) tream of blackened
‘who issued from the Ade-
laide Mills every night at six you
would have no doubt at all that
nearly everybody  worked -therein,

eretary, S,
Cathcart street.

e
ARY to the An-

ing over them—'’

moment. before, co

bernians, Division e,  everybody knew old [his hand mechanically closed. about.

n Bt. Patrick's ahiie °f»::“’f'°' 457 i‘;nd’;r the men | the lever of his machine — still ho

ander Street, on Gilpin, B B remained mute, vouchsafing no reply.
at 4 pm.,, ana were black and grimy, that the hue “And still' you go about

t 8 p.m., of each
Sarah Allen; Vice-
Mack; Financial
[cMahan; ' treasur-
Recording Secre-
att, 883 Welling-
ication forms can
mbers, or at the

of iron dust and touch of oily met-
als seemed ground into their very
faces, for they lived all day in an
atmosphere of flying dust that came
from noisy grinding lathes, massive
hammers,” and revolving saws. Therc
was always a roaring chaos in the

hard times, and ha
You don’t think it
Waste half an hour

“You know that'’s
retorted the other,
up with unwonted

e e Gilpin with his ceaseless ill-humor,
it foundry, blended with twisting belts | when his heart lay bruised with the
NO. 2.— Meets and flying sparks that flow out in memory of other things exasperated
£ 8t. Gabriel New curving streams like a showcr‘Of him to a degree he had seldom
;mag:d‘i&aij‘rr"“; o mcteors, over the heads which bent, k‘??i“‘llu}‘):f?xrcl'i ! he repeated, ‘‘and
i Pr-cid”-&y so unheeding of them, to the work g knO\\v-ac"L“;)’:,;‘ ?Mf ; A
Rs'ip.@t' (“il T pefore. And this place of subdued e i % botter: than ' you,
885 St. Catherine ders. and Aying dust was -old RO on whining about people
\dviser, Dr. Hugh thun: wasting time—you!

Gilpin’s domain. Old Gilpin was the
superintendent—the presiding genius
of it alll. And many, had you asked
them, would have said he matched
the place supremely well, for 'he was
not a lovable individual by any
means. His worst enemy could scarce
have called him that. A more crusty,

\tre’ street, tele-
289. . . Recording-
as Donohue, 312
t, — to Wwhom
18 should be ad-
yle, Financial Se-
'olfer, ' Treasurer.
Patrick’s League :

Ol1d Gilpin stared
the dust, speechless
Was this angry ma
he never remembered
at amything before,
him now almost wit
hands

S i '3 unclasped from behind his

, D. 8. McCarthy snu‘ppy. sn:rl,-lgg(,op‘;;':gn?isl;!e lstu:x‘sz‘i]ll\?: back as he asked himself the ques-

l:t}\lf_!’:l:!n :d P ha,ve'shifmd from | 0. while his face twitched with a

Y of li eem A ¢ gathering rage. He forgot that a

NO. 8.— Meets his so‘:jl\vzftd 131(;:: n(;;/élmgw::lt 1:‘2‘:‘; wounded thing will often turn more

1ird Wednesday of g‘);""is and unyieldillrg EhRY tha . iron savagely than when it was sound
a o —inste. spli .

No. 1863 Notre bout him, for that, after the twist. | 229 Whole—instead he replied with

+ Mc@ill, Officers: a ¥ that grim humor which became him

ing and turning and sawing and
hammering, came out by some magic
process in small polished articles of
daily utility, while he grew but
more warped and rusty.

He was a good supervisor, thought
his employers, and truly his work-

resident ; T. Mc-
lent; F. J. Devlin,
y, 16385 Ontario
ghes, financial-gse-
y, treasurer ; M.
of Standing Com-

well,

me? any longer than
that’s this minute!”’

M. Stafford. % Dillon's hand had ¢losed
oty men were only: 0o glad to do their |5 0\ the lever of his machine
Ko, 9<-Presi- work well in order to miss his ugly

humor. All day long he promenaded
up and down the long aisles of ma-
chinery, his hands behind his back,
his keen eyes alert for anything that
might afford him a chance to dis-
play his favorite pastime. No one
ever attempted any pleasantry with

rke, 208 St. An-
.-Secretary, Jno
George street, (to.
nications should
in.-Secretary, M
nt St. Mary Ave.:

fore Gilpin ceased it

Dillon was full of a
ness that made him

Hanley, 796 Pal X Sl on his coat and hat
man of Standing him. He seemed to ba:g an.}:!’“;:SIb:g watched him as though he expected
amond ; Sentinel, something-Svritten on hiny which said Iy " "0 0 20 sense

‘“Hands off! I was never meant
be joked with.'”

It was Christmas Eve. Inside the
foundry all was noigse and dust as
usual. Grimy faces looked at one an-
other through the murk with just a
little less stolidity—a little more of

1, J. Tivnan. Di- to

the second and
of every month,
nbers, 2444a St.
it 8 pan.

denly, his eyes gleam
Dillon
that the older man

MEN'S SOCIETY

strike him—then wi
strangely set,' as thc

¢heerfulness. The mnearness of the off, o e %
Meets in its hall, 5 v 4 effort he had reversed the passion
ee:et on the first great Day expanded “l:e souls f_‘"d within him he said, ‘“~~No, I'm not
)nt’h at 2.80 p.m the h(*nrts_ of '“he, workers. (‘h;'s‘f drunk. If T was I would kill you.'"
Rev. E. Strukbe mas! It might bring' some added joy | g, ¢onk his hat and strode quickly

—some unexpected comfort ; there
were possibilities with it that it did
no harm to think of and to hope for.
Consequently some hearts beat to a
happier music. Down the aisle strode
old Gilpin, and as he approached th.

,, D. J. O’Neill;
irray ; Delegates
eague: J. Whitty,
M. Casey.

its normal hue

A. & B. SOCIETY

music grew very still. Eyes that R 4 ray. “Ugh!
ond Bunday  ef had semndered troth €is whoals snd |1"alrcat wens ton. Toe tes iime
- Patrick’'s Hall, belts before them grew quickly at- Drawing - his money at the office
reet, immediate- tentive again. Old Gilpin stopped. It Dillon stepped out into the night.
SCIRe et Man- was a {requent habit of his to pause | The air was filled with fine needle-
same hall'the first suddenly beside a worker, and ‘with- like snow, but unmindful of it he
month, a4 3‘,""’?' out guestioning seem to express a [(ook o his hat and let the cold

reai-

ath, Rev.
stigan, 1st Viee-
Doyle, Secretary,
reet.

dissatisfied criticism. But this work-
man turned toward him pleasantly.

“Looks like we'd have a big storm
on,”" he said.

“No one said it didn’t,” snapped
the other. ““I don’t know that you
are paid to observe the weather.”

“No sir, of course not, but—

“There you go again—snow storms
—and excuses and dallying — Bah !
Get to work, to work t”* he

particles fall on his
brow; it seemed to r
feeling better he put
strode on through t
storm had grown 1
and pain in his o
stumbled into drifts

)A, BRANCH %6.
3th November,
26 meets at St.
)2 8t. Alexander
Monday of each
ar meetings for

flitted by shadowy
on forbidden errands

2 £ that silence which comes with a
b\llhl::l :I‘B:IO: growled, turning away without more great snow storm, nothing audible
5 o ?y ts ado while the workman turned €0 fhut the sifting of the snow flakes

@8 Svplican With a sudden bittorness in his' soul and the breath of the wind. The

any one desirous
irding the Branch
with the follow-
a8, J. Costigan,
cDonagh, Record-
bt. Warren, Fin-
Jas. H. Maiden,

that found, vent in a muttered curse.
“‘Because people ain't savage enough
te be shot—like himself — he takes
them for dogs. He'll go for Dillon
Now--see if he don’t.’’

His eyes followed the superintend-
ént as he stole craftily toward whers
Dillon stood for th® moment pen-
sively gazing out the murky begrim-
ed windows. Outside it was almost
dark. The strects shone up white for

lights in store windo

came upon his own

est house, and as he
saw it was dark. Tl
bor, too busy with

'S L. & B. AS-
nized April, 1874.

ki light.  Alas !

1875.—Regular 'L was snowing, while a few lights ;,mn&\vogieécr‘:x:? :])‘1?5 cfr:m ﬁ year ago

held in its hall, gleamed here and there. Poor Dillon! when all had been warmth and

rat Wednesday of It was easy for him to forget his aglow with brightness. He stood

8 o’clock, p.m. Work, easy to dréam now — for he fng;' a moment (nxgmido.h; the ;nm\',

pagement meets had much to dream about. He was dreading (()’g'u in lim, for Tittle

op:;til:‘le:’:dnﬁ"j':i }:li'lkirlz what an empty Christmas Margaret he would never enter it
' It was goin for him. His i ), re Wi

vy, Jas. O'Lough- wife lm(;t digd t:orl:; weeks Defore, ‘;l-,f:."?\;“{-er}/l‘,‘“r;ﬂ tlhl]:rr(‘v “:5 L‘L-E'.Ea nf:

ations to be ad- leaving him a wee little girl almdst lalntive ‘crv, & . child’s solisng.

a1, Dele%ate;“tn‘i & vear old. Poor little Margaret I()luivkly v[lllsh‘l‘l‘lg open the ‘door he

?:z’ vhvilcmihon. f\‘:mml unwell,. too,  perhaps  for | entored. “All was dark, except whero

i SN nt of the mother who would NEVEr ) 3 ped glow showed from the stove.

. (;nvs.ni her again. There ‘was a neigh- | Thank Heaven, it was warm ; and

,oror”n holoften ‘came in to take chargel with o fense of gratitude for the

o he little creature, but even sq, it neighborly care -that had made _this

ounded his heart when - he was warmth possible he struck a light.

foreed to Ieave it alone every morn-
Ing. All his. lifo. scemed to have gone
Wrong. There seemed no pyrpose left
Yo it any more—only pain that
gmaived at his heart and made him

- rebellious, . Ther ore he gazed at the
Show up against the win-
, Wistful long-

d

picked up the littie

“Poor little girl,”
Iy, “We are both. lo

so0 he tholght. He.tc

she, was ill. Just t
opened very wide. T
full they seemed
little face and kissed
baby only turned ay
fretfully. “‘Little pet,
soothingly. “'She

.h;;"bpm Kissed

1S 1,

Dillon started. His heart so full a

to exude .an additional bitterness

no!—that’s your kind every time!”’

coming upon him in his sOorrow

them one minute if they did?’’

“Would I keep them ome minute ?
No ! Of course I wouldn't,
why T won’'t keep you—do you hear

the beginning of this tirade, and be-
haps the old man did not think the
other would heed so readily ;

Without more ado he began putting

“You must be drunk!"” he said, sud-
turned quickly—so quickly

a blanched face fearful he meant to

down the aisle, unheeding the faces
that peered with an inquiring sym-
pathy into his, while Gilpin watched
him with a face that slowly took on

“If T was—I would kill you,’’

most to his knees while pedestrians

and dim, as though the world like a
ship were drifting slowly away.
last, in a thinly settled district, he

nearly a hundred feet from the near-

on Christmgs Eve had been unable to

‘Then striding over to the corner he
had. cried so plaintively.

He sat down by the fire. The baby's
face seemed full of color, too

with his hand. It was hot ! Perhaps

8 bont

dish. ‘‘Hapged if .anyone works now-
adays—without someone ever watch-

ntracted, seemed

howling
everything !
‘s anything to
star gazing. Oh

rd

a lie,”” suddenly
his cyes lighting

pas‘sionA This
of

Would you keep

at him through
for a  moment.
n Dillon whom
to have rebelled
and who defied
h fierceness? His

That's
I can help; and

tightly
at

was still. Per-
but
strange reckless-
glad to do it.

while Gilpin

of regret.
ing vengefully.
drew back with

th a face grown
ough by a great

he

blared head and
elieve him, and
on his hat and
he snow. The
ike the passion
wn  soul. He
that came al-

as ghosts bent
. Over all hung

ws were blurred
At

home. It was
neared it  he
he kindly neigh-
her own cares

creature that

he said tender-
nely to-night.”

much
yuched her cheek

hen. the
ow large

eves,
and
over the
it, but the
y and  cried
he murmured,

| whole soul in his eyes.

| There it was—so cloguent in = ite
|emptiness. He looked at it with hiz
i 11, spirits come back she may be

there now,’”” he thought, ‘“pitying
We two in  our loneliness,”  and
stooping, down he kissed the baby
again in memory of her. It's face
was hot no longer—it was cold !
He started up almost wild with fear,
but grew a trifle reassured when the
little one began to cry again. 'That
cry was most weolcome now, and yet
it surely must be ill he thought. If
the Kind neighbor would only drop
in gnd reassure him, women knew
so much about these things. He
looked toward the door, but it only
shook with the wind, Then the baby
fell to crying again.

“Poor little Margaret,”” he mur-
mured, rocking back and forth with
her cheek pressed tightly against his
own. “What is the matter with my
little girl? Why does she cry, poor
little girl?”” Then as Le sat there his
fears grew upon him. To his afxious
eyes it seemed the baby’s face grew
every moment more pallid .— more
marked with illness. At last he could
stand it no longer. He forgot that
he had not eaten any supper, that
his hands were still grimy with the
dust and oil of the foundry. He for-
got all in his fears. Standing up,
he placed the baby in the little crib
in the corner. She cried fretfully, but
he kissed her and tucked her in se-
curely, then took his hat and strode
towards the door. It would only
take him a moment, he reflected, to
80 over to his neighbor’s house, and,
if possible, get her to come and pass
her opinion. If she saw nothing . to
be alarmed about he would be sa-
tisfied. With a final look about the
room he stepped hastily out, closing
the door behind him.

Old Gilpin remained in the found-
ry that night long after the men
had left. He never felt as much at
home anywhere as here where the
best part of his life had been spent.
It gave him the greatest pleasure to
wander down the cmpty aisles with
their silent machines, and speculate
and calculate to a nicety just what
profit should accrue from each. He
had wandered about to, his thorough
satisfaction, and now prepared to
leave. Downstairs he nearly fell over
the watchman who had been dozing
near the door.

“Why! I thought you were
home, sir,” stammered he

gone
eonfused-

y.

“Well—I'm not! Wouldn’'t be here
if I was, would I?”’ he snapped, then
without more ado stepped out into
the street.

““My, But this is a storm,’’ he mut-
tered, as the wind almo#t turned
him completely around in its fury.
He had quite forgotten about it in
the foundry, but now he was likely
to remember’ it. The snow blew
about in perfect clouds that hid
buildings, and rendered visionary old

familiar landmarks. Setting his
teeth grimly he staggered on. How
long he floundered, about in the

drifts was hard to say, but suddenly
it dawned on him that he was not
at all where he ought to be. The
store on the corner that ought to be

a drug store was a grocery, while
about him were scattered a few
humble dwellings that wore an un-

familiar air. He paused with a sud-
den sense of bewilderment.

“Where am I?"’ he muttered help-
lessly. ““This never happened to me
before—I haven’t been drinking.””
He turned about. Not a soul was
there to make inquiries of; the snow
and the wind beat about him in
shrill unison. ‘‘Confound it—I can’t
be lost,”’ he muttered angrily as he
stafted on again. ‘““The storm has
made things look strange. I must be
all right.”” But when he stumbled on
and his surroundings grew the more
unfamiliar, he paused again and
looked abiout him. He was utterly
lost now, in a deserted district de-
void of habitation except dircetly
ahead where gleamed a light.

“I'll get over there and find out

where I am,”’ he thought after a
moment’s hesitation. In a trice he
was at the door where his knocks

for admittance brought nothing but
the plaintive cry of a child, He
knocked again, then, getting no an-
swer, without further ceremony tried
the door. To his surprise it opened
and he stepped inside.

‘““Humph! This is a nice way to
find things—expect to get informa-
tion--no ome in—bad off as ever!"
He walked over to the stove, and
spread his hands for the grateful
warmth. “Everything snug—Kkind of
careless though—only just gone out
I suppose—well! I'll wait till they
come back.”

At this juncture a plaintive cry
came from the corner and something
stirred there,

‘“A baby,” he exclaimed,
e e e

as his

BABY FOODS

It is clear that doctors ar;d
mothers think rhore of special
foods than they used to.

The reasons are: (1) both
mothers and ‘babics live less
naturally than they used to;
(2) motﬁer’S" milk is not, so
plenty, and not so good, as it
used th be; (3)Scott's emal
xmd-liyylérigxl s-m

ASSOCIATION OF OUR
LADY OF PITY.

Founded to assist and pro-
tect the poor Homeless Boys
of Cincinnati, Ohio. Material
aid only 25 cents year. The
spiritual  benefits are very
great. . On  application, each
member receives gratis a Can-
on Crozier Beads with 500
days’ indulgences, also indul-
genced Cross.

Address, The
526 Sycamore
nati, O.

)

Boys’ Home,
street, Cincin-
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the

eye caught
had never been intereésted in babies

crib. Now
but under the circumstances he
he could step over and look at it
It was gazing up at him with wide

cry vigorously
‘“Ba—ah! There

settles it!

death,”’

you go

thoughtfully drew it off and laid it
on a chair.
crib in the corner again.

ly. “‘don't

ing it to and fro; and observed with

—for I am free to confess I am be-
ginning to like you. There! Tut! tut!

bad habits again.’”’ As if heeding his
words the child’s face broke into a
laugh, and it clapped its hands.
Then old Gilpin danced it up and
down to a queer old tune that for
lack of words was nothing but ‘‘did-
dle dee diddle dee dum de dum, dum
de diddle de dum de dee.” Of course
baby was delighted. She crowed and
gurgled - and in her pleasure even
took hold of old Gilpin’s nose, which
was @ privilege he had always re-
served for himself alone. Nevertheless
he really seemed to like it. One
would have thought the house his
own by the calm air of proprietor-
ship he displayed, but then he was
an obstinate old man who had al-
ways done much as he liked. He got
up, put some coal on the fire, and
sat down again. After a time baby
grew quiet, and then imperceptibly
his surroundings began to slip away.
The warmth of the fire stole upon
his senses like some deadening drug.
The storm without—the room with-
in. his purpose in being there — all
were forgotten, and he slept.

And in his oblivion the door sud-
denly opened and a man, grimy and

weary, stood there. John Dillon
had come back alone. He had gone
about half way to the neighbor’s

when he remembered he had not, lock-
ed the door, but as he was very
near the other house he thought bet-
ter not to turn back. The neighbor
was not in. He waited, then start-
ed off, and now here he was at his
own house and there—was Gilpin !
Asleep—with his baby coddled up in
his arms ! For a moment he gazed
at them both, then strode quickly
forward, which was how it came
that Gilpin a moment later found
himself looking up in half awakened
fashion at His former workman! And
then instinctively he did what in his
more awakened state he might not
have done—held forth his hand
warningly, and said, in wonderfully
softened tones for him, ““There now
—Yyou might wake the baby.””

Well? John Dillon weng . back
work as usual in the foundry

the holiday had passed. He will
protiably always work there, nor
does he think harshly of old Gilpin.
The sunshine has stolen back to the
old man’s heart again, and men
speak and think better of him|than
they once did. And all because of
ond Christmas Fwve !-——John  Austin
Schetty, in the December number of
Donahoe's Magazine.

to
after

A PROTESTANT MINISTER'S KIND
VEBED. :

There is something. about kind
deeds which attracts every one and
makes one long to do good acts.
Worthy. ambitions are fostered by
hearing and reading of the noble
deeds of others. ‘‘The Michigan Cath-
olic’” ‘tells about an incident that
oceurred in Durand, Mich.

Thomas Hamlin, a ' railroad en-
gineer, whose home was in Detroit,
met with an accident at Durand,
Mich. ¥ -

Mr. Hamlin, ywhile in the perform-
anca of his duty, was fatally injured
in a collision, Aftér being extricated
from beneath his wrecked condition,"
the man knew his eritical condition
and called for a priest. There being
no priest’ in the willage, some one
ran for the Methodist ministcr_,
Rev. Mr. Roedel. = = -
Mr. Roedel histened immedia
the scene: of the accident. Mr,
Iin saw that
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Gilpin

felt

o lessly blind. On last Monday Mr.
oren eves that might * have meant McDonough went to West Hoboken,
surprise or' dislike or anything else He had a friend in ;ZL Thomas’
for all he knew; and then as he < = £

gazed upon it, it suddenly began to

that
I've probably scared it to
he said dolefully, then pers
ceiving that his coat was leaving a
trail of liquid snow behind him he

He walked over to the

““There! There!”’ he said soothing-

cry so0 hard—maybe priest passed a box containing
you've been there long enough and |relics of St. Paul before his eyes,
want to come out. Up she comes,”” |and Mr, McDonough declares there
and he lifted the child with an awk- | was an immediate relief.
ward attempt at a caress : then After this his sight came back
paced up and down the room swing- | rapidly, and on Thursday Mr. Mec-

real gratification that the - baby | the paper. His first glance in a mir-
seemed quite content. After this he | ror after leaving the monastery
sat down before the stove, with a |[Showed that his eoyes had been
complacent air and stood the child | Straightened. He says his eyesight
on his knee. now is almost as good as it ever

‘“There!”” he cried gruffly, for he | was.—New York Freeman's Jour-

could not lose his wonted manmer | 1
all at once, even with the best in-
tentions. ‘“There! My young friend,

whoever you are, I hope you like me

tut!’’ as the baby's face wrinkled for
another cry. “Don’t start in at your

Wwith all possible speed to Gaines
and  back, ‘bringing Father ©O'Sulli-
van with him, Mr. Hamlin died just
five minutes bofore the priest arrived.
—-ﬁ—w
PRAYER RESTORES SIGHT.

John McDonough, associate editor
of the Scranton ‘‘Free Press, has
been cured of blindness and he is
now a firm believer in the efficacy of
prayer. Mec-
Donough’s eyes have been affected,
and the best specialists in New Y ork
and Philadelphia were unable to ef-

For a long time Mr.

fect a cure. One of the eyes turned
partly around in the socket, and
this affected the other, which also

turned. An operation was perform-
ed in Philadelphia, which was un-
successful, and the surgeons inform-
ed Mr. McDonough he would be hope-

Monastery that he desired to see and
called at the institution. The friend
Wwas out, and when the monk asked
it he could do anything for the call-
er. McDonough, in a spirit of jest,
replied : ““Yes, 1 wish you would
straighten these eyes.’”

The priest asked him to come to
the altar, where a dozen others were
praying, and told him to say the
act of contrition, and say it cincere-
ly. This McDonough did, whereupon
the

Donough again resumed his desk on

THBE DOG AND THE TELEPHONE.

not long ago,
writes a Oanadian lady, “my sister
went to see a friend who lived a
mile or two from the rectory, taking
with her our little brown doggie,
Fido. When she left she quite forgot
the dog, and soon as our friends

““One morning

discovered him they did all they
could to make him leave, but with-
out avail.

““‘Some hours passed, and he was

still there, so they telephoned to let
us know his whereabouts.
‘““ Bring him to the
said my sister.
““One of the boys held him while
another put the trumpet to the dog's
ear.
‘“Then my sister whistled and call-
ed, ‘Come home at once, Fido.'
“Immediately he wriggled out of
the boy’s arms, rushed to the door,
barking to get out, and shortly
afterwards arrived panting at the
rectory.

telephone,”’

NEW INVENTIONS,

List of Canadian and American pa-
tents recently granted :—

CANADA.

69,457—Richard Beese, Dresden,
CGermany, incandescent gas lamp.

69,461—Alfred Denis, St. Hya-
cinthe, P.Q., means for sealing flour
and grain sacks.

€9,614—O0livier Sauvageau, St,
Chas. des Grondines, P.Q., fire ap-
Paratus.

69,519—~John H. Balcom, Halifax,
N.S., ice creeper.

69,547—Alred
Ont., bed spring.

UNITED STATES.

Guay, Maxville,

662,418—James Harvey Green-
wood, Boissevain, Man., automatic
brake.

662,581— James Harvey Green-

wood, Boissevain, Man., méchanical
brake,

662,879—Alexander Ross, Mon-
real, P.Q., car ventilator,

33,62 6— William Nortbhgvaves,
FPerth, Ont., (design patent) corny
fork.

AN INVENTION PROBABLY LOST.
—

John G. Carter, the inventor of the
pProcess of making a snhs_tit,u(e for
rubber from cotton seed oil, died re-
cently at Savannah, Ga. The process
was known only to Mr. Carter, and
unless it is found that he left in-
structions-and directions for the con-
tinuance of the work, it is. probable
that the secret died with him. This
is a valuable illustration of the wis-
dom of patenting all inventions of
any commercial value, " and not
leaving the matter a sccret. Very
valuable inventions have been lost
to the world, owing to a mistaken
belief that our patent laws do not
give adequate protection.

'  BVERY MOVEMENT HURTS

"When you have rheumatitm. Muscles
feel stiff and sore and joints  and
painful. - It “does not pay to suffer
long from this disease when it may
‘be ‘cured so promptly and perfectly
by Hood’s Sarsaparilla., This medi-
cine goes right to the spot. neutral-
izes the activity aof the blood, which
causes rheumatism, and puts an end
to the pain and stifiness. 3

cured by

Hood’s

FAST SERVICE Between MOVTREA
day.
nﬁ!i
Teaye Mont,
Ana5.0 p m

City TicketQMeen, 117
_add @

argic state. The cause of his
sleep is attributed to over
brought on by indigestion.—
Daily Telegraph.

Business Cards

ple-<
a
Quebec

M. SHARKEY,

Fire Insurance Agent-
Valuations made. Personal supervision
given to all business. 1340 and 1723 Notre
Dame street. Telephone Main 771.

LAWRENCE RILEY,
PLASTERIE,
Successorto John Riley.  Established 1860,
Plainand Ornamental Plastering. Repairs of
all kinds promptly attended to. Retimates fur=
nished. l-’"om orders attended to. 15 Pawis

Street, Point St.Charles.

TEL. MAIN 30%0.

T. F. TRIHEY,

REAL ESTATE.

Money to Lend on City Property and Improved
Farms
INsuRANOR. VivLuarions.

Room 33, Imperial Building,

107 8T. JAMES STREET.

Ofice,143 St. Yames. Tel.Main 644,
Residence, Telephone East 445 .

JOHN P. O’LEARY,

[Lave Building Inspector C.P.Ry.)
Contractor and Bulilder,

RESIDENCE: 3 Prince Arthur St.,
MONTREAL.
Estimates given aud Valuations Made

J.P. CONROY

(Latewith Paddon & Niokolson
228 Centre Street,
Practical Plumber, Gas and Steam Fitter,

BLEOTRIO and MEOHANIOAL BELLS ts.
ome. Main, 356%......

Esranuisunn1864,

C. O BRIEN . '
House, Sign and Decorative Paintes.

PLAINAND DECORATIVE PAPER HANSESR
Whihvuhlg{ud'l‘lntlnv Orderspremptly
ttended to. Terms mod

Residence 645, Office 647, Dorchester streed,
oast of Bleury street. Montreal.

CARROLL BROS,,

Registered Practical Sanitariams,

PLUMBERS,STEAM FITTERS, METAR
ANDSLATE ROOFERS,

795 CRAIG STREET : wear S1. Antolns

Drainageand Ventilations specialty.

Chargesmoderate Telephono 1884

TELEPHONE, 8898,

THOMAS 0’GONNELL

Dealerin General Househ |d Hardware, Paints
and Oils.

137 McCORD STREET, Cor  Otlawa

PRAOTIOAL PLUMBER,

6AS, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTER,

RUTLAND LINING, FITS ANY STOVE,
CHEAP,

Orders nromxtly attended to. i~: Moderate

charges. . trial solicited .

DANIEL FURLONG,

Wholesaleand Retail Dealorim®

CHOICE BEEF,VEAL, MUTTON, Porix

64 Primeec Arthur Street,

Specinl Rates for

Oharitnble [mstitutions,
Telopheme. Enst 47 11-8 o8

Professionat Caras.

FRANK J,CURRAN.B. A, B.C.L,

ADVOCATE,
BAVINGS BANK CHAMBER? ,
1808t. JamenStreer,
MONTREAL .

7.00 & m, Hemmingford, Massena Spritigs

7.40 & m, Looal Express for Torontg
8.00 & m, Portland, Quebec, Rorel
8.40 ow Y ia D

8. a St. Lambert

® am, International Limited,
Toronto, Londown, Detroit, Chieago

9.1 a m, Boston and New York vis CV R
1.3 p m, 8t. Johns and 5t Albans

4.00 p m, Arthabsska and [sland Pond

4.00 p m, Hemmingford. Fort Covington
4.45p'm, Waterloo, 8t. Johns, Rouse’s Point
5.00 p m, Waterloo via St. Lambert P
§.15p m, Brockville

5.20 p m, 8t. Hyacinthe ? ¥
6.50 p m, Boston, New York,viaC V R
*7.00 p m, New York, via D & H

7.15 p m, St. Cessire, via Cr¥ 2
*8.00p m, mlxxﬂ; > for'Toronto

8 30 p m, Qupbec, Porflond . . . §
#9.00 p m, Boston, New York, via C V R {
10.30 p m, Toronto, Detroit. hisago

For Suburban Train Service; consult Time
'‘ables ;

*Denotes traing run daily, A\
All other traias run daily except Sunday.
— '

AND OTTAWA. ]
Fast trains Jeave Montreal daily, evoent
9.50 & m and 4 10 p m, arriving at Ot
noon and 6 35 p m. ?
1 traing for all 0. A. R. points fo

1(1’7.60- m daily, except

—_—

e
Bonaventnre Ytation

.




