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HAROLD’S DREAM—Harold Tem
ple was a bright, bonny little fel
low of ten years old. Unlike many 
little boys be was fond of going to 
Church and would always sit and lis
ten attentively, as long as any one 
would tell them to him the stories of 
the Holy Family and of the Sanits.

It was his mother’s habit to go 
to Church every Friday afternoon, 
and on many of these occasions Ha
rold would accompany her. He 
would generally sit quiet at her side 
and call to mind all he had read or 
heard of the Holy Child and His 
BlessedMothcr, hardly ever stirring 
until his mother was ready to return 
home. Sometimes, though very 
rarely, he would slip quietly out of 
his place if he got tired of the very 
Jong wait, and go away home alone.
When Harold did this his mother 
was never anxious, as she always 
found him waiting for Jier, or playing 
with the little friends who were his 
companions.

On the occasion of our stoTy 
Harold and his mother arrived at 
the church about four o’clock in the 
afternoon—it was winter time, and 
was growing dark-rthe church had 
not been lighted up, but was wrap
ped up in that dim gloom which has 
such a soothing effect upon us, and 
which helps to make us so much more 
devotional.

Harold's mother was on her knees 
praying, and for some time Harold 
remained at her side, but, at last, 
growing restless, he slowly and re- 

.Vçrently walked around the church.
At either side of the sanctuary was 

a statue, on one side that of St. 
Vincent de Paul, and on the other 
Our Lord, as the Good Shephend.

After wandening about for some 
time, feeling a little tired, Harold 
grew sleepy and sank down at the 
foot of the statue of St. Vincent de 
Paul and fell fast asleep, the last 
.thing hie drowsy little eyes having 
tested upon being the Good Shep
herd statue opposite him.

And this was what he dreamt;— He 
was still in the same Chu*rch, but 
instead of the dimly lighted building 
they had entered, he saw what ap
peared to be a cloud of beautiful 
light, spreading itself all over the 
sanctuary. Brighter and brighter it 
became, seeming to issue from the 
Tabernacle, which was the centre of 
this radiant cloud.

Harold had always been taught 
that this was the Home of our Lord, 
and, of course, had a great reverence 
for it.

Clnadually out of the clouds appear
ed a glorious company of angels, ho
vering round and chanting in sweet- 
rat music their beautiful hymns of 
praise. The music of angel voices 
.the sweetest music ever hoard, ap
pealed to the little lad, and he look
ed with wonderment upon the scene.

As the singing died away into a 
•oft and tuneful melody, the angelic 
host formed themselves around the 
gilded doors of the TaDernacle, which 
•were now one blaze of brilliant light. 
The doors seemed to swing back si
lently upon their hinges, the curtains 
part asunder, and there issues forth 
Our Lord—the Good Shepherd—bear
ing in His sacred arms a little lamb.

As Harold watched the imposing 
form of Him, of Whom ho had heard 
eo much, and Whom he loved so well, 
accompanied by the an gal choir, the 
Divine Shepherd walked slowly and 
with gentle steps towards him, until 
at last, stopping at his side, He plac
ed the little lamb upon Harold’s

"Harold, love this little one, make 
him your companion; ha is an orphan 
care for him for My sake," the Good 
Shepherd said, and, as slowly and 
majestically as be had come, re
turned to the Tabernacle. The doors 
closed, fainter and fainter grew the 
voices of the angels, gradually the 
brilliant light faded into the cloud 
which had at first appeared, and so 
died away, leaving the church even 
darker than it had seemed when he 
and his mother had first come.

"Harold, my darling, wake up. 
Whatever made you go to sleep there 
for so long,, too ? Mother has been 
looking for you all over, and could 
not tell what had become of her lit
tle boy. Why, Harold, whom have 
you got hdre ?" exclaimed his mo
ther. as she found the sloping boy.

A® consciousness bqgnn to dawn 
upon the little fellow, he, too, was as 
surprised as his mother to find upon 
his knee a little baby boy.

Harold told his moth* the won
derful dream he had had, and she, 
good woman that she was, realized 
that tho Good Shepherd had singled 
out her little boy to care for one of 
His little lambs. They took the wee 
mite home, to keep it until it might 

claimed.

Surprise

Maitf* child’s play
OF WASH QAY

‘Until it might be claimed." Yes, 
the Good Shepherd Himself might 
ask the little one back at their hands 
but no earthly claimant would ever 
appear. The mother, whose own 
sad story is only too familiar, had 
abandoned hen baby when she left 
it on Harold's Imee.—Coni ributed by 
C. A., Montreal, February, 1904.

FRED’S SURPRISE—It’s provok
ing, so it is,” exclaimed Fred Win
ters, leaving the window where he 
had stood for the last five minutes 
watching the snowflakes come tumbl
ing down on streets and houses and 
fences, decking all in a fleecy attire. 
Feeling quite exhausted. Fred threw 
himself languidly down on a couch, 
and held both bands over his eyes, 
as if by so doing he could forget the 
disappointment which had lately been 
his.

The facts in tho case were that 
Fred had been quite sick with la 
grippe for the past week, or, as he 
himself expressed it in the note sent 
his teacher, there was a terrible grip 
holding him down until his brain- was 
nearly wild with pain. To-day, Sa- 
turdax*. was the first day on which 
he had been allowed to leave his 
room and come down to the library, 
but this was not vefry much appreci
ated. Why ? Well, because it was 
too late, anyway, he declared.

Now, to be more explicit, Fred was 
a boy of fifteen years, who loved fun 
and sport about as well as most 
healthy young fellows do. Not that 
he did not care for his books. Ah, 
no, don’t understand me thus, for 
this had something to do with his 
disappointment and—but let me be
gin once more.

Brother Andrew's class of boys in
-------- College was about as jolly a
crowd of fellows as you could find 
anywhere; but their teacher could 
also tell you that they were a more 
intelligent class than he had the 
pleasure of having for several years 
before.

"How they do work for the prize," 
he said to another of the Brothers, a 
few weeks ago. "There’s Fred Win
ters, who makes you think that it’s 
the whole world to him, while 
Charles Frohman impresses you with 
a look that seems to say, ‘Who’ll get 
ahead of me ?’ Then Frank Brent 
takes home every book in his desk 
to brush up for the contest."

"It's going to be a close fight, no 
doubt of that," the other Brother re
plied,'end praised the scholars’ am
bition.

The week before Fred contracted 
that dreaded la grippe the scholars 
went through the ordeal familiar to 
all students; namely, semi-annual ex. 
amination in all studies, and it was 
on that very Friday afternoon, the 
last day of the spirited contest, that 
Fred came home complaining of a 
terrible headache, which was the 
beginning of his sickness.

Saturday, Sunday and Monday 
Were days of most acute suffering, 
doubly hard to a boy unused to ill
ness, hence very seldom did Fred’s 
thoughts refer to school matters. 
When, however, the pains gradually 
lessened and the raging fever had 
somewhat abated, his mind continu
ally wandered to the school and ho 
waited impatiently for news of the 
examination's results.

It had not been customany for the 
school faculty to give prizes in tho 
middle of the school year, but a cer
tain friend had donated a fine set of 
booles with this special purpose. 
Hence all the boys' Anxiety.

All dhy on Thursday Fred waited 
for Frank Brent to come, for Thurs
day was tree day at school, and 
Frank was Fred’s beet friend.

"I thought Brother Andrew might 
have come anyway, when we're only 
throe squares from the college," Fred 
complained to his mother that even
ing; but she seemed for once a poor 
consoler.

"Oh, well, it just shows how I’m 
deceived in those whom I thought 
were my best friends," he went on in 
a bitter, sarcastic tone. "I wouldn’t 
care so much, but I happened to sec 
Frank down at Guy’s comet from 
my window upstairs, and lie was i 
talking with some of the boys. Friend ' 
ship. Bah ! there’s nothing in it; it |

waiting, but no one came. On Satur
day Fred came downstairs, as before 
stated, and waited, as the day pre
ceding, in vain.

"Mother," he said, when she final
ly came in and inquired whether he 
felt worse, 'T've been wondering how 
I could ever lilie Brother Andrew as 
well as I did. It makes me angry 
now,"

"Why, Fred," his mother inter
rupted, "I’m sure he deserves all 
your affection and esteem, and some
thing is certainly keeping him 
from coming. Do you feel strong 
enough to cat with us in the dining
room to-night ? Jennie is preparing 
a few of your favorite&—fried oysters 
for instance."

"Good for her, but why has she 
been in the kitchen ever since school? 
Where’s papa ? No one cares—

"What's that I hear ?’’ rings out 
a manly voice, and Mr. Winters, tall, 
portly, and distinguished lookihg, en
ters the room. "How are you, old 
boy?’’ Better eh? Doctor says 
you’ll be all right in a day or so,’’ 
and ;jUr. Winters, in a kindlier man
ner than ms s* ee h w .ula licate, 
patte 1 b:e sod un tie sho.ld-r.

Vve, been so . lonesome and who 
waiting for you, papa; but disap
pointments are getting to be an old 
thing. Oh, How harsh that door
bell did sound ! Who could have gi
ven it three such rings ?" he 
claimed, impatiently, as Mrs. Winters 
wen* to open the door. The tread 
of many feet in the hall, and a well- 
familiar, mufch-loved voice caused 
Frank to grasp his father's hand and 
sit upright on the couch.

"Surprise, Fred, surprise, for yours 
is the prize 1" came in gleeful tones 
from the boys who stood in the door
way, while heading them all was — 
Brother Andrew, with a package un
der his arm.

For a moment Fred’s pale face 
grew still whiter. The unexpected
ness, the shock, one might almost 
say, however pleasant it undoubted
ly was, proved a little too much foi* 
him, still so weak; but when Brother 
Andrew came up with the words, ‘My 
dear boy, how are you ? We wanted 
to please you by bringing your 
prize in this manner"—when he said 
this and clasped Fred’s hands in his, 
the boy felt the hot tears fill his 
eyes, and, in a voice choking with 
emotion, he said, "I don’t deserve it 
—indeed, I don’t. Brother."

"That's for us to decide, not you, 
my boy," replied the teacher kindly, 
bidding Fred lie down on the couch 
again.

But the boy would not be silenced. 
"No, you don't understand, for—Bro
ther, I’ve been thinking awful mean 
about you. You see, I thought I 
had a few true friends, and, of course, 
expected them to visit me while I 
was sick; but when no one came on 
Thursday, free day, I told mother 
that friendship's all a sham and 
wondered how I ever came to think 
so much of you as I did. I was 
very angry at you, brother, and 
that’s why I don't deserve this kind
ness. •' But the prize," he continued, 
as Brother Andrew began unwrapping 
the books, "surely It can’t be mine!"

’*You bet it is, Fred," and from 
the boys in a chorus, and Frank 
Brent stepped forward with out
stretch ud hand, adding, "I want to 
congratulate you, Winters —excuse 
me, I mean Fred. Your average was 
three ahead of mine."

Not a word could Fred say in re
ply, but his face now flushed with 
suppressed emotion, and his eyes 
glistening with suspicious moisture, 
explained all he could have said, 
while Brother Andrew again interpos
ed.

"We can understand your disap
pointment. Fred, when you thought 
we all forgot you; but you see, it 
was this way : We planned this sur
prise on Thursday, and. of course, 
under the circumstances, none could 
have called, for you surely would 
have inquired abolit school and tho 
prize, and then what could we have 
said ?"

“It was hard work keeping jnranle 
Brent away, though,” Clarence 
Thorpe began. "He said he’s risk 
coming, anyway, for it stymied shame 
ful to let all Thursday go by with
out coming to see you."

Just thon a tiny silver-toned bell

to care for supper. How about it 
now, Fred ?" she added, turning to 
her son, who had risen beside Bro
ther Andrew, while Mr. Wintero was 
laughing heartily with the boys at 
their success in making it all a com
plete surprise.

"Nôthing could keep me from go
ing now," he replied; and then what 
fun they did have at that bounte
ously spread table.—Young Catholic 
Messenger.

THE BALLAD OF ATHLONE — 
The courage of trie Gael cannot be 
gainsaid. History records countless 
deeds of valor done by Irish sol
diers in every age, in every land. 
Take, for instance, the siege of Ath
lon© in 1691, by the united Dutch 
and English under Ginkle, in the ser
vice of William of Orange. Athlone 
is built on both sides of the Shan
non, one part, "The Irish town," be
ing situated on the west bank, and 
the other, "The English town," on 
the east bank. Gen G inkle’s army 
had already taken "English town" ; 
they were elated with the victory 
and were about to cross the bridge 
to Irish town, but the Irish determin
ed to prevent them by breaking down 
the bridge. To effect this, six war
riors rushed through a storm of 
shot and shell from the enemy. They 
wrenched at tho planks amid a hail 
of fire, but fell in death before their 
task was half done. The bridge still 
remained firm, while nearer and 
nearer the foe swarmed darkly, 
densely on from the other side. Then 
a second appeal was made to the 
valor of the Irish soldiers. Six more 
warriots rushed forth from their 
ranks and flung themselves upon the 
fated bridge.

Again and again they dashed at 
the rocking planks; four were shot 
dead and the two surviving heroes 
tugged at the groaning timbers till 
the arch, giving away, the whole 
bridge was precipitated into the 
surging waters below, carrying with 
it the two gallant survivors, who, 
being stalwart swimmers, gained the 
shore amid the cheers of their loyal 
comrades. St.’ Ruth, the ‘French 
commander in chief of the army of 
James II in Ireland, stood up in his 
stirrups and declared that he had 
never seen a deed like that in France, 
but Sarsfleld, the Irish general, re
plied with a toss of his head, that 
such deeds of heroism were common 
in Ireland. For many and many a 
year upon the banks of the Shannon, 
upon heath and moor, was heard the 
song in praise of the heroes who 
bravely faced death for Faith and 
Fatherland.—Paraphased by F. Keeg
an, St. Patrick's School, Montreal, 
February, 1904.

Bustness Catos

THE

Smith Bros.1 Granite Co,
The following was clipped from the 

“ Granite," Boston, Mass. :
Illustrated in the advertisement of 

E. L. Smith <fc Co., Barre, X tM on an
other page, is practically their complete 
plant, with the exception of their der
ricks. This Company was the first of 
the quarry owners to use compressed 
air for operating rock drills, and also 
the first to take up the plug drill. We 
can say, without exaggeration, that this 
concern has the best equipped granite 
quarry in the country.*'

THE SMITH BROS ’GRANITE CO; 
200 Bleury street, are the sole rêpre" 
sentatlves of these famous quarries 
In Canada. The granite Is prlncll 
paily used for the finest class oT 
monumental work.

T. J. O’NEILL,
REAL ESTATE AGENT,

180 ST. JAWE8 STREKT.

loans. Insurance, Ranting, an* Col
lecting of Renta. Mo dirais charges, 
and prompt returns.

Society Directory.

8T. PATRICK S SOCIETY _ 
listed March 6th 1866 tT, llb‘ 
•ted 1868.
St. Patrick's Fall. 92 St ai« ** 
der street, flr.t Mond^ 
month. Committee meets lest 
nesday. Offlcers : Re. Illr*'t 
Rev, M Callaghan, P.P. Ple ' 
Hon. Mr. Justlcs 0. J. Robert, ? 
lat Vice, F. E. Devlin, M.D.; 3ni 
Vice, F. J. Curran. B.C.L,.. Tre»e_ 
urer. Frank J. Oreen; eorrespoaT 
Ing Secretary, J. Kahala; r^ 
ordlng Secretary, T. P, Tense,.

ST. PATRICK'S T. A. AND B So. 
CTETY. Meets on the second'8u„ 
day of every month In St. Patrick'» 
Hall. 92 St. Alexander street, at 
3.30 p.m. Committee of Manage, 
ment meets In same hall on the 
first Tuesday of every moath at a 
p.m. Rev. Director. Rev. JM K|| 
loran; President, W. P. Doyle; Rec.1. 
Secy., Jno. P. Gunning, 716 gt 
Antoine street, St. Henri.

CONROY BROS..
aaa Centre Street. 

Practleal Plumberi,Haltedilei«Flliert
KLBCTHK anZ mKCBAMIVAI 

BEUl.al*.
T«i. Main 3818. Night and Day Servicee

PATENT SOLICITORS.

PROMPTLY
. Wc solicit the business of

rincera andethers who realise the a—___
having their Patent business transacted by 
pert*. Preliminaryadvicefree. Charges» 
rate. Oer inventors' Help, 136 pages, sent upon 
request. Marion & Merlon, New York Life 814» 
Montreal : and Washingten. D.C., V.SA

is all a sham. I thought once they , sounded from an adjoining room and 
all looked this way and then laugh- ; Mrs. Winters rose to lead them all 
od heartily. All right, Frank ; to supper.
Brent," continued the boy bitterly,. ! T asked Fred a while ago if he. 
after Mrs. Winters left tho room. ( felt able, to eat with us in the 

The next day passed in anxious

NOTICE.
Dame Appoline Pauline, in religion 

Sister Mairthe, Dame Marie-Emilie 
Auvert, in religion Sister Sainte 
Theodora; Dame Ellen Royeton, in 
religion Sisten Marie de Saint Paul, 
Dame Elizabeth Mais, In religion 
Sister Marie du Sacre-Coeur, of 
Montreal, will apply to the Legisla
ture of Quebec, at its next sessioin, 
fdr a charter granting them civil per
sonality under the name of "Les 
Soeurs de l’Esperance, vouées aux 
soins des malades," with such pow
ers as are generally given to similar 
corporations.

Montreal, 8th February, 1904.
TAILLON, BONIN A MORIN, 

For the petitioners.

Tilsfpiowi 8811

THOMAS O’CONNELL
feeler! n General HeaasholdHardwar* Palate 

Oil*.sad a flse Hueef Well Papets,

Cor. Murray and Ota wa
ST RET.

practical runuk,

IIS, 1TUM ui mtiitei Firm
■UVLA1ID LINING, IIV| AMT 8VOVB 

OMAN,
Oraero promptly attended to . >•< Moderate 

eharces .-sAlrialaolleited.

Mstablibhsd 1864.

C. O’BRIEN,
House. Sign ana Decorative Pain/ei

PLAIN AND D100RÀTIV1

nra-iMin.
WhUeweihlnrendTlntlng Ordertoremeftto 

.ttmd.d to■ Tam, modarata.
tlesldenee 646, OSee 647. Oorekevter street 

east e f Bleury street Montreal.
Bell Telephone,Main. 1406.

8T. ANN'S T. A. A B. SOCIETY 
established 1868.—Rev. Director 
Rev. Father McPhail; President, d" 
Aallery, M.P.; See.. J. F. Qu'l[ln' 
625 St. Dominique street; M. J 
Ryan, treasurer, 18 St. Augustin, 
street. Meets on the second Su:.. | 
day ot every month. In St. Atm'». 
Hall, corner Young and Ottawa, 
streets, at 8.80 p.m.

ST. ANN'S YOUNG MEN'S SOCIP 
TY organized 1885 -Meet. In it» 
hall, 157 Ottawa street. on thaï I 
nrnt Sunday of each month, at 
2.30 p.m. Spiritual Advleer. Re, 
Father Flynn, C.SS.R.; President, ! 
R. J. Byrne; Treasurer, Thoma* 
O'Connel; Rec.-Sec., Robt. J. Hart,

O.M.B.A. OF CANADA, BRANCH i 
26— (Organized, 18th Novembe. 
1873.—Branch 26 meets at St 
Patrick's Hall, 92 St. Alexander 
St., on every Monday of sack 
month. The regular meetings log, j 
the transaction of business are 
held on tne 2nd and 4th Mondays. 
of each' month, at 8 p.m. Spiritual < 
Adviser. Rev. M. Callaghan; Chao- ■ 
cellor, F-J. Sears; President, P.J. 
Darcey; Rec.-Sec., P. J. McDonaghj 
Fin -Secretary, Jas. J. Costiganj 
Treasurer, J. H. Feeley, Jr.; Medl. 
cal Advisers, Dre. H. J. Harrison,
E, J. O'Connor and G, H. Merrill

CHURCH BELLS.

McShane's

LAWRENCE RILEY.

■ ireet, Pola in Char lee.

ROOFERS, Bto,

fie Flail Trail Tels
In roofing as In everything else, if 

your ruof needs only a repair we 
will candidly tell you so, if a new 
roof is required we give a guaran
tee for 10, 7 or 5 years, according 
to price. Our experts are at your 
disposal, without extra cost. Can 
we do anything for you?

GEORGE W, REE 8 & C0„
Reefers, Asphaltera, It,

788 ORJLIO STREET.

IBNEELT BELL COIPAJfT
TROT, H.T., .no

1 «H,.

■mtMleri Sapirltr (HUftCN iturl

MISCELLANEOUS.

Remember, When You Buy

Cowan’s
Cocoa^Chocolate

You Get Absolutely Pure Goods-

I BODIE S CELEBRATED 
1 SELF-RAISING FLOUR '

le the Original and the Be
A PREMIUM vivra]for the ompiy I 

etoraed te ear Offlee. -
10 BLEURY Bt., Montreel

^SUBSCRIBE N0W«*~
oai'l'iiilj liM-Mil 1111.| II H

SUBSCRIPTION ORDER
■ 1: . " _ / ■ '. i -

*............ in toeMMetlioa eeeee«>ee»iP#

witness p. et P. Co.'y. Limited
e. b#x use, mowtbkal. p. <i.

t hv.'eby authorise you to sendee THE TRUE WITNESS for w duo 

lüagrrse to pay to your order at the rate of One Dollar mar year,;

•Aened„ ......


