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When it was over the neighbors ga-
thered about Elise, asking questions.
“Who was the boy? Where had he
come from? What was to be  done
' with him? Was there any money ?
{ No? Ah, well, he would be a bur-
~ den upon the town. They supposed
he would be sent to the almshouse,
that was where the poor had to go,
| and indeed they should be thankful
that there was such a place. No
doubt he was strong enough to do
some work. He could make:himself
useful there in return for his keep.”
Giovanni heard them talking, half
. What would become of him!
i “Fe turndd to look back ag they near-
' ed the presbytére; he heard the sound
‘of heavy shoes on the cobblestones
© of the street, and the shrill voices
of children at play camfe up from
the gardens below the ramparts. A
yellow, wintry sun was shining over-
head; the red-brown tiles of the roof
of the church contrasted with the
clear blue of the sky, and high up
on the wall, ceaselessly watching,
was that great eye—

Je vois tout, et partout.

“We will keep him here for a day
or two, Elise,”’ the cure said, and
the old woman grumbled a little un-
der her breath, but she was really

only the sort of protest shf- felt due
to her own dignity; in reality she
was glad that the child was to re-
main.

He was put to bed again that night
beside the fire, and he had dropped
to sleep, but presently he neard
voices and his own name spoken.
The Mayor had come in to call on
the curé, and feeling the great im-
portance of his office, he was talk-
ing of paupers and foundlings \vlmL
were a burden to the town. 'I\.()\\.‘
this vagabond,”’ he said. "_Munsmul'
le curé, you must not let him be a
care to you; you are too kind-heart-
ed, and you must not undertake the
gupport of a child like this; neither
must Elise be burdened. No; the
thing to be done will be to send kum
to the almshouse: there they will
feed him and work him hard, and he
will take his place as any of the
other paupers; and lucky he is to
find a spot to lay his head.”

“I suppose you are right, Mayor,"’
the curé answered with a sigh, ‘‘and
yet 1 am loth to turn him away.
The poor child seems so gentle and
8o grateful for any little thing that
is done for him."”’

“‘Ah, yes, that’s all very well, but
his place is at the almshouse, and
there he should go before another
day passes. A glass  of wine?
Thank you, Monsieur le curé; yes, I
will take a little glass to drink your
health. Good luck to you, and
don’t keep the child another day; let
him go where he belongs. Good-
night.””

The benignant, warm-hearted curé
accompanied him to the door and
stood watching his retreating figure
as he went clumping heavily through
the garden and so out into the now
almost deserted roaa.

Giovanni lay very still. He had
heard, he had heard it all, but he
would not go to the almshouse; no,
no, he would not. He fell asleep, |
and the cure went to bed, leaving l
the door of his room ajar. The night

'wore on and the fire died down;
there were only a few embers on the
hearth, and gradually they were ex-
tinguished. The clock struck three. |

|

It was cold and it was very dark.

Giovanni woke and rubbed his eyes.
He remembered the words “of the
Mayor, he had understood the  ac- |
quiescence of the curé. He put one |
foot slowly to the ground, them the
other; he felt for his clothes on the |

chair near the lounge; stealthily he
crept towards the little hallway and
there he slipped on his trousers and
his blouse. His cap was hanging on |
a nail by the door. He turned the |
key slowly in the lock; it creaked a
little and he waited fearfully, hard-
ly daring to breathe; then he opened
the door, just a little—a little more,
till there was room for his body to
pass through. Everything was in
shadow. He closed the door softly
behind him, and pressing closely to
the bushes that bordered the walk
leading to the gate, he came to it,
and went out into the street. It was.
wery quiet; the only sound he Jjheard
was of the water trickling into the
fountain. He saw the church wall
‘dimly outlined. He rememrbered the
fresco, and he trembled. Il  voit
tout, et partout.” Was it wrong,
“he wondered. - Oh, no, it could not
be wrong. God saw, ‘God knew; He
would protect him; and, keeping well
in the shadow, he passed down the
_road, crossed to a narrow alley-way
that led he knew not where, but fol-
owing on he found himself at the
top of a long flight of stone steps
leading down between steep terraced
‘gardens. Down, down, fifty, a hun-
dred and fifty—would they  mpever

and ten—yes, here he was at
‘the end at last, down on a road
that led away—away—but he would
follow it. ;

nd the mountains whose creste
white with snow, Giovanni was
miles away from R—. He dar-
not stop, though he was very
‘There were orchards all
, trees with bare branches.

beside the rond  that
v interminably: and
rd occasion.

=8 along  the

; Chriétmas N ightingale.

and wiped his eyes on the sleeve of
his blouse, remembering how his
grandfather had given them to him,
one each day last week, because he
had sung so well, and they were to
have a treat at a cake shop some
day when they stopped in a town.
But now, alas! there were no cakes
to be thought of, no treats; only,
perhaps, when he got far enough
away he would dare to stop at a
bakery and buy a loaf of bread.
The dawn was coming; slowly the
sky turned@ from darkness, and soft
grneg tints were shading into yellow
a pink light that painted the
snowy tips of the distant mountains
and just as the sun showed its great
red disc above the horizon, Giovanni
found himself entering the narrow,
ill-paved street of a little village.
fverything was very still, almost
all the shutwrs were closed, but
sometimes there were sounds of life;
a cock crowed, and there were pi-
geons wheeling about the church toe
wer, and occasionally one swooped
down towards the ground and strut-
ted along the cobble-stones of the
street The smell of newly baked
bread greeted the child’s nostrils, as
a low door swung heavily back on
its hinges, and the baker came out
and took down the shutters from

kind-hearted, and her grumbling was { seen the great

the window, through which could be
loaves that had just
been withdrawn from the oven and
were piled on the long, low counter
ready for early djstribution. Gio-

tvanni hesitated a° moment, then ven-

{
|

tured inside the door, and laying

one of his treasured coins on the
! counter, asked for a penny’s worth
'of bread. The baker. too busy to

| pay much heed to the child, cut

one
of the loaves in half and handed it
to him across the counter,

threw the penny carelessly into the

till As the boy turned to go, a |
door at the back of the shop opened |
and a girl came in from the yard
She was a healthy, bright-faced

yvoung woman with red cheeks
laughing black eyes; she had black
hair and she wore a coarse blue stuff
dress, the skirt of which was turned
back, showing her short brown pet-
ticoat, and wooden shoes that clat-
tered on the tiles of the floor as she
walked. She carried a pail of milk,
warm and foaming, and when she
saw the child she said good-natured-
ly, ‘‘Good-morning, little one, won’t
you let me give you a bowl of
milk?"’

‘“Fhank you, mademoiselle,”” Gio-
vanni answered, and gratefully took
the -bowl which she handed him,
greedily drinking its contents.

“But you are hungry,”” the girl
said.
‘““Yes, mademoiselle, and the milk

is very good. Thank you again,”
and as the girl turned to her morn-
ing work Giovanni hurried out of
the shop, fearful that someone might

stop and question him. He got
away from the village as quickly as
possible, and continued on his jour-

then | day,
|

and ‘ great

terrace on a level with the roofs of
the houses below. : ;

“Qur little domain does not look
very flourishing this morning, ma-
man,’’ Pére Jammonaye said, smiling
kindly at the old woman.

“But  what can one expect in
winter, papa,” she apnswered.
“Everything looks dead at this time
of year, but we know that the plants
are not really dead, and it won’'t be
very long beiore the snowdrops are
coming up and the crocuses cover
the ground.””

‘‘Yes, yes, and there’'s no little do-
main so beautiful .as ours; we were
fortunate indeed to find the little
place in which to spend our declin-
ing years. Now that the children
were gone, gone long ago, and they
two were alone and had been for
meny a year, but neither of them
ever forgot, though each one  tried
for the other’s sake to be brave and
cheerful.

They walked through the little
garden where the box borders were
almost the only green things to be
seen; the beds that in summer time
were the old man’s pride, with the
lettuce and parsley and various ve-
getables; the rose bushes and won-
derful ' dahlias, the two apple trees
and the espaliered pears and the vine
covered arbor—all were brown and
bare. Coming to the dark red gate
in the wall Pére Jammonaye unlock-
ed it, and the two old people passed

sign of a voice among them all.

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

‘The hymn that he had
the Christmas festival, he knew what
it might be like if only he could
get it properly sung; he could hear
it as he closed his eyes and threw
back his head, playing the accowmpa-
niment softly and trying to fancy the
words sung as he would have bad
them, if only there were someone
who could understand. He was |
ashamed. He had felt almost impa~
tient when the poor children had
lifted up their voices and—proudly— |
yes, proudly—had fairly murdercd thd |
hymn that ne knew was in itsell a ‘
gem among Christinas songs. But he
shrugged his shoulders, saying Lo
himself, “‘If one can't have what one
likes, one must like what one has,””’

|
d for |
|

and he thanked the children and
smiled upon them in a way that
made them quite happy and con-
tent.

When Pére and Mére Jammonaye
came to their own rooms that
Christmas Eve they put away the
baskets, and directly the old wo-

man busied herself in the kitchen
preparing the dinner to which they
would bring good appetites alter
their long and tiresome day. The
good soupe aux choux sent up a
steam that filled the little kitchen
with the odor of cooking vegetables,
and Mére Jammonaye drew the round
black oak table near the fire, plac-
ing on it the bowls and plates, and
the caraffe that Pére Jammonaye
filled with red wine from the cask
in the cellar; and the old woman

out to the flight of steps, which
soon brought them to the church,
through whose open doors people
were passing to early Mass When

they had reverently said their pray-|
ers. before the alter, they hgmm”
candles for their children, who \\m'ui
never forgotten, and then returned
to the house, where the kettle was |
singing merrily in the kitchen over
the charcoal fire, and there Meére
Jammonaye nrade the coffee and pro-
ceeded to straighten up the apart-
{ ment, so that it could be left for the
for they were to make their
yearly pilgrimage to Belfort, some-
thing they had never yet neglected
| during all the years they had inha-|

| bited the little domain

two hottes were

vellow pea the

monaye carefully ected
beams in the store-room He
hung them there to ripen in the au-
tuimn, a string fastened to the stem
of each, leaving every separave one
depending  from its own particular
nail The two old people were very
proud as . they watched their trees;
first the buds, then the blossomis,
and then, as the white petals fell
and soft green baby leaves unfolded
the tiny fruit formed and grew large
bending down the branches witn its

weight, so that they had to be prop-
forked

with
Jam-
the
had

filled
Pére

from

! The

ped up at last with great
sticks that Pére Jammonaye went
in the woods for the

out and cut !
purpose It had been a wonderful
year for the fruit, for the pears and
;\pp]vs, as well as for the currants
and raspberries, and the great pur-
ple gooseberries. The hotte that he
now strapped to his wife’s shoulders
the old man had only partially filled
for he knew that it was difficult

which was to lead hini he knew

{ but he dared not finish it; he
{make it last as
{ Once, creeping close to a hedge, he

| thought he must soon lie down, and

ney,
not
down to
corner, eating a little of the

whither. Sometimes he sat
rest in an ouL-ul’—Lh&wuy?
bread, |
must
long as possible.

fell asleep, and when he awoke he
was stiff and cold. It was getting
late in the afternoon, and snow was
beginning to fall in tiny flakes. Still
he pressed forward; he must find
some sheltered corner where he could
sleep for the night, and it was dark
and the lamps were lighted when he
came to the village of X—. And it
was Christmas Eve. |

There  was a steep, narrow path |
leading up between the walls of |
tall houses, whose lower story gave
on to the street, but whose garrect
opened into the upper road. Giovanni
kept close to the wall and began to
climb up—up—feeling his way along. |
He was getting very tired, and he

when he came upon a depression in
the wall and felt that here was a
doorway in which was to be found
partial shelter from the snow and
the cold, he sank down and, curling
himself up, soon fell fast asleep.
CHAPTER II.

1e Pére and la Mere Jammonaye
rose early on the morning of the
24th of December. Pére Jammonaye
opened the shutters, and, looking out
saw_the sun rising over the far eas-
tern mountains; then he went into
the kitchen and made a- fire, where
Mére Jammonaye soon followed him.
She put the kettle on to boil, and
then the pair walked out of the door
that led from the top of the house
into the little garden, which, walled
in from the road, was on a sort of

WAS WEAK AND THIN

ONLY WEICHED 73 POUNDS.
NOW WEIGHS 113 POUNDS.

Had Heart Trouble and Shortness
of Breath for Six Years.
S
MILBURN'S HEART AND NERVE PILLS
cured Mrs. K. E. Bright, Burnley, Ont.
Bhe writes: “‘I was greatly troubled, for
six years, with my heart and shortness of
breath, I could not walk eighty rods with-
out resting four or five times in that short
distance. I got so weak and thin I only
weighed seventy-three pounds. I decided
at'last to take some of Milburn’s Heart and
Nerve Pills, and after taking eight bBoxes
I gained in strength and weight, now
weigh one hundred and thirteen s,
the most I ever weighed in my life. I feel
well and can work as well as ever I did,

| 1odv

for her to carry a heavy burden, and !
he had put some late chrysanthe-
mums on top of the pears, and two
brand new wreaths of metal and
beadwork which were to be hung on
the crosses over there in the church-
vard, not far from which was the
land to which they always fondly re- |
ferred as the great domain.

In the market square at Belfort
they disposed of the fruit at a good
price, and they exchanged greetings
with old friends whom they saw but
seldom in these days. Every one
had a kind word for them in ~ their
childless old age. When they quit-
ted the market-place they went to
pray in the churchyard, and hung
the wreaths on the crosses that
marked the graves of the children,
strewing the mounds with gay co-
lored flowers. Then, coming back |
through the town, they called at the |
house of a friend, who insisted upon |
their stopping for déjeiner, and the |
day wore on and it was late I:v—i‘
fore they found themselves back in |
the streets of X—, so that they went
into the house through the lower
door and climbed the long flight of
stairs to their own apartment.

L'Abbe Gregoire had not been many
months at X—, but in those few
months he had succeeded in endear-
ing himself to everyone. Old men and
women, the middle aged and young
children, all had come to trust and
to love him; he was their spiritual
father, and he was also their true
and syntpathetic friend. He had
given up everything to follow the
Voice that had called him, and he
had never allowed himself to look
back, never permitted himself to in-
dulge in vain regrets. It had taken
him# some time to become accustom-
ed to the ways of the little parish,
and he had felt lonely in the be-
ginning, but devoting nimself to his
people’ and their various needs, he
had found his reward and happiness
in constant occupation. Shortly be-
fore his arrival in the village, the
wife of the proprietor who had
bought and restored the wonderful
medieval castle at the top of the
hill, whose walled garden overlooked
the churchyard, had presented an
organ to the parish, a beautiful in-
strument, which had been the great-
est joy to I’Abbé Gregoire, for = he
was a lover of music, and whenever
he had a spare half hour he was “ir
the habit of crossing the little bride
that led from his own doot in the
vpper story of one of those tal!
houses to the road fnst opposite th:
rreat door of the church. Oncg ir-
eide, he wonld = seat himself befor:
the instrument and let his hanpd-
wander over the keys, and muysic
ench as  the o'd chvrch had wove
hoard before wonld fill the huildie-
'with a great volume of glorious me

A0 ':M Greooire also taveht  th
ehildren to sing, doing his hest b

praiging and anconraming the-
Il e eovld: but here - b

brought one¢ of the flat, round loaves
from a shelfl in the cupboard, putting |
it on the bread board and laying a
knife beside it with which they cut |
great slices as they were required. |
When the meal was finished, the old |
woman went about washing the dish-]
es and putting things in place, and
gathered up the crumbs left from the
loaf, and opening the window, scat
tered them outside for the birds.

The old man sat by the fire smok-}
ing his pipe; occasionally they spoke |

a few words, but both were preoc-
| cupied, and though neither of them |
said so in words, each knew thut |
the other was thinking of ths long
ago, when they were both young.
and the children had played about
their feet or nestled thew heads con- |
tentedly against th#»r shouiders

“It is time to he iocking up,” the

old man said at last, as he rose frow
his chair and, znocking tke vehes |
from his pipe, laid it on the shelf
above the stove He put on his
cap, threw his old cape across h's
shoulders, and went out of » doon

walking the length of the little do- |
main It would have been quite
dark by now, but happily the snow,
having  whitened the grouna, had
ceased falling and the stars were |
coming out, while the crescent moon
was to be seen shining brightly over-

head. Pére Jammonaye went
through the garden, past the bee-
hives which were to him such a
source of pride, between the box
hedges, and under the bare over-
hanging branches of the fruit trees,

and, coming to the garden door, he
opened it, intending to look up and|
down the Jong flight of steps to see |
if anyone were passing. As he lifted |
the lateh, something that was lean-|
ing against the door fell back with'}
it, and when he stooped down to see |

|

what it was, his eyes rested on the
form of a sleeping child
“‘Hello, hello, what's this?"’ 'l'hn-i

old man put his hand on the head of |

the child, who did not open his eyes |

but only moved impatiently and
drew himself together Peére Jam-
monaye shook him by the shoulder; |

still the child did not move; he felt |
very cold, he wore no overcoat, and
it seemed to the old man that he
must be half frozen. Stooping, he
lifted him in his arms, and closing
the door behind him with his foot,
he carried him back tp the house.
Mére Jammonaye, who when ber |
husband was no longer in the room
had allowed herself to give way to
the fit of erying which she had man-
aged to restrain while the old mnan
: still in the house, wiped her
eves and looked up as the door open-
ed and he canie into the kitchen car-
rying the child in his arms.
‘“Here, maman, le bon Dieu

has

sent us a Christmas present,”” he
said.

*What is it? What have you
got?’”’ The old woman got up has-
tily.

“*Pull the armchair up to the fire,’’
the old man continued; ‘‘it’s not
every night in the year that one can
find a child at one’s very door; this
is evidently a gift sent by le bon
Dieu to comfort us in our old age.”’

He put the child down in the great
chair, and presently he began to
move; he opened his eyes.

‘““Where am 1?"’ he asked.

‘“Here you are, at home, at home
with Papa and Maman Jammonaye;
where else should you be?’’ The old

CURE FOR
DYSPEPSIA

As is. well known, this troublesome com-
plaint arises from over-eating, the use of
too wuch rich foo, neglected constipation,
lack of exercise, bad air, etc.

The food sh mld be thoroughly chewed,
and never bolted or swallowed in haste,
stimulants must be avoided and exercise
taken if possible.

A remudlr"wlﬂ!:}: h'nra rarely failed to give

mpt rel and effect permanent cures,
rvr:n in the most oh-t.inwpeusu, is

BURDOCA
- BLOOD
BITTERS

It acts by regulating and toning the di-
fun.i“ organs, removing costiveness and

appetite and restoring health
the system. :

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 Mc-
Shane; P.P., Fresicent, Mr. W. P.
Kearney; 1st Vice-President, Mr.
H. J. Kavanagh; 2nd Vice-Presi-
dent, Mr. P. McQuirk; Treasurer,
Mr. W. Durack; Corresponding Se-
eretary, Mr. T. W. Wright; llecord-
ing Seeretary, Mr. T. P. Tansey;
Asst,-Reearding Secretary, Mr. M,
B. Tansey; Marshal, Mr. B. Camp-
bell; Asst. Marshal, Mr. P. Con-
nolly.

SPT. PATRICK’S T. A. & B. SO-
OIRTY.—Meets on the seeond Sun-
day of every month in St. Patriek’s
Hall, 92 Alesander street, at 8.80
p.n. Committee of Management
meels in same hall em the first
Puesday of every month, at 8
pan. Rev. Direetor, Rev. Jas. Kil-
loram; President, M. J. O’Donnel;

—
M. J. Morrison. J. Hatches
MORRISON & NATCHETR
Advocates, Barristers, Solicitors, °
sth Floor, Banque du Peuple Cham|

97 ST. JAMES STREET,
Phone Main arrg.

——

Hon. Sir Alexandre Lacoste, K. C,
KAVANAGH, LAJOIE § LACOSTE

ADVOCATES, SOLICITORS, Etc,
7 PLACE D’ARMES
H.J. KAVANAGH, K.C. PAUL LAcosTe, I,
H, GERIN-LaAJo1E, K.C..JULES nuum‘u,{f"m

Bell Telcphone Main 433

JOHN P. WHELAN

M.A,B.C L.
ADVOCATE AND SOLICITOR

93 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER ST,
Moutreal,

Telephone Main 2279,

MULLIN & MATHIEU

ADVOCATES
Roowi 6, City and District Savings Dank
Chumbers,
180 St. Jagues St., Montresl.

Ree. Seg., J. J. Tynaa, 202 Prinee
Arthur steeet.

C.M,B.A. OF CANADA, BRANCH 26
—Organized #8th November, 1868.
Mgets in St. Patriek’s Hall, 92 St.
Alexander street, every 2nd and
4th Thursdey of eaeh menth for
the transaetion of business, at 8
o’clogk. Offieers—Spiritual Ad-
viser, Rev. J. P. Killoran; Chan-
cellor, W. A. Bodgson; President,
Thos. R. Stevens; 1st Vice-Presi-
dent, James Oahill, 2nd Vice Pregi-
dent, M. J. Gahan; Reecording Se-
cretary, R. M. J. Dolan, 16 Over-
dale Avenue; Pinaneial Secretary,
Jas, J. Costigan, 504 St. Urbain
street; Treasurer, F, J. Sears; Mar-
shall, G. 1. Nichols; Guard, James
GCallaban Trustees—W. F. Wall,
4. I3. Stevens, John Walsh, W. P
Doyle and J. T. Stevens. Medical
Officers—Dr. H. J. Harrvison, Dr

B. J. O'Connor, Dr. Merrils, Dr
W. A. L. Styles and Dr. Jobhn Cur-

" 10 LOVERS

OF ST. ANTHONY
ol Padua.

Dear Reader,—Be patient with me
for telling you again how much I
need your help. How can 1 help it?
or what else can I do?

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

1 am still obliged to say Mass and
give DBenediction in a Mean Upper-
Room.

Yet such as it is. this is the sole
outpost of Catholicism in a divisic
of the county of Norfolk measuring
35 by 20 miles.

And to add to my many anxieties,
I have no Diocesaz Grant. No En-
dowment ~xcept Hope)

We must have outside help for the
present, or haul down the flae.

The gencrosity of the Catholic Pub-
lic has enabled us to sccure 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
To those who have not helped 1
would say: —[For rhe sake of ‘the

Cause give something. if only a “‘lit-
tle.”” It is easier and more pleasant
to give tlhhan to beg. Speed.the glad
hour when 1 need no longer plead for
a permanent Home for the Blessed

| Sacrament.

Address—

Father Gray, Catholic Mission,
Fakienham, Norfo(k, Fngland.

C. A. BARNARD CASIMIR DESSAULLEN

Barnard & Dessauiies

ADVOCATES
Saviugs Dank
ell T

Aiwaier & Ducios
ADVOCATES
Guardian Duilding, 1fo S
A Wo ATWATER, I7.C, SRy
J. 1

{. James

GOUIN, LEMIEUX, MURPHY
§ BERARD

DARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. Etc,
Hon, I,omer Conin, K.C,, Hon, R, ILemieux, R.C.
D. R. Murphy, K.C, L. P, Berard, k.C,
J. 0. Diouin 3 E. Brassard, LI, B;

New York Life Duilding,

T. Brossard, K.C, . A, Cholette, LLL.B
‘Thomas M. Tanscy, B.C.L.

BROSSARD, CHOZETTE & TANSEY

Advocates, Barristers and Solicitors.
5 ST. JAMES S
Guaidis

RS T
Phoune Main /70

Tel, Bell Main 2754,

CODERRE & CEDRAS
ADVOCATES
8 Place d'Armes Hill,
Montreal Sticet Railway Bldg
HEveNING OFFICE !
3663 Notre Dame Street West,
53 Church Street Verdun,

FRANK E. MCKENNA

NOTAKY PUBLIC
Royal Insurance Building
Mountreal.

STUART, Cox & MCKENNA,

by

Main 2878

Bell Tel. Main 3552, Night and day service
Conroy Bros.
103 CENTRE STREET
Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters

Estimates Given.
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley
PLASTERER

Successor to John Riley. Establishedin 1560,
Plain and Oruamental Plastering, Repairs of
all kinds promptly attended to.

15 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.

W. G. KENNEDY
DENTIS?

419 Dorchestsr St Wost,

Corner Mansfield St,

Specialty : Plate-Work and Bridge-Worlk

‘“No, no, this i8 notu the alms-
house, this is the house of Papa and
Maman Jammonaye, and perhaps le

bon Dieu has chosen to send you
here instead.”

It took some time for the whole
story to come out. Giovanni was

P.8.—T will gratefully and pronmpt-
ly ackmowledge the smallest donation
and send with my acknowledgment a
beautiful picture of the Sacred Heant
and St. Anthony.

Letter from Our New Bishop.

Dear Father Gray.— You 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
y for the establishment
permanent Mission at Fakenham, I
authorise you to continue to solicit
alms for this object unmtil, in my
Judgment, it has been fully attained,
Yours faithfully in Christ,
t F. W. KEATING,

Bishop of Northamptom,

man laughed, and Mdre Jammonaye
bent over the child and stroked his
hand.

He sat up and looked about, dazed
by the light and the voices and the
strange room in which he found him-
self.

‘“Where am
stand.””

‘“Here, maman, get him some soup
that’s what the child wants.”

It took only a few minutes; the
soup kettle on the back of the stove
was always ready. Mére Jammon-
aye brought soup and bread and the
child ate it greedily.

““But who sre you?' he asked at
last.

‘““We are your good friends, Papa
and Maman Jammonaye, and  we
think, it being Christmas Eve, le bon
Dient_has bronght vou to us as a
Christmas gift: only we do not quite

you

understand where he brought
from,” .
ﬁch'ld drew back suddenly, look-

I? 1don’t under-

afraid at first; he knew that he had
‘run away from the curé, and he
" could not be sure that he would not
be sent back again, but Maman Jam-
monaye, who understood children,
and whose motherly heart had never
ceased to yearn for those she had
lost, gradually succeeded in reassu-
ring him. She and Papa Jammon-
aye heard and understood the story
and they promised the boy that,
whatever else happened, he should
not be sent to the almshouse.

Bye and bye a ped was made up
for him in the little room opening
from their own. How often had the
old people looked at that little emp-
ty bed, sighing that there was " no
child to sleep in it, and then glanced
up at the old-fashioned photographs
in their own room, each with its

- the child was

wreath of flowers made from the
hair of a dead child. To-night their
eyes did not linger there so long.
They knelt looking up at the cruci-
fix which hung under that bright
colored print of the Mother of Ged,
and gnave thanks for the 8
had been left at their door, the gift
that was to prove the joy and so-
lace of their old age.

For almost the first time in her
life Maman Jammonaye did not g0
to the midnight Mass. To be sure,
sleeping,” but there
wne a chance that he might wake,
and if he should, and he were to
find  himgelf alone in the strange
house, he would be alarmed. So
Maman Jammonaye decided to stay
and watech beside him while the old'
man went up to the church alone.
The boy lay quietly back among the
soft pillows, drawing himself up like
a dormovse under the plump duvet
and sleening as if he enloyed every
‘breath; Mére Jammonaye
smiling '
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war tired hers
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£ the thought of

to stay. -“h:
she preferre
ﬁh’ 1d man
by fthe
., Bne

gift that '

HO\
Jol
fever’
- disin!
ol ever |
a few
whoo
4 then |
along
all th
‘were
and n
be haj
ther t
of the
til the
am go;
‘When
office 1
the do
what ¢
Jenny
a hole
“‘Sucl
about,”
ly, to
Iy
““No 1
mother
and Jen
At the
o I
office th
but the
attentior
““The
open this
peddler t
mother.
‘“There
street wh
he bumpe
ed my ha
“John
minutes v
time,’’ sa
company,
the aftern
And so
talking at
spent tog
father or
tattle abo
John play
wonderin, z
ther and m
Presently
with his ¥
touched Je
—““Oh, mof
stopped su
“‘Excuse
‘T will,”’
A few mi
ed to touch
make a cro
began, ‘‘Je
ped, too.
‘‘Excuse
and then th
When fath
bed he said
to keep up
children are
be cured pre
has been ab
can stand.’”’
‘“They’re «
voice from t
another voic
it, too, and
““All right,
father heartil
joiced to be
tattling fever
S.S. Times.

THE LA

The lazy lanc
Has two fat,
A downy com
And restful fi
A drowsy, dr
And yawn. ]
And many chi
To wonder-ws

1t is a pleasa:
1f 1 were you
The pathway
T'he shining m
The dream wo
From honest. w
And you must
read
And shun the |
—Youth’s Cos

A TRAMP CA'J
SAVED A F¢
F(

Spunk  was
haunted the ga

basements of a

York city. She

and not a bit hy

tame and good
neighborhood ¢h
fun with her. ¢
boy. named Har
picked up Spunk
as she was, aj
arms into his n
have a play wit
time he fed her

about her, S'
herself, though, |
be turned out of
Fo spend the nigh
I‘L was cold weat
Spunk sneaked s
chen range out of
sleep.

Harry got sleep
and went, upstairs
all the other sev:
Tamily when their
and not one of th
tramp cat, behind
;1 Was a gag rang

as jots i
burning. helone

The lighted jet }
fow that when
Came and the
duced the light :
¢d, although the
10 flow, filling tig
Poisonoug fumes,
84S mounted the st
through {ha reat of
the fa.‘mily~fn\.hel' ;

D—wWere gtil] fag




