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‘Mr. Bloom (reading)—The diamond is

- the most retractory snbitance known.

Mrs. Bloom—Yes, { know. ‘I haven’t
beén able to lay hands on one since
;ve‘ve been married.—Jeweller's Week-
¥

“How did he come to manry sucha

omely girl 2" .

“ For her brains, She give him a pair
of suspenders, once, that had elastic in’
¢ hem.”—Washington Star.
Waiter (to grumpy cuatomer)—
Haven’ you forgotten something, sir?

Customer (with asperity)—Yes, sir;
' ve forgotten more than you ever knew.
—Puck.

“ So you want to marry Emma—but
she is my only daughter.”

“ Oh, that's all right, sir. I ouly want
one."—Life.

“ What would you like best for s
Christmns gift ?” ‘asked Skidds of his
best girl.

_“ Are engagement rings very expen-
gsive P she replied shyly.—Judge.

Mistress—How is it that Isaw a police:
man hugping you in the kitchen last
night t

Maid—I don’no, mum, unless you was'
peepin’ through the keyhole.—Modern
Society.

Winks—* See that fellow on a bicyele
—all doubled up like u jack-knite.”

Jinks—* Yes ; he’s on pleasure bent.”
—New York Weekly.

A Warning—He—* If von were not
so tall I'd propuse to youn.”

She—* If you did, you'd see how short
I could be.”"—Harper's Bazar.

De Jones—“ My poor little mother
never had any advantages. She only
knew me when she was too old to bene-
fit by it."—Harper's Bazar,

He—" You say you love me, but can-
not be my wife. Isit becanse [ am poor?
There are better things in the world than.
money.”

She—* Quitetrue; bhut it tnkes money
to buy them.”—Tit-Bits.

Tourist—“I see you have fitted up
your scarecrows with hoes and rakes, 8o
a8 to look like men working in the field.
That's a good ider.”

Farmer—*' Yer, siree. Scares awsy
tramps.”—New York Weekly.

Son—“Papa, what do saiiors mean
when they talk about sea-board ?2”

Father—"Hard-tack and other indiges-
tible food, L suppose.”—Detroit Free
Press.”

Miggles—*‘Simpson is very regular in
his attendance at church now ?”

Wiggles—“Yes, the children in the flat
are 8o noisy he can’t get a wink of sleep
at home.”—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

Oppenstrauss—"My frent, dot ring is
wort five hundret tollers, and I let you
baf it for sixty-five.”

Jones—*'But it has the initial letter
‘W’ on it.”

Oppenstrauss—"My frent, dot>ring is
such a bargain it would pay you to haf
your name chunged.—Smith, Gray & Co.'s
Monthly.

WAR WELL WAGED.

‘What greater enemy of mankind than dis-
.easge, and what nobler work than to fight
against this death deallngenemy of humanity
The most successful wur agalhst disease 18
belng steadily carried on by Burdock Blood
Bitters for dyspepsia, constipation, bad blood,
biliousness, elc., cannol resist its powers.

et e e,

It is not often that a woman has her
head completely turned, but passing by
another woman’s new bonnet gives the

head a good twist.

—_——
TRULY RECOMMENDED.

Gentlemen,—I can truly recommend Hag-
yara’s Pectoral Balsam for all coughs and colds,
Less than one bottle cured my brother of a
sev:rp cold., Miss Maggle Thompson, Vasey,

n : .

———— e

There is & high scientific authority for
the belief that & lobster may attain the
age of a thousand years. We don't
doubt it. Our' experience of some im-
ported tinned lobsters confirms this es-
timate. e '

! - - - N
J?RISONE_RS LIBERATED.
-Many who have beeu confined to their beds
for years by rheumatiam,lame buck and kidney

. complaints, have been Ilberated from thelr sad

prisons by the'wonderful resulating and puri-
ing action of Burdock Blood Bitters, which

- drilves out the acrid poldéon from th )
' restores health to the affilcted. e blood "“"f

- Chieago is probably the largest -Catha
olic city In the world. g e

‘Bir' Charles Russell, Q.C, M. P, bas
anning memo- ]

ON WASH DAY:

DAP

- AND EVERY DaAY. .

Can Hardly Belleve It. XII
JERSEYVILLE, ILL,, May 30, 1588
I take pleasuro to Jot you know that my boy
{s still all right; he has not had any of the
spasms since about March 30, The people can
hardly believe it from the fact that he had a8
many a8 16 a day or more, He Was & very
nervous cbhild ail hig lite, but did not show
21y 8igus of spasms until last Dat-mber, after
which they cams in regular succession, and I
had 8 doctors attending who could do nothing
Jor him, nor even tell us what wnsthe matter, I
had deapaired of hia ever getting well, until I
got KRoenig’s Nerve Tomic. After taking not
fquite & bottleful he got quite weil and has not
had the least sign of spasms since,
Respectiully yours,
MRS. E. LEYTON,
I tegtify to the facts as stated above to be
utrictly true, JAS. HARTY, Prioat.
~A Vi ervons -
CREP tsmsns
this medlgino free of chargo. o

f1iix remedy has buen v?mpmd by the Reverend
vy Koenig, of Fort m:. ind., since 15 and
sow prepamsd underhis tion by the

OENIC MED. CO., Chicago, [l
iy DNrpcgists ot $1 per Bottle, GR
o, el V5 R Nk ok e ).
In Montreal by E. LroNarp, 113 St.
Lawrence Street.

SAFE

THE GREAT

BLOOD
PURIFIER
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BRISTOL'S

PLEASANT
HITIdVILTHY

SARSAPARILLA

CURES ALL
Taints ¢f the Blcod.

CERTAIN

=

THE KEY TC HEALTH,

Unlocks eIt the clogged avenues of the
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carrying
off gradudlly without weakening the sys.
tem, all the impurities and foul humors
of the seoretions; &b tho same time Cop-

-.reeting Aeidity of the Stomach,

euring  Billousness, Dyspepsia,
Headaehes, Dizziness, Heartburn,
Constipation, Dryness of the Skix,
Dropsy, Dimness of Vision, Jauns
diee, Salt Rheum, Ergsigelas, Serg-
fula, Flutterlng of the Heart, Nep- -
vousness, and fieneral Debility ;all -
these and meny other similar Cemplaintg
ield to the hapry influenceof BURDOC

LOOD BI‘I‘TE%S S '

© For Kals by ail Doalers. -

T HDLBURK & C0., Propestors, oront,

MOUNTAIN FLOWERS,

Adapted from the French, by the Author of
“Tyborne.”

What js it? Who is creeping on tiptoe
ju the farmyard at this hour?

% big star in the sky looked duwa and
said :

“Where are you going, little Annie, all
alone, before the dawn "

“You know very well, beautiful star,
for you are Gud's eye. [ am guing to
gatber Howers for the Infant Jesus.”

“What ! so early, little Annie! All are
still nsleep in the village; the horses in
ths stables, the dog in his kennel, the
cocks and heun, the little birds, even the
flowers. Gobacktobed.” .

“ No; I must be here soon to nilk the
cows, and I am going a long way off to
tind tlowers for the Infant Jesus. It is
his fenst-dny, and all the school-girls are
going to bring flowers; and the priest
aaid that the Infunt Jesus wonld smile
on the one that bronght the best. I have
no garden like the cibers where I can
tind flowers, but I will also offur a lovely
houquet to the Infant Jesus.

She stole aleng batefooted for fear of
waking the cock, who would wake up
the dog, who would have arcused the
farm-boy, whio would have cried out:

“ Little Annie, where are you going 8o
early

Su she crepl out gently and ran as
fast a8 her feet would take her—
white, pink, blue and gold, and on
each sparkled like a dismond & drop of
dew.

“Here are [owers, little Annie, in
vlenty.”

“ No; the goats have trodden them
under foot ; the goat herds come as high
na this. I will have flowerr that are rare
und beantiful for the Infant Jesus.”

* Courage, then, little Annie; climb
np higher still.” But the way grew
more rugged and the rocks were bare.

“ Where are the flowers ?”

“ Oh !” said little Annie, “this road is
good. It lends to heaven. At the top of

1 the mountain heaven is close by. There

1 ghall find flowers, lovely flowers fur
the Infant Jesns.”

And she climbed higher and higher
still—not nn herb, not even moes ; rocks
as she could toward the mountain.

“ What are you going to now, little
Annie?” .

“The garden flowers are beautiful,
It they are not mine; the flowers of
the fietd are pretty, but men and cattle
waik over them. I am going to the top
of the mountain—there will be flowers
that belong to no one, and which must
be beaulitul, the most beautiful of all,
for they grow near Paradise.”

And little Annie ran as fast as she
could. As she climbed the mountain
side the sun rose, ) .

“Qut already, little Annie!” aaid he;
** where are you going ?”

“To the top of the mountain to
pather beautiful flowers for the Infant
Jesus.”

The morniug breeze met her, and tos-
sed her golden hair.

8he climbed the hard rocks, not mind-
ing the pain to her little bare feet, A
thousand little flowexs bloomed at her
bare and slippery feet. She crept on her
hands and feet, and reached the summit.

“ Where are the beautiful flowers, An-
nie?' Oh, here is one—a liltle flower
white and simple—full and simple, like
her faith.

“ Well done, little Annie. First flower

for the Inlant Jesus.,”

Her little feet were tired ; her little
hands were bruised ; but hope shone in
her eyes, ' She went ob further. - “ Oh,
here 18 the bower in blossom. Symbol
of hope, Annie ; second flower for the
Infant Jesus,” - e :

On, on- again.

Two flowers are, not

from her forehesd ; her feet Wexe bleed-
ing. Here, in the midst of thorns, -
blooms a Jovely flower. She sprang for-
ward. A thorn wounded her finger. The
vink flower became deep red.

“ Charity, Annie. Third flower forthe
Infant Jesus” Her bouquei was cobpi-

plete. It is beautiful. Will the Infant
Jesus smile? .
Now, quite happy, she turoed to des-

cend the mountain, when she heard a
gentle voice: ' .
“ Where are you going, little Annie?
Let me see that beautiful bouquet.” A
icvely child was standing by her side;.
his eyes were beavily blue. Is it the
scene that makes rays of light round his
head ¢

“Are they not beautiful " she cried..
“1 have gathered them for the Infant.
Jesus,” .

“ ive them to me, little Aunie. The
Infant Jesus shall have them. I will
offer them to Him,” and his eyes shone.

“But what shall I give Him, then?
No, dear little one; really I cannot let
you.” .

* Give them tome, little Annie.” And
it seemed a8 if he was going lo cry.

“ Don" cry,” said she. * Take them ;
eatry them to the Infant Jesus.”

A single tear fell from her eyes upon
the deep red tl..wer. .

“Thanks ! thanks, little Annie.”

And the lovely child disappeared.

Half sad, half‘joyful, Annie descended
the mountain.

The village was awake. Cocks, dogs,
horses and cows, the inrm Loy and the
farmer. The birds carolled in the trees;
the great bell rang out from the tower,.
and the sun was bigh in the heavens.

Little Anni crepet in without being seen.

“ Little Annie! Little Annie! it 1s
time to arise!"” .

Out rang the bell ; the children were
hastening to chureh with their bougquets
in their hands.

“ Farmer, please let me go and see the
tlowers offered to the Infant Jesus.”

“ Go, Little Anme, and make haste
back.” )

She ran to the church, Oh, what
benutiful bouguets! and where is her
own ? All the flowers are offered—inid
at the foot of the altar. Hers is not.
there—the Infunt Jesus has not amiled.

“ Go up, Annie, it is your turn,” says.
& gentle voice.

* I have nothing ! ” she murmured, red
with confusion.

“ Draw near, little Annie. draw near,’
said the gentle voice. She went, but so
ashamed she dare not raise her eycs.

“ Lock up,” said the voice.

“ What? There iz on the altar the love-
ly child with eyes of heavenly blue. Is it
vhe sun that makes the rays play about
the head? No; the rays arenot from the
sun.”

It is the little Infant Jesus. In bis
right Hand, instead of a sceptre, He
holds three lowers—one white, one blue,
just opening, and one red, deep red; on.
the last sparkled a tear.

Simple faith, artless hope, love of God
and ber neighbor. These were the three
flowers of the mountain,

Oh, see! little Annie; see, Jesus looks
vn thee and smiles.—Ave Maria.

rcnnsummiun |

is oftentimes absolutely
cured in its earliest stages
by the use of that won-
derful

Food Medicing,
Scott’s

Emulsion

‘which is now in high
repute the world over.

“OAUTION.”—Bowaro of substitntos * - B
Genning prepared by Scott & Bowne,
Belleviile. Sold by all druggists. e
500, and §1.00, )
See— m—— -

THE SuNBEAM, a monthly paper for
Catholic youth ; 50 cents a year, send

.1 enough for a bouquet. - The drops rolled

..

for sample copy. - 761 Craig Street, "
‘Montreal, P, Q. L e




