
«a- - -V-
Moot* m 

St. Alexan:
, of the 
last Wed- 
Director, 

t, P.P. President 
let Vice, P. c 

ce, 1. J. O'Neill- 
O'Leary ; Corral 

F. J. Curran, 
»gH3ecretary, s. 
5 Cathcart street.

iRY to the Aa- 
bernians, Division 
in St. Patrick s 
ander Street, on 
at 4 p.m., and 

-t 8 p.m., of each 
Sarah Allen; Vice- 
Mack; Financial 

CoMahan; treasur- 
Recording Secre- 

latt, 888 Welling- 
ication forms can 
mbers, or at the 
gs-

NO. 2.—■ Meets 
f St. Gabriel New 
tre and Laprairie 
d and 4th Friday 
8 p.m. President. 

R85 St. Catherine 
LdViser, Dr. Hugh 
ltno street, tele- 
1289. Recording. 
els Donohue, 312 
t, — to whom 
is should be ad- 
ylti. Financial Se- 
iolfer, Treasurer. 
Patrick’s League : 

D. S. McCarthy

NO. 3 — Meets 
lird Wednesday of 
No. 1868 Notre 

• McGill. Officers: 
resident ; T. Mê
lent-; F. J. Devlin, 
y, 1635 Ontario 
ghes, financial-se- 
iy, treasurer ; M. 
of Standing Com- 

M. Stafford.

No. 9.—Presi- 
rke, 208 St. An
t-Secretary, .Ino. 
George street, (to. 
inications should 
in.-Secretary, M. 
nt St. Mary Ave.; 
Hanley, 796 Pal- 
man of Standing 
amond ; Sentinel, 
l1, J. Tivnan. Di- 
the second and 
of every month, 

nbers, 2444a St. 
it 8 p.m.

MEN’S SOCIETY 
Meets in its hall, 
eet, on the first 
>nth, at 2.80 p.m. 
Rev. E. Struhbe 

b, D. J. O'Neill; 
irray ; Delegates 
©ague: J. Whitty, 
M. Casey.

A. & B. SOCIETY 
:ond Sunday of 

Patrick’s Hall, 
reet, immediate 
ommittee ef Man- 
same hall the first 
month, at 8 p.m. 
rath, Rev. Preei- 
istigan, 1st Viee- 
Doyle, Secretary, 
reet.

>A, BRANCH 86. 
3th November, 
26 meets at 9t. 
>2 St. Alexander 
Monday of each 

lar meetings for 
business are held 
4 th Mondays ef 
,p$n. Applicants 
any one desirous 

irdinç the Branch 
with the follow- 
is. J. Costigaa, 
cDonagh, Record- 
bt. Warren, Fin- 
Jas. H. Maiden,

........... . ■
AND OATHOLIO OHRONIOLX

W ' W

mm 50000000000

.III

ck>o®5)^POO^oooooooooooooooooooooooooooo<><}3

dishTo see the stream of blackened 
grimy mqn who issued from the Ade
laide Mills every night at six you 
would have no doubt at all that 
nearly everybody worked therein 
and, of course, everybody knew old 
Gilpin. It was no wonder the men 
were black and grimy, that the hue 
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 
hummers, and revolving saws. There 
was always a roaring chaos in the 
foundry, blended with twisting belts 
arid flying sparks that flew out in 
curving streams like a shower é of 
meteors, over the heads which bent, 
so unheeding of them, to the work 
before. And this place of subdued 
thunders and flying dust was old 
Gilpin’s domain. Old Gilpin was the 
superintendent—the presiding genius 
of it all! 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, 
snappy, snarling personage it would 
have been hard to find. The sunshine 
of life seemed to have shifted from 
his soul and now nothing but sha
dows dwelt there. He was more 
hard and unyielding than the iron 
about him, for that, after the twist
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
men were only too glad to do their 
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 
him. He seemed to bave an invisible 
something written on him which said 
"Hands off! I was never meant to 
be joked with.”

It was Christmas Eve. Inside the 
foundry all was noise and dust as 
usual. Grimy faces looked at one an
other through the murk with just a 
little less stolidity—a little more of 
cheerfulness. The nearness of the 
great Day expanded the souls and 
the hearts of the workers. Christ
mas! It might bring some added joy 
—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 tho 
music grew very still. Eyes that 
had wandered from the wheels and 
belts before them grow quickly at
tentive again. Old Gilpin stopped. It 
was a frequent habit of his to pause 
suddenly beside a worker, and with
out questioning seem to express a 
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 !
* “ work, got to work !” he

‘‘Hapged if .anyone works now
adays—without someone ever watch
ing over them-—”

Dillon started. His heart so full a 
moment before, contracted, seemed 
to exude an additional bitterness ; 
his hand mechanically closed about 
the lever of his machine — still he 
remained mute, vouchsafing no reply.

And still- you go about howling 
hard times, and hard everything ! 
You don t think it’s anything to 
waste half an hour star gazing. Oh 
1,0,1 that’s your kind every time*” 

“You know that's a lie,” suddenly 
retorted the other, his eyes lighting 
up with unwonted passion. This 

uP°n hin» in his sorrow of 
Gilpm with his ceaseless ill-humor, 
when his heart lay bruised with the 
memory of other things exasperated 
him to a degree he had seldom 
known before.

That s a lie! he repeated. "and 
no one knows it better than you. 
You go on whining about people 
wasting time—you! Would you keep 
them one minute if they did?”
4uOIj Gilpin starcd at him through 
the dust, speechless for a moment. 
Has this angry man Dillon whom 
he never remembered to have rebelled 
at anything before, and who defied 
him now almost with fierceness? His 
hands unclasped from behind his 
back as ho asked himself the ques- 
tion. while his face twitched with a 
gathering rage. He forgot that

There it was—so eloquent in its 
emptiness. He looked at it with his 
whole soul in his eyes.

"If spirits come back she may be
there now," he thought, "pitying 
we two in our loneliness,” and 
stooping down he kissed the baby 
ugain 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 welcome now, and yet 
it surely must be ill he thought. If 
the kind neighbor would only drop 
in fnd 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 ho sat there his 
fears grew upon him. To his aifxious 
eyes it seemed the baby’s face grew 
every moment more pallid -— more 
marked with illness. At last he could 
stand it no longer. Ho 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 
go 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
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contused-

n ‘he watchman who had been dozingh,and had closwl tightly near the door. K
about the lever of his machine at "Why! I thought you were 
the beginning of this tirade, and be- home, ■ y CrC
fore Gilpin censed it was still. Per- ly.
haps the old man did not think the "Well' I'm not I Wouldn't ho h...
Dillon Zs'llT? SO, rCadily ' but if 1 was. would I?" he snapped, then 
^s^hnT moio h ,ra,?K.C re°klcHS- without more ado stepped Mt into 
uess that made him glad to do it. the street.
* h« beean putting "My, but this is a storm, " he mut-
watched him1.? ,hat ' Gilpin tercd' »s the wind almoin, turned
yatC,„ b'™ as though ho expected him completely around in its fury 
him to show some sense of regret. He had quite forgotten about it fn 

You must be drunkt - he said, sud- the foundry, but now he was likelv 
DiUon'8 c-''MJtl<’!UmnR vengefully. to remember' it. The snow Wtw 

that'the XT* q"‘c.k,y~“® quickly about in perfect clouds that hid 
that the older man drew back with buildings, and rendered visionary old
strike him -------it to familiar landmarks. Setting his
strike him—then with a face grown | teeth grimly he staggered on How

eye caught the crib. Now Gilpin 
had never been interested in babies, 
but under the circumstances he felt 
he could step over and look at it. 
It was gazing up at him with wide 
open eyes that might have meant 
surprise or dislike or anything else 
for all he knew; and then as he 
gazed upon it, it suddenly began to 
cry vigorously-

“Ba—ah! There you go — that 
settles it! I’ve probably scared it to 
death,” he said dolefully, then perr 
ceiving that his coat was leaving a 
trail of liquid snow behind him he 
thoughtfully drew it off and laid it 
on a chair. He walked over to the 
crib in the corner again.

“There! There!” he said soothing
ly. . “don't cry so hard—maybe 
you’ve been there long enough and 
want to come out. Up she comes,” 
and ho lifted the child with an awk
ward attempt at a caress ; then 
paced up and down the room swing
ing it to and fro; and observed with 
real gratification that the baby 
seemed quite content. After this he 
sat down before the stove, with a 
complacent air and stood the child 
on his knee.

“There!” he cried gruffly, for he 
could not lose his wonted manner 
all at once, even with the best in-, 
tentions. “There! My young friend, 
whoever you arc, I hope you like me 
—for I am free to confess I am be
ginning to like you. There! Tut! tut!

strangely set, as though by a great 
effort he had reversed the passion 
within him he said, “—No, I'm not 
drunk. If I was I would kill you 
He took his hot and strode quickly 
down the aisle, unheeding the faces 
that peered with an inquiring sym-

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,. . , - ti , * - Vi X, OVCL V I

pathy into his, while Gilpin watched humble dwellings that
n I 111 Ttri * lx !.. 4 1.,.. * — 1 1 -. . I I. ...him with a face that slowly took on 
its normal hue.

“If I was—I would kill you,” he 
muttered as he turned away. “Ugh! 
I almost went too far that time.

Drawing his money at the office 
Dillon stepped out into the night. 
The air was filled with fine needle
like snow, but unmindful of it he 
took off his hat and let the cold 
particles fall on his bared head and 
brow; it seemed to relieve him, and 
feeling better he put on his hat and 
strode on through the snow. The 
storm had grown like the passion 
and pain in his own soul. He 
stumbled into drifts that came al-

wore an
familiar air. He paused with 
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 
staffed 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 about him. He was utterly 
lost now, in a deserted district de
void of habitation except directly

Get to ................. ....................... ..
growled, turning away without more 
ado while the workman turned to 
with a sudden bitterness in his* soul 
tjmt found, vent in a muttered curse.

Because people ain’t savage enough 
tc 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- 
ent as he stole craftily toward where 
Billon stood for thb moment pen
sively gazing out the murky begrim
ed windows. Outside it was almost 
dark. The streets shone up white for 
,l. was snowing, while a few lights 
gleamed here and there. Poor Dillon! 
U easy for him to forget his 
work, easy to dream now — for he 
had much to dream about. He was 
thinking what an empty Christmas 
it was going to be for him. His 
, 0 •tad died some weeks before, 
leaving him a woe little girl almost 
a •Vonr old. Poor little Margaret 
Been ied unwell, too. perhaps for 

■hut of the mother who would never 
caress her again. There was a ncigh- 

- .0r who* often came in to take charge 
J the little creature, but even sa it 
f (n!!^<>d his h»»1-* when he was 
onced to leave it alone every morn- 
hg. All his life seemed to have gone 
rong. There seemed no purpose left 

a >t any more—only pain that
snawod at his heart and made him 

clliouH. Therefore he gazed at. the 
w ns H blew qp against the win- 

: 'y,th a strange, wistful long- 
X in his heart. He would have lik- 

!rtto hav« taken his baby* in his 
EP* nn<i lain down to sleep somc- 
*»ere for ever. '

tired—God knows I'm tir- 
UK Physical and 

ppressod him, 
■tears

most to his knees while pedestrians __ ...
flitted by shadowy as ghosts bent ahead where gleamed a light 
on forbidden errands. Over all hung “I’ll get over there and find out 
that silence which comes with a where I am,” he thought after 
great snow storm, nothing audible moment’s hesitation. In a trice he 
but the sifting of the snow flakes was ut the door where his knocks 
and the breath of the wind. The I for admittance brought nothing but 
lights in store windows were blurred the plaintive cry of a child. He 
and dim, as though the world like a knocked again, then, getting no an 
ship were drifting slowly away. At swer. without further ceremony tried 
last, in a thinly settled district, ho I the door. To his surprise it opened 
came upon his own home. It was ami he stepped inside, 
nearly a hundred feet from the near- “Humph! This is a nice way to 
est house, and as he neared it he | find things—expect to get informa-

catnc to 
out. He 

; hliu. thlft

had n< 
■tood „ 
ere he', 

'Mus 
«ountii 
he sak

saw it was dark. The kindly neigh 
bor, too busy with her. own cares 
on Christmgs Eve had been unable to 
get over and make a light. Alas 
how different this from a* year ago 
when all had bcea warmth and 
aglow with brightness. He stood 
for a moment outside jn the snow, 
dreading to go in. But for littl 
Margaret he would never enter it 
again, Perhaps there was even no 
fire now. And there ! lie heard a 
plaintive cry. â child’s sotfiilng 
Quickly pushing open the door he 
entered. All was dark, except where 
a red glow showed from the stove 
Thank Heaven, it was warm : and 
with a Sense of gratitude for the 
neighborly care that had made this 
warmth possible he struck a light. 
Then striding over to the corner ho 
picked up the little creature that 
had cried so plaintively.

“Poor little girl,’’ he said tender
ly. “We are both lonely to-night.” 
He sat down by the fire. The baby’s 
face seemed full of color, too much 
so he thought. Ho -touched her cheek 
with his hand. It was hot ! Perhaps 
she was 111. Just then the eyes 
oi>ened very wide. How large and 
full they seemed. He burnt over thio 
little face and kissed it, but the 
lmby only turned aiyuy and cried 
fretfully. “Little pet,” he murmured, 
soothingly. “She never cried before 
when pqpa kissed her. Why does she 
now?” lie held hçr out before him, 
dancing her up and down as he used 

hoping vaguely that ( she 
j&bherht crow and laugh, 

(is as she had often

I like the

m"0,L'at0ept

before

lion—no one in—bad off as ever!” 
He walked over to the stove, and 
spread his hands for the grateful 
warmth. “Everything snug—kind of 
careless though—only just, gone out 
I suppose—well! I'll wait till they 
come back.”

At this juncture a plaintive cry 
enme from the corner and something 
stirred there.

“A baby,” he exclaimed, as his

BABY FOODS 

It is clear that doctors and 

mothers think more of special 

foods than they used to.

The reasons are: (i) both 

mothers and babies live less 

naturally than they used to ; 

(2) mother's milk is not. so 

plenty, and not so good, as it 

used to be ; (3) Scott's emul

sion of cod-liver oil is mother 

food as well as baby food

another cry. “Don’t start in at your 
bad hatkits 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 dam de dum, dum 
de diddle de dum do eke.” Of course 
baby was delighted. She crowed and 
gurgled and in her pleasure even 
took hold of old Gilpin’s nose, which 
was a privilege he bad 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 
dcnly opened and a man, grimy and 
weary, stood there. John billon 
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 
foi ward, 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 
w-arningly, and sairl, in wonderfully 
softened tones for him, "There now 
—you might wake the baby."

Well? John Dillon went back to 
work as usual in the foundry after 
the holiday had passed. He will 
probably 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 
one Christmas Eve !—John Austin 
Schetty, in the Iincomber number of 
Donahoe's Magazine.

with all possible speed to Gaines 
and back, bringing Father O’Sulli
van with him. Mr. Hamlin died just 
five minutes before the priest arrived.

THAYER 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. For a long time Mr. Mc
Donough’s eyes have been affected, 
and the best specialists in New York 
and Philadelphia wore unable to ef
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
lessly blind. On last Monday Mr. 
McDonough went to West Hoboken. 
He had a friend in tit. Thomas’ 
Monastery that he desired to see and 
called at the institution. The friend 
vas out, and when the monk asked 
if he could do anything for the call
er. McDonough, in a spirit of jest, 
replied : "Yes, I 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- 
1.V- This McDonough did, whereupon 
the priest passed a box containing 
relics of tit. Paul before his eyes, 
and Mr. McDonough declares there 
was an immediate relief.

After this his sight came back 
rapidly, and on Thursday Mr. Mc
Donough again resumed his desk 
the paper. His first glance in a mir
ror after leaving the monastery 
stayed that his eyes had been 
straightened. He says his eyesight 
now is almost as good as it ever 
was. New York Freeman's Jour-

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

Business Cards

M. SHARKEY,
Fire Insurance Agent-

Valuations made. Personal supervision 
given to all business. 1340 and 1721 Notre 
Dame street. Telephone Main 771.

LAWRENCE RILEY,
PliASTBHBB.,

Successor to John Riley. Established 1866.
Ocaamental Plastering. Repairs of 

all kinds promptly attended to. Estimates f ni8bed. Postal orders attended to
Street. Point St.Charlee.

a tee for- 
i Paris

TEL. MAIN so#©.

T. F. TRIHEY,
REAL ESTATE.

Money to Lend on City Property and

Imbukanos. Valuations.

Room 33, Imperial Building,
10T ST. JAMES STREET.

THE DOG AND THE TELEPHONE.

“One morning not long ago,” 
writes a Canadian lady, "my sister 
went to see a friend who lived a 
mil© or two from the rectory, taking 
with her our little brown doggie, 
P’ido. When she left she quite forgot 
the dog, and soon as our friends 
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 telephone,” 
said my sister.

“One of the boys held him while 
another put the trumpet to the dog’s

“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.

»fllee,l«8 84. James. Tel.Halm «44*
Residence, Telephone East 445

JOHN P. O’LEARY.
(Lste Building Inspector C P.Ry.J 9 

Contractor and Builder, 
RESIDENCE i S Prince Arthur Sl^ 

MONTREAL.
Estimates given and Valuations Mais

J.P. CONROY
( Latenitk Paddon 6 Jfiekohon

228 Centre Street, 
Practical Fleeter, On lit Iteee Otter.

BLEOTKIO sad MEOHAVIOAL BELLS Is. 
..........Telephone. Maln.SSSI..^

ISTASLlSISDlMt.

O. O’BRIEN ! 
loose, Sign and Deeondn Piiii*.
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NEW INVENTIONS.

•ist of Canadian and American pa
tents recently granted :—

CANADA.
69,457—Richard Beese, Dresden 

Germany, incandescent gas lamp.
69,461—Alfred Denis, St. Hya 

cinthe, P.Q., means for sealing flour 
and grain sacks.

69,514—Olivier Snuvagcau, St. 
Chas, des Grondines, P.Q., fire ap 
para t us.

69,519—John H 
N.8., ice creeper.

69,547—Alfred 
Ont., bed spring.

OASBOU BROS,. 
Registered Practical Sanitarian,
PLUMBERS,STEAM FITTERS.META* 

AN» SLATE ROOFERS.
70* CRAIO STREET : Mir SI. Aateln 

Drslssgesnd Ventilation s > oeelslly. 
Ohergeomoderste TeleptseneltN

Balcom, Halifax 

Guay, Maxville,

A PROTESTANT MINISTER’S KIND 
DEED.

There is something about kind 
deeds which attracts every one and 
makes que 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 
occurred in Durand, Mich.

Thomafc Hamlin; a railroad en
gineer, whose home was in Detroit, 
met with an accident at Durand, 
Mich.

Mr. Hamlin, iwhilc in the perform
ance of his duty, was fatally injured 
in a collision,. After being extricated 
from beneath his w-recked condition, 
the man knew his critical condition 
and called for a priest. There being 
no priest" in the village, some one 
ran for the Methodist minister, 
Rev. Mr. Roedcl.

Mr. Roedel hlistened immediately1 to 
the scene of the accident. Mr. Ham
lin saw that he was not a Catholic 
priest, and courteously declined his 
services, but asked again for a 
priest.

The nearest priest. Rev. 
O'Sullivan, resided frt Gajnps, 
was six miles distant, a *

UNITED STATES.
062,418——James Harvey Green

wood, Boissevain, Man., automatic

662,581— James Harvey Green
wood, Boissevain, Man., mdchanical 
brake.

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

33,62 6— William Northgvaves, 
Perth, Ont., (design patent) corn

AN IN\ ENTION PROBABLY LOST.

John G. Carter, the inventor of the 
process of making a substitute 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 secret. Very 
valuable inventions have been lost 
to the world, owing to a mistaken 
belief that our patent laws do not 
give adequate protection.

EVERY MOVEMENT HURTS

When you have rheumatkm. 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 of the blood, which 
causes rheumatism, and puts an end 
to the pain and stiffness.

TSIBPHOKB, 8888.

THOMAS O’CONNELL
Dealer in General Housed Id Hardware, Paints 

and Oils.

137McCORD STREET, Cor 011am
PB&CTIOAI PLCnil,

GAS, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTER.
RUTLAND LINING, FITE ANT HTOYR 

CHEAP,
Orders promptly attended to.

v------ .-! Af*...............\ trial solicited. Moderate

DANIEL FURLONO,
Wkelssaleasd Retell Dealerlm: 

CHOICE REEF.TEAL, MUTTON, Perk 
64 FrleeeArthar Street.

Special Bates far
Charitable la 

Telepheme. East 47 11-94

Professional Cauls.
FRANK J.CCRRAN.B. A.. B.C.I.

advocate,
EATINGS BANK CHAMBER* , 

lSest. JameeStreet. 

MONTRES I..

Biliousness is 
Pills. 25c.

cured by Hood's

After a*4horough analysis, dnd fir no) 
its purity, the leading Physicians oj 

Canada arr recommending

It is i

TRAINS LEAVE AS FOLLOWS :
7.M » m. M„„n.s,ri»n
i jW a m, Local Express for Toronto 
5-00a no, Portland. Quebec, Pore!
8.40 a m, Now Yerk via D Jr H 
8.56 a m, Waterloo via St. Lambert 
*••• International Limited, 

Toronto, London, Duroit, Chicago 
? a m-Boston and New York via Ü V R1.36 p m, St. Johns and St. Albsn»
4.00 p ra, Arthabaska and Island Pond 
AOOpm, Hemmingford. Fort Covington 
4.46 p m. Waterloo, St. Jobns. Rouse’s Point 6 00 p m. Waterloo via St. Lambert 
5-15 p mi Brook ville 
6 20 p m.St. Hyatinthe 
•6.50 p a. Boston. New York, viaC V R •J.OOp m, New York, via D * II 
7.15 p a, St. Cesaire, via C V 

•8 «0 p m,Local Exprès foiToronto 
•8 30 p m, Qopbec, PorUmd

“>.B0*ton.N«w York, vinC V R 10.30 p m, Toronto, Detroit. Chicago
T^>le«8abarb,m Trsin Service- consult! Time 

•Denotes trains ran daily.
All ether trains run daily except Sunday.

PAST SERVICE Between MG NT REAR 
AND OTTAWA.

Fast trains leave Montreal daily, e y cent 8w 
et 9 60s m and 410 pm, arriving at Ottai 

at 12.15 noon and 6 35 p in- 
Local trains for all 0. A - R. points to Ottawt 

eaJ? Montreal at 7.40 a in tUil», ixoept Su and 5.50 p m dally.

City Tl AetqSeM. 137 H. James fl 
Benaventor# ktetlen.

il

îMV'i

OHUROH BELLS.


