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T was the ﬁight Befok&'_chﬁstﬁiﬁs.

‘and - very cold.  Healthy and.

steong people called the weather
" *braciLe ' and ‘seasonable,” and

thorried quickly along the sireets, wrap-
“ged in furs or heavy ceats, smiling and
* Jappy, for was it not Christmas Fve ?

Elderly people met and wished each

other Merry Christmas, and told one an-
. otherit was like an old-fashioned winter,
auch &s they used to have in the ‘good
old times ® and then went on their way.

But there were some poor people—God
only knows how many !'—for whom the
glad seagon brought no joy or happiness,
Poor children who might hang up their
stockinge, if they bad any, and on the
moerrow, lcok in vain to tind in them
gome token of A pirent’s stfection, some
pretty trifle or toy to make glad their
little hearts.

There were mapy ubroad that cold
evening, shivirineg and hungry, looking
into the warm, bright atores and hotels.
‘To suich the joyous season meant nothing
but cold rooms and empty stomachs;
and often their misery was added to by
sickness and 11 keallhy, drunkepness and
saualor, .

in & small room, bigh up in a great
genement house near the Bowery, the
three dutl sistera, cold, want and illness,
met that Christmas Bve. A poor woman
lay on the bed in one corner; she was
wery sick, but was trying to eeem well,
and to cheer the heart of the little girl
who sat beside her.

She was & mere child, about ten years
old, with clothes patched sand thresd-
bare. Hunger had pinched the little
pale face, aud scrrow had left its impreas
on her awect countenance.

¢ Dear mother,’ she aaid, ¢ what ahall
wedo? IfIwae only & big finl, like
Mary Walsh, I could essily get work,
bub no one will give it to me now, [am
&0 small.?

‘We must hope for the beat, Mary,
desr,’ said Mrs Egan. ‘I will soon be
up again, and then you can help meto
aew.’

"It is sewing that has laid you where
you are, mother,’ replied the child. She
wept so bitterly as sheenid this that her
motber bhalf sat up, and stretched out
her worn, thin hand to caress the little
girl's face. :

¢ Dear Mary, we must hope and trust
in Our Father in neaven. in His own
time He will send us the help we
need.’

"I know bhat Gud cares for uas?” the
child answered, Jooking at the large
crucifix at the bead of the bed,” and I do

trust Him. I dou't mind for myself—I
am thioking of you, mother, and
Janie.’

Mra. Egan drew her litlle daughter
closer to her, and said, ‘ God will not
leave us nor forsake ua. He will never
.call upon us to suiler more than we can
bear !’ :

They talked toeether in the same
-gtrain for some time and by-and-by the
Eoor sick woman, exnausted fell asleep,

rer arm Around the child beside her,
l1ittle Janie, a sweet little innocent about
five years old.

Wien she bad slept for & little whiie,
Mary waked her gently, tc give her the
.medicine, as the doctor had ordered.

‘How do you feel now, mother?

‘Much better, dear,’ she answered
feebly. _

Mary buried her facein her hands, as
she sat down on the bed.

‘My child, you must not cry,’ srid
her mother, gently atroking her nair.
*Be brave and strong. Remember you
must be all in all to your little sister
when I am gone. You must be her
mother then.

- *0h! mother, I shall die tco,” sobbed
the girl, ¢ Don’t leave us. Say you will
not. Oh, take us with you!’

‘That can not be, mty poorchild! I
wish J could atay with you, butif God
wills otherwire, we must be resigned.
He does sil things for the best. He will
bea Farher to you both and care for
sou. No matter what may happen, you
Jmust never doubt HisIove ?’

It was a small room, with whitewash-
ed walls and bare tloor. In apite of the
poverty visible, tkere were some salight
marks of refined taste, anch as cleanli:
ness, tonches of color here and there
about the room, and musalin curtaing on
the two windows.

Near the bed was a picture of the
Bacred Heart, and in the corner ons
‘small shelf was a little statue of Our
Blessed Lady, with two candle sticke be-
fore it. The head was adorned with a
gilt paper crown, and a mmall china
lamb completed the adornment of the
humble shrine.

It was now quite dark, and the room
-was full of shadows creeping stealthily
about the walls. The poor child felt in-
stinctively that something was going to
bappen; a strange foreboding thrilled
her young heart with the weight of com-
_ipp sorrow,

Bhe felt that she was looking for the
1ast time onfthe face of her she loved
best in the world—her loving, patient
mother—with her grealt sad eyes, and
the sad expression always on the pale
wan face. Near her on the bed, smiling
in her sleep, was Janie, all unconscious
of the dread presence of the dark angel—
. $he messenger.

- ! Gad help you both, my poor children I’
: cried the dying woman, her solicitude
. #nd fears for their future overcoming for
. the moment. the faith' that was hers.
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the end was &t hand—that stie was dying.
looked - imploringly ‘at her friend, the
priesl, and then painted to her ehildren.
‘Yes, I will be tieir friend,’ the good
man assured her; ‘do not worry about
that, I bave seen the sisters &t the
bome, and they will take the girla.
They wiil be well cared [or, never fear,
and I'shall see that they are kept to-
gether. .

"The poor mother's anxious face became
radiant with joy, and she kissed Father
Bogan’s band again and again, viinly
trying to exprese her heart-felt thanks,
Sae motioncd for Mary to come to her,
aud she kirsed her many times, looking
into her face with & yearning, question-
ing expressivn which the child never for
got. she then clasped Janie to her
breast. und her head fell back on the
pillow.

A strange sound came from her throat,
and her spitit, puritied in the furnace of
pain and misery, winged its flight to her
eternal houle, where there is never any
pain, never any sorrow

* Mother, dear mother —speak! Why
do you look like that ? Don’t you kuow
me? Wake unp, Janie! cried Mary,
frantically shaking her sister. ‘ Look —
don’t you ree ug, mather 7 Sprak to her
Janie—kisa her, nud ask her to open her
eyes'’ )

The two children caressed their dead
mother again and again, pleading, with
henrt-rending cries, tor a word, a smile,
but alaa! the cold elay conld not respond.
Fatber Bogan, nccustomed as lie was to
such sad scencs, conkl nat bear to ook
al the porr children's wrief—at their
tears, the hitierest the eye can ever shed
—at their misery, the deepest the henrt
of man can ever know

“Take them down stairs,’ he sald to
Mrs. Ryun, »nd when she had led the
reluctant childron away, he wiped his
eves, und then kuelt and said the oflice
for the dead.

A few of the kind neighbors performed

the necesaary services in such cases, and
they placed the body in the plain coflin,
sent tn the house by Fatber Bogan the
next day. .
- Mrs. Ryan cared for the two children
until after the funeral, and then the
priest took them to the Home for or
phans. The Sister superior took charge
of the orphans, and promised to give
them. her special atlention. uniil time
hiad softened their grief for their great
loes.

The first few nights the children were
very restless and unhappy, crying and
calling piteously for their mother. The
.Sister in charge of the dvormitory was
kind and patient; she soothed and
quieted them, assnrivg the girls that
they would both sec their mother again,

‘AWVill we wsee her to-morrow ¥’ little
Janie would ask wistfully, her lips quiv-
ering.

‘ Not {o morrow, bul goon, perhaps, if
you are good, and go to sleep,” the Sister
wotld answer, comforting ber.

Again it wis Christmas eve, and a
yeur had pased, The two children were
in the play-room, when they were sum
moned tothe oflice by the Sister Superior,
Father Bogan and n tall gentleman came
forward as they entered the room. The
etranger, sitting down, tovk the girls
on his knees and kiased them, the tears
runniag down his face.

‘ Mary,dou’t ou know me ?" he asked,

The girl lcoked at the man earnestly,
but could not recognize him, although
his face did seem strangely familiar.

‘I am your {atbher?!’

“ But be is dead!” e¢qclaimed Mary ;
" he was a sailor, and was lost at sea
Poor niother cried and cried, oh so hurd
all the time, but he went to heaven,”

“ And motber is there, too !’ said
Janie.

** Yes, my darling, she is there,” said
Mr. Egan, bis voice trembling with
emotion. °* But I was not lest st sea,
The ship [ sailed with was cast upon an
island far away in the southern ocean,
and we were obliged to remain there for
two years, when we were finally rescued
by an English trading vessel.

* Oh, lather, I am so glad?”’ and Mary
clasped her arms about his neck. Little
Janie, too, kissed her father, but she
could nct understand why it was that
her mother could not be there with
them, to share their happiness.

Mr. Fgan was now in comfortable cir-
cumstances. Ile bad been instrumental
in saving severalof the crew,and a large
part of the valuable cargo, consisdng of
corul and ivory, oo the wrecked ship, and
as a reward for his courage and fore-
sight, the company gave him command
of one of their vessels.

Christmas day the children spent with
their father at the house of a friend,
and he soon provided & pleasanl
home in the suburbs for them. While
dMary and Janie often apoke of their dear
mother in heaven they were very happy
that Christmas Day with their father,
whom the Lord bhad so mercifully and
kindly reatored to them.—Young Catho-
lic Messenger.

IS THERE A SANTA CIAUS?

Xiow the Late Charles A. Dana Tonel-
ngly Answered the Question.,

As o [itting tribute to the memory of
the late Charles A. Dana, whose ready
and ever buay pen did much to brighten
the pages of our Christmas literature,
we give the following letter answering
an enquiry which a little girl addressed
to the Sun upon the all-absorbing theme
in every household among the litile

-She was -quite unable to spe’k, but sha }

should bave no enjoyment, .except-in
sense and sight. The extérnallight, with
which childhecod fille the world would be
extinguished. Not believe in Santa
Claus! You might as well not believe in
fuiries. You might get your papa to
hire men to watch in all the chimneys
on Christmas Eve to catch Santa Claus,
but even if they did not see Sants Claus
coming down, what'would that prove ?
Nobody sees Banta Claus, but that is no
proof that there is no Santa Claus.

THE MOST REAT. THINGS IN THE WORLD

are those that neither children nor men
canaee. Did you ever see the fairies
dancing on the lawn? Of course not,
but that is no proof that they are not
there. Nobody can conceive or imagine
all the wonders there ate unseen or un-
seeable in the world. You may tear
apurt the baby’s rattle and see what
mukes the noisc inside, but thereis a
veil covering tbe unseen world which
not the atrongest men nor the united
strength of all the strongest men that
ever lived could tear apart. Onply faith,
faney, poetry, love, romance, can push
aside that curtain and view and picture
the supernal heauty und glory beyord. Is
it all real? Ab, Virgina, in all this
world there is nothing else so real and
abiding. NoSanta Claus! Thank God!
he lives and he lives forever. A thoua
and yeara from now, Virginia, pay, ten
tiroes ten thcusand years irom now, he
will continne to make glad the heart of
childhood.” .

OUR PHLADELPHIA LETTER

Miss McKenna's Contribution to the Christ-
mas Number of the ‘‘Gatholic World,”

‘The Wealth of 1[lustrations in Current
Magazines—Their Character Dwelt

Tpon in An Interesting Manaer,

sttt

Puniapeieinrs, December 13, 1897.—
Ifthereisa certainsatisiaction insharply
.criticising a story of good points, marred
and weakened by exaggeration, sickly
gsentiment, or too great strainipg for
efllect, there is positive pleasure in heart
ily commending work f{rom the same
hand shorn of all these defects. When I
tock'exception s few months ago to Miss
McKenna's expressed idea of the “priest
in tiction,” I was not by any means blind
to the promise of her writings, and had I
felt that they were soon Lo exhaust a bar-
ren soil, I should not have considered it
worih my while to “waste a shot”’ upon
themi, She has already won a victory
snd proved herself one of the wise who
profit by experience. The Christmas
number of the Cathulic World contains
a Christmas story from her pen that is
altogether cbarming. It is like a fine
etching in which every lineis made to
tell, and where n firm, sharp s:.rok_o
brings ont clearly more than a multi-
tude of wavering toucbes could ever ex-
nress, It is short and suggestive. The
lovely spirit and unworldly simplicity
of Father Salvator is not only tenderly
brought out, but there is a certain humor
and pathos that malkes of smiles and
tears un near kinship, That he should
bave been disappointed of bis Christmas
pleasure was lmpoasible. No reader of
the Catholic World could have borne it.

grows upon everyone until he is at the
¢lose of the litlle atory—one of those life-
long treasures of the imaginaton and
memory, such as some few writers have
given us. As I did not criticise before
until I had tested the opinions of othera
—and there were priests among those
whose views I sought—a0 I have waited
to practice on the fancies and feeiings of
the many with “Father Salvator’s
Coristmas. “There is but one opinion

From the first line until the last he|
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red‘our magazines are
17"And when the day
have..no:doubt there

: ar ‘weeklies which will
add to:the gallery..*While there are
many things  whos is their
beauty—and very beauntiful a¢ that—the
old pictures are etill the loveliest; and
the more micdern works of att can only
compare with them by approaching
their semblance. - There is a painting
of Miieller's seen more frequently this
Christmas season than ever before,—a
Holy Family, representing the three
resting ' by the roadside. Aun angel
kneels before the divine Babe, lightly
touching the strings of a heavenly lute,
Neither the Blessed Mother nor St.
Joseph ses this celestial visitanot, nor
hear the strain of music, but the Babe's
sweet eyes are lifted as though recog

'nizing the sounds of His Father’s
‘court on bhigh. The beauty and in-

nocence of the Blessed Mother are
a fitting portrayal of her spotless life,
and the Babe is altogetiier young, help-
less, appesling and divine. Thisis com:
paratively a “new ” pictore, yet it has
been conceived in the spiritual and
reverential maraer ot the old maater-
pieces. Too miny of the modern Ma-
donnas are only besutiful women, more
or less demure or sorrowful. And while
there should always linger around the
mother of any child & touching and
appenling dignity and charm, it is no
less true than sad that there are very
many mothers who are altogether lack-
ing in the approach to anything of the
kind, Hence it is absolutely requisite
that the representations of the Mother
of Our Lord should be an ideal woman
in the highest sense. More is asked in
her portrayal than a pretty woman with
a baby in her arms. It isa delightfnl
thought .-that. we, _have 80 many holy
pictures of her, and a very cheering
thought that, at laet, the rarest, the moat
valuable and the most lovely have been
brought
WITHIN THE REACH OF THE POOREST

and the most ignorant among us. Ithas
been said again and sagain, by non Catho
lics nolesathan Catholics, thatthe Sistine
Madonne has an effect on every one who
sees it. Years ago, a woman far enough
removed from all Christian belief or
practice wrote a description of that
painting and of its effect on her that
reads like a prayer and a meditation and
an act of contrition in spite of herself,
Within & year or two, a Western cowboy,
entering the gallexry where the painting
hangs, passed suddenly and took s ff' his
hat, retained before that through a long
tour of the galleries of Europe. Seeing
an expression on the faces around bim
that moved him to an explanation, he
stammered out: I I. couldn't helpit! I
can’t stand covered before that!” Ina
lesser degree, we have every reason to
hope that this wice-spresd diesemina-
ticn of Our Blessed Mother's face in its
fairest and holiest aspects, reminding one
and all of the link God the Father forged
and bound indiesclubly between Him-
self and lcst and ruined mankind, and
appealing in humanity’s loveliest orm
through the thought of the dother to
the knowledge of her Son, will rilently
but surely help out the vexed questinns
of the day to their trae solution. It is
an unspoken hope with many. There is
a hospital here in Dniladelphin where
are puthered together the saddest
mothers in life. Onthe wall of the ward,
where it meets every eye from dawn un-
til the glimmeriog of the night lamp,
and through all the shadows of the night,
there hangs u superb copy of the Sistine
Madonna aod her wondrous Child. It
is very large and splendidly framed—a
thing to reverence and honor in every
gense. It was bung there by a great
physician—not a Catholic!
Sara TRAINER SMiTI.

“The zeal with vhich the Roman Ca-
tholic priests visit hespitals and prisons
deserves all praise. These priests every-
where show themaelvesto be men full of
courage and conviction.”—Protestant
Missivners of Batavia : Oflicial State-

ment, 18¢+,
A

“The Catholic priesthood were zealous
for the salvation of souls; they had disen-
gaged themmelves from all ties which

of it as | bave heard. It is wholly,

attach us to life.’—Southey.

A CHRISTMAS

LZ.HE had journeyed far from her
pAE Northern home, where the frost-
s kingholds his reign,
To the sunny South, in the fond vain
hope that health might be ber's
again.

TIHE RETUBN.

Back again to my own Canadian home—
Back, and at Christmas time— :
Back from {air Florida’s orange groves.
And it's sweet rose-scented clime.
Bright an a poet’s vision.
Is this Land of the Passion Flower,
With it’s gorgeous tropical tinting,
Great Nature’s glorious dower.

But my soul grew sick of it’s beauty,

1 had but one wish con earth, .
'Twas to feel my mother’s clasping

arms, . .

In the'old home of my birth,

Then gather me to _your heart, mother,
Lot me feel your kisses rain,

On cheek and brow, ma in childhood’s

years, .
They soothed my young heart’s pain.

But short 'my 'stay, for I've heard them

By AGNES

REMINISCENCE,

BURT.

As they tramp along at will.

"Tis almost time for the Midnight Mass
For the bells begin to ring,

Filling the air for miles around,
With the song that the angels eing,

Then open the windowas, mother,
Open them far and wide,
Let in the music of the bells—
The bells of the Christmas tide.
Great Bourdon pours it's wealth of
tone,
In waves of jubilant glee ;
And the minor chime speaks unto my

soul,
Like an anthem {rom ihe sea.

Come, mother, we may not linger,
For angels are on their way,
And tl}p gash of their wings exceeds the
1ght
Of the brighteat of bright noon day :
They a:edg&theﬂng in countless thous-
auds,
Round Bethlehem's ¢rib and ahrine,
And the opaline  gleame—like jewels
rain
"On Mother and Babe Divice.

-| Preachers of note, in the Cathsolic charch

8ir Charles Ga¥an hi:m';:i Euteresting
B:minisence of His Mpellng Whh' .

the Great Orator, <

In an article in the Contemporary,
Review, entitled “ Reminiscences,” from
the pen of Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, that
noted Irishman tells in pleasant style
the story of ¢ A Holiday in Rome," and
incidentally touches on hin mectipg the
Rev. Father *“ Tom * Barkein the Eter-
nel City. He says :— :
“The morning after our arrival in
Rome & visitor came to us, who proved
to be the most gracious of friends and
the most skilful of guides in the Immor
tal City. TFather Tom Burke, the Irish
Dominican orator, bad risen to eminence
Quring my absence in Australis, but 1
knew him and he knew me by repute,
and wespeedily became friends. I neces-
sarily recognized immediately what
lkeenness of intellect, natural humor
and knowledge of character Father
Burke possessed, but his pulpit oratory,
when I came to hear him, was a pro
found surprise. He waa preaching at
the time in one of the churches of the
Piazza del Popolo, where aprmonz were
delivered weekly for the English, Irish
and American visitors of various creed
whe winter al Rome, and in g letterto
his biographer I afterwardd stated the
impression hgr,%&rlwﬁon me:

“ Lkad bheard all the contemporary

at lesst, and all the parlismentary ora-
tors of the day, but I was moved an
impressed hy that sermon .
BEYOND ANY HUMAN UTTERANCE

to which I had ever listened., I desp:ir
of conveying the sort of impression it
made upon me, but I think persuasive-
Dess wa3 it's most strikipg character
istic. He marched straight to a fixed
end, and ali the road he passed seermed
like a track of intellectual light. You
were gradually drawn to adopt the
preacher’s views as the only ones com-
patible with truth and good sense. Hin
accent was Irish, but his discourse bore
nc other resmblance to any Irish utter
ance with which I was familiar. We
have the school of Grattan, and the
school of O'Connell, the artificial and
the apontaneous,into which most Irish
oratory may be distributed ; but Father
Burke’s belopged as little to one as to
the other. The Iucid parrative which,
without arguing, was the best of argu-
ments ; the apt ilnstration, which sum-
med up his case in & happy pbrase,
might bave recalled Plupkew, but in
truth, like most original men, he resem-
bled no one but himself.”
IRELAND IN ROME.

But nothing in the capilal of the
Christian world, not St. Peter’s or the
Sove eign Pontifl, was a sight (it to
mateh in interest to Irishmen the ex-
hibition of the Accademis Polyglotta,
where students from Asia, Africa, Aua-
tralia and America spoke, each of them,
the langnage or chanted the music of
hisbirthplace, and from three continents
and their outlying islands the students
bore names that marked them of our
own itndestructible people. The remote
histary of Enrope, when the chiidren of
Conn gave missionaries -to half the
known' world, seemed revived agdin in
that spectacle What & volume steeped
in tears, but illuminated, too, with
glorious incidents, might be written on
the Irish monuments rpd iastitutions
in Rome! His own San Clemente fur-
nished my friend with a constant text,
for its Irieh friars were the hosts and
often the truated counsellors of princes,
from Charles and James Stuart, and
Charles Edward in & later generation,
down to Albert Edward of Wales in our
own dry, who bas knit a friendship with
tbe good friars, and, what is nobler and
better, it was the constant

GUARDIAN OF IRISH INTERESTS

when Ireland had a foreign policy and

a diplomatic corps hid under the black

or brown robes of mdnka and profesaars.
[R5
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‘When a tnan neglects
his health for a day he
marks two days off the
calendar of _his life.
When he neglects his
health for two consecu-
M 4 tive days he marks four

/ days off his life’s cal-
1y endar. And so on,

DERTHS (aczkoan
o7

~*That’s about the fatio,
and it doesn’t take

e many days to cross off

an entire year. And yet men recklessly
neglect their health for weeks at atime. It
is the easiest thing in the world for the aver.
age man or womas to get good health and
then keep it. It only needs a little stitch
here and there, The big, dangerous mala-
dies that threaten life are only the cuimina.
tion of the little illnesses tthat are neglected,
If when a man feels ‘' knocked-out,”
“‘out-of-sorts,” ‘‘mu-down,” overworked
or overworried he will resort to Dr, Pierce's
Golden Medical Discovery he will soon feel
bright, strong and vigorous again and able
to combat all the big maladies in the doctor-
books. Moreover the ‘‘Golden Mediecal
Discavery? is a sure and specdy cure for
some of the most dangerous diseases, It
cures 95 per cent. of all cases of-consunip-
tion. Tt cures nervous prostration and ex.
haustion. These are not mere assertions,
‘Thousands of grateful men and women have

names, addresses- and photographs are
printed in Dr. Pierce’s -Common ' Sense
Medical Adviser. : ' '

8inai; it bas seen'cities grow and

testified Lo the facts, and hundredsof their-

the 1aw on Moun;
perish,
g0, the

generafions and cycles oc me and

- .| Goth and: the'.Gaul in .turn masi.
'| Rome, the Piratical soldier of rorta

; fort
and the crowned Emperor holding u:;:;

cradie of Christianity to pillage i
still lifts its . eternal ’t,‘acepto t.ltlze ’.'ll)]ll]]t;:
fresh in the days of Bismarck asin the
daysof Cusar. The eloquent Dominican
saw in this eastern monoment a Lype of
the Celticrace, destined to outlive chaipg
nnd_ chsngq and remain fresh and im-
perishable in the old age of the world,
“

THIS TELLS WHERE HEALTH May
. BE FQUXD,

And that is more important than mak-
ing money. If your blood is impure
Hood's Surssparilla is the medicine for
you. It cures scrofula, salt rheun
rheumatism, catarrh and all other dis.
eases originating in or promoted by im.
pure blood and low state of the syaten;,
Hoov’s PiLis are easy to take, ensy (o
operate. Cure indigestion, headache,

. A - ,.»’"‘r#--
The Liquor and Dpwi Fithits,
———

We guaranteg’ to every victim of the

liguor-or drag habit, no matter how bad

the case, that when Mr. A. Hutton
Dixon’s new vegetable medicineis tuken
as directed, all desire for liquor or drugs
is removed within three days, and & per-
manent cure effected in three weeks,
The medicine is taken privately and
without interfering with business duties,
Immediate results—normal appetite,
sleep and clear brain, nnd health im-
proved in every way. Iudisputable tes.
timonv sent sealed. Weinviteatrict in.
vestigation. Addreas THE Dixox Curr
Co., No. 40, Park Avenue, Moutreal,

Soctety Mreetings.

Young Men’s Sociclies.

Young Irishmen’s L. & B. Association.

Organized, April1874. Inecorporated, Dee. 1875,

Repular monthly wmeeting held in its hadl, 13
Dypre streed, fiest Walnesday of every monthat 3
o'clock, .. Committee of Manggement meets
every scceond and I'ligrlh Woednesday  of gach

montl. Presidemt, JAR, S MceLEAN ; Seerctary,
M J. POWER; all co'mmunicutions to e addres»-
ed to the Hall. Delegates to St, Patrick’s Leaguc:
W.J. Hinphy, D. Gallers, Jas. MeMahon

ATlcienl Order of Ilibernians.

NBIVISION Ne, 2,

Meets in wwer yestry of St. tHabriel New Chureh,
corner Centre and Laprairie strects, on the 2ud
and 4th Fridas of cach imonth, at 8 v President,
ANDREW DUXNYN : Hecording Secretary, THOS,
N SMITIE 63 Richmond street, towhom atl en-
munications should be addresséil. Delegates to St
Putriek’s League: A Duonn, M Lyuach and B,
Connaunghtun.

AD M —-Division No, 3,

Meets the 2ad and 401 Momtaxs of each inonth, at
Hibernm 1lall, No. 2012 Notre Detine ¥t Offieera:
15 Wall, President ; D Gallery, Viee-Uresident ;
John Hughes, Finaneis] Secretary ; Wi, Rawley,
Recording Secretary : W P, Stanton, Sergeant at-
arme ; T, Erwine, Chrirman of Standingt o;umit-
tee. Delecutes to County Board: L Wull,

tiallers, John Hughes, L. Brophy, Wm. Rawley.
Trelegntes to St Patrick’s League: B. Walt, M. J.
I Qu nn, ALD. M. McGoldriek.  Hall is open
cvery evening {ex ept regnlur meeting nights) for
nre tibers of the Order wnd their friends, where they
will find [rish and other leading newspapers onlile.

L QoM. B A, of Canadn. .,

O.M.B.A, of Canada, Branch 26

{OrGcaxtzep, 13th November, 1853,

Branch 26 meets at St. Patrick’s 1all, 92 St.
Alexander Street,on every Moynaay of esch month,
The regular meetings for the transnction of busi-
nass are held on the 2ind and 4th Monduys of the

month. at 8 p.,

Applicants for membership or any ode desirous
of informution regardiug the Branch ‘may com-
wunicite with the following officers ;

M. SHARKEY, President, 123% Notre Dama St,

J.H. FEELEY, Treasurer, 714 Sherbrooke St,

3. A. GADBOIS, Fin,-See., 511 8t. Lawrence St.

JAS. J.COSTIG AN, Sevretury 525 St. Urbain st

C.M.B A. ol Quebee.
GRAND COUNCIL OF QUEBEC

Affilinted with the C.M.B A. of the United States
< Membership 43,000,
Accumulating Reserve of. ... $3.000,000,
Present Reserve 00,064,
Branch No. 1 weets every 4nd and 4th Monday
of esch mouth  For further particulavs addres
JOHN LAPPIN, President, 18 Brunswick sireet;
F. €. LAWLOR, Recurding Seerctary. 86 Shaw st

Catholic Order ot Yoresters.

.

§t, Patrick's Gourt, No, 95,C.0.F,

Meers in 8t. Ann’a 1all, 157 OLtawy street, every
first and third Monday, at 8 p.u. Chief Ranger,
Tames F. Fosnre. Becording Seeretary, ALEX.
Parrergos. 60 Eleur or street.

Total Abstinence Societies.

ST. PATRICK'S T.A. & B. SOCIETY

Mcetsin St Patrick’s Iail, 92 8¢t. Alexander St.,
the second Sunday of each month, at 4:30 e N.

V. J. A. McCALLEN, 8.5, Rov. President,
JOUN'WALSH, 1st Vice-President ; W. P.
DOY LE, Seeretary, 254 St Murtin sireet, to whom
all communications should be addressed. The
‘Comimittes of Management meets the first Tueeday
of each month at 8 P,y _ Delegates to St
Patrick’s League: Messrs, John Walsh, J H.

Focleyand William Rawley.

St Ann's T, A, & B. Society.
: Esranuisned 1863, .

Rov, Director, REY. FATIIER PLYNN ; Presi-
dant. JOHN KILLFEA 1 HER ; Secrotary, THOS.
ROGERS, 35} St _Aioxnnder >treet, Moetsonthe
socond Snuduy of every » onth, in St. Anr’s Lall
corpar Y oung and Ottawa streets, at 3:30 ¢ M
Delegates o Bt Patrick’s Leagoe: Messrs.
‘Kilileather, T. Rogers and J. Shawrahan.

+4What will become of you ?’

. 'Did you not say,just now that God
' was onr Father, and that He would care
. for s, mother? said Mary, and sherested:
i her.cheek upon the sick woman's cold
Lhapd: oo o -+ 1 They have been affected by the skeptical _ L

. Jugt then s gentle knock spunded on | age. 'They do not believe except they | ' Come thronging quick and clear,
door;-and Father Bogan, the parish |ses. They think that notbing can be [ And old Noel chants and New Year's
6,.entered .with - a neighbor: - Ea:ly. | which ‘is. not -comprehensible by.their{ . . - - 188 oS e . . <
be-had administeréd the |little . minds. -All. minds,” Virginis,|: . Are murmdring on mine ear. '} ' S ' o

the, they be: men’s or children’s; are: S R ‘ ‘
u 5

K arth'a glory pales beside such light,
And bark | ’tis angels that sing, .
The glorious old Veaile, ‘
- Round tue Crib of gur Infant King,
Jesus and Mary be near me, '
The last dread summons bas come ;. '
Father and Gad, receive my soul,
. Adoremus Dominam. ty

1 used Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery.
for torpid liver and indigestion, and.obtained
germaneut relief,” writes J. A, Williams, Eeq.,.0f

1ill Brook, Washington Co., Teun..- - ™

Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense Medical Ad.
viser has had.a larger sale than any other

- book of this class -ever offered the public.
'This book of I,008 pages. with' joo-illustra- |;
“'tions, is_full {from. cover to cover,’of practi-

. cal ‘advice:on’healtl matter This, great.
. book, in heavy-manillacovers;-is now of.-
;. fered FREE.to whicever.will gerid 31 ong-cent
+ 'stamps to pay-for enstoms'andimailing: qg_:éy.lf
If‘an elegant:Fréndhi-cloth-binding is-dé-

say, :
That, before theold year dies,
My soul will have answered its sum-
mons, - -
Beyond the star-lit akies. '
Pust s1ghts aiid sounds I used to know

ones, is there a8 Santa Claus, '~ Mr, Dans
thus wrote:—
Virginia, your little friends are wrong.

'U. DEDERS

PRACTICAL GILDER AND FRAWER, .

‘'wheéther:the
tile .

One Auktering igh;- one solt farawell,
-+ and thieweeping mother pressed: !

o'hes; ‘tlll_e‘v“a.ﬁishmg tones .
ballsonthe hill, . -

PRIcY

aiil, Aleigh'] nthe hilly | - o b d ant: French-eloth ,
» 88 compared:with! the houndléss: ythe ‘snow-shoer's’call to’ his.com: | Her kisses, upon & cold white brow, her | sitedidend:soatamps. - World’s Dispensary.
about him, as measured by the'in- ades; : ' . .w) . darling had gone to:zest. w4 |eiMedical “Association, Budzlo, My ¥, “Sl |
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