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CATHOLIC SOCIETIES are most 
intimately connected with the life of 
the Church and arc a natural out 
growth of her inexhaustible riches. 
In the unity of faith the Church 
brings us together, under the leader
ship of her ministry, unto her holy 
temples. There, while she unfolds be
fore us the beauty of Her Holiness, 
the charm of her devotions, feeding 
us with sacramental graces, we fall 
down prostrate in adoration. Out
side of the Church in Catholic asso
ciation we meet to utilize the gift of 
faith and peace in the various chan
nels of everyday life. In the Church 
we manifest the unity of faith in the 
confession of one creed, in the parti
cipation of the same sacraments and 
with submission to the same author
ity.

“In Catholic societies we proclaim 
our unity to the world in a particu
lar manner. We testify that our fa ith 
has permeated our daily life and we 
go forth to bring peace and spread 
charity. The unity of the Church for 
the past 2,000 years has been her 
glory and lier strength, and dashing 
against that rock of unity every en
ergy and every heresy died with the 
sigh of despair.

ment of government affairs, especial
ly in Cuba, Puerto Rico and Philip
pines and so-called new possessions 
with a Catholic population. We send 
our sons and brothers to fight those 
of the'hpuschold of the faith, while 
our churches arc plundered in our 
presence and marriage by a priest in 
Cuba is decreed to be of no binding

-POWER OF UNITY—*' Her unity 
was the beacon light upon her peril
ous journey through the ages which 
preserved the bark of Peter from 
destruction. This unity was the envy 
of the government of nations, against 
which all their machinations failed 
and on account of which history 
wrote failure across the best efforts 
of unfriendly statesmanship, and 
from St. Peter to Leo the Great, and 
from Leo the Great to Leo X., and 
from Leo X. to Leo XIII. this bright 
star of unity was ne<er dimmed; whe
ther the Pope was a prisoner at Avi
gnon or in the Vatican, the same 
union prevailed. In the presence of 
this unity the fires lighted in the 
streets of Rome by Nero were extin
guished, the beasts of the amphithe
atre were powerless, Julian the Ap
ostate died conquered, the stakes 
were converted into altars of burn
ing sacrifices of martyrdom, every 
jailer of the Christian a witness of 
■God, the blasphemies of Voltaire, the 
babbling of children, the wrath of 
Bismarck, the foaming of a man 
stricken with madness, and the per
secution of England cemented Ireland 
into one brotherhood all over the

PROGRESS MADE. —It was this 
unity that made the Apostles break 
bread from house to house
and yet eating their bread 
with gladness and simplicity
of heart, and the same unity
called the Christians together for 
worship in the Catacombs. It was 
this unity which naturally led to the 
establishment of Catholic societies. 
These Catholic societies grew from 
•a principle divinely implanted, mid 
•nothing could check their growth. 
These societies in the Church to-day 
arc not new inventions, they are the 
natural auxiliaries. These Catholic 
societies were the glory of the Mid
dle Ages. In all ages the spirit of 
association induced men to join to
gether for mutual pleasure and for 
the attainment of a common end. In 
the Christian era the Christian spir
it breathed upon these associations 
and they became great bulwarks of 
liberty.

“ Religion and religious ideas will 
sway man’s actions and direct his 
influence and guide the thoughts in 

•spite of himself. It is, therefore, but 
natural that new Catholic societies 
are permeated by new Catholic prin
ciples and conceptions. In these the 
Catholic naturally participates and 
is unconsciously influenced by them. 
By what reasons, then, can the Cath
olic justify the neglect of Catholic 
association and his preference of Pro
testant societies? In this country the 
Catholic is a mark for the arrows 
of fanaticism, hatred, bigotry and 
No-Popery prejudice. In society in 
politics, in government he is discri
minated against; in appropriations 
in Congress for the Indians, for char
itable institutions, in the manage-

THE REMEDY.—We never falter in 
our devotion and loyalty to our 
country and in the discharge of our 
civic privileges. At the ballot box 
we never discriminate against our 
non-Catholic neighbor. Yet our holy 
faith is regarded as an impediment 
to the higher and more exalted po
sitions in the gift of the people. 
These abuses and just grievances cull 
for redress which can only be done 
when we, unitedly and in Catholic 
societies, meet the enemies. We must 
come together for the attainment of 
a common end and naturally combin
ing our energies and our sympathies, 
we must stem the tide of materialism 
by erecting upon the solid founda
tion of Catholic unity the masonic 
wall of Catholic societies, a shelter, 
for the laborer, a home for the 
stranger in our midst, n congenial
place for the mechanic, where the 
poor Catholic, and perhaps his
widow will find that Catholic 
aid and assistance which, be
cause- given in His name, 
does not leave the sting in the
heart which almsgiving without char
ity imparts. The bond of unity 
which our holy faith inculcates 
enables us to promote Catholic in
terests. to protect our rights, to cul
tivate feelings of Christian charity.

“We are told in Holy Writ that at 
the crucifixion of our Lord the Ro
man soldiers divided the garments, 
except his coat, whifch was woven 
from the top throughout. ‘What 
signifies the coat?’ asks St. Augus
tine. ‘It signifies the bond of love 
which none dare divide.* And so we 
must form Catholic societies, the 
outward garment of protection to 
the Church, one living organism 
without seam woven from the top 
throughout, which even the modern 
soldier, over ready to divide the gar
ments of the Church, dare not divide. 
Of. course, to succeed in that direc
tion Catholic societies must be some
thing more than a mere life insur
ance company on a cheap scale. 
They must partake of the character 
of its parent, the Church that gives 
it life, and be guided by Christian 
principles. Less than that standard 
and Catholic societies will soon cre
ate envy, jealousy, discord, a par
tisan spirit detrimental to their 
growth and life and will soon decay.

and, not to be less generous, I hand
ed him his precious string, and gave 
him my bag.

“ 'Lead on,* I said, laughingly, 
'and when you come to the end of 
this street turn into the one on your 
right.'

“With a face wreathed in smiles he 
trotted on in front of. me, and soon 
left me and my property in front of 
my own door. As I handed him a 
bright coin I said, ‘Come and sec mo 
to-morrow.* Ho promised, and after 
that he was my willing escort to 
different places. But one day he did 
not come, and I waited in vain. I 
had never questioned him as to the 
mother he lived with, but from vari
ous things he had let drop I con
cluded that she used to beat him if 
he did not bring her money. But, 
alas, it was no question of money 
that caused my dear little friend to 
break his appointment, for I paid 
him more than he could have earned 
by selling matches or papers, so it 
was not money. To my grief, about 
nine o’clock, I received a note from 
a Dr. S-------- , asking me to come at
once to see a child living in 
street, court 56, house 12. Dear lit
tle Matt, that was the same number 
he had once made mo write down 
on a piece of paper, so that I would 
have it in case he was ever 'kilt.' I 
knew it was situated in the vilest 
part of Liverpool, but I was not 
afraid. I^kncw I was safer, perhaps, 
in one of those wretched 
than I might have been in an ele
gant mansion; but I took Laddie,

had everything a little boy’s heart 
could wish for who told me one 
night that it was too tiresome a 
thing to say the Rosary every

Silence fell on the little group. r.nd 
then I felt a hot little manly hand 
put into mine, while Rob promised 
Qiat he would never again go to bed 
without saying his Rosary. And, 
with a kiss I answer, “Thank you, 
dear, and now it is time for prayers 
and bed.*' When I glance down at 
the six little figures clad in spotless 
white, and as they kneel, even to the 
tiniest, each with a Rosary, I seem 
to see another form, with dark 
brown eyes, kneeling beside me, fing
ering, oh! so lovingly, a broken pair 
of beads; but I know that it is on]y 
a vision, for Matt, my little friend 
is enjoying a life of unshadowed 
bliss, and it cannot be wondered at 
that my eyes fill with tears when
ever I remove the cover :rom a tinv

mitted great ravages upon their 
flocks. A reward was offered, and a 
noted hunter, Rory Carragh, sent 
for. He agreed to attempt the de
struction of the beasts. There was a 
large stone built sheepfold which the 
marauders were accustomed to visit, 
and thither Carragh repaired at mid
night, accompanied only by a boy 
twelve years of age and two wolf 
hounds. “Now,** said Carragh to 
the boy, “as the two wolves usually 
enter the opposite extremities of the 
sheepfold at the same time, I must 
leave you and one of the dogs to 
guard this one while I go on to the 
other. He steals with all the caut
ion of a cat; nor will you hear him, 
but the dog will, and positively will 
give him the first fall; if therefore 
you are not active when he is down, 
to rivet his neck to the ground with 
this spear, he will rise up and kill 
both you and the dog. So good
night." “I’ll do what I can,” said

box and see reposing there a Broken t the boy, as he took the spear from
Rosary.

A FAMOUS IRISH .SCHOLAR
The work of the scholars who have 

made the public acquainted with the 
history and institutions of Ireland 
is now bearing fruit in the attention 
given to the subject by students and 

tenements lovers of the old country, and no one 
has workèd harder than the late 
John O’Donovan, born at Abatee-

iny St. Bernard dog with me. I took more, County Kilkenny, on July

A LESSON FROM IRELAND. — 
You represent Catholic association 
and its work. l)o you feel the dig
nity of your position and the weight 
of your responsibility? If not, I have 
talked to you in vain. Do you not 
realize that you are the soldiery of 
the Church, guarding her interests in 
civil life? Do you not appreciate 
that in Catholic societies you arc to 
exemplify the teaching of Mother 
Church in secular life? If not, then 
in vain have you heard from her 
lips the lessons wholesome and holy. 
That the Shamrock is still verdant 
and that Ireland in her hour of trial 
and desolation did not despair was 
due to the sense of unity which is 
immortally implanted in the race. 
And when in sore straits, battling 
against overwhelming power, Ire
land's sons, combined and united in 
Catholic societies, came to her res
cue, aided in famine, paid her repre
sentatives in Parliament to fight for 
freedom under the God of battles 
and justice. Your forefathers suffered 
and bled to preserve the faith for 
their posterity, and if in this coun
try you wish to bequeath to future 
generations a precious heirloom, an 
undying heritage, then you must 
develop this spirit of Catholic asso
ciation and aid by your influence 
the promulgation and establishment 
of Catholic societies. Israel when in 
exile ever sung. ‘Build the temple 
speedily.' And so I would advise 
you, gentlemen, build these vesti
bules to the Church and may God 
prosper you.''—Address delivered by 
Rev. L. A. Delurey. O.S.A., presi
dent of Villanova College.

a cab and got out at I)--------  street,
Poor little ragged children, with nei
ther shoes nor stockings, some with 
barely a covering, played in the gut
ter or on the side-walk, happy in the 
midst of their poverty. They were 
trying to lurget their hunger— dear 
little ones.

“I passed through one or two hor
ribly long passages, and then, fol
lowing the directions sent by the 
doctor, ascended a flight of dark, 
rickety stairs.

“Poor Matt! He was only con
scious, and the doctor, who had been 
doing all that human hands can do. 
left the room to come back, he said, 
in a little while. I had never seen 
much of poverty or suffering, dears, 
and yet I could only stand by and 
watch the white face lying so still. 
He was fingering his beads, but they 
were not all there now; and when lie 
would come to the end one a .faint 
moan escaped.

“ 'Matt, dear,’ I asked, do you not 
know me?’

“He answered very faintly, 'Yes,

“Then I asked if I could do any
thing for him. He nodded eagerly, 
and drew me down so that I could 
just hear the words :

“ T am not afraid to die, miss, for 
Mary, the Queen of Heaven, will 
guide me across, and I have nothing 
to give you, Miss Ruth, to remem
ber me by but my beads. Sure, there 
is only half of thorn; for when the 
horse knocked me over the wheel 
crushed the hand that held them so 
that this is all that’s left.*

“île closed his eyes.
“ ‘Yes, Matt, I will keep them ; 

but can I not ease your pain? Car.
I do nothing, Matt?'

“But the brown eyes had closed 
i a sleep that knew no awakening, 

and dears, poor Matt, my faithful 
little street arab, was no more.

"He had been run over the night 
before, and was just conscious 
enough to resist being taken to a hos
pital. He wanted to go to his mo
ther,’ and when the kind hands bore 
him to the wretched room lie caVod 
home, they found his mother stretch
ed on the floor, drunk.

“Poor little fellow! After all, she 
was his mother, and she lay in a 
drunken stupor all these long hours, 
while the pain-racked little body- 
passed from this world of sorrow.

“There was no time for Matt to 
sec a priest. He was only ten, but

1809, says the “Irish World.'' From 
an uncle, Patrick O’Donovan, he first 
drew a love for Irish history . ami 
traditions.

In 1826 he obtained work in the 
“Irish Record’’ office, and three 
years later was appointed to a post 
in the historical department of the 
ordnance survey of Ireland. His work 
was mainly the examination of Irish 
manuscripts and records, with a 
view to determining the nomencla
ture to be used on the maps, but he 
also visited every part of Ireland and 
recorded observations and notes in 
letters, many volumes of which arc 
preserved in the Irish academy. The 
maps contain 144,000 names, includ
ing those of 62,000 town lands. With 
O'Donovan were associated Petrie 
and Eugene O’Curry.

After the dissolution of the histo
rical department of the ordnance 
survey O’Donovan devoted himself to 
preparing an edition of the “ Annals 
of the Four Masters.’’ For this w irk 
the Irish academy presented him 
with its highest distinction, the gold 
“Cunningham” medal, and shortlyaf- 

j ter he was awarded the degree of 
I LL. D. by Trinity.
1 This famous edition of the “Four 
Masters" is regarded as the groat 
treasure house of native Irish his
tory and extends to above 4,000 
large quarto pages, containing the 
Irish text, English translations, co
pious illustrative notes from every 
accessible source, elaborate genealog
ical tables of the more important 
Irish families and an index of 800 
columns, the entire forming the 
largest and most elaborate histori
cal work ever executed by an indivi-

O’Donovan may be said to have 
been the first historic topographer 
that Ireland every produced. lie 
possessed a knowledge of almost, 
every town land in the island and 
could on the moment explain the va
rious forms of its name, recur to its 
local peculiarities and detail any im
portant historical event connected

The Irish race should hold O’Dono
van’s memory in special reverence, 
because he rescued their ancient his
toric monuments from ignorance and 
charlatanism and by the labors of 
his life was mainly instrumental in 
obtaining for native Irish learning a 
recognized and important position 
in the estimation of the world.

On the 9th of December, 1861,

, the wolf-hunter’s hand
Carragh departed for his own sta

tion, and the boy, entering the en
closure, crouched down within the 
gate with the dog beside him. The 
cold and darkness affected the child 
so much that soon, in spite of his 
danger, he dozed off into stupor. 
He was aroused by the roar of the 
great dog as he bounded upon the 
wolf that was stealing by. The 
hound flung his enemy upon the 
ground, and so held him for an in
stant. Then the boy drove his spear 
with a good will through the wolf’s 
throat just as Carragh returned, 
bearing the head of the other.

PEREQO,
1284

Merchant Tailor,

St. Antoine Street,
Montreal.

(firtt door East of Windsor.)

ABOUT ST. PATRICK’S DAY 
CELEBRATIONS.

even though he was born and lived ! O’Donovan died and was buried nt

THE BROKEN ROSARY-
Just the time for a story, some

one suggests. We arc sitting in the 
gloaming, as the poet says, and in
deed so silent have we all become, 
that a few well‘known lines run 
through my mind :

Just enough of sunlight lingers,
Just enough of night gloom falls, 

Fairy forms, with noiseless fingers, 
Loose the door to Memory's Halls.
We are often told that during this 

blissful hour, when daylight clasps 
the hand of night, angel voices whis
per in our ears names of loved ones 
gone before us into the land of eter
nal bliss. But I am rudely awakened 
from my twilight reverie by two wee 
arms clasping themselves round my 
neck, and I bring my thoughts once 
more to earth.

“Now, please, dear, do tell us u 
story."

I cannot resist; but to-night I feel 
as though I can find no story suit
able in my library of “fictitious 
ones," so I resolve to tell them a 
true one.

There are six pairs of eyes to gaze 
into, and the baby of all is on my

“Well, dears," I begin, “long ago, 
before I was a Catholic."

“Yes, dear," Bob interrupts, “you 
was a Protestant.

“Were, Rob," I corrected, “not

Here baby interrupts to kiss me, 
whflo she says, soothingly, “Poor

“All right, dear,’’ Rob says. “I- 
iwon't say it again."

“Yea,'4 I go on, “I was a Protest
ant, and—"

miss,* was

Evidently, to be a Protestant is a 
lonely thing in her eyes.

“I was coming out of one of the 
big Liverpool stations. I did not 
have far to go, but I had a bag that 
was not over light. Fortunately, just 
as I emerged from the entrance, I 
spied a boy, a poor ragged little 
chap—without shoes or stockings. He 
came forward and asked to carry my 
bag.

“Now," I said, looking straight at 
him, “are you honest?"

'You can trust me, 
the reply.

“I liked his frank face, that shone 
even through the day’s grime. Evi
dently he was eager to do it, and 
after a moment’s hesitation he dived 
down to the very bottom of the long 
coat he wore, two or three sizes too 
large for him, and brought out a 
string of beads. With an effort he 
handed me them, and, striking an 
attitude, said >

‘There now, if I run away with 
your bag sure you can keep my 
blessed beads.'

“I turned them over in my hand. 
But,' I said, 'what are they? I can

not use them.'
'No, lady,' he said, ‘but I can 

and do use them.'
Somehow it crossed my mind 

that he was a Catholic and this 
grimy, sticky string was a Rosary.
I was touched with the child's trust;

for ten years in a wretched tene
ment, hearing nothing but wicked
ness, and seeing drink everywhere, 
yet I felt no fear for his soul He 
was just a pure white flower — the 
blossom unstained—and every day 
ho prayed to his heavenly. Mother 
on those well-worn beads, that some 
neighbor in whom the fire of faith 
was not extinct had bought for him. 
and I know that every prayer was a 
sparkling jewel in that Mother’s

“Was it the broken Rosary that 
turned you into a Catholic?" Mary

“No, dear," I answered, “not the 
Rosary. But it made my thoughts 
turn in that direction, and Matt 
must have been praying for me in 
heaven, for I became a Catholic and 
a Child of Mary almost before the 
flowers bloomed on Matt’s grave, 
and in a quiet little church-yard a 
great many miles from here lies lit
tle Matt, and on the carved stone 
is just his name, Matt, and abo\rc 
is half a Rosary carved in the stone. 
Now, don’t you think I should treas
ure the poor broken Rosary that 
Matt held so lovingly many a day 
when he was both hungry and cold; 
and yet I have seen a little boy who

Glasnevin.

THE LAST IRISH WOLF.

Ireland was much infested with 
wolves down to a period compara
tively recent. That noble dog, the 
Irish wolf hound, has been bred from 
remote times for their destruction. 
Lord William Russell records in his 
diary that in 1596 he and Lady 
Russell went wolf hunting at Kil- 
mainham—quite close to the capital! 
In 1710 a presentment was made in 
Cork County for destroying the- 
beasts, and Macaulay quotes a poem 
published in 1719 to prove that they 
were quite common in Munster at 
that time.

A writer in the Dublin Penny Mag
azine was acquainted with an old 
man whose mother remembered that 
many wolves were slain in Wexford 
about 1780-1740; and he cites a 
popular tradition that the last wolf 
was killed in the Wicklow mountains 
in 1770. The same writer narrates 
some interesting circumstances relat
ing to the slaughter of the last 
wolves of Tyrone. It appears that 
the people of those parts were much 
troubled by two wolves, which com-

“A Rag Time Seventeenth" in the 
“Rosary Magazine" for March is a 
well justified satire on the banalities 
which mark some celebrations of Ire
land’s patron saint among Irish peo
ple and tlicir descendants, here in 
America. Societies whose professed 
purpose it is to foster a spirit of 
respect for Ireland, and the faith of 
whose members should teach them 
to treat reverently any occasion de
signed to honor a saint of God, are 
often responsible for very queer do
ings on St. Patrick’s Day. Wc do 
not refer now to the social custom 
which, in days gone by, required the 
shamrock to be “wet." We believe 
that the best people of Irish blood 
in America have happily got beyond 
that well-meaning but mistaken 
usage. That it still exists among 
those who should know better is on
ly a proof of the difficulty of up
rooting age-long customs. What we 
particularly refer to is the St. Pat
rick’s Day celebration at which 
coon songs, cake-walks, and the 
mouthings of the “stage Irishman " 
are not only allowed but laughed at 
and applauded; and at which St. 
Patrick and the historic race he con
verted to Christianity are supposed 
to be honored by the vulgarities of 
“My Coal Black Lady," and “Throw 
Him Down, McClusky." Even when
an attçmst is made to kçep out such 
striking examples of contemporane
ous poetry and music, the maudlin 
sentimentality of the modern popu
lar song is let loose on the audience 
by some budding vocalist. As to the 
recitations, they are eternally “Ca
sey at the Bat" or "Dooley at the 
Telephone"—stale echoes from the 
cheap variety shows where an Irish
man is forever represented as a red- 
whiskered baboon. To say the least, 
bad taste is written all over such 
celebrations, and wc hope that the 
St. Patrick's Day now approaching 
will not be marred by any such ex
hibitions. There is plenty of Irish 
music and song appropriate to such 
an occasion and eminently fitted to 
express the loftiest strivings of the 
freedom-loving and reverent spirit 
of the Irish race. Let those who have 
St. Patrick's Day celebrations in 
charge bear this in mind, and let 
them banish, once and for all, the 
vile vulgarities that have too often 
disgraced the feast of Ireland’s glo
rious apostle.—Sacred Heart Re-
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2ig St. James Street.

CAKES —° PASTRY!
FRESH DAILY.

CANDIES,

BON BONS,

A»» CHOCOLATES !
Our Own Manufacture.

Family Parties
Wedding fakes a Specialty,

Orders from the country 
carefully attended to.

; LUNCHEON «NO DINING BOOMS.
OPEN FROM 7 A M. TO 7 P.M.

CHAS.lt. ALEXANDER1
U MONTREAL. a

P. PEGNEM

Wholesale end Retell Dealer in ell hinds
Fresh 6 Pickled Fish, fresh Silrnen, Lobsters

Stalls Bos, 3 & 4 St. lea’s Market
Momtreal.

All erders promptly attended to. Hoteln, 
Steamboats and Boarding Houses supplied at reduced prices-

P. McCRORY,

MODERATE DRINKING.

Alcohol is the Curse !
Victims of the Liquor Habit 
4o you want to be cured ?

Take

iy unfailing 
;iflc against

Alcoholism ,
Endorsed and 

‘tuebei**kar. Queb- 
clalist In-----the treat
ment of Inebriates. 
Far superior to til 
“ Gold Cures ’’ sad 
other remedies. Per
fect cure guaranteed 

> if directions are followed, or money refunded.
Can be taken any where, without pele, danger,

•

BEFORE THE CURE.

publicity or detention from business.
> Call and see our long list of testimonials—or writ* for our

pamphlet giving particulars. Address :
J. B. LALIME, Agent “ Dixon Cure"

072 ST. OMNI 8. ST., MO NT REAL,
Or Dr. MACKAY, Belmont Retreat, Quebec.

AU communication ttrlctly confidential AFTER THE CURB.

We do not know how to define a 
moderate drinker, declares the 
“Catholic Citizen." It is a very 
wide classification. “An occasional 
glass," say once a week or so, is 
certainly a very moderate sort of 
drinking. But the man who takes a 
glass every day may also bo called a 
“moderate drinker." And the man 
who takes three per day, yet never 
gets drunk, confidently counts him
self within the classification.

There is the case, too, of the mod
erate drinker, who often puts in a 
night of it at a drinking bout and 
sleeps off the effects of it before 
morning. Not having become actu
ally intoxicated, he believes that he, 
too, may claim to be within the clas
sification of moderate drinkers. And 
so on—until the “moderation" is 
reached which topples over into 
drunkenness.

As a rule, a man who can not “let 
it alone" for a month—say, during 
the Lenten season—is not safely a 
moderate drinker.

“Moderate drinking" which arrives 
at that point where everything is an 
excuse for taking a drink is a dan
gerous habit.
“If I the reasons well divine.
There are just five for drinking

Good wine, a friend, or being dry,
Or lest you should be by ana by. 
Or—any other reason why.*'

And one of the surest symptoms, 
later on, of moderate drinking be
coming immoderate, is the faslvon 
of prescribing whisky unto one’s self 
for every physical or moral ailment.

importer or

Anthracite Bituminous

COALS,
Street.17-3 Duke

Telephone loofl.
«eel Docks, Hi•e a Basis, Venal.

Brunswick livery,
SALE STABLE. Fin
” '"Sire. Sped________________

®S and •• St Alexander etreet.

J0ARDING AMD 
S ALK ST ABLE. Fine Carriages and Road 
Horses for hire. Special attention given teBoarders

Montreal. Bell Telephone 1898.
D. BeDOSNELL, ^Proprietor.

THOMAS KINSELLA,
241 St- Antoine St-, Montreal.

AUTHORIZED BOTTLER

DOW’S ALES AND PORTER.
Bottled and Picked for Eiportadoi.

REFINED rfi~APPLEqJ CIDER.
. U» as*».

Pergonal attention given to shipping 
orders.

T. K INSELLA.
PROPRIETOR.

BE SURE TO ORDER
IF0S ST. PATRICK’S DATI

ROWAN'S
Belfast Ginger Ale, Soda Water, Apple Nectar, 
Ko a. Cream Bode,etc Note our “ Trade Mark'*

'n?a4
la,etc Noteoi 
yjTkeSka----------- .IBeavwrjji

fATBR. WWW AN BP 
’Phone, Main 718. 22}

SPECIALTIES OF GRAY’S 
PHARMACY.
FOR THE HAIR.

Ce. 1er Field.......................................»»
FOR THE TEETH.

■»»emeeeeo, DnlrlfiM............ .»»

FOE THE SKIN.
While Bee. Lu.ll, Oreem ...as «•»

HENRY R. GRAY,
Pharmaceutical Chemist,

122 at. Lawrence Main Street.

st

By MABTD

The final hand- 
..cn, the last won

, on that fine 
year 18—» and 
land," which w 
the big Cunardi 
Queenstown and 
through the dar 
harbor. We, ch 
had gone throuj 
.at parting from 
and dear in fair 
sob burst forth 
grew dim as we 
.and crossed the 
stately “Scythi 
Republic of the 
forded a shelter 
many of our kit:

Night came d< 
■ere our good shi 
ing freight out , 
headlands of the 
seven hundred p 
nearly four hunt 
had been added 
•Queenstown. Thi 
tended with al 
scenes that have 
jar through man 
privation and < 
ment of home, 
deck; those stalx 
some lasses, spli 
sons and daugh 
After the fatigui 
they at last rea 

.dull sense of des] 
that they were 
leaving, perhaps 
land of their bir 
dimmed eyes the: 
lines gradually d 
the bosom of ole 
the gloom of nig 
many a manly h 
many a maiden 
home and . friends 
behind in dear 
night air was da 
xessel had entcrci 
fog, and every 
siren bellowed ou 
which were perio< 
other steamers c 

• cut through the 1 
steadily as thougl 
a vast mill-por 
•quickly -underwent 
•ocean lashed itsc 
ship began to 
many who had It 
rors of scasickne 

.throes of direst a 
A man came up 

way and stepped 
-an Englishman, a 
sion; the leading ; 
ed company cn ro 

' States. He was t 
the Saxon, tall ai 
-'frank, open, hones 
ed on account of 
name on the saloc 
sumed one, and h 
led him Harry, a 

: swer for the purpe 
Harry paced the 

deck of the Scyth 
stern with all th 
who gloried in his 
he launched upon 1 
of “Mummer’’ he 
blue in the ’varsit; 

• and was well up i 
at the end of tin 
Thus when hard \ 
him to put forth 1 
to ensure success, 
sical training was 
in winning for hiu 

| victory as were th 
sources which were 
his university care 
bued with the Engl 
fresh air, and he 
his companions to 

•dy and seltzer, am 
<‘dly at his cigar a 
the deck.

A few of the moi 
steerage passengen 
loth to join the s 
humanity below; th 
keep themselves wt 
•up close together e 
door of the cook 
there -was coneidei 
the fire. They smo 
that gravity of del 
Ways follows a viole: 
£lp- The captain o 
at the door of his 
yards away, and c 

-ed smoking to spot 
of mirth and good 
group. He sought 
thoughts from the 
periences of the mo 

Harry strode t 
Sometimes he woul< 
words Rith the capt 
heed to the grouj 
Suddenly somethin 
light attracted his 
closer examination 
the form of a younj 
Plaid shawl folded 
her head and shoulc 
haby she held in he 
seated on the floor 
he saw that she we 
sleep Was troublée 
came from between 

Donal!" she murn 
chal, I’m coming." 
poor shivering ere 
that her face was o' 
cid mould and with 
beauty very comm 
Peasant girls of Ir 
hair hung in a tang 
her forehead and se< 
<-ent of braid or sn 
her arched eyebrow: 
dark lashes wet wit 

Harry saw all th 
and saw. too. the 
which “nature’s sof 
hot take away. H 
was touched to pii 
emigrant who had , 
the hundreds who v 
Cunarder. N- 
bather croon 
been, Sho,
“God 
Honol,
Xhe w

.... Jp

^


