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true American fashion, with his chair 
back and his two legs stretched out 
upon his desk, lie was reading the 

market column" of the evening pa
per, the only column, afas, pursued by 
the vast majority of our commercial 
men. "Business first, pleasure af
ter" is the motto of some people, but 
Mi. Fairbank s motto ran diflerently. 
His was “Business always, pleasure 
never." Still Mr. Fairbank was de
cidedly happy; he had a luxurious I

WHAT THE MISSION DID 
TOR ARTHUR

(Written foi the Uatbolic Register by 
lie ter J. Doherty.)

Arthur Collins was a clever, Irish 
iad, with a heart so iaige that his
hlends were ]»unt to say that it was ..... .......................... ........ _ _______
too iaige tor his body. Arthur, how- j,ome( a faithful wife and two loving 
evei khad one fault, a very grave children, a boy and a girl What more 
Tvuit it was, but a fault which is, a man desire’ So h° read on,
alas, peculiar to many more of our jace sometimes showing pleasure,
clever, handsome lush boys. To use sometimes displeasure, as the market 
a vulgar expression, he was too fond ,fems an(j prices appealed to his feel-
uf bis “booze.' And, when a boy jngs At last, being wearied of his
•: eighteen gets into the habit of readjngt Mr. Fairbank threw the pap- 
saloon hunting and drinking, he is er asi<fe and lit a cigar to enjoy a 
to be pitied rather than despised. smoite( before being called to dinner. 
Arthur was not alt.«getlier to blame As he the door of the library ,
lor contracting this fault , lor he had 0pene(j an(j a sweet, pretty girl of i 
been the constant companion of drink- sixteen or thereabout, entered the 
•rs ftooi bis earliest childhood. His room She came tripping lightly 
lather and his three uncles were all KT0SS the floor toward her father, 
fond of their "bowl," and were con- At the sight of his beloved one, l 
Usually coming home, if not fully Mr Fairbank laid his lighted cigar 
4runk, at least “three sheets in the on the edge of the ash pan, for he
w.nd." Vhat wonder, then, that Ar- would not continue to smoke in the
tbur (Jollins was m the road to be- pr(.Scnce of such an angelic girl as

I^na.
"Father," said the girl, in her us

ual soft tone, "I am sorry to dis
turb you, but, as 1 have a request

"We feel we could wot permit this 
opportunity to pas» without plac
ing on record onr high appreciation 
of the distinctive merit of the 
Mason A Rlech pianos supplied this 
Institution We can assure you 
that the eminent name of Mason 
A Rlsch will never wane so long 
as they produce such products, and 
Canada possesses a discriminating
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Hamilton Conservatory of Music.

Per Bruce A. Carey, Director."

coming a regular “drink fighter?" 
The lad was fortunate, however, in 
having one girat blessing bestowed 

hu' Rod He h..d a kind,■ r - ----- — ■ i ni I' | ou, uu i| ao g nu » x «* it tjtitiH

pious motner, who, in t »e midst of t0 as£ of you, I came w here I could
trials and sufferings, did her utmost 
to keep the little home as clean and 
as pleasant as possible. She watch
ed over her bov with the tenderest _________
care, and she lost no opportunitv of jiving child. "1 low-
teaching him a useful lesson. His j00fc i,ena!’’ lie said, 
drinking was a source of great 
oappincss to her, and caused 
man'y sleepless nights and frequent 
teais. Vet, as the boy was very 
punctual in his religious duties, and 
as he was a very good living youth

speak to you alone. Will you grant 
mr a favor, clearest father?”

The man smiled goodnaturedlv as he 
looked into the serious face of his 

serious you 
"It must in 

un* deed be a great favor you demand, 
her when it causes you to look so solemn. 

What, my sweetest girl, can 1 do for 
you?” *

"You can, if you wish, father, do 
me a great favor. 1 do not ask it t

in all other rcs|»ects, she did not de- for myself, hut for another," the 
spair of his conversion from fhe girl said, as she lowered her eyes, 
drink habit. She prayed much for "My child," said her father, kindly, 
him and received Holy Communion “j never cate to make a rash pro
of ten in his intention While she mise nor one for which I may after- 
sometinies pleaded with her son.^he wards repent, therefore I would like 
never bored him with long, to know what vour request is and for 
"preachy" exhortations, and in re- whom you ask it. If, after I have 
ply to her neighbors’ many questions, heard all, I can please you, my gill, 
she would invariably .-av: "Oh, well, you may be assured 1 will do so."
Oort, Who does all in Ilis own way, 
will bring my boy to his senses some 
day "

One morning, as Mrs. Collins was

The girl moved closer to her father, 
and throwing her arm round his neck, 
she said almost in a whisper:

“You arc going to dismiss Arthur
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busily engaged in getting the mid- Collins from his work."
day meal ready, Arthur came in. The “Who told you that?" asked her
mother was surprised to see the lad father, in surprise.
return so early from work. She was “l was speaking to Frank just
about to speak, but by the unsteady now,1’ the girl quietly replied, "and
gait of her son, she knew he was he told me you were about to dis-
undt-r the influence of liquor. Her miss Arthur.”
heart beat violently with pity for “Did Frank tell vou why I am send- 
the hoy, still, knowing that Arthur jng Collins away?” 
was inclined to be cross while in this “He did not,” said the girl. "Frank 
•tale, she refrained from speaking and had no need to tell me. 1 know the

reason.
"What is the reason, then?

continued to do her work.
"I'm drunk, mother," said the lad, 

after he had been in the house some 1 father asked her, as lie "smiled, 
time. "Because lie drinks,” the girl

"That is quite manifest, my son,” plied, 
said his mother, speaking very quiet- “Well, then, mv girl, have 1 
ly. "Where were you this morn-(good reason to dismiss Collins?” 
ing? Were you not at work?" For a moment the girl kept silence,

“At work, mother' ” exclaimed Ar-1 then taking her arm from her father’s 
thus with a loud laugh "Guess not, neck, she stood up before him.

her

lc-

liot

mother This was a big morning for 
us, for me and the other fellows. We 
had a high old time Work—at work' 
Sine, mother, it is only a horse that 
works nowadays. I’m drunk,” he 
wuuad up, iV his head fell to one 
aide and his hat went rolling over 
the floor.

No, father,” she said, "you have 
not, by any means, good reason for 
sending Arthui away. If lie were 
a robber or anything of that kind,” 
she went on, speaking very excitedly, 
•you would have ample leason for 

casting him off. Aithur has only 
that one fault, and if taken in the

Mis. Collins, fearing her son would right way, lie can be cured of it.
a goodfall oil his chair, coaxed him to go 

to his room and lie down. The poor 
woman’s whole frame shook and the 
hot tears sprang to her eyes, as she 
ed her boy by the arm to his room.
Intoxicated as Arthur was, he notic- 
*1 his mother’s agitation.

You are fretting, mother," lie 
raid. "You hale to see me like this, young Collins?”
Well, I don’t blame you loi netting, The girl blushed.
*hrn I’m so bad as I am—but wait, 
i'll lie down and sleep now. Don’t 
fret, don't weep, mother." He 
threw himself upon the bed and ere 
icmg lie was sound asleep. After does, see how good he is to her. Keep 
slo ping for about two hours he arose him at work, dearest father, for an
nul, taking his dinner wil.iout saying other month, and you will find him

He is a brave, a noble and 
boy in every oilier way.”

"Bu , my sweetest girl,” protested 
lier father, "of what use is he when 
he drinks? Lately he is drunk most 
of the time, even in the shops, and 
he cannot do his work. But Lena, 
why do you taki such an interest in

She did not ex
pect tins question from lnr father, 
however she muttered 

“Because he is the only one his mo
ther has to depend on. Drink, as he

a word to his mother, he left the 
house to go to work. On the way he 
met one of his chums, a youth about 
i vear older than himself. “Give me 
x smoke, 
sompanion

cured of drink by that time.”
"Will you take upon yoirself the 

task of converting Arthur from the 
drink habit?” her father asked Lena, 

George,” he said to his as he took her hand in his own and 
I hated to ask ray mo- pressed it gentlx.

flier for the price of a package after 
spending all my inonvv this morn- 
ng” , *
“How did you spend it?” asked 

tieorge, as he handed Arthur a cigar
ette.

“How do you think?” said Arthur 
vi th a slight blush

Yes, father/ if you grant the fa'oi 
I ask of you."

"To keep Collins for another 
month?”

“Yes, father.”
“You are a brave girl, Lena,” her 

father said, "and 1 am proud of you. 
Yes,, to please you, I will retain A l'

on drink,” exclaimed Arthur tliur in my employ for another 
Why did you not go to work this month. If he is not steadied up by

that time, out he goes.”
“Thanks for your favor, father," 

said lama, with a pretty smile. “I 
am sure you will not have to dismiss 
Arthur at the end of the month. 
There is the dinnei bell, father. Come 
along.”

After dinner Lena handed a note to 
her brother Frank, with instructions 
to deliver it to Arthur Collins as 
soon as possible. The note was short 
and read: “Kindly call to see me, as

morning?"
No, tmt I'm going now.”

“Weil,” said George, “you are a 
un1, Arthur. You ought to be well 
-'.named ol yourself.”
“So I am, Arthur said.

So you are not,” quickly relumed 
-T ■ itlier boy. “Do you mean to tell 
a-, Arthur, that if a fellow had one 
(park of shame in him, he would go 
#u drinking as you do?”

\rthur blushed, but said nothing.
The other boy exclaimed: “Come soon as you get this note. Lena Fair- 

»itli me this evening to Father Quinn bank."
J'' bke the pledge. Will you, Col- Arthur went immediately to Lena’s

home, where he was ushered into the 
“No,” said Arthur," 1 will not parlor by one of the maids. In a 

..ke my pledge. A fellow must have short time Lena joined him there. She 
ome kind of fun. I’m not going to placed a chair opposite to the one 
vork six days in the week, and then she intended to occupy, and she then
<tvc an old woman’s life. I’m none told Arthur to sit down. The lad
of your pious freaks, George, spend- sat down and when Lena seated her- 
•ng four nights a week at home with self, the two were face to face. The
books and magazines, and closing my- girl looked fixedly at the boy for a
elf up in a parlor the three remain- few moments before she spoke.

mg nights, eating chocolates and 
drinking cream sodas with some old 
guy’s daughter. I want sport, and I 
era going to have it.”
“You are knocking me, now, eh, 

vrthur’” said George. “Well, I’m 
aofc a pious freak, Arthur, but I have 
a mother whom I love and respect, 
suid I would die before I would let

You weie drinking this afternoon, 
Arthur,” she at last said in a kind 
of a sad tone. "Now, don’t you say 
‘No’ to me, for I can easily tell by 
your red face and swollen eyes, that 
you are just coming from home after 
sleeping of! & fit of intoxication. What 
a pity! ”

The youth blushed deeply and lower-
ber see me drunk. You have a moth- ed his eyes, for he was nally ashani- 
er, too, Arthur, and, if you want to ed to be obliged to confess to this 
kill her, keep on drinking. I’m sorry noble spirited girl that he was drink- 
for her and I’m sorry for,you. Now, ing that afternoon, 
i must leave you,” George went on, "I had no intention of saying ‘No’ 
as they came to the door of a large to you, Lena," he said. "Yes, I was 
factor r, "but I hope you will reflect drinking all afternoon, and 1 am iust 
upon what I have told you. Good coming out after sleeping it off.” 
bye, old boy, till we meet again.’’ i “When arc you going to stop rirink- 
fileorge ran into the factory and Ar- j mg’” asked the girl, 
xftur went on his way to his work, I “I don’t know, Lena,” replied the 
thinking solemnly of the good ad-j lad, as he again blushed 
vice which George had just given him “^ ou don’t know,” Lena said, in a
and wishing, in his heart of hearts, 
that he were as good a boy as his
companion.

• • e
Mr Oliver Fairbank, wealthv - and 

prosperous merchant, sat in his li
brary after his dav’s toil in his large 
business kd.jse. Mr. Fairbank sat in

mocking tone. “Well, as I notice you 
blush I conclude you have a little 
shame left in you. I don’t at all 
blame you for blushing, for any boy 
with the least manhood in him 
would blush if he had to confess that 
he could not check his beastly appe
lle for drink.”

"You knock hard, Lena," said the 
boy, quietly.

"1 don’t knock half hard enough,” 
exclaimed the girl, with flashing eyes 

“Now, listen, Arthur,” she said, 
getting cooler, *’I asked you here to
night to tell you that unless > ou stop 
drinking father will dismiss you in a 
month from now\ He was about to 
send you away immediately, but I 
pleaded with him in your behalf, and 
he was good enough to promise to 
give you another month’s trial, as I 
requested."

“You were very kind, Lena," said 
Arthur, to trouble yourself about 
me.”

"Yes,” said Lena, pretending to be 
sarcastic, “I was kind, but bear in 
mind, Arthui Collins, that I did not 
trouble myself about, you, but abort 
your poor mother. If you lose youi 
work, what will she do? Your fath
er is useless. lie seldom works, and 
when he does earn a few dollats at 
some job or another, he drinks all 
before he goes hone. Now, I know, 
though you drink, you take good care 
of your mother, and that you give 
her mogt of your pay every week.
I cannot sta> much longer with you,” 
she said, looking at her watch, “for 
mother ive me only ten minutes, so 
before we part, I want to exact a 
promise from you.”

“What is it, Lena?” the lad. ventur
ed to ask

“1 w.ml you to promise that vou 
will try your best to stop drinking. 
Do you promise, Arthur '”

“Yes, I promise,” -aid the lad.
Lena looked pleased.
"That is good,” she said. Then she 

added in a very low lone, "I know 
you, Arthur, well enough to know 
your word is sufficient. I must now 
leave vou; mother will wonder what 
is keeping me. Come Tuesday night 
again to see me.”

“I will lie pleased to come," said 
the lad, as he rose to go.

“Be good,” Lena said as she show
ed the bov out, “and keep your pro
mise.”

When Arthur left Lena he went 
straight home, and to the great joy 
of his mother, he went in sobvi for 
the first night in many weeks.

“Mother,” he said, as he was about 
to retire to his room for the night, 
“I am going to make the Mission, 
which begins next Sunday for single 
men in St. Dunstan’s; and, as I 
promised Lena Fairbank to-night, I 
now also promise you that I will try 
my best to stop drinking."

“God bless you, my boy!" was all 
the overjoyed mother could say, as 
she hurst into tears.

* * •

It was the third night of the Mis
sion. St. Dunstan’s church was 
overcrowded with single men and 
boys, who knelt reverently during the 
saving of the beads. After the beads 
the younger of the I wo Redemptorist 
Fathers who were preaching the Mis
sion, ascended the pulpit. To-night 
his subject was “The Kvils of 
Drink,” and while the young priest 
was an eloquent speaker, he couched 

1 his sermon in the simplest language, 
in order that all might understand it 

1 and be benefited by it. After he had 
been speaking for some tin A on the 
saloon and liquor, the young preacher 
leaned forward, and looking earnestly 
into the many upturned faces, said: 

i “There is no place like home, but 
may we apply this old proverb to the 
sad and lonely habitation of that 
most forlorn and degraded of all men 
—the drunkard ' Before you are 

: tempted to answer my question, men 
ind boys, here present to-night, re
ject well upon the words of the 

l iphorism, which are: ‘There is no 
iiiace like home.’ A drunkard’s 

j dwelling, properly speaking, is not a 
home. .11 is a den of the greatest 
misery, an asylum of hideousness, the 
very walls of which cause a painful 
terror to dart into the hearts of the 
ioor, helpless inmates therein confin

ed, as they creep nearer to each oth- 
•r afraid, as it were, of their own 
oicts. In that realm of misfortune 

there is a king, who rules over his 
subjects with a hand of iron, and woe 
’hb to the one who is unfortunate cn- 
■ugh to deserve punishment from such 
i monarch! Let us in spirit visit 
the abode of the drunkard. This sor- 
owful habitation we will find situat- 

Ijd in some dense and forsaken part of

the city. The reason of this loca
tion you all know without my ex
plaining it to-night. Let us enter 
this wretched abode and see for our
selves its desolation and want. On 
entering, what do we behold? We 
see, lying in one corner on a little, 
dirty straw or a few uirty rags, 
the wasted form of a young wife 
and mother, while at the farther end 
of the dingy room v c see, to our hor
ror, two or three dirty-faced children 
catching hold of each other’s tattered 
rags through fear at the sight of 
sti ngers. The floor is beastly dirty, 
the walls are black and the ceiling, 
we notice, stands much in need of a 
white-wash brush. The chairs—the 
few that escaped the pawn shop—arc- 
broken. the table is minus a cloth, 
and for want of a leg, stands sup
ported b) the wall, while a little pol
ish would give i better appearance to 
the poor, old stove, which stands 
without lire in the middle of the 
room. Throw a morsel of bread to 
the little ones, and in a moment it is 
gone, eaten by the children who aie 
by inches thing of starvation.

“My poor woman, where is your 
hod?” asks one of us.

‘It is gone for whiskey,’ she replies 
feebly. ‘My husband sold it for 
drink.’

God belli the wife of such n hus
band.

‘Where is the food that should feed 
you and your children’’ is our next 
question.

‘It is gone to the saloon, where m> 
husband spent his last dollar, and 
where he now lies drunk. ”

The young priest then explained the 
way in which the boy begins to drink, 

(Continued on page 7.)
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