

‘¥ know it, Hezekiah.”

‘“We couldn’t go much when we
was younger,”’ he resumed. “Even
our weddin’ trip was chopped right
off short 'fore it even began.’’

A tender light came into the dim
old eyes opposite.

“I know, dear, an’ what plans we
had!” cried Abigail. ““Boston,. an’
Bunker Hill, an’ Faneuil Hall.”’

The old man squared his shoulders
and threw back his head.

‘““Abby, look a-hear! Do ye re-
member that money I been savin’ off
an’ on when I could git a dollar
HBere an’ there that was extra? Well,
there’s as much as ten of 'em now,
an’ I'm aroin’ ter spent ’em—all of
‘em, mebbe. I'm a-goin’ ter ride
in them 'lectric cars, an’ so be
you. TILook, Abby, the folks are
goin’ again ter-morrer ter the fair,
ain’t they?”

Abigail nodded mutely.
‘were beginning to shine.

“*Well,”" resumed Hezekiah, ‘‘when
they go we’ll be settin’ in the sun
where they say we’d oughter be. But '
we ain’t aroin’ ter stay there, Abby.
We're roin’ down the road an* git on
them ’lectric ears, an’” when we git |
ter the Junction we're goin® ter |
take the steam cars fur Boston.

What if 'tis thirty miles! T eale’late

we're eaval to ’em. We’ll have one|

good time, an we won’t confe in un-
til the evenin’. We'll see Faneuil

Hall an’ Nenker Hill, an’ you shall

buy a now ean, an’ ride in the sub-

wav. Tf there’s a preachin’ service

we'll #~ tor that. They have ‘em
~ wometines weelkdavs, ye know.”
L on Fnzekinh, we—couldn’t!""
garned the Yittle old woman.
M'Pock! ‘Manrse we conld. Listen!”?
And TTesckiah nracesded  to unfold
his rlere mare in detail.

It wna vory oarly the mext morn-
ing w70 the hoveshold awoke. By
7 o'clart o two-seated carryall wag|
dra = -n ta the side door, and . by

. mnet the earrvall, bearing
Trant and the hove and: the
ity nw}-lnd ont of  the|
the hirhwa
et

Her eyes

3 ‘. By Eleanor H. Porter, in Catholic Universe.,

the side veranda a gray-baired, ereet

more and more slowly until at last

the house and seating himself on the

I {Now, don’t tell me we don’t know
hide their selfishness. ,how ter enj’y ourserves: -

all rieh

side veranda.

way.

There followed a shout, a clatter,
and a cloud of dust—then silence.
Fifteen minutes later, hand in hand,
& little old man and a little old wo-
man walked down the white road
together.

To most of the passengers on

merely a necessary means to an end.
To the old couple on the front seat
it was something to be remembered
{ @and lived over all their lives. Even
| at the Junction the spell of unreal-
ity was so potent that the man for-
got things so trivial as tickets, and
marched into the car with head
| erect and eyes fixed straight ahead.
i‘ It was after Hezekiah had taken
|out a roll of bills—all ones—to pay
{ the fares to the conductor that a
| young man in a tall hat sauntered
| down the aisle and dropped into the
seat in front.

‘‘Going to Boston, I take it,”" said

| the young man, genially.
| ‘“Yes, sir,”” replied Hezekiah, no
; less genially, ‘“Ye guessed right the

first. time.”’

Abigail lifted a cautious hand to

looking back at the little gray-hair-
ed woman standing all alone on the

“Find a ‘good cool spot to smoke
your pipe in, father,” called Frank,
as an old man appeared in the door-

the
trolley car that day the trip was

" Ha rose to his feet only 10 be pull-

‘| ed back.by his wife. . i
‘‘Hezekiah Warden!’’ she almost

| sobbed. ““If ye dare ter stir ten feet
away 'from me I'll never forgive ye
as long as I live. ~ We'd never find
each other ag’ing’’

““Well, well, Abby,” soothed the
man with grim humor, '‘if we neve
found each other ag’in, 1 don't see
as ’‘twould make much difference
whether ye furgived me or not!’’

For another long minute they si-
lently watched the crowd. ‘Then
Hezekiah squared his shoulders.
Abby,” he said,-
ain’t no way
think how we wanted ter git here,
an’ now we're here an’ don’t dare
ter stir. There ain’t any less folks
than there was—growin’ worse, if
anythin’—but I'm gettin’ used ter
‘em now, an’ I'm goin’ ter make a
break. Come, what woula Mr.
Livingstone say if he could see wus
now ? Where'd he think our boast-
in’ was about our bein’ able ter
enj'y ourselves? Come!’’ And once
more ‘he rose to his feet.

‘This time he was not held back.
The little woman at his side ad-
justed her bonnet, tilted up her chin, |
and in her turn rose to her feet.

‘““Sure enough!”’ she quavered
bravely. ‘‘Come, Hezekiah, we’ll ask
the way ter Bunker Hill.”” And, hold-
ing fast to her husband’s coat
sleeve, she tripped across the floor
to one of the outdr doors.

rer ao. Only |

begin?’’ demanded ‘Hezekiah 13 a
troubled voice. ‘'Ye see, there’s Dun-
ker Hill an’—sugar! Abbey, = an’t
that pretty?’’ he broke oif delighted-
ly. Before him stood a slender glass
inte which the waiter was pouring
something red and sparkling. - :

T'he old lady opposite grew white,
then pink.

‘‘Of course that ain’t wine, Mr.-
Livingstone?’’ she asked anxiously.

‘‘Give yourself no uneasiness, iny
dear Mrs. Warden,’' interposed Hard- | I
ing. “‘It’s lemonade—pink lemonade.”” | ©

‘‘Oh,”’ she returned with a reclieved
sigh. ‘I beg your pardon, I'm
sure. You wouldn’t have it, "cuurse
no more’n 1 would. But, ye see, be-| 0
in’ pledged so, 1 didn’t want ter
make a mistake.”

There was an awkward silence, | R:
then Harding raised his glass.

‘‘Here’s to your health, Mrs. War-
den!’’ he cried, gaily. “‘May your
trip—"*

““Wait!”’ she interrupted excitedly,
her old eyes alight and her cheeks | I
flushed, ‘‘Let me tell ye first what
this trip is ter us, then ye’ll have a
right ter wish us good luck."”

Harding lowered his glass and
turned upon her a gravely attentive
face.

** 'Most fifty years ago we was
married, Hezekiah an’ me,”” sne be-
gan softly. ““We’d saved, both of |
us, an’ we’d planned a honeymoon
trip. We was comin’ ter Bowston.

On the sidewalk Mr. and Mrs. He-
{ zekiah Warden came once more to a |
| balt. Before them swept an end- |
{less streami of cars, carriages and

| her hair and bonnet. So hnndsume‘l’ef’pl" Above thundered the elevated
and well dressed a man would no- r““lw“." LRXg. j |
tice the slightest thing awry, she! ~ ©h-h,”" shuddered Abigail and
thought. ightened her grasp on her husband’s
“Hm-m,”’ smiled the stranger. ‘‘1 | oat.
was 8o successful that time, sup- | lg was some minutes beforu He-
pose I try my luck again. You don’t | 2€kiah’s dry tongue and lips could
g0 every day, I fancy, en?”* framte his question and then his

“Sugar! How’d he know that,
now?’’ chuckled Hezekiah, turning to
his wife in open glee. ““So we don’t,
stranger, 80 we don’t,”” he aaded,
turning back the man. ““Ye hit
plumb right."”

““Hm-m! great place. Boston,” ob-

to

served the stranger. “‘I'm glad you
are going. 1 think you’ll enjoy
it:!? |

The two wrinkled old faces before
him fairly beamed.

“T thank ye, sir,” said Hezekiah.
heartily. ‘I call that mighty kind
of ye, specially as there are them
that thinks we are too old ter be |
enj’yin’ of anythin’.” [

‘Old, of course you’re not too old! |
Why, you’re just in the prime to en-
joy things,”’ cried the handsome |
man, and in the sunshine of his daz |
zling smile the hearts of the little !
old man and woman quite melted
within them.

“Thank 'ye, sir, thank ye, sir,”’
nodded Abigail, while Hezekiah of-
fered his hand.

‘“Shake, stranger, shake! An’ 1
ain’t too old, an’ I'm goin’ ter prove
it. I've got money, sir, heaps of it, |
an’ I'm goin’ to spend it—mebbe 'y
spend it all. We're going ter see |
Bunker Hill and Faneuil Hall, an’
we’re goin’ to ride in the subway.

It was a very simple matter after
that. On the one hand were infinite
tact and skill; on the other, inno i

1 |cence, ignorance, and an overwhelm-
“Well, I hain’t neither, an’ by gin- {jng gratitude

for this sympathetic

words were so low-spoken and indis-
tinct that the first two men he ask-

ed did not hear. The third man
| frowned and pointed to a police-
man. The fourth snapped: ‘“Take
the elevated for Charlestown or the i
trolley cars either’’; all of  whicn |
served but to puzzle Hezekiah the

more.

Little by little the dazed old man
and his wife fell back before the |
jostling crowds. They were quite
against the side of the building when
Livingstone spoke to them.

‘‘Well, well!  here aren’t my
friends again!’’ he exclaimed cordial- [

There was something of the fierce- We, neyer stayed fuer:o‘ ﬂ‘i}r\“&
ness of the drowning man in the | Seein’. Late years my enny
wa: Hezekiah took hold of that | her husband seemed ter think we
han’;i {didn’t need nothin’ but naps an’
; ivin’ 1 { knittin’ = how we got so we
“Mr. Livin’stone!’’ he cried; then | Knittin 07 ROADENOW
he recollected himself. *“We was jeSL;J"St couldn’t stand it. We wanted

goin’ ter Bunker Hill,”’ he said jaun-
tily.

““Yes,”” smiled Livingstone. ‘But |
your luncheon—aren’t you hungry ?

Come with me; 1 was just going to
get mine.”’

taste now.”’
“I know, but—'’
her husband.
‘‘Nonsense! Of course you'll |
come,”’ insisted Livingstone, laying a
gently compelling hand on the arm

She glancea av

| an hour later mother fell down the |
cellar stairs an’ broke her hip. i of
! course that stopped things right

| mother

| an’

[t
| 8O

| the folks was gone, Hezekiah an’ me
| got ter talkin’ an’ thinkin’ how
these years we hadn’t never had that
honeymoon trip, an’ how by an’ by
| we’d be old—real old, 1
| we couldn’t take it—an’ all of a sud-

then nor any steam cars only half

}
i
|
|
They didn’'t have any ’lectric cars |
|
| w
|

way But we was comiin’ an’ we
was plannin’ on Bunker Hil an’
Faneuil Hall, an’ I don’t know what
sl

The little lady paused for- breath

ed the tremulous voice, ‘‘an’ not hx\lf‘f

short
an’ put on my old red caliker
went ter work.
there an’ run the farm an’ 1 nursed |
an’ did the work. ’Twas
more’n a year ’'fore she was 'round,
an’ after that, what with the babies
an’ all, there didn’t never seem a
chance when Hezekiah an’ me could
take this trip.

““If we went anywhere we couldn’t
stem ter manage ter go together,

1 took off my weddin’ gown
an’

er go somewhere an’ see somethin’,
”

Mrs. Warden paused, drew a long

breath, and resumed. Her voice now

had a ring of triumph.

““Well, last month they got the

“ ’ i ‘lectric cars finished down our way. whelly by bad blood and an unhealth
B —T— o od | i 3 ) x
and ‘;:,oig: doumil“ierr,m::\ hispu\\:?f\;‘d | We hadn’t been on ’em, neither of | state of the system, and can bo,unly cu
“Indeed, my dea§ o Mrs. Warden | US- Jennie an’ Frank didn’t seem by the wonderful blood cleansing proper-
vou’ll x-;xn" ‘Yes,” I know ’ urgc({ | ter want us to rhey said they | ties of
Li ¥ ¢ ; 7 < ' noi : 1d tire ‘
vi s g oly.  “*Onl think | Was shaky an’ noisy an’ wou B
{;:)“J,ngi:;:}“; ‘:,‘:Sgt,:p of ‘:uy wo\lxllld us all out. But yesterday, when Lll" OCk

all

mean, so’s
len we said we'd take it now, right
10w.  An’ we did. We left a note
ur the children, an’ we're here!”’
There was a long silence. Over
he sideboard the waiter still
shed his bottle. Livingstone

at
pol-
did

| not even turn his head. Finally Hard-

jcompanionship. Long before Boston | of each :

jwas reached Mr. and Mrs. Warden Fifteen minutes later Hezekiah | T

and “‘Mr. Livingstone’’ were on the | stood looking about him with won- |
and when they se-  dering eyes. s

parated at the foot of the car steps, | “‘Well, well, Abby, ain't this ‘

to the old man and woman it seem- | slick?"’ he cried. ;s

ed that half their joy and all their’ His wife did not reply. The mir-

courage went with the smiling man

who lifted his hat in farewell be-
fore being ,lost to sight in the
crowd.

‘“There, Abby, we're here!”’’ an-

nounced Hezekiah with an exulta-
|tion that was a little forced. “‘Gor-
|ry! 'There must be somethin’ goin’
| on ter-day,”’ he added, as he fol-
| lowed the long line of People down
;tho narrow passage between the
cars.
There was no reply. Abigail’s
cheeks were pink and her bonnet
strings untied. Her eyes, wide open
and frightened, were fixed on the
iswaying. bobbing crowds ahead. In
the great waiting-room sghe caught
her husband’s arms.
‘‘Hezekiah, we ean’t, we mustn’t
ter-day,”’ ghe whispered. ‘“There’s
such a crowd. let's 80 home and
come when it’'s quieter,’’
‘““But, Abby, we—here, let’s
down,”’

set
Hezekiah finished helplessly,

Near one of the outer doors Mr.
Livingstone—better known to his
friends and the police as ‘‘Slick
Bill”"—smiled behind his hand. Not
since he had left them had Mr. and
Mrs. Hezekiah Warden been out of
his sight.

‘“What’s up, Bill? Need assist-
ance?’’ demanded a voice at his el-
bow.

“Jim, by all that’s lucky!’" cried
Livingstone, turning to greet a dap-
per little man in gray. “Sure I need
you! It's a peach, though I doubt
if we get much but fun out of it,
but there’ll be enough of that to
make up. Oh, he’s got money--
‘heaps of it,” he says,’” laughed Li-
vingstone, “and I saw a. roll of
bills myself. But I advise you not
to count too much on that, though
it’ll be easy enough to get what
there is, all right. As for the fun,
look over by that post pear the par-
cel window.”

“Great Scott! Where'd you pick
em?” chuckled the younger man.

“Never mind,"” returned the other
with a shrug. “Meet me at Clyde’s
in half an hour. We'll be there, ne-
ver fear,’ :

Over by the parcel room an  old
man looked about him with anxious

es. ¥

“But, Ahby, don’t ye see?’’ he
urged.  ““Wo've come 80 for, seoms
a8 thovgh we ounghter do the . rest
Now. you fest set  hopo
o

Harding choked over his food
Livingstone frowned.

taking a newspaper from his poeket,
1 think there are services there,”* he
finished gravely, pointing to
alaring adyertise

| rors, the lights, the gleaming silver i
| and glass filled her with a dehyght

| too great for words. She was va-|!

as ‘“Mr. Harding.”” Then | ™
‘ she found herself seated at that won-

t

tle ecstatic sigh she gave Hezekiah

so kind to strangers in a

strange
land.

waiter coughed and turned his back.
Then, the blessing concluded, Heze- | |
kiah raised his head and smiled, t
“Well, well, Abby, why don’t you
say somethin’?’’ he asked, break-
ing the silence. ‘‘Ye ain’t said a
word. Mr. Livin'stone’ll be think-
in’ ye don’t like it.””

Mrs. Warden drew a long breath of
delight.

“l can’t say anything, Hezekiah,””
she faltered. ‘‘It's all so beautiful.’’
Livingstone waited until the dazed
old eyes had b in a e
accustomed to the surroundings, then
he turned a smiling face on fleze-
kiah.

‘““And now, my friend, what do
you propose to do after luncheon?’’
he asked.

““Well, we calc’late ter take in
Bunker Hill an’ Faneuil Hall, sure,””
returned the old man with a confi-
dence that told of new courage im-
bibed with his tea. ‘‘“Then we
thought mebbe we’d ride in the sub-
way an’ hear one of the big preach-
ers if they happened ter be holdin’
meetin’s anywheres this week. Mebbe
you can tell us, eh?”’
Across the table the man

st

H

to

called
and

“‘Well,”” began Livingstone slowly.
“I think,”” interrupted - Harding,

i

cular,”” he cried, a little constrained- |

monade was almost at her lips when

derful table, while beside her chair | liVingstone’s arm shot out. Then
stood an awesome being who laid a|c@me the tinkle of shattered glass
printed card before her. With a lit- and a crimson stain where the wine

quietly, looking straight into Hard-

me by and by.”’

night it bore a little old man and a
little old woman, gray-haired, weary
but blissfully content.

ev'ry single one of ’em.”” Abigail was
saying.

takin’
open so all 'round the sides,
didn’t mneiss seein’ a single thing!”

wouldn’t let me pav a cent!’ cried

hills and patting it lovingly. “‘But,
Abby, did ye notice? ‘Twas kind o’
queer we never got one taste
that pink lemonade. The waiter-man

The Catholic press of a community

zeal, progress and influence.’
too. are qualities
evident among Catholics Where
are without wnity and organi
Thus in ovr day the Catholic

ng raised his glass.
“We’ll drink to honeyman trips
n general, and to this one 1n parti-

Rb

guely conscious of her husband, of{ i I was advised to try Burdock Blood Bit-
Mr. Livingstone, and of a smooth-|¥: s 271 2 ters. I got a bottle and before I had taken
shaven little man in gray, who was| Mrs. Warden 2 ”u‘qhed', sriled, n;"‘ half a dozen doses I could see a change so |
presented eached for her glass. The pink e-

railed across the aamask.

her customary signal for the blessing | ‘I Peg your pardon!” exelaimed | counteract the work of such a
and bowed her head: Livingstone, 'Whlle the other MEN | hostile agency, there is but one ef-
““There!’’ exulted Livingstone !f)wered their  glasses In surprise. | sestive instrument.
aloud. ““Here we—"' he stopped |  That was an awkward slip of mine.| y, days when every struggle was
short. From his left came a deep- MrsA"Wnrden, I must have hit your decided by sword against sword,
toned, reverent voicr, invoking the | NN ey : force usually won. But now wehen
divine blessing upon thc plase, the "Bu_t, Bill, Tuttered ’Hardmg ‘,’,"' the greatest questions of our times
food, and the new friends who were | der his breath, ‘“you don’t mean— ure decided by pen against pen,

“But I do,” corrected Livingstone

“ we

“By Jove!’ muttered Livingstone, ing’s amazed eyes. Mr,Tn;nd Mrs. tha

under his breath, as his eyes met | Warden are my guests. I;]); are gg: pub
those of him across the table. The |iD8 to drive to Bunker Hi wi

When ‘the six o’clock accommoda-
on train pulled out of Boston that

‘““We’ve seen ’em all, Hezekiah,

the
““An’ - wasn’t Mr. Living-
one goodj gettin’ that carriage an’
us evervwhere; an’ it bein’
we

the

‘“He was, Abbey, he was, an’ he

ezekiah, taking out his roll of

of give

ok it away.”” f

The Catholic Press. 4

that
plea,

its
These
seldom or. mever

generally a just measure of

v o

paper takes the rlace second o
1 ;

for

give Benediction

dowment (Ixcept Hope)

We must have outside help for the
present,

The generosity of the Catholic Pub-
lic has enabled us to secure a valu-
able site for Church and Presbytery.
We have money in hand towards the
cost of building, but the Bishop will
not allow us to go into debt.

I am most grateful to those who
have helped us and trust they will
continue their chanity.

tle.”

SKIN DISEASES

These troublesome afflictions are caused

Many remarkable cures have been made
by this remedy, and not only have the un-
sightly skin diseases been removed, and a
bright clear complexion been produced,
but the entire system has been renovated

and invigorated at the same same time.

Mrs. John O’Connor, Burlin,
writes :—*‘‘ For years I suffe

cines, but most of them only made it worse.

ocontinued its use and now 1 am completely
cured.
wonderful medicine.”

truth showed prevail.

look in a review of the secular press
of this eountry we shall receive ma-
ny severe shocks. Catholicism where
it is not openly attacked is oftimes
misunderstood. and .

er the
formed friends are much better than

The pulpit is not all aufficient for

diously conveyed through the news
columns of a Protestant newspaper.
Neither can
influence
‘*doctored’” for Catholic readers.

But the Catholic press can combat
everv attack
smooth
Church provided that Catholics only

{ than a sermon that has not  been
2 heard. >
Cathnlics frontey  ‘gupport a nress

grudee av murmur, @hey dn this va

glaneine ~f o cortain numher of head-

Dear Reader,—Be patient with nse
telling you again how much I
How ocan 1 help it?

eed your help.
r what else can I do?

For without that help this Mission
must cease to exist, and the poor
Catholics already here remain with-

ut a Church,

1 am still obliged to say Mass and
in a Mean Upper-

'oom.
Yet such as it is,

have no Diocesar Grant, No

or haul down the flag.

To those who have not
ould say:—For whe sake of

|
|
and Harding stirred uneasily in his | & permanent Home for the Blessed
chair. Livingstone did not move. | Sacrament.
His eyes were fixed on a mirror[i Address—
across the room Over at the sidu—‘
board the waiter vigorously wiped a | "M ‘r'!v (“.."c "'ssl..'
ihpste i o Fakienham, Norfolk, Fugland.
“Well, we was married,”’” continu- |

P.S.—I will gratefully and pronpt-
ly ackmowledge the smallest donation
and send with my acknowledgment a
beautiful picture of the Sacred Heant
and St. Anthony.

Hezekiah came right ‘ lm" n.- m NC' 'IS.”.

Dear Father Gray.—Y¥ou have duly
accounted for the alms which you
have received, and you have placed
them securely in the names of Dio-
cesan Trustees. Your efforts have
gone far towards providing what is
necessary for the establishment of a
permanent Mission at Fakenham, &
authorise you to continue to solicit
alms for this object until, in my

this is the sole
outpost of Catholicism in a division
of the county of Norfolk measuring
85 by 20 miles.

And to add to my many anxieties,
En-

helped 1
‘the
Cause give something, if only a “lit-
It is easier and more pleasant
to give than to beg. Speed the glad
hour when I need no longer plead for

= - e —

| M. Morvinon, L3 Eatchen
| MORRISON & NATCHETF
Advocates, Barristers, Solicitors, '
5th Floor, Banque du Peuple Chambers,
97 ST. JAMES STREET,
Phone Main 3114,

 Hon, Si Alexandre Lacoste, K, ¢,
KAVANAGH, LAJOIE & LACOSTE
ADVOCATES, aoucﬂ‘oxs, Ete,
7 PLACE D’ARMES

H.J, RAvaNAGH, K.C, PauL LAcosTe, 11,8
H. GrriN-Lajorz, K.C.' JULES MaTaIEy, I1 ],

Bell Telephone Main 433

JOHN P. WHELAN

M, A, B QL
ADVOCATE AND SOLICITOR
93 8T. FRANCOIS XAVIER ST,
Moutreal,

Telephone Main 2279,

MULLIN & MATHIEU

ADVOCATES
Ro0:4 6, City and District Savings Bank
hambers,
180 8t. James St., Montreal,

€. A. BARNARD CASIMIR DESSAULLES

Barnard & Dessaulies

ADVOCATES
Savings Bank Building, 160 &t
Bell Telephione Main

Aiwater & Ducios

ADVOCATES
Guardian Building, 150 St. James St,
A, W, ATWATER, K.C. C. A, Ducros, K.
J. 15, Covnin

GOUIN, LEMIEUX, MURPRY
§ BERARD

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, Etc,

Hon, Lomer Gouin, K.C,, Hon. R, Lemieux, K.
D. R. Murphy, K.C! L. P. Berard, X.C,

J. O. Drouin, K.C. E. Brassard, LL, B,
New York Life Building,

T. Brossard, K.C, H. A, Cholette, LI, R
Thowas M. Tanscy, B.C.L,.

BROSSARD, CHOLETTE & TANSEY

Advocates, Barristers and Solicitors.

1490 160 ST. JAMES ST,
Phone Main 1491 Guardiaw Bldg

Tel. Bell Main 2783,

CODERRE & CEDRAS

ADVOCATES
8 Place d'Armes Hill,
Montreal Stieet Railway Bldg
EVENING OFFICE :
3662 Notre Dame Street West,
53 Church Street Verdun,

Judgment, it has been fully attained,
Yours faithfully in Christ,
t F. W. KEATING,
Bishop of Northamptom,

Blood
Bitters

SALT RHEUM CURED.

n, N.8.,
with Salt

eum. I tried a dozen different medi-

I cannot say too much for your

As Catholics
cannot hold any higher ideal than
t truth should predominate in the
lic mind. 1f we so guide our out-

misinterpretations of ill-in-
slanders of avowed enemies.
proper rebuttal of attacks insi-

if effectively annul the

of literature ingeniously

and
falechnod

expose
aimed

every
at the

it Aan ovnortunity, for a newse-

paver that is not read is no hetter |

is sntaconietic to their prinei-
holinfe and pims withont

ftnn far the mrnogse of hrrerisdl-

bowd thore are fore
newspapers thar
n more -v:-glgnmv regiine |
T Be found in the bir

FRANK E. McKENNA

NOTAKY PUBLIC
Royal Insurance Building
Montreal

STUART, Cox & MCKENNA, Main 2874

Bell Tel. Main 3552, Night and day service.

Conroy Bros.
193 CENTRE STREET

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters.

Estimates Given.
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley'

PLASTERER
Successor to John Riley. Established in 1860.
Plain and Ornamental Plastering, Repairs of.
all kinds promptly attended to,

15 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.

W. G. KENNEDY
DENTIST

419 Dorchester St. West,.
Corner Mansfield St.

Specialty : Plate-Work and Bridge-Work

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY.—Estab-
lished March 6th, 1856; incorpor-
ated 1863; Meets in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, first
Monday of the month. Committee
meets last Wednesday. Officers:
Rev. Chaplain, Rev. Gerald Mec-
Shane; P.P., President, Mr. W. P
Kearney; 1st Vice-President, Mr
HJ., Kavanagh; 2nd Vice-Presi-
dent, Mr. P. McQuirk; Treasurer,
Mr. W. Durack; Corresponding Se-
eretary, Mr. T. W. Wright; Record-
ing Seeretary, Mr. T. P. Tansey;
Asst.-Reeording Secretary, Mr. M.
E. Tansey; Marshal, Mr. B, Camp-
bell; Aset. Marshal, Mr. P. Con-
molly.

ST. PATRICK’'S T. A." & B. SO-
CIETY.—Meets on the second Sum-
day of every month in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 Alexander street, at 3.80
pm. Committee of Management
meets in same hall en the first
y of every month, at 8
P-m. Rev. Director, Rev. Jas. Kil-
loram; President, M. J. O’Donnell;
Ree. See., J. J. Tynan, 223 Prince
Arthur street.

dal

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA, BRANCH 26
~—Organized 18th November, 1883.
Meets in St. Patrick’s Hall, 92 St.

Alexander street, every 2nd and
4th Thursdey of each month for
the t ction of busi at 8

o’cloeck. Officers—Spiritual Ad-
viser, Rev. J. P. Killoran; Chan-
eellor, W. A. Hodgson; President,
Thos. R. Stevens; 1st Vice-Presi-
dent, James Cahill, 2nd Vice Presi--
dent, M. J. 5 Se--
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