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The sun was setting over 
bog, casting a wonderful 
shade on the pine trees that eugeu 
the water, and making an ever- 
changing back-ground eft crimson and 
gold to the brown turf-banks and 
green fields of Dera.

The rattle of far-off cart-wheels, 
the cry "pewit! pewit?" of the plov
er, the mournful call of thé curlew, 
were the only sounds that broke the 
stillness of the-evening, for Margot 
O’Leary's light footstep fell noise
lessly on the springy heather, , and 
the strange, wild beauty around her 
had bushed the song upon her lips.

"Thanks be to God for «a lovely, 
lovely world,"' she murmured, "and 
for having put me in it."

As she spoke, her eyes wandered 
away over the moorland to where a 
curl of smoke on the hillside pointed 
out the site of some solitary farm, 
and there they lingered restfully, as 
though all happiness and beauty 
came from that spot; and in

— ttf the elder
Tn,. -T,—1— 60 'strike upon

ears.
"Add had he any news for you?" 

inquired the other carelessly
Old Darby seemed to be 

ing whaTto say, for there 
ment’s pause before he 
deliberate way :

"We’re to go there the holiday and 
settle things. He'll give us the bot
toms, lad, and the polly heifer, or 
else a hundred pounds down, but I 
stuck to the land tor you, and I ask. 
ed £20 in with it, but I won't be 
holding out for that if there's any 
danger, for come what will we must 
get those fields, they should be our», 
back again."

"What is it you mean father?"
Darby knew only too well, he still 

wanted time to collect his thoughts. 
His father’s plan had been no secret, 
and before Margot came the young 
man had made no objection to it, 
but from the moment that he had 
met the newcomer,on the bog, heheart Margot knew that for her it met the newcomer,on the bog, he 

was really so. Yet her home waa not had decided that she and not Polly 
over there at Clancy’s farm of “ *'*

where she

SW*'-
V-'

Baughan, but close to 
stood in Dera.

The slated house yonder had once 
belonged to her grandfather, and it 
was her uncle now who owned it. 
Margot's father had got a younger 
eon’s share years ago, and had gone 
out into the world to make his for
tune; but though he managed to get 
along, and to keep his wife and child 
in comfort, thee was little to leave 
them at his death, and that little 
was so An swept away by the long 
illness that finally took Mrs. O'Lea
ry to rejoin her husband, and so left 
Margot friendless and alone.

Her uncle's offer of a temporary 
home had been gratefully accepted 
by the penniless orphan, and now, 
though a year had sped by, she had 
not yet left the gray house by the 
gravel-pit.

At first the loneliness of Dera had 
overwhelmed the town-bred girl, and 
despite her people’s kindness, she 

Jjttd often thought of trying else^ 
where. But after a time she became 
used to her surroundings, and grew 
to love the wild, desolate bogland 
and the kind, homely neighbors who 
had known her father as a chilch 

Dan O'Leary, her uncle, had a com
fortable bit of farm that edged the 
lake like a long, green snake wind
ing its way, between turf and water, 
and what with cows and pigs and 
poultry, there was plenty for Mar
got to do about the house for her 
aunt was not so young as she had 
been once, and Polly never cared to 
do more work than she need.

There was only one son Jin the 
O’Leary household, so the daughter 
would have a fair fortune when they 
came to marry her, and as the 
months slipped by and Margot seem
ed willing to stay and take her 
place, Polly’s parents thought the 
time had come to begin to look 
and make a match for her.

A suitable one was not far to 
seek. Darby Clancy’s land touched 
O’Leary’s at the end of the lake, 
and the two farms were joined by 
some rushy bottoms, originally built 

_4)ut of the bog by some dead and 
feoné Clancy, but which in some way 
had now passed into Daniel O'Lea
ry’s hands. It was no secret that 
old Darby had his eyes on these bits 
of grazing, and he had long ago de
termined that his son should marry 
Polly and get back the. covered pos
session of the fields as her fortune.

.When the people of Dera spoke of 
Clancy as old Darby they only did 
so to distinguish him from his son, 
young Darby, for the title in itself 
was not suited to him at all. Tall 
and straight, with bright eyes and a 
firm, hard mouth, there was nothing 
about him but his grizaled hair and 
beard to show that he was not still 
on the right side of fifty.

He was an honest, industrious 
man, and people liked him when they 
knew his worth; as to his son, no 
one thought about his worth. They 
just took him to their hearts and 
kept him there because they couldn’t 
help it.

When Margot came to Dera she 
heard them talk of him, and with 
her knowledge of the world, prepar
ed to be politely contemptuous to 
this universal favorite. -There was no 
ceremony on their first meeting. She 
was taking her uncle’s dinner down 
to the potato garden, and unaccus
tomed to the deceitful bog, laden 
with basket and tin can, Margot 
found herself and breathless on a 
clump of heather; then Darby had 
come to her assistance. Of course 

(he had to grasp her tightly to help 
her back to a place of safety, but 
was it necessary for him to hold her 
hand all the way on until they had. 
reached the garden? Was it neces
sary for him to loiter about and 
wait to show her the best and saf
est way to her home.

Margot never asked. Her preju
dices had vanished away, and the 
hours passed very slowly tilf even
ing, when he came again to the 
waste land where the cows were 
waiting for her to drive them home.

That was all a year ago, and now, 
as the girl’s eyes rested on the 
Clancy's house at Baughan, and she 
thought of all her lover was to her, 

.she was filled with gratitude to God 
ior sending her such happiness. Dar
by was hej^ very own now. He had 
told her that he loved her and no
thing could separate them, nothing 
come between them; she would never 
give him up unless it were for his 
own good. She smiled at such a pos- 
-,s'<,ity. yet the thought did not 

away without a pang. What

should be his wife. Knowing his 
father’s determination, he had whis- 
t>ered no word of his intentions, 
hoping that if he had made no ad
vances, the O'Leary’s would find an
other match for their daughter, and 
with her married and the possession 
of the fields impossible. Darby hoped 
to get his father’s consent to marry 
Margot, for he was not a grasping 
man as a rule, and her wont of for
tune would not have stood in the 
way of his boy’s happiness if it had 
not been that through Polly they 
would get that wretched bit of land.

"What , do I mean?" repeated old 
Darby. "It’s yourself should know 
what I mean when it’s «laÿ in and 
day out you be down at Dera, and 
if it isn’t talking to Polly, I'd like 
to know your business there?"

"Polly don’t want me," retorted 
young Darby defiantly, and seeing it 
was no use beating aj?out the bush 
any longer, he added ; "and I don’t 
want Polly."

A deep flush dyed the elder man’s 
face, and he spoke through his 
clenched teeth.

"Want or no want, you’ll mar A 
her at Hollandtide."

“I won't. Darby threw down his 
spade and faced his father. "Don't 
take on so, father," he cried, '‘for I 
can't marry Polly. I didn’t want 
for to have words with you, so I 
never told you how it was, but I 
tell you now that Margot O’Leary’s 
promised to be my wife, and nothing 
will keep me from her."

For a moment old Darby stood 
thunderstruck. It was a rude awak
ening to the dream of a lifetime.

A torrent of words broke from his 
lips; he vowed by all he held sacred 
that the young man should bend to 
his will. He swore that he would 
not be cheated out of those» bottoms 
now that their possession lay in his 
hand, and he assured Darby that un
less he obeyed him he would cut him 
off from him for ever, and cast him 
out into the world with nothing but 
the work of his two hands to keep 
him from the poorhouse.

Then he began to speak of Margot, 
and for the first time Darby raised 
his voice.

‘You can say what you will of 
me," he said firmly, "but you’ll 
leave my girl's name alone."

"I'll say what I choose of the hus- 
y," thundered the furious old man. 
Darby’s eyes flashed as he spoke, 

and for a moment his father was si
lenced.

But the eavesdropper had heard 
enough. Falling on her knees among 
the heather, she covered her face 
with her hands, and forced herself to 
think. Half an hour ago—nay, less— 
she had smiled when she thought of 
it being for her lover's good that 
she should give him up; now, with 
terrible distinctness, she realized 
that unwittingly she was leading 
him to ruin. Those threats and 
curses that made her shudder to 
think of would most certainly be car
ried out if he married her.

She knew how deep his love was 
for the old home on the hill, and for 
the bogs and lakes that he had never 

left; yet, unless he gave her up, he 
would have to leave them all and 
start life afresh. And what could 
the new life be? With no trade, no 
capital, she knew what it meant — 
she had seen it so often in Dubfin. 
No, she loved him far too well to let 
him make a beggar of himself for 
her, and she knew he would never 
fail her. It was for her to act. She 
must give him up. She must go right 
away and leave him to marry Polly. 
He owned that had he never known 
her he would have done it, so why 
not now? She would go out of his 
life and let it be as though she had 
never come into it. But she must 
go now, at once; there must be no 
time to think, or the agony of part
ing would be too unbearable; there 
must be no chance of seeing him 
again, or her resolution must inevit
ably break down.

Afterwards, when it was over, she 
never quite remembered how she 
had managed her flight. The reasons 
she gave for her hurried departure 
passed from her memory. The early 
drive through the mists of morning, 
the journey up to Dublin, the r&V 
tllttg through the noisy streets, 
seemed like some part of a bad 
dream; it was as though she had 
fallen asleep on the heather-clad bog 
and had only wakened to find herself 
in the bare, familiar convent parlor---- ...« V, .UIUIKIU WU«VIIV pul UJr.
sobbing her very heart out at the 
feet of Mother Margaret, the clnns- 
mietrese of her girlhood, and now

«..vas, wnat
1 life 'without him be? The glo- 

the sunset paled before her.
3 cattle she waa seeking were 
------- in a sudden mist of

r the weakness of a 
a could reach bet 
- 1 from whereÉfVîK;

mistress of her girlhood, 
her only friend and adviser.

Five years’ tfainlng and hard 
work in a Dublin hospital, and once 
more Margot found herself near home 
and Dera.

Uttlo was changed at the wayside

The towusland of tiera, 
and purified as it was by 

•bog air, had so far esc, 
tagion; but some of .««.
from other districts Margot 
known. To them, however, she wae 
only a nurse from Dublin, and they 
told her nothing of her own people.

Since she had left them she had 
only written once to let them know 
that she had found work to do, but 
she had put no address on her let
ter, purposely, for she felt that * if 
her aunt knew her whereabout» Dar
by would not be long learning it ; 
and if he came to her, as most as
suredly he would, she could never 
have the strength to send him from 
her, determined as she was to save 
him in spite of himself. Later even, 
when she tried to hope that Polly 
had become his wife, she thought it 
for his happiness that she should 
still be silent; and so pass quite 
away and be forgotten.

Nurse O’Leary had been a week 
and more in the fever hospital when 
one evening, going to the matron's 
room to give in her daily report, her 
eyes fell on the open book in which 
the inmates' names were written.

Close to the end of the column, en
tered only yesterday, were four 
words—just the name and address of 
patient; a name that she had re
peated over and over again to her
self, first in joy and gladness, then 
to steel herself against its sting; vet 
the sight of it woke again the old, 
old pain. Now that she saw them in 
black and white she realized how, 
despite till that had passed, she had 
hoped against them.

" Mrs. Darby Clancy, Baughan," 
they ^ stood, and below was the 
nurse’s comment : "Very critical."

"Are your hands quite full nurse?" 
asked the matron, without noticing 
the sudden pallor of Margot’s face, 
"or could you help Nurse O’Brien 
with some of her patents? She was 
already very busy, and now a young 
farmer’s wife had been brought in- 
Mrs. Clancy, whose husband is pay
ing for her, and , who wants almost 
undivided attention. If only I could 
get another nurse from the Board ! 
As it is now it is impossible that 
some of the inmates should -.not be 
in danger of being neglected."

The 'certain result of neglect in a 
very critical state flashed across 
Margot’s brain. She had alreadv as 
much to do as she could possibly 
manage without encroaching on her 
hours of rest, yet she answered the 
matron as though this extra duty 
was a favor for which she was en
treating.

"Mrs. Clancy is my cousin," she 
said, "and if I might attend to her 
it would leave Nurse O’Brien free for 
the others."

“it you con manage it I shall be 
only too grateful," replied the ma
tron. And so it was settled.

Poor Polly! She was indeed in a 
critical state, and the doctor, quite 
as much overworked as were the 
nurses, shook his head over her. 
"She has not been half-starved all 
her life, like many of those I have 
to attend," he said, "so that gives 
one something to start on; but even 
with your devotion, nurse, I'm 
afraid—

It was indeed devotion. For a 
whole week Margot hardly gave her
self time to close her eyes—fortun
ately, she thought, the other nurses 
were too much occupied to notice 
this transgression of rules—and she 
seemed to live solely and wholly "for 
her patients, and above all for the 
wan, senseless woman above whose 
head wae the name "Mrs. Darby 
Clancy."

At first sight Margot had hardlv 
recognized her cousin. The full, red 
cheeks had fallen in and faded; the 
soft; fair hair hod been cut off cloéfc 
to the burning head; the white hands 
once so soft and comfortable, were 
nothing but bone aild skin.
* On,the fourth finger the broad gqld 
band hung so loosely that Nurse 
O'Brien had been obliged to take it 
off and put it away io a place of 
safety. With that gone it was easier 
to identify the sick woman with the 
plump, placid Polly of long ago, and 
both for her own sake and for the 
sake of him whose name she bore 
Nurse O'Leary made up her mind to 
drag her back to life again. And 
her efforts at last were crowned with 
success.

The ward had been partly cleared 
—some had gone to rest for ever — 
and Nurse O’Brien had time to no
tice her companion's weary looks 
and drawn, anxious face.

"You’re worn out, Nurse," she 
said, laying her hand kindly on Mar
got's shoulder. "Come; you’ve done 
more than your share of work these 
days past, and now you must rest."

"Let me stay a little longer — 
don’t send me away yet.'' whispered 
Margot entreatingly. "She is sleep
ing now, and when she wakee we 
shall know how it is to be."

The doctor had come up to them, 
and now he bent over Polly's bed
side. "There is no need to wait," 
he said quietly. "You can go now 
for your work is done. You’ve saved 
your patient, Nurse O'Leary 

For a day and a night 
slept the dreamless sleep of pure 
haustlon. and on the second
in* she., -........... -
ready to

land 'the

ie door opened, Mar- 
! was about to see

station when eh*l
yet no

ui .vc-urs nau ciruJigvo 
him more than it had changed her. 
He seemed toller, etraighter than be
fore; his clothes were dark, and had 
a town-made look about them ; he 
was more alert than formerly, and 
hé looked and moved like a man ac
customed to obeying orders and be
ing obeyed.

Polly, whom she had brought to 
life again, was his wife, yet, after 
all these years of struggling to for
get, Margot loved him—loved him 
still. How should ahe meet him? As 
he approached she bent her head to 
hide the crimson blushes that dyed 
her cheeks, and he would have pass
ed her by, merely raising his hat, if 
something familiar in the figure had 
not struck him and made him Took 
again.

"Margot?" he cried, standing be
fore her.

What was there in his tone? Mar
got dared not stop to think. He had 
lovda her once, but now he was Pol
ly's husband.

"Yes, it is I," she said quickly, 
holding out her hand. " I came 
back when I was wanted, and— and 
I have saved her life for you."

"Saved her life!" he repeated, on
ly half-believing his eyes and ears. 
"Whose life?"

With an effort she forced the words 
from her lips :

•Polly’s—your wife's."
My wife!" The reproachful tone 

smote upon her, but he went on 
"Though you scorned my love and 
left me, in the eyes of heaven you 
were my wife, and no other woman 
will ever have a right to the name.
I have learned something of the 
world since we parted, and I’see 
now what a fool I was to think you 
could ever care for such a country 
clown as I was; but I loved you tru
ly, Margot, then as now, and ever."

"But—but Polly," faltered Mar
got, trembling, scarcely daring to 
hope.

"Polly! My father married Polly. 
She’s been my stepmother these 
years back. Margot. Margot, you 
never thought I’d marry her?"

One look between them was 
enough.

"Forgive me, Darby, forgive me!" 
she cried, and Nurse O'Brien, com
ing to look for her model helper, 
fo-und her. regardless of contagion, 
clasped close in the arms of a stal
wart, blue-eyed man.

As soon as she couid be spared 
Nurse O’Lnary sent in her papers to 
the Dublin hospital where she had 
striven and suffered and labored, and 
went back with Polly to Dera. But 
in the meantime she had learned, 
from Dabby and his step-mother, thé 
story of the past.

Old Darby was so firmly set on 
getting those fields that when his 
son failed him the only thing was to 
marry the girl himself; and this plan 
had answered so well that he sooh 
forgave young Darby, and was will
ing to take him back to favor^again. 
But the loss of Margot had unsettled 
him too much, he could not stay in 
the spot, where he had lost her, and, 
wandering away to Dublin, he had 
managed at last to get taken into 
the police force, so that Baughan 
only knew hfin during his yearly ho
liday. Two days ago he had come 
down, and onè of his first visits had 
been to the infirmary to inquire af
ter his stepmother, so that a whole 
long month of summer days lay be
fore him.

For Margot, basking once more in 
the sunshine of love and home, they 
passed by too quickly; but when he 
left her jt was not for long. Before 
many weeks had passed he came 
back to her again with the necessary 
permission, and they were married 
as joyfully and as happily as though 
waiting and parting were things un
known. And though more gladness 
came than sorrow to their little 
home out in the world, they always 
loved Baughan and Dera best; and 
when, after some years, young Dar
by's times was up, they came back 
to the old homestead, where, with 
increased capabilities and a nice 
little pension, the son was invalu
able to h|s father, and in the house 
a very young Darby reigned supreme 
in the hearts of the mother and the 
granny, who could both claim the 
title of "Darby Clancy's Wife." — 
Catholic Fireside.

tlons of those who gat
Their hearts are in their___
they love it and it constitutes 
life and their chief happiness""*

The children ore obedient, unsel
fish, united and devoted to 'each 
other’s happiness. They do not have 
to go abroad for constant amuse
ment. They scrupulously avoid 
dances and all doubtful places of 
amusement. They are supplied with 
interesting i Catholic books apd pa
pers! and pure general literature.

The*£ijtre not long-faced, strait
laced and over-demure in their de
portment. On the contrary, they are 
cheerful, light-hearted and gay on 
occasion, and ready for innocent 
games and .amusements. It is evi
dent that the great distinguishing 
feature of the family is that con
science, like a secret, invisible pow
er, pervades and dominates it. Its 
members live not for themselves ex
clusively, £ut for others. The poor 
have always a warm place in their 
hearts, and they are ever ready to 
contribute liberally, according to 
their ability, to all religious and 
charitable objects. They are happy 
and they delight in making others 
happy.

People are not only well for- 
tified f°r the troubles and trials of 
life, but, what is of far greater con
sequence. they are prepared to meet 
the grim messenger, death, with 
calmness and composure, and with a 
good hope of eternal happiness in 
the world to come.

Society Du ectot y
ST. ANTHONY’S COURT, C. O F 

meet» on the second and fourth 
Friday of every month In their 
hall, comer Seigneur» and Notre 
Dame streets. A. T. O'Connell C 
R., T. W. Kane, secretary.

DISEASES of THE SKIN 
result from a great variety 
of causes, but as the study 
or them progresses, more and 
more are found to be due to the ac
tion of some parasitic microbe. 
Ringworm, acne, bolls, carbuncles 

.certain forme of eczema, barbers’ 
Itch and many other affections are 
undoubtedly caused by the presence 
and growth In the skin of certain 
microbes. These differ in the differ
ent affections, but all of them must 
be brought from without in the first 
instance and be deposited in the 
skin before the particular disease 
can be produced.

It is not always possible to déter
mine how the germ of the disease is 
carried to the skin, but Very often 
probably in the great majority of 
cases, the infection occurs in. the 
toilet. It is a curious fact that we 
are never so carojess regarding the 
transmission of dirt from one per
son to another—for thnt is really 
what infection is—as -we are in the 
process by which we try to make 
ourselves clean.

The common use by a number Of 
persons of the same piece of soap 
resting often in a dirty dish, of 
towels nnd of hair brushes and 
combs is one of the best possible 
methods of transmitting skin dis
eases. Children are doubtless more 
careless in this respect than their 
eiders—the school wash-room is a 
capital clearing-house for microbes 
and loathsome animai parasites as 
well—but one need only to look into 
the wash-room of any hotel, even 
the most pretentious, to be convinc
ed that the grown man has but lit
tle more hygienic sense than his son.

Another place where diseases of 
the skin and scalp are freely dis
pensed is the average barber' shop. 
Hair brushes, combe, scissors—more
than all, the patent hair-clipper _
shaving brushes, razors, cups and 
soap, towels—often only mangled 
and not boiled or oven washed —

ST. PATRICK’S SOCIETY.—Estab- 
liehed March 6th, 1866, incorpor
ated 1863, revised 1864. Meets in St. Patrick’. Hall, 62 St. bal
der etreet, flr»t Monday of th» 
month. Committee meet» last Wed
nesday. Officers : Rev. Director
2eV‘ t' <iulnlivan' P I> President' 
Wm; E. Doran; lit Vic? T J 
O’Neill ; 2nd Vice, F. 'caiey : 
Treasurer, John O'Leary; Correal 
ponding Secretary, F. J. Curran, 
B.C.L.; Recording-Secretary, T p 
Tansey.

LADIES’ AUXILIARY to the An
cient Order of Hibernians, Divi
sion No. 1. The above Division 
meets in St, Patrick’» Hgll, 92 St. 
Alexander etreet, on the first Stn( 
day at 4.80 p. .In, and third 
Thursday, at 8 p.m., of every 
month. President. Mrs. Sarah Al
len; Vice-President. Misa Annie 
Donovan: Financial Secretary, Miss 
Emma Doyle; Treasurer. Mrs. 
Mary O'Brien: Recording Secretary 
Nora Kavanaugh. 1RS Inspecto- 

,street. Division Physician 
Thomas J. Curran. 2076 
Catherine St. Application forms 
can be procured from the members, 
or at the hall before meetings.

Dr.
St.

A .O.H.—DIVISION NO. 2 - Meets 
in lower vestry of St. Gabriel New 
Church corser Centre and Laprairie 
streets, on the 2nd and 4th Friday 
of each month, at 8 p.m. President 
John Cavanagh. 886 St. Catherine 
etreet ; Medical Adviser. Dr. Hugh 
Lennon, 255 Centre street, tele
phone Mato 2289. Recording-Se
cretary, Thomas Donohue. 812 Hi
bernia street,—to whom all com
munications should be addressed 
Peter Doyle, Financial Secretary : 
E. J. Golfer, Treasurer. Delegates 
to St. Patrick’s League :— J 
Cavanagh, D. S. McCarthy and 
Cavanagh*

J.
I J.

Household Notes.

- ---- w. uvun wuynea —
sponges, powder-puffs, stick pomade 
and, last, but not least in their of
fending, the hands of the barber tnav 
all become vehicles to diatrlbnte dis
ease.

But there Is, perhaps, as great 
need of reform in the home as in 
public places. Each member of the 
family should have soap, towel, hair 
brush and every article of the toilet 
for his exclusive use ns absolutely 
as he has his tooth-brush, and his 
tooth-brush should rest upon its own 
dish or, better still, hang by itself 
and not share a dish with one or 
half a dozen others.

This necessity of individuality in 
the toilet ahouid be impressed by 
precept and by example upon even- 
child from the very beginning, for 
the practice of perfect cleanliness 
may not only prevent some dis
agreeable skin eruption, but also 
more serious disease —Youths’ Com-

A O.H., DIVISION NO. 8. meets on 
the first and third Wednesday of* 
each month, at j863 Notre Dame 
street, near McOiil. Officers : Al
derman D. Gallery, M.P., Presi
dent; M. McCarthy. Vice-President; 
Fred. J. Devlin. Kec.-Secretarv. 
1528F Ontario street; L. Brophv 
Treasurer; John Hughes* Financial 
Secretary, 65 YoUng street; M. 
Fennel, Chairman, Standing Com
mittee; John O’Donnell, Marshal

ST. ANN’S YOUNO MEN’S SOCIE
TY organized 1885—Meets in it» 
hall, 157 Ottawa etreet. on <h» 
first Sunday of each month, at 
2.80 p.m. Spiritual Adviser, Rev. 
E._Strubbe, C.SS.R.; President. D. 
J. O’Neill; Secretary, J. Murray: 
Delegates to St. Patrick's League: 
J. Whitty, D. J. O'Neill and M. 
Casey.

The "Sacred Heart_Revie#,” un
der the title "A Contrast in Catho
lic Families,’’ truly says 

There is undoubtedly a striking 
contrast between true Catholic fami
lies and thoao that ye not truly 
Catholic. The very atmospheres 
the two kinds ore different, 
strikes you ah

* the worm

ST. PATRICK’S T. A. A B. SO
CIETY.—Meets on the second Sun
day of every month In St. Pat
rick’s Hall. 92 St. Alexander St.. 
Immediately after Vespers. Com
mittee of Management meets I» 
same hall the first Tuesday of every 
month at 8 p.m. Rev. Father Mc
Grath, Rev. President ; James J. 
Coetlgan, 1st Vice-President; Jno. 
P. Gunning, Secretary, 716 St. An
toine street. St, Henri..
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