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HOME AT LAST.”

It is a holy spot to be buried in—that
old Dominican Abbey which skirts the
river Nore. where it rushes through the
city of Kilkenny,

Close by the tower of the great ruins
of its twin sister, §t. Francis' Abbey,
b »h founded by two illuatrious brothers,
the Earls of Pembroke. One, Richard
Marshal,lies with his corselet pierced by
traitor's hands beaide the bubbling spring
which waters the Franciscan graveyard,
whilst the other, William, rests with
mailed arms crossed under the present
abode of the Dominican friars of the
“Black Abbey.”

“It is a holy place to be buried in,”
repeated Mary Maher, whilst she pur
sued her voyage of discovery amongsi
the tombs. “YWhen shall I revisit you,
sweet city by the Nore, and hear the
mighty bell hoomingacross your plensant
waters ? Who can tell *

“Who can tell? Only God,” was the
reply, and turning round she perceived
the venerable prior of the Bluck Abbey,
whe. like herselt, was taking an evenin
atroll,

“Are you really going to leave us to
morrow ' he asked, kindiy.

It was only o0 true. Thix wae Mar:
Maher's lnst evening aniong tie Loeunts
ot her vouth, and this was the [ast rime
she would again puze for mauy a veor
ot the hoary outlines of the ALbes
againgt an Iriah sky.

She was to start for Queenstown eurly
ext morning en rowte e New Yuork, in
one of those ‘mousters ot the Jdeep—an
ermigrant ship, which laoy waiting its
prex in the Cove ot Cork.

She was lonving behind a mnther an!
two young sisters. Three vears peevioush
her tather had thrown aside his spade,
deelaring he would never turn another
sod in hapless Ireland, aud now that b
hid become comparatively ricn, he had
s-nt for his cldest daughter, wio re-
s mbled him in her hve of roving,

Thus 1t was that the obd priest ad-
dregsed to her this questton @ “Are you
relly going to leave uy to-morrow 27

He had heand, in common with other.
o’ her intended emigration, and he en-
briced the opportunity of giving her wi-
viee on her future lire,  In his younger
diys Father Patrick bad shouldered o
knapsack and crossed the Rocky Moun-
tiins in quest of booty, but when s
graver mood stole upoen him he tlung
sside guch allurements and entered the
Order of 5t. Dominic. Thus we tind hing
pacing to and fro in the gloawming, in-
stricting the young girl in her coming
duties,

she had known him from her youth,
aud had grown up under the shadow or
the venerable Dominiean pile, regarding
the white habit and black mantle as
bheavenly hadges.  Not that Mary Maher
was religious. It was true she was fer
v.nt by fits and starts, but her charac
t-r was one essentially wilful. Ohasti
nicy formed her lewling trait, and priest
wnd prrent mivil entreat and threnten
in vain If hier will jarred with theirs,

The Father gave her bis Blessing an
impressed on _her not to foreet ner
mother and sisters in her new hone.
Li:en, taking o erueilix front his belt, he
mala the sign of the cross over her
head.

“wWhen tempted,” he said, “recollect
this sorrowful face and outstretched
innds on the hard tree of the cross
T s crucitix has accompunicd me in ail
my travels, wd hms o speeinl blessing
wtached to it fur wayiarers.”

Mary tock the sacridd syinbol rever
ently In her hands amd exumined it.
Tve tigure of our Lord was exquisitely
carved in ivery, aund the cross was ol
¢ dar wood. Alter wany years shesaw
i, again. She was then no longer the
g'mple Irish maiden who cruved a bless-
ing at the Dominican Father's fect.

CHAPIER 11,

Maher's arrival in New
York =ac - i no diffieulty in seeniring
asitnativr: Her father was emploved
in laying irem trcks for the cars, which
avarran e city, and thevefore wag a
pro‘eetion ior his Janghter,  In the eyes
of the world it wis prufent to have a
parent for & .vwrlien, bt there the
bnon ceased T \luher  wove ynrali-
abl: and vivee to crink, and Mary de-
rived but s adviontage from living
néar him,

The monotonans du-ies of indoor ser-
vant soon disgusted hLer, and after a
lapse of three months we find her in
one of those giant warehouses that line
the thoroughfares of New York,

She wrote home and sent money, and
eaid her morning and evening prayers
regularly. Thue, so far, Father Patrick
rested satisfied with his restless protege,
ard penned a letier of encouragemeny
for her in her naw sphere.

An ominens silence followed,

The priest trembled for her persever-
ance, but did not despair. At last came
1 letter enclosing &/x pounds. and say-
iny she was leaving New York and
g ing South. Further particulars she
did not impart, but added if letters were
directed to a certain Madame Lehon in
the citv they would reach her. Thix
ehred of information renched Fathcr

‘atrick at an opportune moment, when
he found himself obliged to make an
a;.pealin favor of Mary Maher’s mother,
"F'oo the husband he had applied in vain,
and now he iold the pititul tale to the
dwnghter with the like result.

lzlm.her Patrick had leaned on broken
reeds.

From Tom Maber he expected little,
but he trusted in Mary to prove true in
the honr of need. In both he had been
disappointed.

Death is a swift courier. Nothing
blunts the point of his shaft, once his
vietim is marked for destruction. Mrs.
Muber died after some months, of rapid
eonsumption, and Father Patrick’s heart
bled when he heard the grating daor of
the workhouse close behind the mother-
less children. There wae no help for it.
Again he wrote, and blank silence en-
sued as before.

.. Three years passed away without any
clue to the wanderer. At length one

. morning brought & newspaper contein-

O Ma-

lately pat on ihe boards by Madame
Lehon, owner and conduciress of the
world-wide burlesque .company known
ag “The Mermaids.”

The principal role was played by the
celebrated Irish nctress, glndem_mae_lle
Mehere, and under this thin disguise
Father Patrick recognized his former
pupil. t

Advanced as he wnas in years, and
inured to the phantasies of the world, he
was unprepared for this relation. Dutv
had ever been his watchword, and in
the present crisin he was not going tn
lower his standard. His decision wan
speedily taken.

He despatched another letter to Mary
Maber, representing the forlorn condi
tion of her sisters. Ab anxious interval
followed, D.y Ly day he saw the
pinched faces of the children grow
sharper and paler, and an idea seized

im.

He got photographa taken of them in
the pnuper garb, and despatched them
to America.

The hait took.

In reply a money order for €30
ecoupled with a promise that thia snm
shauld be annually paid. and requesting
that for the future all further demand
shonld cense,

“That deprnids an how the agrrement
is kept.” said Father Patrick, flding up
the weleome donation, and harrying off
tuo the workbnuse to arrange for the re-
moval of the chitdeen,

CHAPTER 1.

Purting duy wae tickering ronndd the
grey bnttresses of the * Black Abbey,”
{litkenny, when o lady deessed in sl
the vaaries of Lachion wended ber way
throngh the gravevard surrounding the
ancient pile,

Eagerly she scanned the headstanes
one by one, awl ther aeating herself an
the Hid of a2 cranite coflin, sighed.
Willinm Marzhall, = the yonnwer ™ Enrl
of Pembroke, funndad this heme tor the
frlomivican Oeder in the vear 12095

Here he lies o stone's throw removend
from hLis brottier Richard, founder of the
Francisean Abbev.  Hoth sleep ander
the monastic institution they pad rais o
to God's honor and theie nelghbors’ eldi-
fication, oy the cottin 1l of some
mailed follower ot the doughty Earl,
Mary Maher resteld,

She had not attuined the obiect of her
search—a  grave,—and  the watheringe
shides of evening warned her that the
darkness of night was abont to fall.,

=he was returning by the sante roate
she came by, when in the waning light
ahie perecived the gleam of o white
habit. It was Father Dominie who ap-
pronched—the mewly elected prior of
the * Blark Abbey.”

She punsed to Trame her question, amd
then in a high piteh inguived :

“Who is the hewl hoss in yonder
stack of baildings? 7 pointing to the
gabled ends and  pargoyles  grinning
throngh the Ivied ecreen that eoncealed
the Abbey.

“Ir you mean the supering” raplied
the priest. quiedy, “ I am he.”

Subdued by the reproof conveyed s
poantedly, and vet g0 gently, she ac-
quainted him with her mission, It was
ta tind the last reating place of her
mother, one Honora Maher, who dizd in
the city some years previously,

“Tam a stranger,” eontinued Father
bominice, " but in the Abbey is an aped
Father who knows every grave, though
le is blind, Ishall ask him,if you kindly
whit.”

They were not kept long in suspense.,
Adancing towends them with the help
of a stick came Father Patrick, Father
Dominie teld him of the Indy’s request,
and disappeared to inish his oflice,

Left alone with her companion 3Maxy
Maher {for it was sae) repeated her in-
iiry abont the grave  Her soice trem-
bled when shie put the question, bee
cause she had recognized Father Pat-
rick.

To those favored souls hemmed in by
the cloister trom the turmoil of the
warld, the lanse of ten yeuars makes bug
slight havoe in their outward appear
ance, and the old Dominican Father
proved no exception to this rule,

He was yet hale and strong, though
his hair wag hleached with the snows of
eeventy wintera,

TFather Putrick was unaware that his
companion was Mary Maher. Even if
eyesight had remained to him, it would
bave been diffieult to reconcile in the
powdered and painted dame who ac-
companied him the fresh Irish face he
had looked on a decade of years before.

Coming to a cluster of green moundls,
be pointed with & stick. * Under the
middle and rests Honora Maher.” he
said, turning his sightless eye-balls on
his companion. “ Perhaps vou sre a
relation of hers Something in Ryour
tone of voice recalls her.”

*Yes,” was all Mary could command
in reply.

The hesitaling manner was not lost
on the old priest.

“Your accent tells me that you come
from America,” he continued. “If you
have lived in New York, perhaps yoa
have met a picl from this city—>Mary
Maher, who left Ireland ten years ago.
This is her mother’s grave.” .

He ceased apeaking., Mary walked
away, and he could hear the rattle of
her parasol against the railings as she
passed along.

“Are you a Catholic child?” he
asked; “if g0, you will like to see our
church.”

Concluding that the dangerous topic
had died out, she answered in the af-
firmative and they passed under the
aneient Gothic portals.

Advancing towards the altar,” he
knelt down, whilat she remained stand-
ing, gazine at the carved windows and
chiseled pillars, once so familiar to her.

Suddenly an object arrested her at
tention,

Far up the wall, between the lace like
windows of the Black Abbey, reposes the
wonderful group of the Trinity, carved
by a mast r-hand six centuries ago, and
hefore this quaint representalion & lamp
burnt in & niche.

Lowsar down hung a crueifix. and Mary
Maher recognized in the delicately-cut
fentures on the cross, the same with
which Father Patrick had signed her
ten years before. ,

The last evening, in the grave-yard
flashed hefore her mird, and the senti-
ment she had then uttered, *‘It is a holy
place to be buried in, this old Dominican
Abbey” - . -

~ing .a minute account of a stage piece

- 1n her present state of feeling she did

v
[
v

not wish to be buried anywhere; and
death held nothing but terror for cne
whose life was spent in a whirl of wild
excitement. However, she approached
nearer the heacon, and gazed up at 1he
niche.” Underneath the crocifix she read
the words: “A Prayer for the Wander
er’s Return.”

Un lensant memnries were thronging
her mind, and tears gathering in her
eves, and she felt relieved that noone wit-
nessed them. The aged priest still re-
maned absorbed in prayer, his face
turned towards the Hickering: lamp.
though he could not see ita light. A few
moments more and he rrge. They walked
on in silence—the actress and the Do
minican friar.

Standing before the monasterv door,
the Iutter extended his hand to bid good
evening. .

Mary Maler's ohject in visiting the
graveyar 1 has been to erect A monnment
to her mather’'s memory, and now that
she was on the eve of departing for Am-
erica. she larked eourage to reveal her-
self. She feared Father Patrick waonld
recngnize her, and sift the secrets of the
past.

Striving to nerve herself she gaid in a
foreed voice: “I am starting for Queens-
town to murrow, {ather, and before [
leave I am anxious tn sscertain the cnst
of a monument over Heonora Maher's
grave.”

“Are you a relative of hers " asked
the pricet

[t was baginning 1~ Jawn upen jm
who biz eampanion micht be and with
practised hand hedetermined the eonges
sion b uld conte frem the giris own
lips.

“Eam her danehter.” answered Muare
inavee en v that ke drew noarto
cateh the fal baccents,

He heard them and he raised the [l
of the door withon a reply. Instine
tivelv <he follvwsd him Throneiy w
winding corridor rhiey passed into the re
ception roam oF the Abbey. A v
brother ontercd, laid o Tnmpon the talil
and Jisappeared. Then the londgatew ot
Mary Maher's soul were opened, ami <he
ponred forth the tile of her checker-d
career Into the ear of the priest,

v had heen ten years sinee whe Joft
freland, and seven years since she el
joined Madame Lebon's tronpe, Whilst
there «he formed an attachment toan
actor of the same company, and her
marringe day wis named, Her tatheg
in the meantime had heeosme fmpor
tapate in his demands for monev, and
his intemyperate habits retlected discroee
on his danehter. Lying in ap ambash
one dark night. he sarprised her lover,
and in the heat of passian, the voung
man slew him. The actor tled for his
e, was captared, and met hix death
on the gallows,

Sueh had hoen Mory Maher's history.
The fate of hier tone¢ bad made o deep
impression on her excitable tempera-
ment, and she was ordered a ehange of
scene t Farope,

Thus ir was at the eon:d of six months’
tonr we meet her, hinving wandered
throngh the continent and tuken Ire-
Innd in at the finish, She had amngsed
a modest  fortine, and when, Father
Patrick asked her to increase her do-
natinn towands her orphan sisters, she
opened her purse and drew from it a
cherk for £100.

“I ahadl give yon more, father.” she
said, **when [ return nest tall. because
Ialwavs thought this abbey graveyard
was a balawed spnt to be huoried in,
and I don’t think I shall last much
longer. When [ return 1o Amweriea |
am to umdergo an uperttion for cane
cer.'’

“Tt matters little where our honres
He™ contimudd  the  priest. = provided
our aonls are prepared to meet Gord, and
the e of an actresg is  oue « xposed to
many dapgers, Remain at home, my
child., Tt is now Hee yveard since I irst
lit that lamp in Lthe Abbey chnrch ha-
fore the crucitix, craving a prayer for
the wandercr's return. I huve prayed
daily for that hour, aml, thank God, {
have lived to see it. Ifyou must leave,
then make o weneral confersion of your
whule life. With the sell disease of
caucer threatening you, it is madness
1o hazard your salvation.”

Mary’s sobs were the only response
to this appeal. To the priest’s ears it
sounded us sweetest musie. The wail
of one who had wandered through sin-
ful byways, and scorched by the world
and the devil, was dragging her weary
steps homeward!

She explained to Father Patrick that
she had entered into a year's engage-
ment in the United States and was
bound to retnrn. If the operation
proved successfiil she was to appear
that day three months on the stage in
New York.

He ceased to urge her to postpone her
voynge It was clear to him thas if life
remgined to Mary Maher she was bent
on returning to Irelsnd, but pending this
he ingisted on her muking a gencral con-
fession of her sins.

The lamp burnt low, and the wick
licked up the last drop of oil, and still
the stream of sint and sorrow continned
to puur into the sympathisiug ear of the
priest.

Then the penitent stond erect, and
Iovked into the ealm, coid moonlight,
and saw the silver beams playing on her
mother’s grave. The placid scene was a
tit picture of her own sonlut that minuate,
The galling yoke had been liited ofl, and
she lelt as cheery as the skylark rising
in the morning clouds,

She kissed Lue hem of Father Patrick’s
babit in gratitude, and sallied out into
thie nightuir.

The old man’s heart was averjoyed.
Hiw prayer had been heard. The Blessed
Mother had answered his daily rosary.
The wanderer had returned.

* Good night and Gad bless you,” were

his parting words, and Mary Maher had |

hurried up the narrow street und bent
her steps tow.rds the principnl hotel in
the * Fuire Citye.”

COXNCLUSION.

S8ix months after her meeting with
Father Patrick the wenderer returned
home tn die.

The best medical advice which New
York could ¢[Ter was proeured, but all in
vain.

The ¢ancer was momentaxily arrested,
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QO D’S Sarsaparilla has over and
over aguin proved by its curcs,
when all other preparations failed, that-

. it is the One Trufs BLQOD Purifler.
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B \»P\ESTDRESGRA\( HAIRTD 178 NATURAL CaLoR}

8! STRENGTHENS AND BEAUTIFYS YHE, HAR]
GURES DANDRUFF AND TTGHING OF THE SCAL L.
- KEEPS THE,HAIR MOIST AND THE HEAD COg,
13 NOT A DYE.BUT RESICRES THE HAIR NATURALLY

B0 IS A DELIGHTFUL DRESSING FOR LADIES HAlp,
88 FECOMMENDS TTSELF, DNE TRIAL IS CONVINGING,

/IS THE BEST HAIR PREPARATION IN THE MARKET |

IMMEDIATELY ARRESTS THE FALLING OF HAIR

~

B DOES NOT SOIL THE PILLOWSLIPS OR HEAD-DREss
1
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Sold by all Cheiisls and Pexfumers, 50 ceiils aBottle —
R.J. Devins,

GeneraLfeenT,

MONTREAL.

PRINCIPAL LASORATCRY, ger Vivicnwe , ROUEN, Frazice.

but nat exterminatled, and the dngtors
agree] the patient’s case was hopt less

Feellne fur strong h declinirg, the
wius seized with a buening desire to sce
her old rriend oner rgain.

Hor wish was mrarded  She made a
seeond pilprinpag e to Te vl teole Lodg-
ings clwe tathe Blhick Abbov and whilsg
ruerey remals ok pabld g visit to Fathar
Patrick vach duy.and underwent a pre-
paration tor death.

At thies the devil gonght to mdir
mine her eonrige by exbuming dreary
memorles of the past Chen she wonlid
open her miind to ber salntly director
amd the temptation vanished,

Her ddisvuse belonged w the painlesy
branch of ¢ neer.

Painlrss, we termu {3, when comapsraild
with the more viralent kind, but the
wond is oniy nseid inoa companaive
Rense,

Restloss uights, daye burlened with
lagsitude, ave ite accompraying svinp
toms and <oiznres of pain at intervals.

Wihen Mary Mubor beenme ton weak
to visit the Abbey, Father Patrick ai-
teteded her duiiv. Hor Deads, nesineted
during her wanvlerings, were 4 constant
compation, e soothed her Iast mo-
mente with Bis paternal presenee, pnd
whett tive moniontons hanr of deaths
hoversd abont its vietim, the sting had
bheen extracted from the dread visitor.
At her desize her sisters wers present at
thecinging sevne. Sheappointed Father
Patrick their guaedian, and left an
ample sum of money for their mainten-
ance,

A few nights helore her decease she
asked fir the crucitix toat bung in the
chureh,

*You may take it down, father,” she
sald s i missdoa e heen nehieved.
The wanderer has returnod and is home
at last. Ly mee down beside my mother
in the old Duminiean Abibey, for it is a
holy epot ta be baried 1"

And Der req est was pranted.—The
Cathiolic Register.

TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS,

Amoni the mizes distributed, nn the
2%zd instant, by the Sucicty of Arts ot
Canada (1666 Notre Dame Street), wans
one worth 3200, 1o M. N, Mayer, 210
Ciky BLall svenne, in partemship with
Mr. Jo B Iae.eleds, 2210 Yisitation
strict, itz

“TALRNING SHOP AT HOME,

BISINI =~ A8 PAR AS POSSIBLE WITI

BUSINESS FIOUIRS,

[y

“There are times when it seeme that
aman’s hinse ds the ast, aral at times
it is the ouly place fora business con-
sultation of impoctance, and no wife
will rsent sueh oceansiong,”  writes
Edward W, Bok, in an rditorial protest
againgt “ “tatking eliop’ at Home™ in the
October Ludies” Home Journat  “Those
timi ¢ are, however, rare, as every man
knowe, and they should be kept so.
Business, at its oist, internsts & woman
simply beeause it jun reets ber husband
and becavse his intern sts are hers,  She
has no inhersut love ror it. She cannot
have, It is not her spheres And, there
fare, to impose business talk npon het
every exvening, or uearly every cvening,
ik noghing short of an imposition ind an
injustice.  Men ought to be wise  nough
tosee this. And they onght to be sen-
sible ennush tounderstand that, for their
vwn inter st it is beat Jor them to dreop
business miatters, 80 tur »s possible, with
buginess hours, A man’s mind needs
diversiun; it requires exercise in entirely
ditferent channels from those in which
it has been running during the duy. For
this reason the proverb is sotull of com-
mun gense that every man should have a
personal hobby as fur removed trom the
nature of his businees as possible.

A vensible hobby has saved many a
business man from early collnpse. The
mind necds reat, anidl a man’s home is
the one place in all the world where
such rest should be given it, And Am-
erican wives shoull more rigidly insist

that this mental rest be taken by their
husbands. It is not an easy matter in
some cases for thic woman of the home
fto tuke wuch a stand and persist in it
But she ean do it if she will. A woman
ean dealmost anvthing with the man
*who foves her it sheonly goes about it in
the richt way. The trouble is that so
cmany women choose the wrong way
The practice of “taiking shop’ shonbl
cease inoonr American homes, Oor
wivis are richt in the interst which
they take in their husbands' husiness
atbuirs. Theie ifotheese §s feequently
s amd felt in the business worlld, And
it is an intlencee whieh every right-
mimddd man respects, knowiug, ax he
does, that o woman always acts for the
best intercstg of the man she loves, I
her interest unad symputhy she is right
Nothing works as much good in a man’s
eapacity and enjoyment of business as
his wie's fuith, interest and co-opera-
tion in that bisiness. S long as she
permits her interest and sympathy to
act only as o means of epeosmgement
she is wise.”

It is a Pleasure

———

For Mr. Hamilton to Speak.

An Esfeemed Citizen of the Ancient
Capital.

What He Thinks of Paine’s
Celery Compound

The following lctier from Mr, Wm,
Hamilton, of No. 2 Oliver Street, Quebec,
Py, isso very plain and lueld that it
zeqiires no explanatory renmrks. 111s
object is to draw the attention of the
sick and willicted to that fernrain and
sutiree of {lie fram which he received
aupplics of new health  Hesays :

* Ty is with sincere pleasure and grati-
tide I refer to your Puine’s Celery Com-
pouad, and the wondrous blesgingy that
I reeeived fron its use,

“To tell the triatn, before using it J
hadd littte contidence in i, but coneluded
it it didd me no good it conld nat make
mie any worse than I wis,

* Ihad suffrod 1or yours trom indiges-
tien, liver complaint and kidney discuse,
and hepan with Paine's Celery Gom
pound in order to give it @ therough
testing,  After a fair use of the Com-
pontd Laty as well an ever I was, und ali
my troubles have disappeared, and I am
enjor T gocd headths

“ Your medicine i a wonderful one ;
it is tar superior to all othiers, as it truly
gives lile, and puts the entire system in
n healthy condition. As a purifier of the
blood I tind it has no equal, and [
henrtily recomniend its use to all suf-
lerers.”

Can stronger proof than the above be
required to convince any sick and
digeased man or woman that Paine’s
Celery Compound is the best medicine
in the world ?

Surely, dear reader, yvou will admit
that it is worthy of a trial. You are
seeking for new health, and therefore
need the very best. Be sure you ask for
and use only * Puine’s,” the only genuinc
celery prepuration in the world.

IRISH PRIESTS.

- The Melbourne Advocate says:—The
vigorone constitutions which sume of
the old Irish prieets in the colonies have
is exempliticd in the longevity of the
elder Jesuit Fathers. A clerjcal friend,
who came to Victoria about thirty years
agn, writes :(—It is strange the uld men
are getting very old and hors de combal.
Father Mulhall in his 77th year, Father

Dalton in hia 80th year, Father Frank
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REFLECTORS

Hendgome designs tor electric light, gas
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PYNY - PECTORAL

Posiﬁvely Cures
COUGHS and COLDS

in a surprisingly short time, Ity 5 .
cntific corwainty, tried and true, soatir.,.
and bealing inits cfects,

W. C. MeComprr & Sny,
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Murahy jn hie Slst vear and Dol o
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aged of the oo pricste maki- oo
vears,  Fadtv e Mealwll Damelnd oo
vas lately snecessinlly operated oy oy
chest  disense.  Father Dalton we
lately contined to his room. bnt is aioq
apain 5 but the oldest of the foue Pt
Dufly) is peporiml o tave presciu.
germon quite neentdy at Madtlonl, F
report anys :— Hisrobust vojee, and ;.
appirent {reshness with which he e g
a sermuon of overan hours duration «.«
i revelation to many who were wons ¢
associate venerable old age witii inre
mity.” Father Dutlv’s name will o
familiar to many in Dublin, who wilf o
member his many years devoted servic.
in the Chureh of St Francis Navier,
Capdiner-street. s a gecular pried
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THESOCIETY OF ARTS, OF CANA DY,
16600 XOTRE DAME sTREEET, MONTRE AL,
Distributions every Wedneaday, Valie
of prizes ranging from &2 oo S0
Tickets 10 cents.

OFFICE BOY LAWYERS
FOLLAPSE OF A GRANDILOGUENT DUAST 1Y A
BUDDING LIMB OF THE LAw.

In one of the hig down town otliee
huildings, tenanted principally by low-
yers, o reporter rode down o an elevi-
tor enr with two boys, who, to judge
from their conversation, wers budding
limbs of the law. One of thent was
about 15 yenrs of age, and the other jur-
haps w conple of years his senior.

“1 had that judgment opencd this
morning,” remarked the younger of tie
two tlecking the ashes from a cigarette,
“but 1 thonght Giegerich wasa litie
slow about it.”

* Yn-ns,” drawled the other, * it’s cer-
tainly a great bore to have to spend so
much time in court. Remember my
bond and mortgage casein the supreme?
Well, it was enough to try anybody's
patience. The trouble with some of cur
judges, Frank, is that they don't know
the rudiments of landlord and tenant
law. [ cited Pebbles versus Bulbles,
and it knocked him out. Where are
you bhound 2V ’

* Oh, I've got a little corporation malt-
ter on hand to-day!” wus the reply.
“Recciver wants to be relieved. 1 (on't
know whether I'll consent or not. 1've
gut a demurrer to argue besides, and™—

By that time the car was at the ground

floor. A stout, matronly woman stood
waiting Lo get in.
. “Well, young man,” she gaid, addrrss-
ing the boy who had been called Frank,
1 was just about to go up and give you
a talking to in front of your boss. Why
didn’t you get fathers shoes thal yon
tock to be half-soled 27

* Hush, mother?” whispered Frank
a8 his face reddened. "I don’t wantto
be talking about that down here. I'm
going to court.”

“You're going to court, are you?” re-
snondod the stout lady in a loud tone.
Very well. go to court. But if you come
home to-night without those shoes you
gel no supper, and you don’t stira peg
out of the flat the rest of the week. Do
you hear .

“8ay,” said the elevator man as he
stuck his head out of the car and grinned,
“you've run up against the chief justice
of the supreme court, haven’s you ? Gee
whiz |"—New York Mail nnd Express.
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“SATISFACTORY RESULTS."

So says Dr. Curlett, an old and h_onored-
practitioner, in Belleville, Ontario, who
writes ; ' For Wasting Disenses 81
Serofula I have used Sceit’s Emgfﬂmn
with the most satisfactory results.
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Boss—Waggins, what did you do with
my pen ? . -

Clerk—I-put it on your desk, sir. it

Boss—You did? ‘Well, don’t df: i
again, please, Next time }7011 ta 3%
just put it some place where I can find 1

when I want it.—Roxbury Gezette.
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