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KNOWNOTHIRG DAYS.
The pines of Maine were dark in 

the ’50’», pitch-dark in places, with 
the polar gloom of gn abiding ran
cor. It was the era of that fanatical 
fever which, under the name of 
Kuownothingism, spread with such 
havoc across the region of the Penob
scot, poisoning the vitals of many a 
native landsman. The spirit of fair
ness, so generally our country’s in
stinct, survived at that time but 
sparsely in the cold corner of the 
northeast; the pulsations of the pro
vincial bosom coursed no longer in 
harmonious accord with the great na
tional heart, throbbed with no su
blime impulse for religious freedom. 
On the slopes of the hillsides little 
cross-crowned spires had begun to un
fold the story of Calvary; faithful 
congregations were following the 
black robe of the faithful priest, and 
children in the village class-rooms 
were now at length beginning to 
boldly contradict their teacher when
ever the latter voiced a calumny 
against their creed. In the neighbor
hood round about there were eyes 
which this state of affairs failed to 
please; and so, for at least once since 
the banner of liberty rose over our 
favorite soil, it had come to pass 
that free men, born and bred, were 
stooping ignobly to find shackles for 
others, were reaching out their hands 
in delirious zeal and deigning to clasp 
the tyrannous weapons of proscrip-

In neighboring States, too, Know- 
nothingism crept like a midnight in
cendiary. Massachusetts, glorious by 
her services since the days of the 
minute-men, retraced her steps at this 
period to the darkened traditions of 
her colonial cruelties—a new genera
tion of “Witch Burners’* had sprung 
up, ready with the torch of arson, 
■willing even, too, with the stroke of 
murder. In the height of this frenz
ied outlawry occurred the sad burn
ing of the Ursuline Nunnery at 
Charlestown, an event which in the 
catalogue of historic crimes ranks 
«de by side in its horrifying infamy 
with the Boston massacre of '75. 
Knownothingism itself for once in its 
career grew ashamed and pleaded in 
vain for a chance to make . Repara
tion. The Bishop no mercenary man, 
threw back their offers in scorn, de
claring1 that the convent’s ashes, 
dear as a martyr's wountti, would re
main a more fitting memorial than 
the tinest structure a builder’s hand 
could uprear.

The “Boston Transcript” of July 
5, 1854, contains the account of the 
blow inn- up of a Dorchester chapel bv 
Knownothings at 3 o'clock on the 
morninr of the Fourth. Authority 
connived at these terrible misdeeds, 
ami upon occasions even encouraged 
the perpetration. The elections of 
1854 showed that the entire Com
monwealth. from the sands of Hull 
to the law ns of Williamstown, hud 
sunk itself in one dense erebus of 
Knownothingism. The Knownothing 
ticket was tremendously sustained. 
They elected the Governor and his 
lieutenants; they swept the entire 
State Senate, from its first man to 
its last, and in the House every suc
cessful candidate, with the exception 
of four, was a pledged and partisan 
Knownothing.

It was at this epoch that George 
McElherne, just ordained and back 
from Innisbruck, began his career as 
a priest on what was called the 
Ridge Mission, in the lower counties 
pf Maine.

He was originally a Delaware boy, 
and had made his first long studies 
at Georgetown, There were many 
Worldly reasons, yes, and spiritual 
reasons, for him to remain and serve 
among the clergy of hie native dio
cese. Going outside, too, it was 
strange that lie should go “ down 
East"' ; nine-tenths of the men who 
ostracize themselves to the labor of 
the mission priesthood turn instinct

ively Westward, fieorfft, however, 
Av&fe Wedded to ailOlutlly front his 
very youth—he was always doing 
things that no one expected of him; 
lie he would cut up his shirt, like St. 
Martin, to give half to a begg&rman.

With a figure stalwart as an ath
lete's and a heart kindly as a wo- 

. man’s he came to the work. Never 
since the days of old (artier, two 
centuries back, had a priest minis
tered to the population of the Ridge 
Mission, and George McElherne had 
body and foul and brains well fit
ting him for the hardships of a pi
oneer npostolate. He was blessed by 
those who welcomed his coming; he 
was frowned on with dark, evil eyes 
by others, the latter only considering 
that he was a Catholic priest.

Startling events were happening. In 
New Hampshire, upon the 5th July, 
.1854. a mob of infuriated zealots, 
parading the Orange banner of King 
William, resented the claim of a Man
chester priest to American citizen
ship. In their madness they tore 
down ihe Stars and Stripes from the 
threshold of his dwelling, burst into 
bis church and left the sanctuary 
strewn with wreckage. Three days 
later, on the 8th. at Bath, in Maine, 
the little Catholic church was burnt 
to the ground by the Knownothings. 
At Bangor violence was feared, and 
men with "uns in their hands waited 
in the church all night long, ready 
to the resisting any sacrilegious on- 

In Boston itself, the New Eng
land metropolis, a hundred Catholic 
children were expelled in a body for 
refusing to participate in Protestant 
prayer. Some time later, too, there 
came up a strange care in the Boston 
docket. The case was that of a 

pupil. Thomas J. Whall. It 
great excitement, and in the 

of the day it fomented liberal 
ssion. The young man. it ap

pears. was bidden by a “school- 
to recite the Ten Command

ita. «•* gave them according to 
the catechism of his faith. She in- 

on the abortive formula of the 
James Bible. The young hero 

refused to comply, and Mc- 
Cooke. the principal, sum- 

interfere, publicly (logged
itrMt tbe

cl pal was discharged by Judge Maine; 
but the infamous verdict, awakening 
pity and indignation, did more than 
an opposite verdict would have done 
to foster fair play in the schools of 
Boston.

In the Pine Tree Commonwealth 
persecution assumed a fiendish form.
At Ellsworth a priest, Father Bapst, 
was actually taken out of histdwell
ing, was stripped of his raiment and 
then tarred and feathered. It was a 
crying ignominy, and its parallel is 
scarcely to be found, even in the an
nals of that tarnished period.

Often tbe rector of the Ridge Mis
sion received threats and warnings. 
One night a rain of stones come 
pouring against the window panes of 
his cottage study, and hardly had he 
repaired the shattered casement, when 
next evening another fusilade shat
tered it anew.

It happened one morning that as he 
was passing out he found a dagger 
suspended by a cord from the upper 
sill of his doorway, and impaled on 
its blade was a message written on 
white notepaper in letters of human 
blood. This was the wording :

Mr. McPriest: You are going to 
catch it to-night. A committee of 
four will wait on you, and give you 
a dose like your brother got at Ells
worth. Don’t refuse your medicine.

Tlie young man did not greatly 
heed- the warning. It was an an
noyance, but it was an anonymous 
notice, and therefore was best an
swered by being ignored. It did not 
frighten him, and .in the afternoon, 
when a sick call came saying that 
two poor wood-choppers were deadly 
sick in the cabins of a distant log 
settlement, he had something more 
worthy to engross him.

At the door of the rude wood cabin 
he met old Doctor Ilolcomb, who 
waved him back.

“Young man, you cannot come in

Father McElherne's muscular fists 
clinched involuntarily. “Doctor,” he 
said, with intense determination, “I 
shall see these men, or I’ll know the 
reason why.”

‘The reason why ! Why, they’ve got 
the deadliest of smallpox. It would 
be suicide for you to come in.”

“Oh. I guess not,” said the new
comer, with a pleasant tone in his 
words and a smile on his lips. The 
doctor made no further effort to re
press him, but even extended a 
friendly hand of greeting as George 
stepped in.

“You are the first person I’ve 
shaken hands with in twenty years,” 
the doctor added, as they turned in 
together to the stricken men.

The moments Wore on. Before that 
priest and that physician left the 
pallets, one of the men had already 
died, and the other's case gave no 
promise of a prosperous issue. It 
was only a question of a few more 
hours, the doctor said, and the man 
would be dead.

It was in the dork of the evening 
that they walked villageward home, 
priest and physician side by side. 
Somehow in the short lapse of that 
meeting an intimacy had sprung up 
between them. The doctor was a 
well-to-do man and, among practi
tioners. one of the ablest at that 
time in the State. In his earlier 
days he had a quarrel with a minis
ter, and the outcome of the difficulty 
was that for twenty-five years there
after the only occasion upon which 
the doctor had entered a church was 
upon the day of his wife’s funeral. 
Current report set him down as an 
infidel, a man of no religious belief; 
he swore great oaths at times : he 
studied a great deal in the early 
morning and late again at night, afid 
church-going folks said that he was 
always reading infidel works. With 
a faded Kossuth shading his temples 
and a cloak of Castillian felt slung 
over his back, he would wander out 
over the hills and seemed to take a 
great deal of comfort in his walks. 
One thing was conceded by all — 
that in the time of trouble no one 
could have a better friend than Doc
tor Holcomb. His only son, Henry, 
was a promising young man ; the 
latter had just taken his degree at 
Bowdoin, and the doctor was proud 
6f him.

“Are they giving you much trou
ble!'' inquired the doctor, as he 
strode along home with his com
panion.

1 Who?”
“The people who might be expected 

to annoy you.”
“You mean the Knownothings?” 
“Well, if you give them that 

name—yes.”
“Oh. sometimes they let me know 

that they're alive.”
“It’s strange,” said the physician, 

after a pause. “Folks who are al
ways yelling and howling for liberty 
don't want to see others draw a free 
breath. Do they ever actually mol
est you?” *

“Well, slightly. I was in Bangor 
the other day, and I met a fellow 
bold enough to step up and slap me 
publicly in she face.”

“Y'ou don’t tell me!”
“Indeed I do. He called me, too, 

by a name that wasn’t very sweet to 
an ordinary Christian.”

“Did you shoot him or knock him 
down? I know I would.”

“Well, I thought I’d carry out the 
Scriptural advice for once in a case 
like that; so I turned him my other 
cheek.”

"That settled him, I suppose?” 
“No: he struck me again.”
“And how in the world did you 

stand it?”
“Well, I’ll tell you, doctor. I didn’t 

stand it any longer. The Scripture 
bade me turn my cheek, and I did. 
But, mind you, the Scripture said no
thing about turning my back, so 
when I got the second gratuitous 
blow, I simply hauled off and laid 
the fellow out.”

“Very good!” exclaimed Dr. Hol
comb, halting in the road to laugh. 
“Very good! I see you have pretty 
respectable biceps, too. I wish to the 
I-ord that my son Henry only had 
the half of your physique. You walk 
like a soldier.”

"I often imagine I am one.”
“How EO?”
T don’t know. The thought of 

duty, the idea of devotion, and all 
that. I suppose.”

T saw that you were not afraid 
to die.”

CLEARING SALE WHITE CANVAS SHOES !
LADIES' White Canvas Shoes, were $1 50, - At cost, $1.15 
HEN’S White Canvas Shoes, were $1.50, - At cost, $115

Come at once if you tuant choice of our Samples sold at cost.
MEN’S Calf, in all colors, $4 00,........................For $2 75
MEN’S Vie! hid, $3.50,.........................................For $2.45

8SEI OUR WINDOW.

E. MANSFIELD,
“You saw? And so blind to fear 

yourself!"
“Blind, you say? Oh, no, my young 

friend, I am not blind exactly; but it 
takes me a long time to open my 
eyes. I am beginning to see more 
clearly every day. It's strange that 
my sight should improve so with 
age. I have lived a long time. I sup
pose I could tell you a good many 
things.”

“And perhaps I could tell you a 
good many more,” replied the priest, 
very quietly.

“I have no doubt you could. We'll 
meet again. I’ll hunt up your rect
ory, and remember that if you care 
to call over at my office or my 
home, there’s no hour of the day or 
night that will find you otherwise 
than heartily welcome.”

They parted at the cross-roads and 
Father McElherne made his way on 
to his little! cottage dwelling. He 
turned the bolts and entered an 
apartment which Served both as his 
dining-room and stud-- Hardly had 
he lit his lamp when he was startled 
by the abrupt entrance of a dark 
form behind him at his door. Three 
others followed all at once, all 
bounding together toward the priest 
to grapple him. He remembered 
now the words on the blood-stained

“Gentlemen, keep back!” he ex
claimed, and he dodged behind the 
centre table.

“Keep back! Oh, no; we’ve got 
you. You may as well give in,” 
cried one, and he clutched the priest's 
coat sleeve. Father McElherne shook 
him off as if he were shaking an in-

“You are endangering your lives. I 
tell you,” cried the priest. “Keep 
back!”

It was too late to add more, for 
they had tightened their hands on his 
person. s.

“You can’t do lunch now,” said 
one of the men. tauntingly.

I he priest still struggled to free 
himself.

“ljCt me go!” he pleaded. “If you 
love your wives and children, let me 
go-’’ , , .

One of his assailants struck him 
savagely on the forehead.

“How dare you, you Roman shav
eling. mention our wives and our 
children.”

“But I have just come from the 
bedside of two poor men,” the priest 
spoke out, in loud protest.

“What is that to us?”
“They were dying with small-

The party was made up of four in
dividuals—Clarke, Harris, James Til- 
linghast and Dwight Harrington. 
They dropped their victim as if he 
were so much hot iron, and they fell 
back in haste through the open door. 
One of them, Dwight Harrington, 
the eldest of the group, lingered a 
moment at the threshold.

“I believe you are lying.” he ex
claimed. looking back. “If you are
-----” he did not finish the sentence,
but shook his clinched hand mena
cingly toward the priest.

The latter shrugged his shoulders 
in a foreign way, but said nothing.

“1 tell yoq that I think you are 
lying,” repeated Harrington, speak
ing out very deliberately.

The priest looked at him as if he 
pitied the contemptible man.

“Go and ask Doctor Holcomb,” he 
answered. “He is one of your own 
blood and race—-perhaps you may 
find it easier to take his word.”

The second of the patients at the 
wood-lots died during the night, and 
both bodies were cast away quickly 
into abandoned graves, and proper 
measures were taken to do the work 
of disinfection. At the end of the 
week, however, there was consterna
tion right in the village centre itself 
—the two children of James Tillfng- 
hast, the one a line young fellow of 
fifteen summers, the other a bright 
girl, two years'younger, were taken 
down with the terrible malady.

Dr. Holcomb attended them. " It’s 
not the fault of the poor children 
he was heard to say—and no devo
tion that he ever showed was more 
marked than his care of the two Til- 
linghasts. The boy died after a few 
days: the sister came through suc
cessfully. but hideously disfigured for 
life with the marks of the white

Suddenly another house, the finest 
on the street, was put under the 
quarantine bans. Dwight Harrington 
himself was stricken with the dreaded 
symptoms, and the groom and the 
two domestics fled in arrant horror 
from the quarantine limits. He had 
long been the selectman of the place, 
twice he had a scat in the Legisla
ture, but now ho was left alone in 
the great house, abandoned by all 
but one faithful attendant, hie 
daughter Bertha.

When Doctor Holcomb heard that 
Harrington was sick, the physician 
became pitiless. With a mighty 
thump he pounded his desk-top. 
swear by this and by that," he ex
claimed, “that Dwight Harrington 
will beg that Catholic priest’s par
don befqre ever John Holcomb goes 
in to his bedside to attend him.”

Tills meant a great deal, for Doc
tor Holcomb’s own son Henry 
the betrothed of Bertha Harrington; 
the marriage day had actually 
set. and the doctor’s proudest hopes 
were bound up in the happiness of 
the two. He called them alike his 
children; he had a tender heart; he 
was dearly proud of Henry, and Ber
tha. too, lie had known ever since 
she was but a clear-browed child 
with flaxen curls on the bench oi the 
primarv school.

The doctor's son, Henry
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but all in vain, to move his deter
mined parent. “Father, you must 
go!” he cried, piteously; ’’you can
not be so cruel; you cannot me 
what you say.”

“When he asks forgiveness like 
man—I shall go,” answered the fa
ther, calmly, but with a definite 
tone. “And not before.”

A half hour later Bertha had brok
en through the quarantine and burst 
with nervous hurrying into the doc
tor’s rooms. “Oh, come, Dr. Hol
comb,” she pleaded with piteous ap
peals. “He is calling for you! He is 
crying out for you! Oh. doctor, how 
can you be so cruel? He is all alone 
and he is suffering terribly. Oh, doc
tor. how can you refuse? Will you 
not come even for my sake?”

“My child. Bertha. I love you.” he 
answered. “But I cannot break my 
word for you. I wouldn’t break my 
word,” he added, with blasphemous 
emphasis, "for any one—not even for 
God Almighty.”

“How can you speak so—you who 
believe not in God?”

“My child, I do believe in God, 
and in more besides. I believe in 
life's duties, and sometimes humility 
is one. Go to your father and tell 
him that.”

Within an hour the doctor’s battle 
was won. Father McElherne and him
self were sitting t ogether in the room 
of the sick man, allaying the latter’s 
fears and nursing him with remedies. 
The day wore on. and though he 
grew worse, there was nothing in his 
sickness that boded other than an 
eventual recovery. The doctor was 
as caring as if the patient were his 
own brother, and Bertha watched 

I him like a heroine, scarcely reposing, 
I by night or by da'-.
■ At length a morning came and Ber

tha was no longer near him. The 
doctor waited by and said that Ber
tha had grown exhausted, but that 
on the next morning the nurses xvould 
be present.

“Is Bertha sick?” the father asked,

“You must not ask questions. She 
is tired out, as > ou know she must 
lie; but she is all right, and in a few 
days more you’ll be all right your
self.”

Harrington, however, grew greatly 
distressed; his condition became sud
denly worse, and in the late hours of 
the night it became alarming. Henry 
and the priest were in the sick cham
ber, and by turns they kept the pa
tient nightwatch. In the afternoon 
succeeding two Ursulines arrived 
from Boston, but when they reached 
the house to nurse him Dwight Har- 
ington was dead. Up stairs lay Ber

tha. tossing in the height of her 
feverishness.

In the dead heart of the midnight 
Harrington’s body was carted away 
and hurried by public officials to its 
tomb of quick-lime in the old ceme
tery. Days went by. and in the great 
house the Ursulines kept their devot- 
d vigil over the girl they had grown 

love. The malady passed its term 
and disappeared. Bertha had been a 
woman of great beauty, and that 
beauty even the dire visitation was 
kindly enough to respect. When she 
rose from her bed of sickness there 
was not a mark of the ravages. The 
face was yet a face of loveliness: it 
shone with a luminous sublimated 
beauty. Disease and .sorrow had only 
brought her light,

Two years later there was a bright 
wedding in Father McElherne’s little 
■hurch. Henry Holcomb and Bertha 

knelt, at the open altar gate, and the 
priest who stood there before them 
had a happy gleam and perhaps a 
tear of joy in his round brown eyes. 
When it was all over, a bearded man. 
with a broad felt hat in his hand and 

dark cloak- over his shoulders, 
stepped into the main aisle, genu
flect vd very slowly and walked 
around to the vestry, where Father 
McElherne was disrobing. Instinc
tively their hands met in a hearty 
clasping, and the doctor’s voice, with 

strength which age had not lessen
ed. rang out and uttered the words :

“It is just as you said. There were 
many things you could tell me. 
Thanks he to God!”—Joseph Gordian 
Daley in the Sacred Heart Union.
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JULY Cheap SALE E
..OUTING SKIRTS...

Not merely a few garments, but a proper range of sizes and styles 
from those who make each style best. VVe pick with your interest in 
mind as well as our own, and these styles show how thoroughly we've 
anticipated your wishes.

LADIES' SUMMER SKIRTS.
Ladies’ While Pique 

Outing Skircs, cut full 
width and latest styler 
trimmed insertion, in
verted pleat back, $2.75- 
kind ; July Sale Price 
$1.87.

Ladies’ Crash Linen 
Skirts, in blue fancy 
plaids and fan flounce, 
box pleated bac k, $3 80> 
July Sale Price $2.60.

Ladies' White Pique 
Skirts, in latest style, 
trimmed fine emlroid ry 
insertion, cut full sweep, 

$4.76; July Sale Price, $3.55.
Always neat and stylish ; very 6vu,»« n- 

able just now.

LADIES’ OUTINO SUITS.
Ladies’ Stylish Khaki 

Duck Costumes, cut in 
latest style, trimmed 
cream military braid, 
skirt cut full width, tbe
regular $6 00 kind.......
July Sale Price.. $3 06 

Ladies’ White Pique 
Costumes, Eton . Jacket, 
large revers and collar, 
skirt full width and 
with 6-inch hem ; regu
lar $4 95.........................
July Sale Price, $3.85 

Ladies’ Denim Cos
tumes, in newest shades 
tiimmed braid, stylish 
Eton Jacket, regular 

$0 50 ; Juh Sale Price......................... $4 80

DRESS Goods BARGAINS.
*“ Bttwixt and between the o!d seaecn and the new 
are bargain, in plentj — Dress Coeds bargains in par
ticular.^ It’s a way we have ef keeping everything 

^ moving at a lively pace 1 he laggards are given a 

*** beost^as it were ; hence these bargains.

SUMMKR BILK SALE.
All Silks in stock are reduced for 

July Big Reductions. Good Bargains

Rich Heavy Corded Striped Blouse 
Silks, all newest shades', splendid ef
fects. Regular 55c» kind. July Sale 
Price 41c.

Stylish Striped Silks, in pretty fan
cy stripes, every fashionable shade 
for the season. Regular 75c kind. 
July Sale Price, 59c.

New Figure Pongee Silks, in 15 dif
ferent patterns, shades and effects, for 
Dresses and Shirt Waists. Regular, 
$1.15. July Sale Price, 91c.

DRESS GOODS BARGAINS.
Rich Fabrics of every texture are 

yoi rs now for little money.
Plain Colored French Bengalines.

for Ladies' Summer Suits, in 23 dif
ferent shades. Regular, 60c kind. 
July Sale Price, 45c.

New Colored French Venetian Cloth, 
in a variety of very stylish shades, 
suitable for Tailor Made Suits, 85c 
kind. .1 tvly Sale Price, 68c.

Double Warp French Moscovite 
Cloth, smooth finish, in 18 different 
shades, for full suits, $1.00. July 
Sale Price, yard, 77c.

THE CARSLEY RESTAURANT.
We have the best Lunch Room in town—the cleanest, brightest and 

most attractive Restaurant in Montreal. Gentlemen and ladies aine here 
with pleasure as in their own homes. The food is the best obtainable, 
the service is prompt and every tiling about the place is scrupulously 
clean. Nothing to worry over here —no tips, no extras of anv sort. You 
pay only for what you get, and that means less here than anywhere 
along the street.

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLER. SEND FOB NEW CATAI Wil E

the s, CARSLEY CO.L,W,,TED-
1765 to 17S3 Notre Dame Street, 184 to 1H4 St. James Street, Montreal.
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MARKET REPORT.
GRAIN. — The market continues 

quiet with very little grain offering 
outside of oats, which are weaker, as 
some lots were offered yesterday at 
;0ytc without any buyers. Peas are 

scarce, and 7016c to 71c is given as 
their value. Manitoba wheat has de
clined another cent, and sold yester
day at 81c for No. 1 hard afloat Fort 
William.

The Liverpool cable shows a mark
ed decline in that market. Quota
tions are ns follows : Spring wheat, 
6s OVfcd; No. 1 Cala., 6s Id to 6s 2d; 
corn, 3s lid to 3s lO^d; peas, 5s 
7d.

FLOUR AND FEED. — There is no 
change, in the situation of the flour 
market to note, the demand being 
small and prices are maintained. We 
quote : Manitoba patents, $5; wipter 
wheat patents, $3.90 to .$4.25 : 
straight rollers, $3.70 to $3.80; in 
bags, $1.80 to $1.85; and Manitoba 
strong bakers’, $4.60 to $4.70.

In feed trade is steady and the 
tone of the market is firm. We 
quote : Manitoba bran, in bags, $14 
to $14.50; Ontario bran in bulk. $14 
to $15, and shorts, $16 to $17 per

Thel S TA NDA ED PIANO of the World. People 
of means, of musical education, can find in no other 
piano manufactured the supreme satisfaction that 
comes firm a SI El HIV AY We take old pianos, 

any mak', in exchange, and arrange liberal terms 
he balance. We are sole representatives in the 

Province of Quebec for Stein way & Si ns. LINDSA Y 
POP OU El MEK CO

give signs of firmness on account of 
small supply and a good demand 
from jobbers and retailers. We quote 
Selected eggs, 13c to l3*Ac; and 
straight receipts. 12c to 12%c; sec
onds, 11c to llHc; culls, 9c to 10c.

BUTTER. — There is little change 
In the market, but there is an effort 
on the part of shippers to “ bear ” 
prices some. They state that the lo
cal market is VsC above export level. 
but buying at 20^c to 20^ for fin
est creamery continues.

CHEESE. — Tbe market continues 
to drag some, and values are inclin
ed to be easy, though with little 
actual change. Some western cheese 
are now offered in large lots at 
but oy4c is asked in a general

MISCELLANEOUS. — Beans arc 
dull at $1.70 for best, and $1.60 for 
second grades. Hay is quiet, an 
prices rather easy at $9 for first 
grade, $8 for second grade, and 
for clover. Honey is in limited de
mand at 9c to 10c for best white 
extracted, and 7c to Sc for dor 
Maple products ore moving slowjy- 
some syrup sold last week at 
per lb. in tins. __________

There are tour good habits—punc- 
tuali.y. a-curacy, steadiness. «*»<»«' 
patch Without the first ot these, 
time is wasted: without the second.

hurtful to our own 
that of others, 

the third
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