THE GATHOLIC REGIS

TER, THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 5, 1896.

Atter Hapthvm,

B Maanacr

o1 nocence to nnocenco with ne words
Hpeaks [te own mewnuge,

by St Prancls knew the tenguo ot blrds,

An 1 the full stlugeo ot tho locks and horde.

ANC FuAn,

sod only childron, vear to God's own heart
And doar to Him,

“vo unseen lames that av a nimbus dart

¢ rom the Baptisod, ftlumialng overy part.

Phe ohildron gase; they feel what §2 un-
Aeon -
‘Tho lIght of grace—
1t cre fu 0o mystery—for them no screen
L tween tho earth und Nacramental sheen.

t 1o puro divlve the puro—thoeso little heirs
0Of God and Hoaven
f ult the gifta of Chriat the dearest wear,
and with tholr uewoot Lrothor Hie love
sharo.

AL, scones o full of leasons ta the old
Aud to the young —

Nes all earth’s rubles —nor the wholo world's
gold

« m bo 30 precions as the yift thoy hold

Maw Tuemer's Presentiment
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1t wag a dark, dreary day in Novom.
ber. All Nature scomed mourning
tho departed summor. Dronched,
sodden meadows strolched away ns
far ag tho oyo could reach only to lose
themsolvos at last in the dull gray of
tho sky.

Agoinst this sombro background of
fiold and aky a fow straggling trecs
stood out in startling distinctness,
their bero, lesfloss branches intonai-
fying the dreariness of tho landscape,

At ono of tho windows of an old
woodon, woather-beaton  farmbouss
ovorlooking this dreary expanso, &
woman sab knitting, She was old
and focblo, and had a faded, washed-
out appoarance, in keoping with her
surroundings. Sho scomed to fit into
—acomed almost & part of the dreary,
rain-waghed landscapo.

Sho was just o simple, old country
woran, toil-worn and common placo;
but there was o etrauge, wistlul ox-
pression in hor faded oyes, that trane-
formed hor wrinkled old faco, making
it almost beautiful,

«“Somoway I feel kinder quoor,
Lizo; jest's though suthin’ was goin’
to happon,” sho said suddenly, drop:
ping hor knitting into bor lop, snd
looking up ot her daughterin-law,
the only other ocoupant of tho big,
bare, cheorless kitchen. “I reckon
it's tho woather that makes me fool
s0; overythin' 's go still an’—an’
kindor lonesom’,”” she added, with
unconscious pathos, picking up the
cosrso, woollon sock, and resuming
hor knitting with fingors that trora-
bled in apite of her efforts to steady
them.

The woman addressed ag * Lizo™
paused jn tho act of dropping the

1 st tald Jolin thet wo'd nevor glt &
now barn ‘¢ this rate, an' thet tho
countey kin afford to pay your doctor
bills better ‘'n we kin,” To mako a
long story short wo'vo wmade up our
minda to sond you to tho poorhouse.”

At tho words Mra. Turner sat for a
moment like ono turned to stone, hor
handa olenched tightly over the sock
in hor lap and her eyos wide with
horror nud fright.

Thon coming to hersolf with o atart
sho oried in & quavering, frightoned
voice, looking up piteously inta hor
companion’s face :

 Ya'ro yist jokin', Lize? Yo want-
ed to sco what I'd say! John'd never
lot Lis old mother go to the poor-
hougo "

1 ain’t jokin', I'm in dead oarnest,”
roturned Lizo, in o hard, di bl

the donr ourly-headsd boy of whom
sho had been so proud, the only per
son in all the wide world eho had to
love or caro for-—wes asbout to oast
her out of hia lifo, to rid himsolf of
har prosonco as he would that of a
favorite horso that had outlived its
usefulness, Sho lad givon  her
strength, hor all, to further his intor:
ests, hor vory lifo had been wrapped
up in his—and this wag the return.
Oh, God, that such things could be !

Bho lay o atill and qulot that Lize
thought sho had fallen aslecp, and
with a sigh of reliof she oropt noise-
lessly out of the room, closing the
door behind her.

AMrs. Turner started up as soon a¢
sho found horself alono, a setrange
fovorigh light glittoring in her dim old

oyes. and, tottering ovor o tho unused

tone. 8he was a sharp-featured,
gharp tongued woman, who, from the
day she murried John 'Turner and
camo ag a bride to the old farm house,
had looked upon John's mother as an
i b -an | to be
gotton rid of somoway. ¢ Wo've beon
o tatkin' about it for a long time," sho
went on oruelly, a8 though it was an
ovory day occurronce, this thing of
souding peopls to tho poorhouso.
« Johin didn’ liko the idea of it jist at
firet, but now he's jist's anxious to hov
you go es I be. 1t a fino big houae
an’ you'll be a sight more comfortablo
thoro than you bo here. You'll hev
bottor vittles, an’ yowll hov lots of
company, on'—-"

Vg don't mean i4? Yo ain't in
enrnost 2 Joln'd never send his old
mother to the poorhouse!" broke in
Mrs, Turnor,, ber bigh, quavering
voice goundmg shrill and sharp with
anguisii. ** He'a allus bin a good sou

—ho'd nover do it-—never I" sho re
peated, as though tho simple roitera.
tion of the words carried conviotion to
her strickon hoart.

« Thore ain’t no use in mekin’ soch
a fuss about it. Jobn's mado up his
mind to do it, an' you might jist's
woll take it quiot,” Lize Turner re
plied, lior mouth settling into a hard,
dotormined ourve which the elder
womat had learned to know and
dread. ¢ 'Taint no ueo fo cry over
spilt milk,” sho added sentontiously,
sotting tho pan of potatoes down upon
tha kitchon table with a jork,

s John's secn the d’reators, an' tuk
out the papers an’ all, au’ you're to go
to morrow mornin’, so you might jist's
well mako up your mind to go easy,
an' quiet like, ‘thout no fusa.”

Staggering suddenly to hor feot and
gtaring wildly about the big, bate
kitohon, Mra. Turner uttored a wild,
piczeing scroam ond fell forward ina
dead famt,

Well, I awan! who'd a thought
gho was goin’ to take on so. I'm
glad John ain't here,” muttored Lize,
taking the poor uncongcious oreature
up in her arms and placing hor upou
the bed in the adjoining room.

Sho bad never seen anyono in a
{aint beforo, and as the minutes passed
and thero was nd sign of returning

potato sho had just pocled into tho
pon of wator begido her ohair, to
glanco sharply and suspioiously at the
gpoaker. * What d' you mean, Maw
Tarnor, what @ you think's goin’ to
happen ?* she demanded sharply, her
piorcing blask eyes fixed suspiciously
upon hor companion’s faco.

« Oh, nothin’, Lizo, only,I feel so
kind of loncsom’' an' queer—jost's
though som'body hed died. In course,
it's jest o kind of a faolish noshun—
but som'way 1 can’t ¢ got shet of it,’*
sho said with a pathetic little attempt
at a laugh. *“Thero scems to be
sathin’ in here,” laying hor hand
upon hor breast,  thet presses an’
pressos, an’ I can't git rid of it. But
1 reckon it's tho weathor. Everythin®
‘g dreary. I wish the sun would
shiuo 1" she added, & wistful longing
in the quavering old voico, 5

Sho seomed to have forgotten Lize's
presonco as sho sat thero stariug out
at tho dull, gray landscape. Indeed
sho bad forgotton everything but tho
strango overpoworing presontiment of
coming sorrow which enveloped her
liko a sbroud. She had tried sall
morning to shake it off—but, like
Banquo's ghost, it would not ** down.”’

Lizo watched bhor stealthily, a

sirauge oxpression, 8 mixturo of foar
aud awo oroeping into her hard, black
oyos. A sgtrango, uncanny feoling
took pogsession of hor for 4 moment.
But bastily throwing it off, she ex
laimed, impationtly d pping a potato
into the pan with a splash that
brought Mra, Turner back to a reali-
zation of hor surroundings :

# L, how you do talk, Maw Tur-
nor!  But lot me toll you," sho added
with a hard, coarse lnug!x, “ wo ain't
nona of us agoin’ to dia jest to "oom-
modato your notion.”

“Don't laugh, Lize, I can’t help
thinkin' thet some chinnge’s comin’—
thet suthin’ *s goin’ to happon.”

Lizo looked at hor for an instant,
opened hor lips as though about to
speak, besitated, then ole‘afmg }xm;

in the white, drawn
face sho becameo thoroughly frighton
od, and, much ag she droaded tho idea
of it, had juet tmade up her mind to
ring the dinner bsll to eammon John,
when the faded old oyes unclosed and
stared abont the room in a dazed,
bowildered fashion.

But, as memory slowly returned to
to the poor benumbed brain, the
dazod look gave placo 3 oue of keen-
est anguish, of helpless, heart-brok
misery.

s Tell mo, Lizo, ig it true, or did I
dream it, that ye wera goin' to send
mo to the poorhouse 2" she whispered
with a_pitiful attempt at composure,
struggling into a sitting posturs, and
pushing the thin gray locks back from
lor throbbing temple, with hands that
trombled as though they had been
palsiod.

v Yes, it's truo; but I didn't koow
that you was agoin’to take on like
this or I wouldn't a told you, We
didnt calk'iate to tell you till the
County wagon druv up fer you—an' I
wish now thot I hadn't told you.”

«Oh, my God! my God! to think
of it—thet I'll biov to die in the poor-
houge I" eried tho poor old creature,
wildly weinging hor hands and sob-
bing aloud.

«Don't bo a fool, Maw Turnor I
criod Lize roughly, taking her by the
arm and shaking her. ¢ Banybody
thet's es old an' sickly's you be, an’
has nothin' to keep 'om, ought to
know that tho poorhouse’s the only
place for 'om.”

Tive yoars before, in a moment of
woaknoss, when undue progsure bad
boen brought to boar upon hor, she
bad yiolded to thew wighes and had
deeded hor farm, and all her belong
ings, to hor son John, with tho under.
Jtanding that ho was to cave for her
whilo sho lived. 5 3

Too lato sho found the pity of it}
Tho folly of trusting to her ohild's

throat, began in a hard,
tone :

“Woll, senin’ thet you're kinder
expoetin’ suthin’, 1 might's_woll tell
younow as anytime,” shoesid, ** You
know 's well 'a I do that this's_the
socond year that the crops hov failed,
an’ thet tho thnes air gottin' harder
all the time. You hev bin s big
exponge for tho last threo or four
years," ghe went on oruelly, her faco
growing barder. *The monoy thet
ought to Lov gono iuto thot new barn,
all wont to pay your dootor bills,
You kin seo fer yoursolf how ‘tls.
You hov a siok spell ev'ry winter, an’

gratitude !
And now tho memory of it all—of
her own helpl but, more than

tho rest, her son's ingratitude—(ell
upon hor hoart liko & hlqw, .nm] gllo
1ay thoto coworing and sbivering, like
gome wild thing buuted to its death,
Too stunned and misorablo to heed
Lizo's taunt, it fell upon deaf oms.
The poor dazed nind could grasp bl}t
one idoa—ono thought—hor sgon's
ingratitude.

+tSharper than a scrpont’s tooth it is

T§ I‘:nrvpo!n tlunkloan[::h“d »

Hor boy, whom sho had nursed
and fondled a baby, and for whom sho
had toiled early and late that he
might not have a wish ungratified—

outside door that opened on to o littlo
side porch, strove with trembling
fingers to undo the bolt, It was old
and rusty and resisted all hor fooble
attompts to move it. Again and
agawn sho tried. bat all hor efforts
wero vain, and, panting and exhaust.
ed, she was about to give up in do-
gpair whon shoe caught sight of a
hammer which Lizo had used to drive
o nail into the wall that morning, and
had loft lying upon the chair. Sho
seized it eagerly, and with the strongth
which despsir londs to oven the
feoblest frame, struck tho bolt with o
forco that shot 1t out of the socket,
and the door swung opon.

Without a single backward glance
and grasping up a orook she staggered
ont into the gathering night, intent
only upon one thought—to got away
anywhore—sgo that thoy could not find
her. Weak and oxbausted as sho was
from her recont fainting fit—ill both
in body and mind, yot she struggled
on—slipping inte puddles of water,
stumbling, and falling ; and getting
up again,—on, on, she went, uncon-
geious of tho fine mist that was falling,
wotting hor thin clothing through and
through, and chilling the blood in her
veing,

John ‘Purnor was roturning home
across the fields after a hard day of
husking corn.  He had tho hired man
homo of an carly hour to do the
chiores, und had worked on uumindful
of tho growing lateness of the hour
until bappening to glance up ho bo
came conscious that it lhad grown
quito dark and that the mist had
changed to a fine drizzling rain.

Starting up with an impationt ex-
clamation, he tried to shake off the
miserablo haunting thoughts that had
held him captivo so long. But it was
ugeless. Look where he would he
scomed to see his mothor's faded old
oyos gazing reproachfully at bim.

“IIang it all! LIl never have a
minute's peace if I send my mother
to tho poorhousel” he muttored
crunching the corn stalks boneath the
hoots of his heavy boots. * She's
bin a good mothor to me and she’s
gottin’ old an’ feoblo, an’ sho haint
got long to live nohow, an’ blamed
if T don't tell Lize point blank that it
won't do; even of I have tuk out the
papers an’ all. The devil 'l be to pay
with hor, but L can’t help it. Another
day liko this'd set me clean orazy.”

Having made up his mind on that
point he folt as though a great load
bad beon Lifted from hig heart, and he
oven mavsged to whistlo as ho stalked
along in the darkness.

Ho was not & hard man; ho was
only woak, and allowed his wile to
rule him with:a rod of iron. He hat
od fusdes and scenes of all kinds so
much so that ho would rather yield
the point of than have any dispute
about it.

So it was that to avoid a fuss he
had at last yielded to his wif+'s wishes
and consented to sond his mother to
the poorhouso. But he Lad not
known ono minute’s peuce of mind
sinse he had ziven his consont to tho
awful proposition,

With his i troubled Lo

* Rau, go out to tho gato an’ ace of
you kin aco John somin’. [ don't sco
what Lo moans stugin’ out to this hour,
)08t = though a body didn's hov enough
to do durin’ tho day ‘thout cookin’
an’ washin dishea all night t* exolaim-
od Lo ut last losing her patience,
and at the samo timo all contral of hae
tongue, ** A body kin work an' slave
day and might, yoar in an year out,
un' this 15 all the thanks thoy git
What docs ho caro» Ho don't think
of nobody but himsell an' his old
mothor, 1I'll boglad whon she's gone ;
mebby I'l hev som' poaco then, Of
all tho aggravotin'est old oritters I
ovor Aee, shos the worst, an' John
hawn't much bettor with hig---—+

But hor tirado was cut short here by
tho roappoarancoe of Sam, with tho
intelligonae that John was coming —it
was two dark to sco, but ho could
hear him tramping through the mud,
ho said, and then before Lize had
timo to break out again lie ventured
to add—

¢ The old lady amv't at homo igsho ?
I 00 that cagt door in her room is
standin’ wido open.”

“Open! why the door hain't
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Lize, a suddon fear saizing her and
cooling ber temper in an ingtant,  She
had not beon ingide the room sinco
slio had loft Mrs. Turnor, ag she
suppaded, slecping quictly, though she
bad beon to the dvor several times to
listen, and had comoe away cach time
satiefied that sho wagstillasleep. But
now a horribla foar—that was almost
cortainty—took possession of her, and
for tho fiest time in her lifo she drend.

od the roturn of hor husband. * What
should ghe say to him ?” was the
firat thought that came to her; but
beforo gho had timo to answar, it, even
in her own mind, the door oponed and
Johin staggered in boaring in his avims
the uncongoious form of his mother.
 Bor God’s sake bring ber to! She
ain't dead—sho can't be dead!” he
oried wildly, when they had placed
her upon the bed and she lay white
tlalml limp, with ao sign of lifa about
or

Lize, thoroughly frightened and
aubdyed, and with a foeling of romorae
for the share she had in this work,
did all in hor power to roviva the poor
old woman, working with an earnest-
ness whioch would have surprised her
husband had he been in the mood to
notice it, so indifferont was it from
her usual brusquo mauner,

But sl their eflorts seemed of no
avail. Au hour, which seemed an
endlogs eternity, passed, and yot the
still whito faco gave no gign of return-
in conscionsness. Oaly a faint flutter-
ing of tho heart gave ovidence that
life was not extinot.

« Mother | mother | mother 1" cried
Join throwing himsoelf upon his kueos
beside the bed in a perfect freazy of
griof and dispair.

Did that agonizing ory pierce
through the veil and reach her—the
goul of bis dear mother—atousing her
to consciousness, had her spirit to
pause for a backward glance, oro it
winged its flight into that unknown
world whore joy aud peaon eign
supremo, and where heartaches and
gorrow are unkuown ?

Do that a9 it may, for one brief
iaatant the dim old eyes unclosed and

Guelph Notev,

Death again invaded the houso of
tho late Mra. James ]{eonfb. Gounrock,
on Thursday, when the youngest
gon, Thomas, aged 17 years, succumb
ed. For the past eight years ho had
beon a constant suffarrer from solatic
rhoumatism, through which he lost
the ugo of all his limbs. For two
years he was in the law office of
Messra. Guthrie & Watt, and after
leaving thors tcok o mercantilo agency
from Dun, Wiman & Qo. of New York.

The citizens will lesrn algo with
regret of the death of Mrs. Timothy
Keleher, v.hich occurred on Monday
night at St. Joseph’s hospital.  Tho
deceaged lady had been ailing for
about threo years. Tho deceased wag
well known in this locality and was
very highly respeoted. She leaves a
husband, threo sons and three daugh-
fora to mourn her loss. The sons are
James, in Oregop ; John, at Loretto
Convent, and  Willism, at Burr’s
factory, Quolph., Tho daughters are
Aunuie, Etla and Agnes, in tho city.

A 1warrisge of much interest to a
laxgo circlo of friends was eolomnized
at the Church of Our Lady un Mon.
day, the contraoting parties being
Mr. Johin M. Dooley, grocer of thig
oity, and Miss Orawley, daughter of
Me. Edward Crawley, of Puslinch.
‘The sorvice wag at 7.80.

The following pupils received high.
est marks 1 wrilten oxamipations
held in their respective clagses duriag
the week ending t6th inst :—

LOYY' DEPARTMBNT,

Form 1V, ~Senfor Divisioa ; Charles Day,
Feank Eughes, Willie Heffocnan, Joseph
Birmingham. Form IV.=Junior Division ;
Oscar Wagner, David Madstocker, Vioceat
McEldercy, Norman Retnhart.  Form 111,
~—Sentor Division; Thomas Readwin, Joseph
Sauer, Henry Bickor.  Form 11k —Juoior
Division. Augustine Readwin, Richard
Cartoll, Daolel Carmichsel.  Form If—
Senior Davision 3 Joseph Hegg, Victor Hur.
loy, Heffernan Heonry., Form Il —Junior
Division ; Frederick Holland, Joseph Ber-
ain, Ambtose Daly,

GIRLS' DEPARTMENT.

Form 1V —Senior Division ; Bella Broh.
an, Mary Gibson, Catharine Gibson, Mary
Lyuch, Lizzie Johast Form 1V,~~Junt

gazed up into her son's faco—a smile
of unutterable peaco stealing over her
wan fcatures,

** Mother! mothor! forgiv’ mel
say thot you forgiv' mel” John cried,
in an agony of griof and remorse,

But tho old ears wero deaf to all
outward sounds—the dim eyes had
closed forever !

The doctor, tor whom Sam had
been dispatched, arrived too lato—
oven though bis skill had beon suffi
cient to heal a brokon heart.

Tho following item, which first
appeared in Tao Moraing Bugler,
went tho rounds ot the press:

“Mrs, Turner, mother of John
Turner, & wealthy farmer, during a

had romained sway from the houso as
much as possiblo—for e could not
bear to meet his mother’s eyes, know
ing the troachery he contemplated
toward her. DBut now ho was auxions
to get homo aud, at last having it out
with his wifo, have dono with the
dread thought forover,

Ho had gono about half the distauco
to the house whon his foot struck
againgt somothing, and he stumbled
and barely escapod falling. Ho stoop-
od down to aee what it was, and then
started back with a hoarao ory.

My God! it is mother1”

Lizo hud boen busy performing, the
many tasks a farmer's wilo always
finds to do. The eggs had been
gathored, and the chickens cooped for
the night, the bucket of foaming nilk
which the hired man brought in, had
baon strainod and ot away; and the
eveaing meal had boen prepared, but
gtill the mastor of the houso had not
returned.

No womau likes to have o moal kept
waiting, and Lizo was no excoption.
Ior tampor—not naturally ono of tho
swootest—was  gotting proity well
“triled,” as Sam, tho hired man,
noticed from his corner noar tho stove.
o refrained howover from making
any romark, though it cost him an
effort to do 8o, for he dearly loved the
sound of lus own voice, but ho know
from exporicnce that it wovid not bo
aafo to ventnre a remark ou tho most
trival subjoot in his mistress’ prosent
mood, unless ho wishoed to call down
li:m .giula of her wrath upon his own

ead.

ghght aberation of her mind, osoaped
feom her room where her daughter-in-
law supposed her quietly sleeping,
and wandered about n the cold snd
rain until sho sank down unconseious,
in which condition ber son found ber
as he was rewening from the field
late in the evening. Tho cold and
oxposure proved too much for her.
Sho died a fow hours lator.”

o Maw Turner geom'd to hov a
presentimont thet she was ngoin' to
die. Sho said she felt all day jeat's
though guthin’ was goin' to happen,”
Lizo told the rough, hut kind hearted
neighbors who oame in to offer their
sympathy and to de whatover thar
willing hauds found to do.

Aud in the next room where ho sat
watching a slip of paper slowly ro
solving into ashes, John Larner ex-
claimod with a sigh of relief :

« Thank God, mother nover know
thet I intonded sendin’ her to tho
poorhouge I"

Many M. Repsoxp.
-

10 cts, Curas Constipation and Liver Ills
—Dr, Agoew's Liver Pills aro tho most

efect made, and curo like magic, Sick

cadacho, Constipation, Billiousnces, Indi-
gestion and all Liver Ills.  10cents a vial—
40 doscs.

« Fred must bo an aunctioneer.
 Why ?” ¢ Liast night ho said ho was
going threo times before he went.”

—_—

It the Baby Is Cntting Fecth
Be sure and nso that old, and wellitried
remedy, Mne WiNston's Sooruia SyRur,
{or ohfldron tecthing, It s0othies the <hild,
softous the gums, allays all pains, cures
wind oolic nnd is the best remedy for

alarrheos, Twenty.fivo conts o bottlee It
{8 {ho Lest of alts

tvision; Agoes Keleher, Eve Faston, Form
I11.—Senior Division ; Rose Runstedtler,
Ethel Lingwood, Maud McDonald,  Form
I1I.—Junior Divislon; Christina Hurley,
Agnes Foster, Florenco Clarke,  ¥orm I1,
—Seulor Dtvisiun : Grace O'Connar, Mary
0'Halloran, Rose Cox.  Form IL.—Juaior
Division ; Aunle Runstediler, Mario Nunan,
Edith MeGrath.
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ONGE & VEAR
ONLY JOSE OO

The Dodd's Kidney Pill Calendar for
the Year 189%.

SUPPORTED THE WORLD

On Hls Jlerole Shoulders—Atlas Nust Have
Healthly Kidseys,

As tho first to bo laid on our tablo for
the yoar 1897, wo

Sty Patrlek®s Asylom, Oftawa,

St. Patrick’s Orphan Agylum, Ot
tawa, closed another year of work on
Sunday last, when the annual meet.
ing was held ia the Asylum parlors.
Among thoss present were F. R,
Latchlord, president; Wm. Finloy,
vice president; J. A. J. McKenna,
secretary ; J. C. Eanight, treasurer;
De. MacGabe, Qhevaliee Heney, ax-
Ald, J. O'Oonnor, Messrs. Joseph
Kovansgh, Wm, Mackey, Francis
Latchford, P. Stanton, H. J. Harris,
M.. Ryan, A Pegg, R. Slattery, R. J.
Sims, S, E. OBrien, A. T. Gow,
Henry Iiggerty, J. P. Dunne, J. J,
Beney, H F. Sims, J. Gorman, R,
Gorman, Wm. Kearns, J, 0. Farrell,
Martin Batile, M. O. MacQormag,
Thomas Smith, Thos. MeGrail, B, A,
Mara, Richard Tobin, Patrick Bran-
kin, Jas, Mundy, John Cagey, W. E,
Mulvabill, J. Moran,

The annusl ropart showed the total
present number in rosidence 268,
The collective stay of all tho inmates
was 62,045 days, and average stay of
each 18,188 days, Sixty adulis and
87 children were removed during the
year. On the 80th of Sept., 1896,
there were in residence 67 adulls and
64 children.

Tho directors clected were: J. Q.
Earight, J. A, J, McKozna, John
Gorman, J. 0'Connor, W, M. Finley.
A. J. Waroook, M. J. O'Farrell, Jas.
Mundy, H, F. Sims.

A resolution of condolence with the
family aud relatives of tho late Geo,
Bagkervillo was passed. Tho meat.
ing passed a vote of thanks to Mr.
Latchford, tho retiring president,
The assets of the corporation amount
in value to 570,667, while the liabil.
ities are only $7,600. It is probable
that Mr. J. A. J. McKonva will ro.
place Mr. Latcbford in the presidency,
vhile Mr. M J. O'Farroll wilt be the
new gecrotary.

The Lndies' Aassociation of St.
Patrick's Asylum beld their aunual
meeting on the same afternoon in the
Orphsns’ Home on Maria streot, which
wag largely attended. Nearly 100
ladies were present. Mzra. F. McDou.
gal, president of the asyociation, pre.
gided.

The board of committeo for the
coming term is ag follows:

St. Patrick’s parish, M King and
Miss MoEvoy.

St. Bridget's parish,
Mundy and Walsh.

St. Mary's parish, Mesdanies Mar-
tin and Baxter,

St. Joseph's parish, Mre, O'Riclly
and Miss Shields.
-

Relief in Six Hours.—~Distressing Kidney
aod Bladder Diseases relicved in six_hours
by tho “Sornt Axericay Kinygy Curk ”
ﬁus now remedy Is a groat surpriso and
delight on account oi its excceding prompt.
ness {u relieving pain in the bladder, kidncys,
back and every part of tho urinary passages

{u inalo or feniale. It relieves rétention of
water nm! psin in passing it almost

Mesdames

10 reapp
anco of the Dodd's KiduoKIPillcalcndx\r;
published by Tho Dodds Medicino Cons
pany, Liwited, Torouto, .

Propossessivg, boyoud auything of its
has class hitherto published in Awerica,
though its purposo is at ouco obvious it
Deen mado oxceedingly pleasivg by the
fortunato choico of a design for the cover,
which has been charmivgly worked out
by the artist in red aud blne lithogeaph,
the classic subject being—Atlas support.
iug tho world.

Tt seems that theso clover aud persist-
ot advisters, not content with decorat.
ing tho grassy Inll-slopes aud rugged
mountnin sides with their mamwoth let.
terings, scek also adroitly to scizo upon
tho imagination aud assist it to acconnt
for ths superbuman strcugih of tho
hioroic Atlas, suggosting tho sccrot of his
power by represonting hiw as being
himsolf supported aud relying upou a
box of Dodd's Kidnoy Pills.

QOn tho back of cover, in & fow pithy
words those previously covvinced of the
urgont nced of kidney treatmecut aro
waroed agaiust substitutes, imitations
and counterfoits of tho goauine Dodd's
Kiduoy Dills.

'Thus wuch as to the cover; of the
book itself, wo have to say :—Tho argu.
ments all socis uuausworable, tho proofs
amplo aud undeniable, tho whole uniquo,
admirable and uscful, not only for the
coming year, but for always.

Ws aro assured by tho publishers hat
sufliciont aro being printed to go aront.d,
that in duo timo overy family in Cavada
will got ono to thgir presont and lifelong
advautago.  And as usual, adding:
“Dodd’s Kidnoy Pills Always Curo,”

1f you want quick telief and
sure this is your remedy.

Archishop Duhawet left Oltawa on
Monday for Lowell, Mass., to bo pres.
ont ab the ceramony of the wuveiling of
of tho statuo of Rov. Father Gariu, who
labored for many years in the city of
Lowell as parish rr ost. ‘I'he superiors
of tho different houses of the Oblat
Order accompany his Graco: — Rov.
TFather McGuckiu, rector of Ottaws
Uuiversity ; Rov. Father Harnois of
Ottaws Juntorate, Rev. Fatber Durvie,
rector of the Scholasticate : Rov. Father
Leconpto of Hull; Rov. Fatbor Lo
fobvro of Monteeal, Proviucial of tho
Oblat Order.  Tho cercwouy will dake
place this week. A great mauy Bisbops
and Suporiors of tho Americau Univer.
sities will bo proscut to celobrato the
oceasion.

Hay Fever and Catarch Relioved inl0 1o
60 Miuutes, —Ono short puff of the bresth
through tho Blower, supptied with each
bottle of Dr. Aguow’s Catarrhal Powder,
diffuges this Powder over tho surfaco of the
nesal psasagos. Painices and dolightful to
use. It relioves instantly, asd permaneatly
oures Catarch, Hay Fover, Colds, Headache,
Sore Thtoat, Tonsilitis and Deafuess.

A wolljudging m~n will opan hig
trunk line of study in such a dirootion
that, while babitually adhering to it,
he may onjoy & ready access to such
other fiolds of knowledge as aro most
noarly related to it.—Sic James

Stopliens,



