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Bell Telephone Mais 1679,

Bet: Tel. Main 355, Night and day service.

Conroy Bros.
i J lg;CENTRE STREET

Estimares Given.
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

um’

-2l Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters.

awrence Riley

PLASTERER
10 John Rilley. Hstablished in xu:‘

o8 kinds promptly attended to,

15 Pass Street, Point St. Charles.

), b, WELSH & GO

Caterers and Confectionsrs

0 HERMINE STREET,  MONTREAL
PRSI

Manufacturers of the Famous D. H. w.

Prands Caramels and Everton Toffee,

Banquets,

g etc. Per
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SOCINTY DIRECTORY.

#7. PATRICK'S SOCIETY.—Estab-
Mshed March 6th. 1856; incorpor-
sted 1868; Meets in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 93 St. Alexander street, first
Monday of the month. Committee
mests  last Wednesday. Officers:

Rev. Gerald Mc-

Rev. Obaplain,
Sheve, P.P.: PresiGent, Mr. H. J

Kavanagh, K. C.;

President, W. Q.

; Revording Secretary, Mr

T. P. Tansey; Am.-Raeorﬂng“Se-
ar-
shal, Mr. B. Campbell; Asst. Mar-

aetary, Mr. M. E. Tansey;
* shal, Mr. P. Conxolly.

1st Vice-Presi-
dot, Mr. J. C. Walsh; 9nd Vice-
Kennedy ;
Treasurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corres-
pomding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber-

Spsis ofCanadian North-West

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

ANY even numbered sectiom of Domé-
gion Lend in Manitoba, Sasikatehe
28,

by
sy person who i the sols Hiead of a
baily, or any male over 18 years of
%, to the extent of ome-quarter ses-
fon of 160 acres, more or lesw.

loeal land offies for the distréet
R which the land is situated. -
Eotry by proxy may, however, be
Bade on oertain sonditions by  the
7, mother, son, daughter, bro-
or sister of an intending home

i
ht

]%‘. gy ‘clan  and stalwart ihecd is a shrine lamp.”’

[ like A all, with the same mystic ““Yes, the photograph was taken
“blue Celtic eyes as his people—had |of her in the llLt::gle:;a :;1 : her
finished  his little Lenten supper, |bedroom, which she used as am ora~
well earned after a long day onthe [tory. It was an amateur photo-
hills. It had been a hard day, for |graph taken by my father, who
he had been flighting to heal a feud |adored her. He would not h;;ve a
between Catholic landowrers and | painted picture donme from it, but 1
Protestant tenant, and his spirit | wished it.”

was bruised with the buffer atti- | “I is just like the lamp the lady

t\:lde which had been forced upon | carried to-night.”’ The young man
him. And so he was very glad to |smiled again.
forget the people of the earth, | ‘It must be g sort of brain wave

though the lrish earth itself was so | between us,”’ he said. ‘‘How strange!
beautiful in its vast wide stretches For we have mever met till

under the stars that he would not | night. We must be capable of what
let hiS housekeeper draw the little | they call ‘sympathetic vibratioms,’
red curtains of his cottage. So he | Father.”

! sat gazing out at the hills under | ‘1 hope so, my son.’”

the stars, following in imugirmbi‘on! “Just before you came, as I un-
the curve of the now irvisible road | packed the picture, 1 was thinking
to the point where it reached the | of the way she used to bend over
borizon and dipped into the hollow, ; me in the night, holding that lamp,
where stood a largisn, empty man- | When she returned from g
or, house. How often in years past | Party or g ball 1 generally awoke
he had wished that this house was |—for she always brought me sweet~
occupied, tenanted by a young man
| and his wife and their children—peo-
'ple of leisure,

to love the beautiful scent she used.

with warm hearts | Sometimes’’—the speaker gave
land a purse ready to help the poor | roguish smile—‘'sometimes I was |
folks! But though the owner was | greedy and used to break my pro-

presumably quite a young man, he
had, they said, other ard bigger |
houses—one in Dublin and one in | gin to eat it.

mise to her and pull the crystallised

But 1 generally fell

England—and he had_no use for | asleep in the middle and woke in
this one. Once, five years ago, he | the mornirg witl! my cheeks all
had come there to settle g lamd dis- | stained and sticky! Then 1 was
pute, but Father Hilary had not |scolded!”’

seen him on his flying visit, amd His guest laughed with him. Ne-

ver had Father Hilary felt so young
for years.
‘“And now wyou are alone?!’ he ask-

the caretaker himsell scarcely kmew
his employer by sight. The house
had a garden, all run wild, and into

it Father Hilary often wandered. He¢ | ed presently, ‘‘and master of your
thought to-night once more of thai | great possessioms.’’
gilent, shuttered house, and then his “Yes—but 1 hope T shall not be

thoughts left the earth and soared alone for long. I shall marry’*—his
to the stars, which he loved even | Tace was brisk and resolute—‘and
better than the earth. It was am| then’'—he sighed for the first time—
extraordinary night for stars. It | “T must come and mamage my pro-
was sad that his telescope—it was a | perty.””

legacy from an old Dublin professor, ““You will not forget your respon-
his uncle—should Dbe out of order | sibilities here, T trust ?"

to-night. He opened the door and “Indeed, I will not.””

let in the might wind, strangely “You have enjoyed some vears of
warm for this time of year, and | freedom from trouble, at least,”’
carrying with it a fragrance as of | said the priest. with a little pathe
the sea. He strolled down the well- | tic smile, in which there was some
known road, looking up at the pla- | irony.

mets, almost hearing the stars sing The host spread out his hands to

in their courses. And lo! a figure | the blaze gaily

came towards him. Tt was a wo- “Yes ; I have been very happy,
man with a little lJamp, red and | Father, My mother said to me—al-
green, lke a lamp that might hang | most her last wofds as she laid her
in a foreign shrine. She was very | hand upon mv head (and I was on-

tall and dressed in soft black. Her

ly six years old ! )—'Be happy ; you
hair was fair—or was it grey?—and

were meant for hapoiness. Love me,

over it floated a wrap of black lace. | and I will never leave you. If Igo
“Father,” she said in a curious | sway for 4 little now, I will come

whisper, “‘you are wanted—want | hack.” Afterwards I knew, I under-

ed. A man is on the eve of death | gto0d.”

at The House (,"nmf‘ (‘-j’t your ‘“She has come back, my son ; she

hat. Come. She pointe called me to you,’”’ »d the priest,

ed dow:n the rond to” the hidden | 4 vine his hand. he thinks you

memor in the hollow. { need me. Perhaps, though you are

‘““The holy vessels—'’ he began. | so happy, vou still have need of me
|

‘“There is not time,’’ she said. | ell me, my som, have you need ? Is
‘“Come, follow! 1 W;_“ go before | there anything in your soul which
you with my lamp. She turned | prieves or burdens you, any desire

and went back sgain while'he plung-
ed indoors for his hat and hurried
after her. He oould see her somse
way ahead along that mile of rough
road. He saw her waiting at the
gate, her lamp glowing like a tiny
red and green jewel. The wind blew
her drapery across it suddenly and
hid it. . But he knew she waited.
He could have sworr she Waited
there at the gate, though the lamp
d@id not show. But there was mno-
thing! And yet she had sure'y
passed through it somehow, thourhl
he had missed hearing the click of
the latch; for there was mo othe:
way into the wilderness of the gar-

that hurts you, any fear which gath-
ers 7"’

The host thought for a moment,
and then he said : ‘‘There is neith-
er fear nor burden, nor desire which
burns me; but in my heart is a little
heap of faults. .1 have not fought
them as I should. .They are like a
dust heap which grows ever larger.
My mother warned my father—1 re-
member it though I was such a
child—'We must sweep away the
small faults lest they become S0
high that they shut out the ‘‘Beau-
tiful Mountain.””’ That is how she
put it. It is long since I have
confessed, Father. I have been

den. He eaw lights in sevem‘l, “2‘; travelling in the Rast, where there
‘the W*_"d"ws- and mho ;?:r enm. were no priests of my, church.”
afresh: for the caretaker ““You shall confess to me now.”’

sleep in the house. Something um-

“With gratitude.”
usual was surely on foot. It was g

e i € led

his lips to quell a W:en the con!oss'lon was  end
w‘:;l;“:' g:;g:]:: lthuatl;) he k-?;ocked logs were piled upon the h_m,
L and the host called for a foreign

at the door. It was opemed by a
middle-aged man, foreigm in aspect, |
with all the courteous and polished
air of the trained servant of a gen-
tlemar, He spokd with a  slight
Ttalian accent it seemed. To Father !

ocordial and made a spiced drink,
very light and refreshing. And
again Father Hilary felt that vouth
had come back to him while he lis-
tened: to tales of adventure ard voy-
age and examined the beautiful and

? i surpris-
Hulary s“enqmm yg-avve )a,m sﬂl:ow- symbolic things which the traveller
" inmds ol astonish- | had brought home. They talked,
% uid’:m“’enﬁztﬁw"ﬁ:sexpla&nx. moreover, of the country-side, of
% | mas the orly inmate of the house | the neighbors, poor or: rich, and of
vesl- |1 ocides ;hon:e]yt Both were perfect- | the sadness ‘of closed houses and

tangled gardens. The host colored
and said:

““This is part of the message my

ly well and strong. They had ar-
rived for g short business visit, and
did not wish to make the fact pub
Yic. During the conversation a do(:f
pened and the master came out.
:fﬁenheheardmemeamlngd the
he burst out laughing.

To Strengthgn
the Nerves

Nerve fores. like electricity, is hard
to explain. i &

One thing is certain. Nerve force
ean only be created from rich, red
‘bleod

heart good.
It must
“A lady with
thing is impossib

be a Prick,”” he cried.
& bright lamp? The
le! - Someone is
tease us all. Come

dinmer |

meats to eat in the morning. I used |

L

fruit from under my pillow and be- |

lcolor in his face!

v s " i o TR 7 5
B o ¥ \ |mother surely wished you to give
1F 3 P ‘me—that I must live more among
A o MY tenants. I promise you that it M
E et o il ol Father Morriscy’s
: ; the year I will spend here. And I
hope to bring my bride here. 1

hope my firstborn will be baptized
you.””

?resently they parted and Father
Hilary took the road home. The
stars were shining more brightly
than before, the wind carried a
stronger fragrance of tho sea and
hi§ pulses beat high. He was 50
wideawake and so exhilarated that
he was forced to reéad till his mind
£grew quieter.
phrase sounding in his ears—a great

the feud which had caused

others so much pain. At sundown in concentrated form. Iach tablet, dissolved in the stomach,
he was on his way home agnin. 'Y will digest 13{ pounds of food, which is more than an H
was nec that he should perq average meal
““The He was bursting ; §
with the impulse to impart tho suc- Read what Father Morriscy’s treatment did for Mr. %
; lm:i/m his  mission to the happy Gosline, of Salmon Lake. He writes Nov. 30, 1908 :
{ I;A‘ l» ':»:-y\l:i;t”:“‘)l,::(,\.:,',‘]“. \\_\:‘I:”;\l“ l\\::‘;: “I was troubled with indigestion, so severe that I really thought o
I Uit (he Site i ins herils | I had cancer of the stomach, i took much _tlnulors' rmnmlw.s*, till i
[ Bl bt AwaE n‘lurl\o: ettt " | I was forced !o seek another resource, and lln? was the Rev. Father ) i
s i i ,‘ » Uhe * imds Morriscy. His treatments worked miracles, until I have been qx!lm*ly 8
MALR Surely, surcly, his friend cured, so that now I do not look to the quality of the diet but vl
| his newly-found parishioner, had not to the quantity.” 5 i
departed  in secret?  Surely ha 5oc. at your dealer’s. 63 B
wqul(l at least  write, or return ¥ ;:
‘ quickly to keep his promises? It Father Morriscy Medicine Co., Ltd., - Chatham, N.B.
| seemed long before the door was|
| opened, once more by the Italian, 3
| servant His handsome face was i
| haggard, his grey head bowed. TEaias I g
I ‘“My master is gone,”’ he said, | l

with a broken voice; ‘‘he is here, up-,
stairs, but he is gone.
night, in his sleep, I
but you had gone out too n»url_v.|
The doctor came. From twenty|
miles awav they fetched him. B'ut’
I knew it was too late. The hl’«:u‘t'
was weak, he said. My master died!

It was last
sent for you, |

just like his father before him. No|
one could foresee. And there i
color still in his face. Come and
Bow.> ) |

“It is @ blessed passing,’”’ whispen
ed the servamt, as they stood A !
his master. “'Look—the smile, the

I found him so’’
—he leaned his cheek sideways on
his hands, one under the other—‘‘ex-
actly as he slept as a little boy. He
has always been happy, and he has
carried happiness with him wher-
ever we travelled. And now the
happiness is gone away with him.”’

*‘Nay, some of it remains with
us,’”’ suid the priest. ‘‘Come, we
will giva thanks.”’

Soft night winds, i1ragrance of the
sea, light of the stars, and the su-
perb sense of spiritual
these were the great facts for
ther Hilary to-night. He was full
of a deep joy; for years he had
known it—the actuality of the things
which people regard as ‘‘supernatu-

Fa-

| they are stupidly

| hidden things

I
|

|
|
|

ral,”” of which they are afraid, and
at which they jeer simply because
afraid. For years
he had preached the beauty of the
talked to his
of the ‘‘eyes of the soul,’”’ '‘the music
of holy hearts,”” the invisible world,
which is the real world But, his
mysticism was beyond many of
them, and they always needed a mi-
racle to corvince them. A miracle! |
When the greatest miracle in the
world—heavenly love and carthly |
(if, indeed, one could dare to draw
a difference )—was always at their !
doors! Here—here was a  miracle
indeed, the miracle of the meseenger
with the lamp, who called a priest’
to shrive her son -on his last night,
who gave Father Hilary that glimpse
of the shadowing wings of happy |
angels, who helped him to that hap-
py meeting with a happy man—hap- |
py in his life, happy in the way
that he had, in the Oriental phrase
‘‘changed his life.”” What a beauti i
ful phrase! The young man had |
quoted it last night. Fuather Hilary
made a note of it in his book. Then !
he set down briefly, with: the dates
and hour, the story of the hady with
the lamp, that it might be a tes-
timony to the unbelieving Lastly
he put away pen and tablet and sat
still, quite still, with the little red |
curtains blowing in the breeze, _wml |
thought again ‘of what De Molinos
had written of silence: ‘“There are
three silences : the firsti silence of
word; the second, silenca of desiresy
the third, silence of thought.  Tre
first is perfect, the sccond more per-
fect, the third most perfect. Tn the
first, virtue is acquiredt in the
svoond, quietness is attained; in the
third. internal resolution is ;z:\h:w‘d.
By not speaking, desiring, thinking,
ry;re arrives at the true and perfect
and mystical silence wheren God
speaks ‘with the soul, communicates
Himeelf to it, and, in the abyss of
His own depth, teaches the most
perfect amd exalted wisdom.”’—Maud |
Stepney Rawson.

The _Woodstock Inn.

This comfortable and attractive re-
sort that caters vo winter guests
is situated twelve miles from White
River Junction, Vt., and is reached
from Montreal by the Grand Trunk
and - Central Vermont Railways, to
White River Junctiom, thence by |,

stock Railway to  Wood:
the o distance from Montreal

He fell asleep with a |

phrase from the writings of the holy |

Spaniard, De Molinos, in praise of distress after. e:}tmg—when
silence. you feel irritable and
Certainly it brought him good deprcssed—then you may
sleep, for he was up and off to hi know that the digestive
work carly mext. day. A hapry fluids in the stomach are not sufficient to digest what you eat.
day! It ended with the healing of 2

him ard

actualities— |

people |

member us 2"’ ‘twont be long now, ayther, Mike »
“Well, sir,’” said Mike, *'1I'm Chink- “‘,‘”“‘“"’,“’, S el TR I
in’ it’ll be just wbout as long as we P ike and off he trudged down 1
i Sopy the street b
remember thim i o, e " A B
If that' Hoth h I 1 t “Well, said Mike, ““what d've s
i hat's all, en e lor w : 9 U 5
reiful to us, for we'll need i’ 1 think of that ; : i
"""" t " 1 | ¥ ? ] r “Oh! Mike—there's them he's for- B
I;:' o '\\ (::I\ ‘;' I‘j':l)i 4 ;(;'“"{"_0:‘ gotten—he said so himself. May the i
g AR b St ity wrood Lord forgive us—me, 1 mean!’’ g
| Thomas o Kempis some searching As T spoke Father — came through g
truths on the point | the porch on his way to breakfast. e |
“Well who knows ?"" said  Mike. | yje cqupht my last words. |
““Listen now—Mornin,” James, "tis o “What's the matter?’”’ he said.
beautiful day. “Father, 1'm tempted to wish ¥ !
His salutation was addreseed to was dead and on James Nolan's 4
an old man coming out of the base- list,” I said. Mike left us, and
mert. His face was abundantly fa- Lot back into the church, grin-
miliar to me, seeing that every i, widely as he went.

at the back of the cm'n.or wisle It in with five large sheets of Yorotas !
was such an old man’s face as one cap next Sunday. Did he call the 3
sees often in Ireland, on which the roll for you?"’ X 8
peace of childhood seems to have so | “He ()i‘d," Tadidi :

| softened the marks of time and | “And. did: you stop to ask . your

struggle that the lines are all re-! solf how he A\v:rﬂ able to do it al-

poseful and }:unnonfmus. “\l/h:; S"C;l':_ most without drawing breath and

tan presented me formall) 0 " without a stop?’’

James Nulunl-} AL (;‘,),‘m(vd( ()‘x:i:. n:n‘u A great light poured in on my

like yourself, sir!’’—amn e A

changed conventional ‘“';"f'}(“" 8 me. | “Every morning of his Jife he calls

“Well, James,"” said Mike, some-1 i 00 a¢ Mass. Some of the peo-

“.hfu M]gm'ﬁ.““.l‘“_ nl‘)(lr’()n:\vw;;r(;\::{ ple on it are dead these sixty to
| catively, -l'f‘h'h Callaghan FL | seventy years, I suspect ‘twould be |
easier to-day. a waste of good prayers for most g

fore - Molly Joyce somewhere else. 1 hope James 48 in
wh.m ! There's a great plenty .one my parish when I die.”’
since thin.” ks 545 saftertion A
3 l”]'W("V(- more iriends that side than | m:']r:t stopped in he » a
this, said Mike, ,q_urn-plnt,.ou.-aly‘ 11 el yon | something & AR
pulling my coat bl;:":"!"ﬂmt 11 said  You'll promise not to laugh. How
‘‘Bemor, we wve Ul : 4 5 Tols ] PR
Jun’::(';mw;th a laugh. “I'Il have tin | :li:,l ":'l’“':'s:‘m:’l::c:l‘.?}f I meam after
more names in me envelope noxt | T u;ld h.m
| 8 for this year.' I ox 4 N o
Sun;l:'v how many’ll that nrake, | I thought so. How'do you P

“No. 11” Cures
Stomach Troubles.

When your stomach is
working right you never
know it is there. But when
it feels as heavy as lead—
when you have Heartburn,
Belching of Wind, Sourness,
a gnawing hunger, with

5

Rev. thherMorns '

yy

Father Morriscy’s “No. 11 ablets supply these fluids

“At Least You, My Friends.”

The ‘“Month’s Mind’' was over \} 50 on.

'l‘hc_l”ritﬁt had unvested and was U His wife’s name came late in the

makmg his thanksgiving before the | list. He called her his ‘“‘darlin’’ Mol-

altar in the little basement church.| ke.”” 1 could hardly repress g start

The widow and her two little girls | when he named ‘‘Charles Stewart b
in deep black still knelt in the seats | Parnell,”’ and qa little later *‘William b
at the top of the aisle. The sacris- | Kwart Gladstone.”” For what seem-
tan removed the oatafalaue and| ed many minutes he stood there 3
stowed away under the organ the | his eyes closed, the pames coming b
| six tall candlesticks with the yellow | rapidly and without o shadow of ]
| candles. hesitation. It took him perhaps I
| I met him in the porch us | went three minutes to recite the roll—at %
| out ““John Cuallaghan,” he said in | last caune John Callaghan &
| answer to my unspoken question. an’ Richard Lonergan, an’ certain i
| **He drqve a wagon for Bedford’'s others an’ thim that has none to

the coal people. Thim's the widow  pray for thim.”

| and two girls The boy works We had prayed the first time for

in Schultz's, the groceri The hay Lonergan’s soul the previous Sun-

| then would’'nt kave him free to come  day Mike looked at me with tri-

| to the month's mind this morninl ! | umph in his eye and James came

| The Lord reward him—and He will,' to himself with g jerk.

too. When his turn comes he'tl know “That's g lomg list,” 1 said, lame+

| what it is to need 5 friend. Purga ly

tory’ll be terrible lonesome for some "Pis not manny for sivinty-six

| people—if they'ro lucky wnough Lo years, sir,”” said James, “‘an’ there’'s |
get there.”” thim I've forgottem, too. Lord ha’ f

“Mike,”” said 1 pointedly, -“‘how = mercy on thim! __An' .l hope they'H 4

long do vou think anyone will re- | forgive me when my own time comes ]

morning he occupied the same scat ““You might be worse off. He’ll be

said James. ‘‘Lord

““He will »o,"’
He was a mood,

ha' mercy on him !
steady man. 1 knew his father n
old St. James's down town. He
went after Paddy Sheehan and be-
Lord be good to |

| of them only there's no such thing.
No, I don’t mean what you think—
1 mean they're in Heaven long ago
if they're James's kind, and James”
prayers are undoubtedly distributed

pose he came to put in the phrase,
‘certain others?’ Well T'll have to
3 o, his tell you—it's too good to keep. When
worked wtn,lh‘ ;'t:,;l;n::ghthe et 1first came to this parish b:m;!

ire ) L X fi ’ list ¢ame in, o
A hundnerd. an Sngraon gl o3 ::;ﬁm wi:?m.ilnudmd:x:h e

' tin this year—thai t :

Yenaherd an’ forty-four,” .‘NW"“’“iSanle',”'dxm.La u:o“mmiml:
James with periect ot 11 said | there’s n big list of deaths ~evely

_Wc ' now, nfectly natunai air of | day in the Heral w,lw'. ’on you,
Mxkﬂ‘wnh”a perfe e ant. forty. | pray for them, too? Tis amd, :
surprise. ‘A hundhe i notion,” says James.  And  every
four ! It bates me the  ‘certain

t and

e Ity ya e m.tdny he puts them
member y 1
| ‘pletes his intention later by  going
borrowing

James ?’' Mike's voice dripped simu-~
lated nonchalance while his face

» in
James, i ' PR
others’ part of his lis
ce e i to
Tis aisy enough % gadd nten L 4
to the sexton’s office and Y

Ls
thim whin they’re yer friends

o uld 6 the Herald to’ read them over.
“1 suppose ve oould call the roll

amv time,” said Mike endeavoring to -'1:3? %-:w n;m; &m

:;zteyetmol_"eiﬁdiﬂaw}mm_. . 4 i




