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poetical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters
n° Estimates Given.

jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley
plasterer

Mw-ssor to John Riley. Established in i860 
Æînd Ornamental Plastering. Repairs OI 
jfiindg promptly attended lo.

|5 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.

t. «.WELSH ft GO
Caterers and Confectioners

10-12 HERMfNE STREET, MONTREAL

Minufacturers of the Famous D. H.
Inadi Caramels and Everton Toffee.

atnauets, Wedding Suppers, etc. PersonaletBon. HMOhE flAIN 5301

W. G, Kennedy
DENTIST

419 Dorchester West
Hus. 9 to 5. Specialty: Plate Work

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

WT. PATRICK'S SOCIETY .—Estab
lished March 6th. 1856; incorpor 
ated 1868; Meets in St. Patrick's 
Rail, 93 St. Alexander street, first 
Monday of the month. Committee 
wets last Wednesday. Officers: 
Rot. Chaplain, Rev. Gerald 11c- 
Shane, P.P.; President, Mr. H. J 
Kavanagh, K. C.; 1st Vice-Presi
dent. Mr. J. C. WalA; 2nd Vice- 
President, W. G. Kennedy ; 
Treasurer, Mr. W. Du rack; Corres
ponding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber- 
BMogham; (Warding Secretary, Mr. 
T. P. Tansey; A est .-Recording Se
cretary, Mr. M. E. Tansey; Mar
shal, Mr. B. Campbell; Asst. Mar
shal, Mr. P. Oonyolly.
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A dull misty, lowering day, espe
cially ff it comes in tbe long slant 
of winter, when the soul is alreat., 
a-weary with the drear of the lin
gering, whitened death of the year, 
is one of the things which takes the 
heart out of life. It is much the 
same whether one can see the outer 
aspect of sky and earth with the 
eyes of the body or not. The sense 
of blankness, 0f hope dead, of de
solation, is a matter of the soul, 
rather than of the physical sight. 
Father Marvin was {mving this 
borne in upon him this morning 
a little more than its usual weight. 
A library, with two full windows 
facing respectively north and east 
and sweeping a half circle of lovtely 
country, should, beyond doubt be a 
a pleasant room. Let it then have a 
cheery rug or two, four or five 
green-leathered chairs, with a Mis
sion table, ns a sort of crown piecte; 
and let the books lining the walls on 
the two clear sides and stacked up 
between the windows be, every one 
of them, old and trusted friends. ! 
This, surely, is a place where one 
might defy the dreariest ntiy.

When however, that library comes

leathered chair on either side of the 
library table.,

''Well, whenever you arte ready, 
of course?'' Falther Marvin ventur- 

| ed.
i “Ready?”
; “Naturally; to tell me what 
brought you out this morning.*' 

“Oh, it wasn’t much—that is—cer
tainly. I just came out to see how 

j you were.”
“I am still waiting.”
“Well, then, I just wanted te ask 

a question.”
“You might have 'phoned, you 

know.”
! “Oh, it isn't that kind of e ques- 
j tion. I'd have to see you when 
! you were nnsrwering it.” 
i “I think I krjow the kind.”
! “Now, if you're going to say 
| funny things, I'm sorry I came.” 
j “Please go on, Betty; I’m all re- 
! verent attention.”

“Parrain—” 
j “Yes?”
i “Do you think—is it right— Can 
a fellow be engaged to two men at 
once?”

“Two—!” Father Marvin groan
ed. The last time he had seen Bet-

bunder

to mark the confines of one’s daily j ty she had been in a ’blue frock; tak- 
life through long months, which have j ing ship to a Paris convent, 
nothing at the end of them ; when ! “Please, Parrain, it’s worse than 

book, no matter now long-stand- | you think.” 
ing a friend it may be, comes to be '• “Pardon me. girlie, I wasn't laugh- 
known from its fellows only by the I ing, really. Maybe, if you’d tell 
shape and feeling of its back; when | me—”
every friendly looking chair becomes “That’s what I’m going to do.

stumbling-block of sorry humilia- But it isn’t so easy as 1 thought i»t 
tion ; add to these -the mist, sweej)- would be.”
ing indefinably in from outside, with i “Where did it begin? Perhaps it 
its clammy suggestion of ghost- 1 will be easier that way.” 
wraiths; and the library may not be . “Oh, it began with Frank Stan- 
altogether a place of joy. I ton, a long time ago. But he isn’t

Months had followed eaeh other in ! the trouble. He’s— Let me begin 
gray, suiuseless succession, since that 1 my own way. I had it all said 
midnight when the last hope of 
seeing a light of this earth had left 
him. His books had stayed with 
him more steadfastly than any other 
thing. But this morning, whether ijt 
was the mist, or merely the telling 
of the long confinement, he had 
been pressed by the fear that he 

losing his hold om them, too.
With a diffident, fevered touch, he 
was going over the lines of them, 
fingering the lettering and the trac
ings on the back of each. The dread 
would crowd strong upon him as he 
would come upon one, now and then, 
that was non-committal, in the 
smoothness of its back, ar.d he 
would : be forced to take it down and 
try the pai>cr for marks of memory.
Even that would fail with some,
and he would be forced to go back inclined to blur.tness. Was 
in humiliation a/nd count the books no other way to get him to 
in the line. This, though, was r.ot j rose?”
the worst, for often, as he opened “You’re irreverent. We 

book, and a woll-uéed, softened ■ climbing trees, and there was

! over; on the train; but I guess I’ve 
; forgotten how it went.

“You see, Frank has always been 
at hand. I can’t remember a time 
when I didn't know him and fight 
with him. You know, when I was 
little, after poor mamma was gone,

; his mother used to take me to the 
country with them. We got en- 

j gaged.”
j “I see: propinquity, and so forth. 
Would it be any harm to ask how 

I old you were?”
! “I was ten, and he was eleven

! “Um— Romantic ago! How ‘ did 
! it happen?”
; "Ï hit him with a piece of plank.” 
i “Rather a crude method, don’t 
vou think? But, of course, youth is

page would bring the passage into 
mind, he would find himself stumbl
ing over places where always before 
they would swing clear and true to 
his memory. Probably he knew that 
it was only his nervous conscious
ness of himself that made his mind 
waver. But the knowledge did not 
seem t-o help much. Moving along 
the middle row, his fingers came 
upon the old school copy of Faber’s 
Hymns. Here surely was n touch 
of friendliness. Fingering, with the 
delicate sensitized touch of the dark, 
he turned the pages to the lines 
headed “The Thought of God.” 
Smoothly the lines came through his 
mind, in a clear, steady flow:
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'Tis like that soft invading light 
Which in all darkness shines^—shines 

—darkness shi nes— ' '

Suddenly the verse broke off, and 
his memory went trailing off after 
stray threads, only to be brought 
back by a dead sense of loss and de
feat. Not only did these lines seem 
to be slipping from him, but more 
than all, the sureness of the fine 
memory which had kept these 
momths full, was gone.

The insistent “brr-brr” of the 
door-bell brought the reality of 
things back to him, and he wonder
ed why it was not being answered.

■ Finally the hope of adventure led 
him to make his way along the hall 
to the door himself. There were so 
many possibilities in the ringing of 
the door-bell, to one m the dark.
- “And this is the welcome I get, 
Parrain, when I’ve come out all the 
way from the city on this awful 
day to see you? Why, I’ve nearly 
pulled the door bell out of place, 
trying to woken some one in this 
old house of yours.”

It was Betty, Father Marvin’s 
niece, who, - in addition, to ruling the 
life and establishment of her father 
in town, was accustomed to make 
occasional descents upon the rectory 
arid disturb in general the tenor of 
ways there.

“Sorry, Betty, but I guess no one 
else beard the bell, and you know I 
am not the regular attendant. Tell 
me, though, what whisperer told 
you that I needed you this morning 
abo-ve all other mornings?”

“Well, maybe you can find some
thing to scold me about. That helps, 
doesn't it?” r

"Immensely. You oatoe without 
your rubbers, of course.”

“No, honest, Parrain, I kicked them 
off outside your door,- when I was 
waiting to be let in.”

"Sure it wasn't in the train?”
"No, because 1 didn’t put them 

on till I was in the train.” This in 
triumph.

"That sounds—convincing; but let 
it pass. eT can lend you mine when 
you’re going home, anyway.”

Her silent scorn of this proposal 
was sufficient to seat them both 
quietly, each in • comfortable green

that I tried and tried on, and could 
r.ot get up. Then ho came over 
from his tree and climbed mine right 
before me. 1 was furious at him, 
and bit my lips to keep back the 
tears. But when he came down and 
politely offered to give me a boost 
up, it was the last straw. I grab
bed the nearest thing, a good-suzed 
piece of lumber, and struck him over 
the head with all my might. / He 
turned white, and looked queerly at 
me for a moment; then he made one 
rush and caught me and kissed me 
till I cried. And—thaft was/ how.

“That ba« been the way always, 
since. Oh, I don't mean literally 
that way. He does not dare now, 
of course. But always I have teased 
him and hurt him, and always he 
stands it to a certain point, and 
when I have been unusually mean 
I see that look coming into his eyes 
and I temporisé.”

“Maybe if he’d wear that look all 
the time, ’ ’ Father Marvin was ready 
with 'the suggestion.

“And that is just Frank always. 
Ho is so sure. No matter what, or 
how, he will always do the right 
thing at the moment it should be 
done. He is ever eo terribly right 
that he tantalizes mé—sometimes. 
You know, I would rather do the 
wrong thing at the right time and 
then make it up.y

“Yes, but then not many people 
have your way of 'making up.’ And 
at least, it would be embarrassing 
to have him do the wrong thing.”

“I don't know. Sometimes I think 
I would like him to do something 
that I could be really angry about. 
It wouldn’t seem so hard to live up. 
to him. Why, sometimes, when he 
is not near at all, and I am having 
a bad day, with the servants and 
things, and I just feel that every
thing is slipping and I’m going into 
a hateful temper, his face comes up 
to me, with that -big, protecting, 
warning look, and I just stop and 
cry. Sometimes, I’m afraid, I half 
wish him to be as masterful as he 
was that other time.”

"But about the other mam, What 
did you hit him with?” Her uncle 
was politely interested.

“Oh, he's different. In .fact, that’s 
wha/t it is, I think. He’s so differ
ent from everything and everybody 
that I’ve, ever been accustomed to. 
He makes you think something new 
every time you- see (him or hear him 
speak. I saw him first standing at 
the rail of the vessel at Cherbourg, 
talking to Isabel Trainer, and I 
thought then that he was the most 
interesting man I had ever seen. He 
was crossing with them, Isabelle 
and her sister and mother. I sup
pose, may'be, nothing would have 
happened, only Tan,belle was hateful. 
She put oax her air of look km* p." • 
over my head, and when ehe intro
duced Marsh—you know who he Is, 
the man who did those wonderful 
Tuscan etchings—why. she was par
ticular to let hfm know that I was

free from my books. I was 
furious—and, Parrain ... I know 
it was wrong, I just set mvself to 
be nice to him.”

lie would have had more chance 
the 'plank' method, I would 

say. Father Marvin seined to 
weigh the odds, for and against the 
quarry.

“Truly, honest, Parrain, I didn't 
do anything- to attract him. But 
he has such a way of looking at 
you, and seeming lo be putting 
things around you, and sepa
rating you from everybody else, aJid 
forcing you to thick thà- there is 
nothing between you and him. The 
second day out he *pent most of the 
time with me on deck, and Isabelle 
discovered suddenly that she was a 
poor sailor.’ She passed the remain
der of the voyage in her stnteiroom.

“Marsh was the best company J 
ever saw. It wa's not so much what 
he said, though he did talk brilliant
ly ; it was more the way he had of 
understanding, of mooting your 
thought half way. He seemed to be 
back of your mind, prompting and 
bringing out your best things, and 
then turning them over for you un
til you were really surprised to sec 
how good they were.

’That wasn’t all,, though. The 
third night on bo aid I had just got
ten to my stateroom, after an even
ing on deck with Marsh, when Mrs. 
Trainer came in to talk to me, in a 
motherly sort of way. She didn’t 
&ay that, of course, but it was easy j 
to see that something was coming, j 
She was solicitous in a brooding, 
clucking manner, and wondered if it 
was good to sit so .late in the spray. 
Before 1 know how she got to it I 
she was talking of Marsh. He was ! 
such a charming man. He must be 
wonderful to a little girl like me, 
who had not yet met mien of his 
world yet. I agreed indifferently, 
that he mackf good company, for a 
tiresome voyage. Even that did not 
seem to be enough, though, for her 
conscience. She remembered that I 
was at least a half-orphan. She 
wondered if any one had ever told 
me anything about Marsh. I replied 
quietly that there was hardly any 
need for that, since J had met him 
with her party. Oh, of course, she 
hod not meant anything of that sort. 
How could I have understood her 
that way ? Indeed, Mr. Marsh was 
really the most desirable sort of 
man, iamily position, talent, money 
—she chanted it like a charm. That 
wasn't what she bad meant at all. 
Well, in fact, it wqs a little diffi
cult to say just whafc-she did mean.
I ought, though, to keep in mind 
that he was a good deal older than 
L At this I was innocently puz
zled, confessed that 1 did not quite 
follow her, and would she please be 
more explicit? It should seem that 
his age would make him all the more 
a proper person to talk to. I was 
careful to insist that I was always 
been taught to respect age.

Somehow, I guess she thoughft 
that 1 was getting the best of it, 
and she came out with what she 
really had to say. The sum of it 
was that Marsh was a man whom 
women generally liked, and that this 
had made him a little bit too readv 
to try bis success in various quar
ters. Especially, and here was her 
sting, he liked to try his charm of 
manner on naive young girls. There 
had been rumors of his engagement 
many times, but they had invariab
ly proven premature. Even now 
there was something between him 
and Isabelle. Of course, she could

he was amusing himself with my 
newness. Also, which was the real 
trouble, that 1 was interfering with 
oerbain plans of her own for Isa
belle. J thanked her us prettily as 
J knew how, for her kindly interest* 
and promised that J would remem
ber—above nil things, 1 would- re
member. 1 did remember. Before 
we saw Sandy Hook he had propos
ed. and made no secret of it. .And 
had been accepted.

“Please’Tion't jibe, Parrain, or I 
will cry in earnest. 1 couldn’t help 
it, honest, Par nain. 1 had my re
venge on him, and Mrs. Trainer. 
But it was too big for me. He fairly 
swept me off my feet. He was so 
subtle and so perfect his under
standing of things. 1 never knew 
how to face him. or to turn him 
hark from any direction that things 

! had taken.”
j ‘'The soft-wood method was the
more-satisfactory, pftev nil.” Fa- 

! ther Marvin moralized rvminiscent- 
j ly. The interruption merely gave a 
; rest pause.
j “Frank was at. the dock waiting 
I for me, and the sight of his face 
I fitting into the old restful things 
I that I knew meant home and-every- 
| thing that 1 really cared for made 
' me hurry off with him. almost 
! without a word to Marsh. YVe left 

him standing on tlx* dock, looking as 
though he wanted to follow us and 

; demand explanations. Frank asked 
who he was, and 1 told him that he 
was some one 1 met with the Train
ers. I was so frightened that I 
could't say anything else.

“The next week be came over to 
Philadelphia, and he was just fine 
— Marsh. 1 mean. Didn't remember 
about the dock at all; took every
thing for granted. By 'the time we 
had talked for an hour he got to 
the point where hw- was insisting 
ujion making the engagement public, 
and I had to beg. Parrain, beg for 
just a little more time. I had to 
tell Daddy then. He wanted to be 
angry at first ; but then I cried, and 
he got sensible and said they were 
both ninnies, or worse, to be bo- 
tnerfng his little girl. That was 
sweet of daddy, wasn't it ? But it 
didn’t help much, for he didn’t un
derstand. you know.”

“And T am. ther. thought to be 
learned in these matters?”

"Yes. io'.i will know. Parrain- You 
always know.”

“Would it be any breach of trust 
thlen, to ask what 1 am ex[»ected to 
know in this case?”

“Why, don’t you see, Parrain, I’ve 
’feased, and you are to tell me what 
I will do.”

“What you will do! That’s a 
little too much, Betty, for ar.y man 
person.”

“Well, what I must do, them It 
has to come to that, doesn’t it?”

"It dot's come to that, girlie, 
somewhere, al ways 

I “Then, what is it, Parrain, dear?
! I ll do it, truly.”
; “Betty—”

“Yes. Parrain?”
“I. can't get that plank out of my ! 

mind. Suppose you were to hit 1 
! Marsh with it?”

"Wait. Parrain—let me see what J 
vou. mean. Oh, yes; 1 think I see. j 
if I were to be just myself to him, ; 
in my every-day faults, and tan- 1 
trums, sometimes. Is that it, Per- j

“It has to be that in the end, j
1 Betty.”
j “And would he make me he good 
as'Frank does? No, he’d be stand- !

I off'sh. and he’d wonder at me, and 
I’d go away and pout alone. You’re

FOURTEEN POUNDS
IN TWO MONTHS

Remarkable Gain Made by Terra 
Nova, Cape Breton, Woman

“Father Morriscy’s No. 10” (Lung 
Tonic) lias wrought some wonderful 
cures. Here is a typical case, as des
cribed by the patient herself :

“During the Fall of 1906 I contracted 
a severe cold, which settled upon my 
lungs. After being treated by twfr 
physicians of high standing my condi
tion was not any better, but in fact 
getting worse. My friends began te 
have serious doubts about my recovery.

I had heard of Father Morriscy*» 
remarkable career as a medical adviser, 
and wrote to him explaining my case. 
In a few days I received an encouraging 
letter from him, and some of his “Lung 
Tonic,” and immediately I began t» 
improve, gaining fourteen pounds is 
two months.

I strongly recommend bis “Lung 
Tonic” for Colds and any form of Lung 
Disease.”

Yours sincerely,
ANNIR MCDONALD. 

Petes Nova, Caps Breton Co.
Trial size, 15c. a bottle. Regular size, 

50c. Father Morriscy Medicine Ceu 
Ltd., Chatham, N.B. SO

you, Betty?”
“Frank?”
“Vou will tell him—about Marsh, 

1 mean.”
“Must I, Parrain—w-ould he under

stand?”
“He will have to try, like tho 

rest of his bewildered sex.”
‘Yes, 1 guess so. There couldn't be 

ar.y other right way, could there? 
Une has to pay, somehow. And 
then,” brightening, “it won’t bo 
quite so bad, after all. If he doesn’t 
understand at onde, J can make it 
sound so bad and horrible that he’ll 
get angry, and then—and then—it 
will be all right.”

“Must you go so soon, Betty? I 
was hoping you could stay all day.”

“Must, must, Parrain. But I’m 
coming out another day, to bring 
daddy. And—’’
''What is it, girlie?”
“And, please, Parrain, some time 

when you're near to Giod, Bay a 
word for wicked Betty. No, don’t 
come all the way to the door. You 
just want to make a fuss about 
those old rubbers. I'm sure that's 
it. Well, I know 1 did leave thorn 
there. Some one must have taken 
them. Why, if they aren,’t on my 
feet, and they've been there all the 
time! Why didn’t you make me 
take them off in the house? Good
bye. And see, Parrain, the mist 
has cleared ! ”

And whfcn her step had died away 
he went straight up to the row of 
books, and, taking the one with 
which he had stopped,, he fingered 
gently for the jKtge. Swiftly, sure
ly the good lines ran through his 
mind now:

“ ’Tis like that soft invading light.
That through all darkness shines, 

The thread tliat through life*» «som
ber web

In golden pattern twines.*’
— Richard Aumerle, in Bonziger's 

Magazine.

not say that there was anything de- ( x (|
finite. Bnt I would uwWsWhow j;ipht“ Parrain. I'll KO *lraight 
unfortunate it would he for nve ,n homc arjd writ, to Marsh white I
T ZZJ, "TT"' a S° f°rth' have the courage. A nice, kind let- 
she drifted off into vagueness. . . . teethe poor man.”

mplication: that | "y0u are not forgetting Frank, areBut that was the

NOT WHAT SHE WANTED.

“The stupid reporter who called 
tq see me wrote me up as a peerless 
bounty,’’ sobbed the heiress and so
ciety belle.

“Isn’t that flattering?” asked the 
chtuin.

“Flattening! When every other 
girl in ouj* .got has married or is en
gaged to a foreign nobleman?”— 
Philadelphia Times.
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