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No. 8, Place d’Armes Hill
Speaking at a dinner in connection 

with St. Vincent's Hospital, Dublin, 
recently, the president of the Col
lege of Surgeons said :

His experience of the Irish Roman 
Catholic population in the South of 
Ireland fof toleration, sympathy, 
breadth of view, and innate kind
ness of heart was that he defied the 
world to produce their superior.

In the course of the same speech, 
he J-hus referred to our good nuns :

the live years 1 was attaph- 
rvis street Hospital I saw

......... work done by the Sisters
there. I sow tholr acta of ceaseless 
devotion and their extraordinary en-
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‘Not a bit.'

"I’d like to soe him," said the 
burglar, with interest. "I'm awful 
fond of children, but I guess you'd 
better not disturb him."

"No: I think I won't. He's afraid 
of strangers, too. Do you drink tea?" 
she asked, suddenly.

"When I can't get anything etrong-

"Well, I think I'll make some. I 
always have a cup for Mr. Burdick 
when he comes in, and a eand-
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an itch, ai 
cough is sc 

But the < 
and comes 
an itch tï

you’ve

THB TRUB WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE

1 O’CLOCK TEA.”
It was nearly midnight, but Mrs. 

Burdick still sat at her desk writing. 
It was very quiet in the library save 
-for the sound of her pen, which went 
scratching briskly across the page. 
Outside the wind shrilled about the 
corners of the house, and occasional
ly there came fierce, sudden gusts of 
rain against the window pane, but 
the suggestion of storm and discom
fort without only made the warmth 
and luxuriousness of the room more 
pronounced. A cat slumbered peace
fully before the fire, and the soft 
light, filtered through the red 
globes, gave the apartment an ap
pearance of comfort and good cheer.

At last with a sigh of relief Mrs. 
Burdick threw down her pen and 
pushed her paper aside. “ An hour 
before John will be in#'/ she sighed, 
impatiently glancing at the clock. 
"That is what it means to be the 
wife of a travelling man — waiting 
until all hours of the night for him 
to come home!”

The air of the room was heavy 
with the perfume of some hyacinths 
nearby, and she was thoroughly tir
ed. A delicious sense of drowsiness, 
born of the senses of a duty well 
discharged, began to steal over her. 
The clock softly chimed the hour, the 
cat aroused itself, purred gently for 
a moment, then relaiwd into slum
ber again, and all was still.

Suddenly Mrs. Burdick became 
vaguely conscious o1 a change in the 
conditions surrounding her. She had 
in the midst of her half dreams one 

1 of those premonitions of danger 
which come to all of us sometimes 
from no testimony of the senses, but 
rather from some mysterious source 
within. She knew instinctively that 
an clement of evil had entered into 
this peaceful scene, and she became 
at once wide awake.

Then there came to her ears a 
sound other than that of the storm 

, without. It was that of stealthy 
footsteps on the bare floor of the 
adjoining room. They came nearer, 
then paused a moment, and a cau
tious hand was laid upon the knob 
■of the door behind her.

Mrs. Burdick was not a particular
ly courageous woman, and a cold 
perspiration started out upon her 
body. It seemed to her as if all the 
blood had rushed to her head and 
was trickling out at the roots of her 
hair. She had sometimes wondered 
what she would do if she were to 
find a burglar in the house. She had 
supposed that she would probably 
scream and faint axvay, according to 
conventional procedure. She experi
enced a sense of surprise to find her
self doing nothing of the sort, but 
turning her chair swiftly about to 
face the intruder.

In the doorway stood a man. He 
xvas toll, slight and youngish look
ing. with a drooping yclloAv mous
tache, AVhich did not hide the lines 
of a sneering smile upon his lips. He 
wore a shabby overcoat, buttoned 
tightly over his narrow chest, and a 
brown Derby hat, also somexvhat the 
worse for xvear, draAvn well over tiis 
eyes. In his hand he held a revol
ver, the shining length of which he 
was pointing directly at her, while 
he fastened upon her a cruel, tri
umphant gaze.

Mrs. Burdick tried to think what 
an up-to-date woman like herself 
should do under such circumstances, 
but she could remember no precedent 
by which to be guided, so she took 
a firm grip upon her failing senses 
and sought for her voice, which 
seemed to- have descended somewhere 
into her shoes.

“Good evening,” she remarked at 
length pleasantly and looking the in
truder squarely in the eyes.

The man appeared to be somewhat 
surprised at this unexpected greeting, 
but in a moment he showed a line 
■of even, white teeth in a broader 
smile and responded: "Good even
ing, ” at the same time allowing the 
hand holding the revolver to drop at 
his side.

"I suppose you have called to 
my husband?” she said, as calmly as 
if it were a common occurrence for 
strange men to appear unannounced 
5n her library at. midnight. "I am 
sorry he is not in. I am expecting 
Mm In a short time, however, on 
•the fast mail. Perhaps you will be 
seated and wait imtil he arrives,

The man laughed aloud. 'Well, you 
are a game one,” he said, "and no 

■mistake. But that's too thin. You 
•don't expect him at all to-night 
took pains to make sure that ho 
would aot leave Yorlc until to-mor- 

trow morning.” t,
“Oh, very well,” said she, quietly, 

■although her heart was thumping 
Wildly, "perhaps you are better post
ed as to hia whereabouts than I am, 
but I certainly received a letter from 
him this morning telling me to ex- 
i>ect him to-night. However, since 

see him, perhaps 
telling me what

to

surly frown, "why don't you start? 
What's the matter with you?”

"Oh, nothing,” said she. "I 
looking at you, and I must say I am 
surprised.”

Why?”
"Why? Because you don't look at 

all as I expected you to.”
"Expected me to! What do you 

mean? Why did you expect me to 
look like anything? You never even 
heard of me!”

"No; but I suppose-------  Well, you
really are a burglar, aren't you?”

"You bet I am, and I’m a good 
one, too. I can show you several 
tricks of my trade if you don’t show 
up those sparklers pretty quick. Hur
ry up, will you?”

The lady made no movement to 
rise. "Well,” she said at length, re
flectively, "I've looked for you un
der the bed every night for a good 
many years, and I always thought 
you would be a sort of villainous- 
looking fellow, with matted black 
hair and dirty hands. But you- 
Why, you look almost like a gentle-

A wave of hot color swept over 
the man’s sallow face. "Hoxv do 
you know but what I have been one 
and am one yet?” he asked, sarcas
tically, laying the revolver upon her 
desk, against which he leaned with 
folded arms.

"Maybe you’ve been one, but 
you’re not. one now. Gentleman 
said Mrs. Burdick, haughtily, "don't 
wear their hats in the presence of 
ladies, nor bring mud into their 
houses on their feet," she added 
glancing with indignation at his 
dirt-encrusted shoes.

The burglar removed his hat and 
laid it on the desk, after Avhich he 
lifted first one foot and then the 
other and gazed critically at them.

"Ten thousand pardons!” he ex
claimed, as he carefully gathered up 
several pieces of mud and threxv 
them in the grate. "There Avasn’t 
any door at the xvindow where I 
came in, and I was in a hurry.”

"Besides,” she continued, her ris
ing wrath sAveeping away her fear, 
"no gentleman Avould come in my 
house at midnight demanding my 
private property. Hoav dare you do 
such a thing, sir? You’ve no busi
ness to have my things.”

"I have just as good a right to 
have the things as you haVe, only I 
haven’t been so lucky as to get them 
the Avav I’d like to. 'Tisn't my fault 
that I haVe to get things this way. 
The world owes me a living, and 
I’m going to have my share,” he 
continued, doggedly.

"It seems to me that a smaller 
share got in a safe and respectable 
way Avould be ntbre satisfactory than 
a fortune gained in such a risky—-er 
—profession as yours.”

"It may be risky, but it isn't any 
worse than the Stock Exchange,” 
said the burglar, meaningly, " and 
it's just about as honest, too. 
That's Avhere your father got the mo
ney he gave you to build this house

Mrs. Burdick flushed angrily and 
opened her mouth for an indignant 
response, but she thought better of 
it. The next moment she laughed 
good-naturedly and said : "Well, 
you seem to knov. all about my 
private affairs, and arc as plain- 
spoken as I am myself. We'll no't 
try to discuss the matter, please. 
Do you know I was just thinking 
about your wife. I should think it 
would be quite unpleasant for her to 
have you away so much at night 
and never knoAv Avhethcr you are go
ing to come home Avith your full 
shate or be landed in the police sta-

"My wife,” said the burglar. "Oh, 
she don’t mind. Shel3 in the same 
business herself.”

"Dear me! And she is a burglar 
too?”

Well—not exactly. She’s — well 
—she’s a shoplifter.”

Oh, I see! And have you any 
family?”

"One. Boy just past four.”
"And he is a burglar, too?”
"Well, I should say not!" said the 

man, with indignation. "You ought 
to see the kid. I tell you he's as 
high-toned a little chap as any
body’s. He goes to school and Ave 
keep him dressed up nice all the 
time, and he don't mix with every
body’s young ones, either. We’re 
bringing him up straight, AVe are, 
and after a while Ave’re going to 
quit and live different and take him 
in good society.”

"That will be nice,” said she, nod
ding her head approvingly. “ I'm 
glad to hear you talk that Avay. It 
shoAvs you have the right feeling for 
your child, even if you are a burg
lar. We all want our children to 
have something better than we have 
ourselves. I’m always interested in 
people with children. We have a 
boy, too, and that’s the way we 
feel about him. He's not as old as 
yours nearly, but ho is such a dar
ling P You ought to sec my baby 1 
He’s the handsomest little fellow 
and unusually bright for his age. 
He's only ten months old, and he 
has six teeth and says ' Papa’ al-

didn
wouldn

our

AA'ith eAridentIy no other intention, ho 
sat doAvn close to the little table. 
The fire sputtered merrily in the 
grate, and the handsome Avhite cat 
came and rubbed in a friendly fash
ion against his legs. He drew a sigh 
of comfort and leaned back in the 
depths of Burdick’s luxurious easy- 
chair Avliile he watched his hostess 
Avith as much composure as if he 
had all his life been accustomed to 
taking tea at midnight in ladies 
parlors. And, indeed, Avatching Mrs. 
Burdick making tea was a sight 
which any man would enjoy, for Mrs. 
Burdick was a pretty and graceful 
young woman. She wore a handsome 
gown of scarlet silk trimmed Avith 
quantities of Avhite lace, and her 
hands, Avhich moved deftly among 
the tea things, Avere white and ad
orned with several gems. Her guest 
vieAved the jewels Avith interest and 
the air of a connoisseur.

She glanced demurely at him from 
under her long eyelashes and said, 
smilingly, as she held the sugar 
tongs poised above the dainty Sevres 
cup : "One lump or two, Mr.-------?”

"Smith, responded the burglart af
ter a few moments' hesitation. 
"Two, if you please, but no cream.”

She handed the cup to him with 
all the grace and courtesy with which 
she Ax'ould have served a prince. 
Then she took a cup herself and sat 
down • xvith it in her revolving desk 
chair. The burglar gazed thought
fully into the grate, and the lady 
Avatched him curiously. Hoav thin he 
Avas. poor fellow, and hoxv sad and 
tired his eyes were! Her heart quite 
Avarmed to him when she remember
ed how proudly he had spoken of the 
child.

"No man that loves his child so 
tenderly can be wholly bad,” she 
thought. Once he looked at his sil
ver spoon critically and weighed it 
upon his finger.

I’ll never sec that again,” she 
said to herself. But he laid it back 
on his saucer, and, taking a last 
draught, turned toxvards her.

‘Another cup?” she asked, hospita
bly. "No? Perhaps you xvill smoke?” 
pushing towards him Mr. Burdick’s 
generously filled cigar case.

"Thanks,” he responded gravely 
and with an air of reproach; " Gen
tlemen never smoke in the presence 
of ladies.”

"Fairly caught!” exclaimed she, 
laughing gaily. "Well, then, if you 
xvill not smoke or drink any more 
tea, please tell me how you came 
to be a burglar?”

"It’s a long story, and it isn’t a 
very pretty one; but if you xvant to 
know. I'll tell you. Once,” said the 
burglar, "I expected to have a home 
like this.”

Mrs. Burdick nodded, sympatheti
cally.

"Of course, wc didn't begin at the 
top. like you have, but xve lived de
cent, Lizzie and I. We had a little 
cottage xvith vines groxving over it 
and xve xvere as happy as a king and 
queen, especially after the kid came. 
Lizzie's father kept the biggest shop 
in the little town where xve lived. 
He wasn’t rich, but he xvas comfort
able. and I worked for him. ’Twould 
have been nil right if I’d been will
ing to xvait. Suppose if I’d been 
square I ’d been his partner some day 
and had it all, for Lizzie was an on
ly child. But the salary was small, 
the old man xvas close and I xvanted 
to see Lizzie and the kid have things 
that other folks had. So I fixed up 
the books in a xvay so I could take 
out something once in a while from 
the cash draxver.

" 'Twasn’t hard, for he trusted me 
xvith everything, and I did it regular 
for txxro years. Sometimes I thought 
I’d stop and save up so as I coukl 
pay it back. But Lizzie, she was so 
pleased xvhen I brought her home a 
new dress or a geegaw for the kid. 
So I kept on, getting in deeper and

"Well, of course it couldn’t end 
but one way. 'Twas all found1 out in 
the end. My. but wasn’t the old man 
crazy! Nothing was too mean for 
him to say or do, and Lizzie, she 
sided right in with him. He took 
her and the kid right homo and told 
me to go—somewhere and never 
show my face around there again. 
He couldn't prosecute on account of 
the disgrace to the family;, but. 
Lord! he might as xvell! Everybody 
in toxvn knew about it, and I 
couldn’t have got a job of xvhite- 
washing. Lizzie left me, and I skip
ped out for the city and started on 
the road to a place he sent me to.
I didn't seem like I.cared xvhat be
came of me after that. What’s the 
use of keeping straight when nobody 
cares anything about you? So I kept 
going loxver and lower, and took to 
drinking hard to forget it.

"One .day I took a notion to go 
back to the old toxvn. When I got 
there I found that Lizzie’s folks

hadn’t prospered, either. Her father 
had failed in business, and that and 
his daughter’s trouble had xvorried 
the old gent so he xvent off in a 
stroke one day. So there xvas Liz
zie and the kid without anybody or 
anything.

"It didn’t make much difference to 
her, though, poor girl! She was al
ways _ delicate, -and when I got there 
she xvas dying of consumption.”

"Oh! So it isn't Lizzie that’s a 
shoplifter.” said Mrs. Burdick, xvith 
a sigh of relief.

"Bless you, no!” said the burglar. 
"I should say not! 'Twasn't likely 
I’d kepi very choice company all the 
time I d been axvay—the company 
I’d kept was like the life I’d led. 
The gang I trained xvith xvasn’t high- 
toned ladies and gents by a jugful! 
But I’m married again—one of my 
oxvn kind. She isn’t bad-hearted, if 
she docs steal for a living, and she’s 
mighty good to the kid. You soe,” 
he explained, "after Lizzie died I 
brought the kid back here. Lizzie 
asked me to, not knowing xvhat 
tough I'd got to be. He’s a cute 
little felloxv. He looks like Lizzie, 
and we are going to raise him like 
she’d xvant to have'him—Sue and I 
are. He’s smart, too, and she’s 
axvful proud of him. Some day we’re 
going to buy a house in the suburbs 
and have a garden, and after a xvhile 
maybe the kid’ll go to college.”

The burglar xvas silent and gazed 
thoughtfully into the fire. He seemed 
to haxre forgotten the reason of his 
being there in this handsome house 
and the presence of his touched and 
interested listener. Perhaps he saw 
in the firelight’s dull gloxv visions of 
future happiness and respectability 
for the kid. xvhich, somehow or 
other, he himself had missed.

Suddenly a sharp, trilling whistle 
xx'bs heard outside, directly under the 
xvindoxv. He started to his feet and 
looked at Mrs. Burdick.

"That is my husband,” she said, 
quickly. "He alxvays xvhistles that 
xvay to let me know that he is here. 
You see, you xvere mistaken and I 
xvas right about his coming.”

The revolver lay upon the desk 
within her reach. He made a rush 
for it, hut she was too quick for 
him. She had taken it and xvas'hold- 
ing it behind her. She held up the 
other hand xvarningly.

"You can take it from me, of 
course, if you try,” she said, "but I 
xvouldn’t if I xvere you. Mr. Burdick 
is alxvays armed xvhen he’s out late 
at night. He’s quick-tempered, too, 
and somebody might get hurt. I’m 
fond of him, and I should feel badly 
if he should be the one; and you— 

Axrell, you know, you have the kid.”
There xvas a jingle of keys even 

while she spoke, and in another mo
ment the door opened and Mr. Bur
dick came into the room. The words 
of greeting died upon his lips as his 
eyes fell upon the unexpected sight 
of his xvife in company xvith this 
seedy-looking stranger, xvith his 
threatening, scowling face. He look
ed from one to the other inquiring
ly.

"Good evening, John,” said his 
wife, in a voice which sounded some
what high and hysterical. "I’m glad 
you've come. It’s been a long even
ing, but I haven’t been lonely. I've 
had a friend xvith me. This is Mr. 
Smith. My husband, Mr. Burdick, 
Mr. Smith. He’s just going, John. 
You must thank him for helping me 
to spent a pleasant hour. Will you 
show him to the door, my dear ? 
Good-night, Mr. Smith. Remember 
me to the kid.”

Mr. Burdick, marvelling much, did 
as his xvife requested. When he ana 
the burglar had exchanged the civil
ities of parting and he had closed 
and locked the door after him, he 
turned to his xvife for an explanation 
of this curious happening. But where 
she had stood there xvas only a scar
let heap upon the floor. Mrs. Bur
dick had fainted at last.—Catharine 
Stoneman Long in Catholic Register.

Business Cards.

TIE STANDARD ROOFING CD,
Gravel and Cement Roofing. 
Cellar Work a Specialty, 
Concrete and Asphalt.
Repairs promptly attended to.

OFFICE : 189 McCord Street

M. SHARKEY,
Fire Insurance Agent-

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

LAWRENCE RILEY,
plasthuhr.

Suooessorto John Riley. Established 1880. 
Plain and Ornamental Plastering. Repaire of 
all kinds promptly attended to. Estimates fur
nished. Postal orders attended to. 15 Parle
Street, Point St. Charles.

TEL. MAIN 8090.

T. F. TRIHEY,
REAL ESTATE.

Money to Lend on City Property and Improved 

InsüRANOi. Valuations.

Room 33, Imperial Building,
107 ST. JAMES STREET.

Office, 148 St. James. Tel.Main 044. 
Residence, Telephone East 440.

JOHN P. O’LEARY,
[Late Building Inspector C.P.Ry.J 

Contractor and Builder,
RESIDENCE: 8 Prince Arthnr St.,

MONTREAL.
Estimates given an«l Valuations Made

J. P. CONROY
( Latewith Paddon tk Nicholton)

228 Centre Street, 
Practical Plumber, Ga« end Steam Fitter

BLEOTBIO and MEOHANIOAL BELLE L 
........Telephone. Main, 3*53.

Society Directory.
ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY.—Estab

lished March 6th, 1856, incorporate 
ed 1863, revised 1864. Meets in 
St. Patrick’s Hall, 92 St. Alexan
der street, first Monday of the 
month. Committee meets last Wed
nesday. Officers : Rev. Director, 
Rev. J. Quinlivan, P.P. President, 
Wm. E. Doran; 1st Vice. P. a 
Shannon; 2nd Vice. T. J. O'Neill ; 
Treasurer, John OT^ary; Corres
ponding-Secretary, F. J. Curran, 
B.C.L.; Recording-Secretary, S. 
Cross, residence 55 Cathcart street.

LADIES’ AUXILIARY to the An
cient Order of Hibernians, Division 
No. 1.— Meets in St. Patrick's 
Hall, 92 St. Alexander Street, on 
thé first Sunday, at 4 p.m., and 
third Thursday, at 8 p.m., of each 
month. President Sarah Allen: Vice- 
President, Statia Mack; Financial 
Secretary, Mary McMahan; treasur
er, Mary O’Brien; Recording Secre
tary, Lizzie Howlatt, 388 Welling
ton street.—Application forms 
be had from members, or at the 
hall before meetings.

A.O.H.—DIVISION NO. 2.— Meets 
in loxver vestry of St. Gabriel New 
Church corner Centre and Laprairie 
streets, on the 2nd and 4th Friday 
of each month, at 8 p.m. President, 
John Cavanagh, 885 St. Catherine 
street; Medical Adviser, Dr. Hugh 
Lennon, 255 Centre street, tele
phone Main 2239, Recording- 
Secretary, Thomas Donohue, 313 
Hibernian street, — to whom 
all communications ^should be ad
dressed; Peter Doyle, Financial Se
cretary; E. J. Golfer, Treasurer. 
Delegates to St. Patrick’s league : 
—J. J. Cavanagh, D. S. McCarthy 
and J. Cax'anagh.

Established 1864.

O O’BRIEN 
House, Sign and Decorative Painter.

PLAIN AND DECORAI IVE PAPER H AN0BR
Whitewashing and Tinting. Orderspromptly 

attended to. Terme moderate. ....
Residence 645, Office 647, Dorchester street, 

east of Binary street. Montreal.

OABBOLL BROS.. 
Registered Practical Sanitarians,
PLUMBERS, SIBAM FITTERS. MB1AL 

AND SLATE ROOFERS.
79$ CSAIB STREET, : «ear St. Mitelai

Drainage And Ventilation » ■ peelslty 
Chargesmoderate- Telephenel88<

A. O. H., DIVISION NO. 3.—Meet* 
on the first and third Wednesday of 
each month, at No. 1863 Notre 
Dame street, near McGill. Officers : 
Aid. D. Gallery, president; T. Mo- 
Corthy, vice-president; E. J. Devlin, 
recording-secretary, 1635 Ontario 
street; John Hughes, financial-se
cretary; L. Brophy, treasurer . M. 
Fennel, chairman of Standing Com
mittee; marshal. M. Stafford.

A.O.H.—DIVISION NO. 9.—IVesi- 
dent, Wm. J. Clark*», 208 St. An
toine street: Rec.-Secretary, Jno* 
F. Hogan, 86 St. George street, (to 
whom all communications should 
be addressed) : I1'in.-Secretary, M. 
J. Doyle, 12 Mount St. Mary Ave.; 
Treasurer, A. J. Hanley. 796 Pal
ace street; Chairman of Standing 
Committee. R. Diamond ; Sentinel, 
M. Clarke: Marshal, J. Tivnan. Di
vision meets on the second and 
fourth Wednesday of every month, 
in the York Chambers, 2444a 8t- 
Catherine street, at 8 p.m.

cough

Stop it with Scott’s emulsion 
of cod-liver oil.

A little coughing is nothing 
•the tickling, that/makes you 

once, is some dust; not 
the least harm. You scratch 

itch, and forget it. This 
cratching an itch, 
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SNEEZE AND BLOW.

That is xvhat you must do xvhen 
you have catarrh in the head. The 
way to cure this disease is to purify 
the blood with Hood's Sarsaparilla. 
This medicine soothes and heals the 
inflamed surfaces, rebuilds the deli
cate tissues and permanently cures 
catarrh by expelling from the blood 
the scrofulous taints upon which it 
depends. Be sure to get Hood’s.

mBPflOHS, 8898.

THOMAS O’CONNELl
Dealer in fleneral Household Hardware, Paints 

and Oils.

1STMcCORD STREET, Cor Otldmo
PRACTICAL PLUMBER,

GAS, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTER.

ST. ANN’S YOUNG MEN’S SOCIETY! 
organized 1885.—Meets in its hall, 
157 Ottawa street, on the firstf 
Sunday of each month, u.t 2.30 o 
m.Spiritual Adviser,Rev. E. Struhbo
C. 8S.R.; President. D. J. O’Neill; 
Secretary, J. Murray ; Delegatee 
to St. Patrick's League: J. Wlittty,
D. J. O'Neill and M. Casey.

RUTLAND LINING, FITS ANT BTOVR, 
CHEAP,

Order» promptly attended to. Moderate 
charges. A trial solicited.

DANIEL FURLONG,
Wboleealeand Retail Dealer 1*2 

CHOICE BEEF.VEAL, MUTTON, Pork 
54 PrlneeArtbnr Street.

Special Rate* for
Charitable Institutions. 

Telephone, East47 11-8-98

The non-irritating 
Hood s Pills. *

cathartic —

NEW INVENTIONS.

Patents recently issued by 
States Patent Office :

656,210—Alphonse Piton, Quebec, 
Q., street sxveepers.

658,17a—Arthur Demers, Coleraine». 
Q., saw frame.

658.581—Alphonse Piton, Quebec,. 
Q., trolley.

658,765 — Napoleon Dussault, 
Montreal, Q., hand lasting took 

658,943—Joseph G. D&llaire, St. 
Laurent, I/O., Quo., corset clasp.

660,151—Wilbrod Dorval, Bing-
hampton, N.Y., filters.

660,146—Phiiias Charbonneau, Dor
chester, Mass., chair.

660,495—Messrs. Evans & McAr
thur. Sturgeon Falls, Ont., cattle

Boefing and Asphalting, 
Tiling and Cement Work, 
Boefing Materials,

Unitcd Building Papers,

Stove Linings.

Asphalt Cement, £;.r„7»Tr«;,L

GEO. W. REED & CO.,
78* and 785 Craig Street.

ST. PATRICK'S T. A. & B. SOCIETY 
Meets on the second Sunday of 
every month in St. Patrick’s Hall, 
92 St. Alexander street, immediate
ly after Vespers. Committee of Man
agement meets in same hall the first 
Tuesday of every qionth. at 8 n.m. 
Rev. Father McGrath, Rev. Presi
dent: James J. Costl'-nn, 1st Vice- 
President; W. P. Doyle, Secretary,. 
220 St. Martin street.

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA, BRANCH 36, 
—(Organized, 13th November, 
1883.)—Branch 26 meets at St. 
Patrick's Hall, 92 St. Alexander 
Street, on every Monday of each 
month. The regular meetings for 
the transaction of business are bêlé 
on the 2nd and 4th Mondays oi 
each month, at 8 p.m. Applicant» 
(or membership or any one desiroun 
of Information regarding the Branch 
may communicate with the follow
ing officers :—Jas. J. Costigaa, 
President; P. J. McDonagh, Record
ing Secretary; Robt. Warren, Fin
ancial Secretary; Jas. H. Maiden, 
Treasurer.

Professional Caras.

A.KARCH,

YOUNG IRISHMEN'S L. tc B. AS
SOCIATION, organized April 1874. 
Incorporated, Dec. 1875.—Regular 
monthly meeting held In its hall, 
19 Dupre street, first Wednesday of 
evesy month, at 8 o'clock, p.m. 
Committee of Management meet* 
every second and fourth Wednesday 
of each month. President, Hugh 
O’Connor; Secretary, Jas. O’Lough- 
lin. All communications to be ad
dressed to the Hall. Delegatee to 
St. Patrick's League, W. J. Hin- 
phy, D. Gallery, Jas. McMahon.

ST. ANN'S T. A. & B. SOCIETY, eo- 
tablished 1868. — Rev. Director, 
Rev. Father Flynn, President, Joh» 
Killfeather; Secretary, James Bra*, 
dy. No. 97 Rose! Street. Meet* i 
the second Sunday of every month. 
In St. Ann's Hall, corner Young 
and Ottawa streets, at 8.80 p.nu 
Delegates to St. Patrick’s 
Messrs. J. Killfeather. .T. Roger*. 
and Andrew Cullen.


