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SOOIETY BIREOTORY,

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY.—Estab-
lished March 6th, 1856; incorpor-
ated 1868; Meets in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, first
Monday of the month. Committee
meets last Wednesday.,  Officers :
Rev. Chaplain, Vev. Gerald Mc-
Shane, P.P.; President, Mr. H. J.
Kavanagh, K.O.; 1st Vice-Presi-
dent, Mr. J, C
President,

mingham; Recording Secretary, Mr.
P. T. Tansey; Asst, Recording
cretary, Mr. M. E. Tansey; Mar-
shal, Mr. P. Lloyd, Asst. Mar-
shal, Mr. P. Connolly.

Synapss ofCanadian North- Wes

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

center table con-

| megazine-strewn
e 1 firmed the tall bookcases in

statement that here was the abode
of a reader. i

- Miss Lucy Poynter, like her inher-
ited surroundings, was neither

lost her youth, but old age had not
found her, although its searchlight
pon her. Miss Betty
Poynter, Miss Lucy’s cousin,  was
three years her junior, three Years
80 valuable at that stage of lifc that
it was strange they were no more
apparent. The Poynters were intim-
ate friends as well as cousins. Miss
Lucy’s physician father had left her
in what was—for Poynterbury—atflu-
ence. Miss Betty, sole child of the
one artistic Poynter, had an income
80 moderate as to compel immoder-
ate economies. But ome of the ad-
vantages of living in a small place
is that it needs no annual volume
to tell Who's Who in it, and to be
a Poynter in Poynterbury was to be
superior to income, except for the
mere detail of living,
Miss Betty laid down the postal
card from which Westminster Abbey
loomed in dignity worthy of more
than a penny postage stamp.
“I wonder you never went abroad,
Lucy,"” she sighed, ‘‘when you could
go as well as not.”
“I planned for many years to go,”’
Miss Lucy said, with a quiet smile.
‘“You never told me why you gave'
it up,” cried Miss Betty. ‘“Tell me
now. You look positively hungry
when you read Lucy’s letters, or
look at these cards she sends each
day.”
Miss Detty cunningly tilted the
postal so that her cousin’s eyes
rested on the line written below the
picture in Lucy the second’s scrawl-
ing hand, the kind of hand which
they who run may read, and which
looked as though she who had been
running had writien.
“If only’ you were with us, dear
Aunt Lucy!”’ the girl had said, us-
ing up the blank space with the
nine words and her signature.
“I thought it better not to go,"”
said Miss Lucy placidly.
“I only wish I had your chance
to go!’”’ cried Miss Betty energeti-
cally. ''I never wanted to go asI
do now.’ Yet I am not steeped in
Europe as you are  You sit with
your feet laved = by Wordsworth's
{akes, your hands gathering French
lilies, your head in London with
Charles Lamb, and Colonel New-
come, and your heart in Rome—with
a bit of it leaning on Florence and
Venice. Yet you decide it is better
not to go abroad! Why, Lucy?’’
My dear Betty, what a dismem-~
bered picture!’’ protested Miss Lucy.
"Ye‘(:, I suppose it is true in spirit

“I did not mean it in letter,”” in-
terposed Miss Betty.

“It is_so true that it explains my
staying here,”” continued Miss Lucy.
“I was afralid to go.”

“In this day of crossing ocean
greyhounds with mastodons and
then crossing in the result!’’ ex-
claimed Miss Betty,

“I did not mean that I was afraid
of the journey,”” explained Miss Lucy
‘I feared losing what Burope stood
for if T got the reality, I was afraid
of losing the soul of Europe if T
touched its body, if you will allow
me the poetical figure, Betty.”
‘“Allow it! None other is suit-
able to such a mental attitude. Lucy
I knew you were an_ idealist, but
—"1 For once words Kailed Miss Bet-

y|ty.  ““Is that the real reason why

you never saw  London, Paris,
Rome?'"
“Not  Paris,” said Miss .Lucy,

apologetically. ““I never cared very

) {much for Paris; I would just as lieve

{have gone there.

But. for di ferent
reasons ihe case is altogether op-

‘|posité with England and Rome. My

fathgir—your —used to saly
that the Latin had a word that we
lacked: Patria, the country of one’s
soul, English literature had made
England that to me. ¥ I thought
I should lose ever so. little of what
I feel when I say Stratford-upon-
Avon, Blue Coat DBoys, or Canters
bury, I would not go to England for
the world.

‘““You could rent your house, Bet~
ty, and add the rental to the cost
of living here, and for the rest,
the expense you know I’
too glad and thankful—'
paused at the frown gathering
her cousin’s forehead.

‘‘Lucy, you know me better,”” she
said decidedly. ‘“As 10 the house it
wol;;):: rent ;or & hundred a year—
maybe.  Ang my livi expenses !
Three hundred coversnsevm'ythlng,
though there’s not another soul ox’
earth I'd  tell that to. How far
would that take me traveling? It
might give me three months in Eng-
land. 1I've read articles on three
months for $300, though I never be-
lieved their figures—but I don’t get
my mouey in a lump for onme thing,
and I'd have to have some allow-
ance for sickness, clothes, and other
unforescen  afflictions. I shouldn’t
care to go to England only—I crave
Ttaly. No, Lucy, I've got to stay’
right here, though I'm aching to go
abroad. And you are a goose!”
Miss Betty Closed the door behind
her, leaving Miss Lucy regretful and
compunclious for the opportunity
wasted on her impractical self, and
for Betty’s pride, thgt would not
allow even her best bloved cousin
to balance their fortumes.

When Miss Betty next opened Miss
Lucy's door, three days later, it
was with a gusto that told Miss
Lucy that something had happened.
She entered, radiantly crimson.
“Lucy, I have it,”” she announced.

“What?"" cried Miss Lucy, with
instant excitement. 4

‘“The key to the Old World,”” cried
Miss Betty. She waved an en-
velope before Miss Lucy’s eyes.

‘“You’ve had a fortune left you!’’
cried Miss Lucy p:«omptly, guided in
her diagnosis by long experience in
romances.

3§, Betty dropped into her fav-
orgke ‘rocker.

““My mother’s aunt, Susanna Hamil-

ton, is dead,” she said. “I can’t
announce it in a melancholy key be-
cause I never knew her, and she was
ninety. She has left me a legacy
of three thousana dollars.  Lucy, I
am going to invest two thousand,
and thus have a hundred more a
year to live on, which will mean
riches to me. Then I'm going to
take the other thousand and go
abroad.”’
Both cousins gasped at the magni-
tude of the vista thus opened be-
fore them. With tearful fervor Misg
Lucy said: ‘““My dear Betty, I am so
glad! Of course that will be the
best thing to do. I am so glad,
and so thankful, my dear cousan!’’

Miss Detty acknowledged the fervor
with a nod. ““I am going to New
York to stay two weeks before I

| waiting, lonely ‘and bewildered by
e het ngarauon from her Yife-long,

sail,”” said Miss Betty. ‘I shall
buy what I need ready made. I never
had any ready-made clothes, ex-
cept a coat, and I do think they
have an air. The lawyer has sent
the check; I can afford now to close
the house, so. there's nothing to de-
lay me. Aunt Susanna didn’t have
to have a will probated; she had her
money in the house, and when she
was dying she handed it to the law-
yer in marked packages. A  very
sensible woman wne was, I always
heard. I thought I'd go right off,
a week from to-day.’’

‘“It’s very sudden—it’s rather be-
wildering,”” murmured Miss Lucy,
quite pale from conflicting emotions.

““That’s the way to go,’”’” said Miss
Betty decidedly. ““I thought I'd get
a good serge suit, a rain coat, a
thick shawl—not a regular steamer
rug, because I can use a heavy
shawl in  Poynterbury—an extra
waist or two and a black silk
gown. TI'd like a new umbrella. If
you have a good black silk gown
you can go anywhere.”” Miss Betty
fell back on this familiar axiom as
an anchor in the fluctuating tide of
ideas attendant on her good for-
tune. “I'm going to New York Wed-
nesday, and I shall sail in a  fort-
night from that day, f I can geta
room on the boat.”
““Stateroom ~dn the
murmured Miss Lucy, helplessly.
‘‘Dear me, Betty, I shall miss ¥you,
but I'm very glad for you. I wish
you could join young Lucy and
Henry.””

“Iq;ha,ll pass them on the high
seas,”” said Miss Betty unctuously;
the vast, half-piratical sound of the
words tasied sweet on her lips. “I'd
rather not join them; I shall like
being alone. There's nobody T'd
want with me but you Lucy. You
wouldn't risk Europe? You would-
"'t venture the chance of her keeping

er promises to you?”’
> "N%. Betty dear; I'll wait,” said
Miss Lucy. :

A\ weo;yhur she had begun  her

even

de. :
s comrade found herself
? Idered, ik all

steamship, "'

Se to make way for a “‘gky-
scraper.””  Up and down ladders, ail
day long, there passed a line of lit-
tle dark men whose red shirts and
mortar-spotted yellow trousers, blue
‘€aps and black eyes under curling
black locks delighted Miss Betty
aye, gratifying her with the sénse
thet her foreign trip had already be-
gun. Here was Italy, the Italy
for which her soul sighed, come to
meet her, picturesque of tint, elo-
Quent of tongue, more eloquent of
gesture. = Miss Betty congratulated
herself that the port of departure
Was also proving the entrance.port
to the new-old world.

+ Only on the tenth day of her shop-
ping did Miss Belty’s high spirits
begin to flag. That day she came
back in the rain to her room on the
staid side street, weary of foot and
spirit. Not even the European
tickets, which had been like a sip
of rare old cordial each time that
she had peeped at them, could rouse
her, though she faithfully applied
them. Visions of Poynterbury, of
Lucy and of Lucy’s peaceful room,
came before her. Across the street
the picturesque Neapolitans nimbly
ran up and down the debris of the
dismantled house, their activity and
brilliant eoloring wholly subdued by
the weather.

It was a warm rain, and Miss
Betty's window was open; through
it came the sound of voices, strid-
ent, vibrant voices—who had said
the Italian voice was musical? And
the language! Where, thought Miss
Betty, had she acquired her notion
of its beauty, its softness of vowels?
Ab, but dear, pretty little Lucy had
sung them in her girlish voice! Hi-
deous, that was what Italian was.
A, bombardment of words struck
Miss Betty’s ear like sharp stones
falling on hollow wood. Long-
drawn vowels followed huddled con-
sonants, as if a sling were held taut
and then released. Gutturals, high
nasals, clicking staccato, disjninted
syllables, haif-chanted, hal!-hurled,
excited gestures of super-human
hands suddenly made Miss Betty feel
lost. Her soul sickened and shrunk
within her as conviction rushed upon
her that if she crossed the ocean
there would arise around her a flood
of foreign speech and manners. It
would be unrelieved even by the pe-
culiar dialect of New York’s Hast
Side, which floated to her through
the transom as one bellboy told
another: “‘Say, he ain’t no Noo
Yoiker. 1le’s woikin’ youse. Say,
I hoid de Waldof ’'Storia ‘buined
down when his red head foist shown
up in it. Gee! Don’t he t’ink he's
it since he quit here an’ went up
dere t' woik!”’

In Poynterbury Miss Betty would
have regarded this. dialect as worse
than foreign; now it warmed her
heart like an antidote to Roman
fever.

Homesickness gripped the little wo-
man relentlessly. - Go abroad, where
everybody talked, gesticulated in-
comprehensively! Miss Betty rose
up or rather was raised up by her
pregcient emotion; she forefelt her
exile, and the sensation was unbear-
able.

She put on her hat and inserted
its pins emphatically. She hummed
“My Country,” ’tis of thee’” as she
put_her key in the lock on the out-
side of the door and turned it. Dis-
daining rain, forgetful of the new
umbrella, she went forth.

At the office of the Red Planet
Line she had no trouble of disposing
of her stateroom. An eager woman,
otherwise doomed to separation from
her ‘party, eagerly snapped it up
when Miss Betty, equally eager, sur-

Nervous
Headaches

AND MUSCULAR RHEUMATISM DIS-
APPEARED WHEN THE NERVES
" WERE RESTORED BY

DR. CHASE'S NERVE FoOB

Feoble, wasted, starved nerves of-
ten make their condition known by
nervous headaches. This is one of
the fir8t and most marked symp-
toms.

If you are at all subject to rheu-
matism you have noficed how much
worse it gets when the system gets
run down.

Both pervous headaches and muscul-

Chase’s Nerve Food is used to re-
build and revitalize the wasted and
weakened body.

Mr, James Riley, moulder for the
Waterous Engline Co., 6 JarvisSt.,
Bramtford, Unt., writes: *‘I suffered
for gzn with muscular rheumetism

a8 I also had frequent and se-
tacks of nervous headache I
ed that the trouble

dered it. A

table voll of
bills ‘represen ted the equivalent . of
her firstclass passage, which,
approved its name only

Mise Belty came out on Broadway
and drew a long breath. ‘“There!”’
she said, Poynterbury  fashion.
“There:! Now, Lucy and I will make
the voyage together.’’ .

And then Miss Betty hastened toa

Miss

ﬁmm

shop where unmounted photographs,
‘were sold.

““I want g picture of everywhere,”
she said to the clerk.

It took a long time o fill this
comprehensive order, but it was ac-
complished with eu approach to
thoroughness. Next Miss Betty
bought volume after volume of Eu-
ropean travels; Hare, Howells, ‘“‘Ro-
ba di Roma,” and endless others.

“I don’L know how many of these
Lucy has,” she thought, as ghe .gave
the address of her hotel, ‘“‘but all
that she has duplicates of I’ll keep,
and we'll read all of them aloud
next winter with iy photographs to
illustrate them.’’

At her hotel she gathered up her
outfit for foreigh travel and  hur-
ried it {nto her trunks. Then -she
lay down to peaceful slumber wuntil
the early hour at which she must,
rise to catch the first train for
Poynterbury. Not once did she fal-
ter nor regret her sudden abandon-
ment of the opportunity to realize
her lifelong dream.

“I'm not one bilL ashamed,” she
said aloud, turning on her pillow
and replying to imaginary prod
testa from  her ancestral village.
“Thackeray had just such a fit of
homesickness and hurried back to
England on his first trip here. Not
that I shall tell any one but Lucy
why I came back, however.”

Miss Betty walked in upon her
cousin unannounced, and Miss Lucy
sprang to clutch her, crying out in
affrighted, incredulous delight.

“I'm not going, Lucy,” announced
Miss Beity. ‘I was all hoighty-
toighty to go up to yesterday. Then
iI heard those Italians chattering
{across from the hotel, and it came
upon me what it would be if that
was the only tongue I could hear. {
felt. for a minute, Lucy, that 1
should dic if I couldn’t sce the flag.
Then it flashed upon me, like an in-
spiration, that I' was still under it.
1 got up, walked out, and sold my
ticket, bought a good deal of Ku-
rope in photographs for us to look
at together, and came home. And
home 1 mean to stay.”

““Oh, Betty, you dear, foolish, fun-
ny Betty!" cried Miss Lucy. *‘I'm so
sorry you gave it up, but I'm glad,
thankfully glad you're here. I have
been so lonely, dear! I don’t see
how I could have borne it for, a
year; I'm not as strong as I was.”
Miss Detty smiled at her tenderly.
{We’re of a piece, after all,”” she
said. ‘““You’couldn’t risk losing Eu-
rope by going there, and I couldn't
risk losing America by leaving her.
It’s the same thing, turned about.
There’s one thing certain, Lucy—wo

ar rheumatism disappear when Dr.,

came .

are going to have beautiful times
travelling together in this room. I
wonder if you could give me a cup
of tea?”'—Marion Ames Taggart, in
Benziger’s. ”

Common Civility a
Corporation Asset.

A placard displayed in the Atlan-
ta(Ga.) office of the Postal Tele-
graph Company, counseling the em-
ployees to be courteous towards all
patrons of that corporation and all
visitors, calls forth from the Manu-
fecturers Record of Baltimore the de-
claration that this card, or one
similar to it, should be printed in
the boldest type available, and put
in the most conspicuous office of
every corporation dealing with the
public, It is held, and soundly,
that while it is bad enough to find
lack of courtesy anywhere, it be-
comes an aggravated evil when found
in offices of semi-public corporations
for then it arouses a feeling of hos-
tility that craves an outlet through
spoken or written attacks upon re-
sponsible corporation officials, and
often through legislation directed
against (he corporations themselves,

A corporation may be made very
popular or it can become very ob-
noxious as a consequence of the con-
duct of its employees toward the
public. There is plenty of evidence
to prove that a public service com-
pany possessed of officials and ser-
vants who are adepts ‘in common
civility may lapse in many other
particulars and still retain popular
good will, while a thoroughly ef-
ficient public service company may
by reason of the brusque, uncivil,
disobliging conduct of its employees,
fall into public disfavor,

There are two sides to the matter,
of course. There is as good oppor-
tunity on the-one side as on the
other to display good sense and
good manners. The great di
is that while the uncivil individual
in private life lowers and hurts only
 himself by an exhibition of ill-nature
or high temper, the corporation em~

not only = lowers and hurts |
but injures his employer, The

ployee by taking . udmﬂ&vhm
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J. A. D. Godbout.
Su:rets;ryukegds.tmx\—n. Lachance,
The preliminary examinations were
held the next da,

ina Fontaine,
Isidore Getz, Alph. Lecavalier, T,
E. Berard, Lionel C. Joubert, Elias
Rivet, Odilon Brochu, Adelard Beau-
regard, Elie Labelle, William Loebel
and Wilfrid Leger. A

The examiners were Professors J.
C. Cassegrain of the Jacques Cartier
Normal Scghool and Isaac Gammell,
of the High School, Montreal, with
A. J. Laurence assGeneral Supervi-
sor and Victor Giroux Supervisor
for Quebec and vicinity.

The next examination will
place on the 6th of October,

Catholic New England.

Eananad
The New England States, accord-
ing to William Sidney Rossiter, a
census official of Washington, may
now be regarded as the stronghold
of Catholicism in the United States.
In Magsachusetts, 355 persons in
every thousand of total population
were reported in 1906 as members
of the Roman Catholic Church; in
Rhode Island, 400;
298; New Hampshire,
York, 278. Some of these
portions are double those
sixteen ycars before.
The non-Catholic communicants per
1000 of the States mentioned, num-
bered but 148 in Massachusetts,
131 in Rhode Island, 195 in Connec-
ticut, 149 in New Hampshire, and
150 in New York; and practically all
show a decline per 1000 of total
population from 1890 to 19086.
In Massachusetts, with a popula-
tion of a little over 8,000,000 ap-
proximately 900,000 are descend-
ants of the native stock, and pro-
bably over 1,000,000 persons in
the commonwealth are available
from which to draw membership for
the non-Catholic churches, and this
is practically the same number that
were thus available in 1850.
The same official says that the
non-Catholic population has not in-
creased in New Ingland for sixty
years.—The Missionary.

take
1910.

pro-
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It is Wise to Prevent Disorder.—
Many causes lead to disorders .of
the stomach and few are free from :
them. At the first manmifestation
that the stomach and liver are not
performing their functions, a course
of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills should
be tried, and it will be found that
the digestive organs will “speedily
resume healthy action. ILaxatives

pills that no
could be so effective as they.

Twe Mysteries.

#]

“Two\ mysteries /strike the mind,
wrote the recen deceased Irishe
man, General Butler, ‘““one is the dis-
persion of the Jews, the other the
preservation of the Irish. Both races
are scattered over the earth, bu
while one has amassed = enormous
wealth it was unable to keep i
hold upon the land of its birth, !
other, despiteé poverty and per
tion, are still in their homer 1
and their separated sons are v
ing wilhin the lands into
they are scattered a larger m
of political influence than upy:
ever known at home.”” ? 4
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