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»W»f New Vigor for 
Brain and Body

Conti with every Dose of DR. A. W. 
CHASE S NERVE FOOD.

When you use Dr. A. W. Chase’s 
Nerve Food you are doing good to 
every:'cell and tissue of the human 
body*

The heart beats stronger, the 
nerves of the stomach do their part 
in making digestion better, the liver, 
kidneys and bowels are strengthened 
in action, and you are certain to 
feel better in pvery way.

True,, Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food cures 
nervotio prostration, locomotor at­
axia and partial paralysis, There is 
abundjBAt proof of this.

But do you want to take the risk 
of neglecting the earlier indications

° Why i cot put Dr. A. W. Chase's 
Nerve Food to the test when you are
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the Hurdy Gurdy

direction from which the music

It was a cruel letter. Vaguely, I lackey, the sheen of the motor cars 
Mary realized, the tact and cleverness and the horses, the artificial masks 
°*i ^woman who had written it. j the women's faces were, and the
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ADVOCATES

SAviag* Bank Building. ifoSUJaeMe 
Bril Telephone Mmle 1679.

BeC Tel. Mela'MSa, Night and day aerncc.

Conroy Bros.
• 193 CENTRE STREET

America! Plumbers. Gas and Steamfittere
Estimates Given.

Jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley
PLASTERER «

kinds promptly attended to.
15 Peri» Street, Point Si. Otaries.

D. If .WELSH ft CO
Caterer» end Confectioners

KHZ HERMINE STREET, MONTREAL

Manufacturers of the Famous D. H. W. 
Brands Caramels and Bvcrton Toffee.

Banquets, Wedding Suppers, etc. Personal 
attention. FMONFNE 11AIN 5301

SOOHITY MRBCTORY.

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIEirY.—Estab­
lished March 6th, 1666; 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.C.; 1st Vice-Presi­
dent, Mr. J. C. Walsh; 2nd Vice- 
President, Mr. W. G. Kennedy; 
Treasurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corres­
ponding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber- 
mingham; Recording Secretary, Mr. 
P. T. Tansey; Asst. Recording Se- 
cAtary, Mr. M. E.. Tansey; Mar­
shal, Mr. P. Lloyd, Asst. Mar­
shal, Mr. P. Connolly.

Sjfnopsis of Canadian North-West
HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

ANY even numbered section of Dons*- 
a*eo Land in M-uütoba, Saskntcba 
•we and Albert*., excepting 8 and »6, 
net renerved, may be bomestended by 
soy person who le the sole head at a 
hunily, or any male over lti years oi 
age, to the extent of ooe-queurter see- 
Non of 166 acres, more or less.

Entry must be made personally at 
khe local land office for the (MbMm 
in which the land is situated. /

Entry by proxy may, however, be 
Made on certain condition» by the 
•ether, mother, son, daughter, bro- 
tt*r or sister of an intending home- 
stead ar.

The homesteader is required to per- 
term the oondMAone oonoeoted there 
with under one of the following
plans:

.(1 ) At least s*x invuuia resedewx 
■pen and cultivation of the land ic 
each year for three years.

(2) U the lather (or mother, ii 
the father is deceased ) of the homo 
header resides upon a farm in tte 
rlokdty of the tend entered ter, tier 
BequÉrémente as ho residence may b* 
•shafted by such person reeAdk^ 
•teth the father or mother.

(8) U the settler has his peruwv 
went restdaoea upon farming heads 
owned by him in the vicinity of feds

while! fojroed to grapp the full, 
unkind significance -of her wording. 
Mary read and re-read the letter, 
stupidly. It was awful!

My dear little girl,” ran the 
word», "the work on your page has 
run so low since the fire that the 
city editor has decided that we must 

! cut that department away down, 
and that the regular girls here can 
get out, in spare time, the work 
for which we are paying you. I am 
so sorry ! Besides ‘liking you and 
your writing immensely, and not 
wishing to part with you, I have the 

•added regret that you need this mo­
ney and I hate to have you lose it.

I Büt I know the boss is right, and I 
, can do nothing. After this week,
! we will not need you.-"
J It was a tragedy—Mary did need 
that little money. And the wo­
man’s letter was a lie. of that the 
girl had no doubt. A feuj weeks 

j ago, Mary had been ill and unable to 
1 do her week's page, and the woman 
I had got it out for her. Later she 
| had said: "It was nothing at all!
I could do that every week myself.”
' The other girls In the office had 
exchanged glances.

"Poor kid! ” one of them whis­
pered to Mary. “Look out for her. 
If she has found that she can do 
your work with no trouble, rest as­
sured you won’t stay long.”

The blow had fallen. Marv could 
scarcely face the shabby truth.' The 
woman had stooped to thi.9, that she 
might add a paltry five dollars a 
week to her really princely salary ! 
It was unbelievable!

Outside the day was sunny with a 
solemn gray yellowness that only 
the autumn can brimr. The wind 
blew, singing around the corners and 
against the window-panes. Mary 
pressed her hot cheek against the 
glass and peered out. The wildness 
called to her troubled heart.

“I must get out!” she said to 
herself.

She put on her trim, worn little 
hat, coat and gloves. There was a 
line between her eyes, and the cor­
ners of her mouth were down, but 
tears were denied her.

In the lower hall she met her kind 
but slatternly landlady.

"I'm going for a walk, Mrs. 
Byrne,” Mary said. “If, any one 
'phones or calls. I'll be back in 
about an hour. I won’t have an­
other pupil until evening, so probab­
ly no one will inquire for me.”

Well, I’m glad you’re going out,” 
cried Mrs. Byrne, heartily, “You are 
that pale and peaked fron the work 
you do! It’s bad epough teaching 
by the hour, but it ain’t a patch

| rich frivolity of their flounces and 
fluffs and feathers. Inside, the 
stately rooms were lit with candle­
light under pink shades. The sun 
of the day was scorned. Mary knew 
that the daughter of the house was 
“coming out'" in society, for she had 
been sent there, by her newspaper, 

Asome weeks before to get the exact 
date of this important happening. 
How beautiful everything was in 
the mansion's palatial entrance—and 
how badly she, the reporter, had 
been treated ! >.

She swung along.
*What Can I do?” she asked her­

self with insistent straining that 
set her poor little head to thump­
ing. “What can I do? If I could 
be a servant, then Ï* would have a 
room and meals all paid for, but 
1 was not educated for that. Will I 
starve?”

To have children sound and heol- 
wiy is the first care of a mother 
Thay cannot be healthy if troubled 
with v.-orme. Dse Mother Graves' 
Worm Exterminator.

on that there newspaper you’re on 
That, sure, will_ kill you in time!”

Mary smiled wanly, edging through 
the outside door, anxious to get 
away from the voluble old lady.

"I’m not going to do that any 
more!” she said, with something like 
a sob, and fairly bolted down the 
shabby steps and out. of the yard. 
Mrs. Byrne stood staring aftfcr her, 
her arms akimbo, her mouth open.

“I do declare!” she said aloud, to 
herself, “I wonder if that poor 
child’s lost that paper job!**

She went shuffling back to her 
work, soberly. She was a Rind wo­
man, but a very poor one, and even 
with the. newspaper work Mary had 
had many a hard time trying to 
scrape together enough for her room 
rent and board. What would she 
do now? Mrs. Byrne wiped her ho­
nest eyes on the edge of her apron.

Poor lamb!” she said, "she’s wel­
come to stay in my house if she 
has nary a cent to pay, and I’ll tell 
her so! ”

She began to sing about her heavy 
I work then, her heart lighter for «its 
charity.

Meanwhile, Mary was walking ra­
pidly along the autumn streets, her 
trim young body falling into an ex­
cited swing she had when her mind 
was troubled. Her head was up 
and her eyes looked straight ahead, 
seeing little at first of the beauties 
date of this important happening, 
her face, giving it light and color, 
but she noticed it not; the wind 
tossed her curling hair into her 
eyes and neck and tugged at her 
hat, but she brushed aside locks 
and straightened headgear mechanic­
ally, noting not at all what was 
happening.

What was she to do? There was 
her dentist bill, running two months 
now, and the osteopath that she 
had been forced to go to because of 
her terrible headaches. When could 
she pay them? Tutoring did not 
bring her enough to pay poor, oblig­
ing Mrs. Byrne for a home over her 
orphaned head, and t\vo_of the pu­
pils were almost through with their 
work. God only knew where she 
would get others to take their 
places! Children who needed coach­
ing in English and hist.orv were few, 
she had found, and she was not very 
well known in the city. She bad 
not had a story accepted in three 
months, and not an editor owed 

a penny! Where was her bread
----- from? Mary asked of

A qf her.
• 'Mved itw

mm»:? ' "

She passed a church whose gold 
cross shone burnished in the autumn 
gleams,. “Go in,” said ; her heart, 
“for God’s comfort.”

But Mary shook her head. “No, 
no,’" she cried, as if fearful of her 
very self, “I can’t go in! Even God 
has deserted me ! ’ ’

The wind made a moaning, sing­
ing noise in the high, armed trees 
above her: it impressed itself on her 
hearing after a time and she look­
ed up at the bare, nodding boughs. 
“You look cold, poor things!” she 
said aloud, and smiled oddly at the 
sound of her own voice.

She shook herself and stared out 
at the furs and animated fact's rid­
ing past. “I must not think of it,” 
she told herself. “I am making my 
head ache, and there is the lesson to-

The carriages rolled and rolled 
along, a steady stream; and the 
automobiles shot up and down, and 
hither and thither, going this way 
and that, until one would think 
that the world was lull of .them and 
all were upon this street to-day. 
Suddenly, the sight of all this 
wealth and cohort got on Mary 's 
nerves. She s\rong into a quieter 
street, and fairly ran to get away 
from the fashionable parade. “I 
must get on, I must get on!” she 
repeated jn a fever. “I am not dull 
and I can’t be so poor. Other girls 
make good money, other women 
grow rich! Why not I?”

She shuddered, then, calling up 
the fur coat and the hundred and 
fifty dollar pet cat of the woman 
who had written tier the cruel let-

“But I couldn’t get it that way!” 
Mary said to herself with a shiver. 
“I would rather be like this!”

This street was almost deserted, 
and the wind had full sway in it. 
The broWn, withered leaves of the 
trees were scattered all about her 
feet and the air was constantly 
bringing others down and fluttering 
them everywhere. The girl stopped 
to watch them, musingly. A gust of 
wind took a whole troop of them 
and they started off, chasing one 
another like a crowd of wanton 
fairies from one side of the road 
to the other and back again, many 
times. They seemed alive. The girl 
followed them in their antics and 
the sadness deepened in her tired 
eyes. They were free, and there 
was no question of their to-mor­
row’s meal. They did not need to 
eat, dear little frisking brown 
things ! “I might better be a leaf!” 
said Mary, whimsically, and went 
on her way.

“If I pray,” said she to herself, 
“I shall feel better.”

But the girl did not pray. Rebel­
lion had entered into her heart 
and she wilfully shut herself from 
the one Friend who had watched 
over her these barren years of her 
young life.

A nurse girl passed her, trundling 
a baby in a white fur-loaded go- 
cart. They were red and healthy- 
1 coking from the biting wind, and 
the nurse was humming a little tune. 
She saw a policeman ’on the cor­
ner and she quickened her pace to 
meet him. Her eyes flashed and 
she smiled broadly. Mary turned 
round and watched her go. ”1 sup­
pose,” said Mary to herself, "that is 
another source of happiness, one 
that would not fail, even if a girl 
were just out of a job.”

But Mary did not sigh. She swung 
about and passed on, the line still 
deep 'between her eyes, the fever of 
unhappiness and unrest in her tired 
eyes. “What shall I do? What shall 
1 do?” she kept asking the wind.

“Pray!” admonished her con­
science.

But the girl stubbornly shook her 
head. “No,” she cried, within. "My 
lot is full of woe and I Won’t ask 
for earthly help! Why should I ? 
God has promised reward hereafter 
to the pure of heart—but just now I 
need earthly money!”

She tried to laugh at herself, but 
it was a failing effort, and she only 
walked on faster, her head up.

What was that? /A sound came to 
her on the crisp, clear air. She 
stopped again to listen. So tense 
was her mind, so excited her nerves,

nervous feet led her toward 
instrument. It was down on a 

side street where fashion kept in- 
dqiprs and seemed to show itself only 
i nr'the stately beauty of thé houses" 
frqfcts. A nursemaid with three 
dancing children occupied the side­
walk near the players, a man and a 
wottmm. In the front windows of a 
house before which they were play­
ing two little heads peeped. While 
the woman turned the crank, the 
man went to the window, hat in 
hand, and somebody older opened a 
crack above the casement and threw 
out a coin.

Mfi v slackened her feverish pace, 
Strolling up to them, her ears burst­
ing with the clashing, tinny music. 
They were grinding out a bit of 
rag'd une, and the notes were lost, 
ovei> now and then, in a drowning 
rum! 1> Poqfw. black-eyed folk ! 
thought M&ry, they drew a worn- 
out hurdy-gurdy to-day ! But the 
children / enjoyed the “old frame’s 
efforts, lacking up their little heels 
in rhythm with its rumbles, and the \ 
nursvmfiid laughed and could not 
keep her toes still.
jpnry went quite close, almost 

stopping in the street. Unconscious­
ly the darkness lifted from her head 
afli^she found herself humming the 
rag-1 mio tune. The man camo—.to- 
ward her, and the big black eyes of 
the woman at the crank sought and 
held her. wistfully. Had Mary but 
known it. her flushed cheeks, fair 
hair, fever-bright eyes and neat blue 
suit, better a thousand times than 
anything the, organ grinder’s wife 
could have, were very attractive to 
the woman.

The man held out his hat to her. 
but Mary shook her head. “I haven’t 
a. cent./’ she smiled, and spread out 
her hands.

The smile was a tremulous one, 
but ns sweet as Mary’s smiles al­
ways were. The man answered it 
with a faint flickering across his 
sombre face, nnd put on his hat and 
went back to the hurdy gurdy. The 
won urn smiled at her, too, a sad and 
melancholy smile that left her dark, . 
dr/eemv face more poor and pallid I 
than it had been before. She con- | 
tinned to stare wistfully iat the girl

And His peace had entered Into her 
soul when Mary left the church, SbJ 
xvent home, neither slowly nor fe­
verishly, but with grief, trouble and 
world-worry laid at His feet.

"Did I get any mail, Mrs Byrne?” 
she asked, lightly.

You did that,” cried -Mrs. Byrne, 
coming out of the kitchen, where she 
was preparing the evening meal, 
“See, here 'tis ! Sure, 1 put it
get^'t, 80 1X0 one would

Mary tore open a Jotter from 
editor. She wondered why he was 
writing to her. She had not* writ- 
teni him a story jn months, and no 
editor owed her a cheque or the re­
turn of a manuscript.

Dear Madam,” the communication 
ran. “we recall several short stories 
and articles you have sent us at 
various times. We have liked them. 
>Ve arc getting out a syndicated se­
nes of 'working girl’ talks, same to 
be. published weekly. We accepted 
something of the sort from you not 

! OT1^ ago. If you will write us 
jinore in the same strain, we shall 
be glad to examine them, and will 

! pfly y°u fr°m ten to fifteen dollars 
.for each weekly article that meets 
' our (requirements.

"A windfall!” cried Mary, laugh­
ing gaily. She read the letter aloud 
to sympathetic Mrs. Byrne.

"I can write of suqh things for 
weeks and weeks, Mrs. Byrne!” she 
cried, waving the paper in the air.

At is a perfect gift from above! It 
is botter than a hundred newspaper

, , ,l,mder a woman like Miss 
Blank!”

Phut it is!” qried Mrs. Byrne, 
heartily. “Thank God you got it. 1 
have been that'worried about you all 
afternoon, poor child.”

Mary went upsfrurs with an elas­
tic step. “Aren't you ashamed of 
yourself?” she asked the emptiness 

When did God ever fail to answer 
your righteous petition for help from 
Him? Shame ! You needed to 
hear ary old hurdy gurdy before your 
sinful soul would go to weep at, the 
feet of your only Friend!”

She sat down to read the order 
again.—Jerome Hart, in Bcnziger’s

LONG STAHDIH6 SCIATICA
Completely Cured by One Bar of 

Father Morriscy's No. 7 Tablets.

Sciatica is hard enough to endure, and 
harder still to cure, in many cases, with *• 
ordinary remedies. Caused, like rheum­
atism, By impurities in the blood, which 
in this case set up an irritation of the 
sciatic nerve, it is so difficult to get atl- 
with external applications that many ' 
sufferers try in vain to get relief.

Mr. Charles McEachern, of Summer­
ville, P.E.I., was in just that position until* 
he started to take Father Morriscy’s 
‘‘No. 7»” He writes:

‘’After trying several doctors and 
spending large sums of money without 
avail, I was completely cuffed of Sciatica 
of long standing after using one pacl 
or jfour Medicine (No. 7 for fun, ____ lëumatismiy

b matter how long you have suffered 
from Sciatica or Rheumatism ot joints or 
muscles—no matter how much medicine 
or liniment you have used without result 
—try Father Morriscy's No. 7 before you 
give up. It has restored health to many 
who were almost hopeless.

60c. a box at your dealer’s or from 
Father Morriscy Medicine Co., Ltd., 
Chatham, N.B. 80

Tt Has Many Qualities.—The man 
who possesses n bottle of, Dr. Thom- 

Eclectric Oil is armed against
a silent something-was it sympathy many ills. It will cure a cough 
or understanding of mutual trouble? break a cold, prevent, sore throat; it 
—Sn her liquid eyes. | will reduce the swelling from nhe swelling from 

sprain, cure the most persistent 
tho : sores and will speedily heal cuts and 

j contusions. Tt is a medicine chest 
in itself, and can be got for a quar­
ter of d dollar.

And these people,” thought 
Mary “were once the rulers of 
earth ' Poor dead Rome1”

The woman Shifted her position 
and turned the machine fqr another 
bit of music: the ragrjUmc had stop­
ped. The crank began to grind out 
the score of "T1 Trovatorc,” and 
Mary «‘dged closer. In spite of the 
rumble and the lost bars its music 
was welcome to her.

“You lika do music?" asked 
woollen. sadly. She showed her 
wonderfully white teeth in a friendly

The strains of “II Trovatorc,” and V
the soft,. melancholy voice combined fi ..Af . c. . ,, .. ,. ,, . . ,, , i Jit last I am able to answer yourto open the well gates of Mary s mi- inHnr 7 ^ , - ’ ,^ s letter. J Relieve you got a postal

card before this telling you I got

Father Conrardy Again at Work.

Rev. L. L. Conrardy, who was re- 
. ported some months ago to be in 

the a dying condition, is able to resume 
his work among the lepers of. China. 
In a letter to Mr. M. G. Man ley of

[Portland; Ore., published in The Sen­

se ry. The tears sprang into her
eyes and flowed down her qhoeka. welcome letter
choking lier voice. She tried brave- (
]y to smile, then nodded sobbingly, 
and turned away, going to tiie op­
posite side of the street, Sho walked 
slowly, heavily, forcing back the 
tears, and far up the street the mu­
sic pursued her.

She walked more and more slow­
ly, her head bent, her bands clench­
ed. But she was less unhappy than 
she had been on the way to the 
hurdy gurdy. TJie echo in her ears 
said; “Others are worse off than 
you—while there is any kind of mu­
sic in the world there is relief from
P The avenue with Us glamor and 
bustle was less distasteful to her. 
She passed the debutante’s house i 
calmly, and looked coolly in at all I 
the luxury and display. After all, i 
there were other things on earth ; j 
youth, good health, virtue—"II Tro- 
vatore,” even if played by a hurdy 
gurdy! Mary laughed, irresistibly. 
She skipped a little and* threw up 
her head, sniffing the crisp, fragrant 
air with a feeling akin to peace and 
gladness.

But there was not quite peace and 
Mary knew why. The gold cross, 
now afire in the low sun’s rays 
that struck it almost at right 
glcs, drew her, like a magnet. She 
dragged herself into the church’s 
dusky, sweet interior and fell upon 
her knees before the main altar. God 
was all good, and he had never fail­
ed her in time of need. She knew 
that He would send* her earthly help

"I have been very sick, and it Is 
, due to overwork /among over 600 lep­
er», badly fed and other privations 
twenty years ago on Molokai. I had 
eight months’ illness. Now, thank 
God, I am well, having resumed my 

I work among the Chinese lepers since 
i the middle of November last. Taking 
I care of my health, 1 will be able to 
last maybe ten years more. When 

| poor Father Damien was sick to 
j death I exhorted him to live longer 
j and to ask God that favor, but he 
I told me lie had enough and was 
j willing to die. Ijut he was not quite 
fifty years old. Now near seventy 1 

j begin to feel that when the end will 
I come I will not bo sorry, although 
: I like to live to eo some good to 
| others and to thank and praise God 
' and show Him my gratitude for all 
He did and docs for me, although, 
humanly speaking, my way of living 
is not a very pleasant one. Alone, 
being my own servant, and not yet 
able to talk much of the Chinese lan­
guage, I live with my lepers on the 
island. I have seldom the chance to 
see a white man, but I like to live 
anyhow. The days are much too 
short for me, and this is the reason 
that I write very seldom to my 
friends.

"I have not yet asked you for 
flour as I was permitted to do by 
the gentlemen wo visited together. 
Every five days I get a few loaves of 
bread from Canton, but I have to 
pay more to them than the bread 
is worth. If only I stay well and 
speak the Chinese language, Canton­
ese style, things would go better. 
The, Chinese one can trust are very 
few. To cheat a white man, for 
them, is nothing. China is awaken­
ing, but very, slowly. Shek Lung 
City, not very far from'my Island, 
has a population of over 100,000 
people, but not a Chinese who can 
understand three words of English. 
They have no fixed prices. One must 
learn this by his own experience.

"Everything is to be done in China 
—they have no judges; money does 
all, justice or injustice. Children are 
exposed, especially near the grave­
yards. The graveyards have rooms 
to receive the living and the dead 
and no one to look after them, only 
they bury them when dead. All tho 
girls are sold by their parents and 
bought by future husbands or for 
evil purposes. Polygamy is allowed 
by law. A man’s life is a very lit­
tle thing, especially so if poor. Three 
months ago 300 soldiers were killed 
and beheaded for a few cents, the 

It of a dispute which had arisen 
à trifling matter; 
kçeps -

Noted Writer on Socialism Passa* 

Away.

The KeV. John J. Ming, S.J., pro­
fessor of philosophy and well-known 
wntor on Socialism, is dead at St. 
Stanislaus House, near Cleveland, O.

Father Ming had been a professor 
at St. Francis Seminary, Milwaukee, 
'Vis at Canisius College, Buffalo, 

N Y.., Spring Hill College, Mobile, 
Ala., and at the Jesuit scholastic- 
ates at Prairie du Chien, Wis.,
St. John’s House,
O.

and
South Brooklyn,

His best known works on Social­
ism, which saw several issues and 
which were praised even by Ameri­
cans and English Socialists for their 
fleur ami correct views and prin­
ciples, are "Data of Modern Ethics,"’ 
"The Characteristics and Religion of 
Modern Socialism,” and “The 
Ethics of Modern Socialism.”

Besides these larger publiqptions, 
Father Ming frequently contributed 
to tiie Catholic Quarterly, the Ca­
tholic Encyclopedia, and during the 
last year to the new Jesuit weekly, 
America. lie was just making pre­
parations for a larger work when 
his last illness overtook him.

Roosevelt Attend» Rotary and Makes 
Speech to Immigrant».

On board the Kaiserin Auguste Vic­
toria, on June 13, Theodore Roose­
velt Was tho chief figure in a note­
worthy scene In the steerage, when 
he attended a Catholic service held 
for 1200 emigrants, Russians and 
Galician Poles.

Tho emigrants, surrounding an 
altar draped with tho American flag, 
chanted a litany, and then Mr. 
Roosevelt jspoke briefly, the priest in­
terpreting.

Mr. Roosevelt welcomed his hear­
ers to America, and advised them 
to avoid association with strangers 
upon landing.

He exhorted them to bo mindful of 
the duties of citizenship and to pro­
tect tho rights of women. At the 
end of his remarks tho emigrants 
crowded about him, trying to shako 
his hands.

Later, at a service in the second 
cabin, at which a German priest of­
ficiated, Mr. Roosevelt spoke in si­
milar vein to a gathering of Ger­
mans who cheered him. iji
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K, of C. Choral Union Going to 
Quebec.

During tho grand convention of tho 
^Knights of Columbus, ■ tho beginning 
of next month, there will bo in Qqe- 
bec one of the best musical organiza­
tions of tho kind, the "Knights of 
Columbus Choral Club and Gregor­
ian Choir” of St. Louis^ïlo., under 
the direction of Father Leo P. Man- 
zetti. For tho past seven or eight 
years this famous choir, numbering 
about 75, has been giving concerts $
in St. Louis and other southern ci- 
ties and their performances are said , /.’y'1
to be unique. Father Manzetti is a . ’p&jj 
pupil and personal friend of Father '™<™ 
Perosii, the great composer and Kap- 
cl Meister of His Holiness the Pope.

A COMPLIMENT.
'Ï wonder what the teacher meant ' |;/ 

about the singing of my two daugh­
ters?”

"What did he. say?”
“He said that Mamie’s voice 

good, but Maude’s was better still.” 
—Catholic News. ,........ lF
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BURDOCK BLOOD Bll
Make» Good Blood < 

Blood Means Good I
--- -

M@, Fred Bl< — 
Writ*»:—‘‘I wee i 
my blood i


