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THE DOWN. 
__JLtV and Hie* down by tlie sea, 

- J8|8p£2teiifl the veil of r.tin on the down: 
•£¥s

;l«iaStisJSie same through the mist and the rain to 
' $•$*'. *"* '• itt8 

j&j•': jfrom the safe, warm lUhts of the town. 'W<{ -
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•The rain shone in her hnir, 
•J And her face gleamed^in the rain: 
And only the nfeht and the rain were there 

V As she came to me out of the r do. 
„ ^—Arthur Symonds. 

A HAUNTED MONASTERY 
After t he ba t t les of Chnrillos v.nd 

JSHraflores in the au tumn of 1 * 1 , 
Which ended the war between r h i l i 
and Peru, our dut ies as war corre 
spondents being" over, Lewis A lion 
©ad I de te rmined to take in Jhe.,acL>r 
a n d to spend t he balance of tho dry 
season in vis i t ing the country wnere 
twen ty volcanoes can by a l i t t le 
Stretch be seen at once. We visited 
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi, Imbabura and 
o t h e r s and went to see the wonderful 
l ava bed of Cayambi, ten miles long 
and five hundred feet deep. 

While the re I learned of an old 
monas te ry , t h e Gesu. which so t radi 
t i on has it, was deserted a t the t ime 
Of t h e erupt ion of Cayambi, in 1691, 
I de te rmined to see i t It lies away 
u p t he mountainside, 14,0 X) feet 
Above sea level and 9,000 above the 
l i t t l e vi l lage where we were s taying. 

T h e prospect of t he tor tuous mule 
•climb, the h igh a l t i tude and the 
•other difficulties deter red Allen, who 
prefer red the res t and the^society of 
•some dark-eyed senori tas; and I, with 
•a gu ide s ta r ted on the two day 's as
s e n t , which was made successfully. 

My t i red mule turned t he las t bend 
In t h e s teep mounta in path, and the re 
before me were the old ruins of t he 
•convent toward which I had been 
c l imbing for two days. The sun was 
sintking in to t̂ he Pacific, which I 
<jould jus t make out miles away. I t 
seemed more like a hazy blue sky 
t h a n the ocean. Never have I in all 
my journeyings beneath the wonder
ful blue dome seen such a panorama. 

""" The t ropical sun had used his finest 
b r u s h with his choicest t in ts , and the 
de l ica te t rac ings seemed reflected 
back upon t he Andes tpp, mak ing a 
landscape which would have sent 
Sa lva to r Rosa to his knees, while h is 
a r t i s t ' s soul would have ehanted t h e 
T e Deum of his life in grateful 
t h a n k s g i v i n g for the sight. Not to 
m i s s one moment of the glor ious 
p i c t u r e I dismounted and sent my 
s e r v a n t forward wi th t he beasts. 

When I reached the convent ga t e 
m y guide was t a lk ing to an old man. 
H e made "place for me. The ohi fellow 
m u s t have been 100 years old- He 
w a s bent and wrinkled; t h e skin of 
h i s face was l ike an -old piece of 
c r u m p l e d h ide whioh - had been pu t 
as ide after a fruitless a t t e m p t to 
smoo th i t out. -

I asked him if I could spend the 
n i g h t t he re , after te l l ing h im the ob
jec t wi th which I made the journey. 
H e pointed to a l i t t le adobe shanty 
a b o u t six by seven feet, t h e door of 
which stood open, and mumbled 
someth ing which I imperfectly made 
ou t to mean t h a t h is hospi ta l i ty could 
be bu t scanty. Ra the r t h a n stay in 
t h a t wre tched hovel over nigli t" I 
de t e rmined to sleep under t he trees. 

I pointed to t he ivy-covered, low-
lying, long one-story bui lding some 
d i s t a n c e beyond, and asked if I migh t 
no t sleep the re . He replied t h a t no 
one had lived in the convent for 
near ly two hundred years , bu t t h a t 
About twen ty years before two t ravel 
e r s had vis i ted t he re and had re
mained a few weeks ske tch ing and 

• hunt ing , , and t h a t they had occupied 
t h e room a t t he south end, which 
t h e n was in be t t e r condit ion than the 
r e s t of t h e rooms. All the other 
rooms had long since become roofless 
e x c e p t t h a t one, which was under t he 
bell- tower. If I would like to see ib 
h e would go wi th me, but he J^ad not 
been in t he bui ld ing for sixty years . 

I cannot descr ibe the feeling which 
such u t t e r indifference to surround
ings produced in me. While th is 
conversa t ion had taken place my 
Ind ian had tu rned the mules out to 
graze , had wrapped his b lanke t 
a round him, and, so far as I could 
judge , was a l ready enjoying his well-

-earned rest , wi th no roof save a l a rge 
o leander bush. The old man went 
i n h i s h u t and brough t out a rude 
wax t a p e r and wi thout 
t h e way to the nor th 
bui ld ing , where I made 
give black door, which 

led 
t he 

a word 
end of 
out a mas-
opened in-

& 

wards - En te r ing he l ighted his 
p r imi t i ve candle, tu rned to t he left 

. a n d led the way down a stone floor 
corr idor . The cobwebs made i t 
a lmos t impassable . On the one side 
t h e r e was no t an opening, while on 
t h e o ther every few feet t h e r e was a 
p lace where a door had been, and in 
some cases t h e r e were t he remains 
of a door a lmost gone from dry r o t 

In t h e small cell-like rooms were 
h e a p s of rubbish from the fallen roofs 
a n d wal lc ' This corr idor mus t have 
been-a t leas t 150 feet JShg. I passed 
down"its length , ^bringing up the r ea r 
of the' procession of two, unti l my 
p i lo t came ' to a ha l t a t the las t door-
Hvay, t he door s tanding half open. 
Als we entered a mons te r ba t whisked 
by my head, t hen another . Doubt
l e s s they had been i n t e r rup t ed in 
t h e i r noc turna l forage. 

Ins ide t h e l i t t l e room the re was a 
ni&e r u s t i c cot-frame made of poles 
w i t h t h e ba rk sti l l on. The window, 
a ^ma&l square hole, was closed with 
two-ijieb, i ron bars almost rus ted away. 
I n s t e a d of panes of g lass t he spider 

JtfflM" ' subs t i t u t ed a ne twork which 
;%Imosis s h u t out t h e s tars . I told t he 
; # M m a n t h a t I would spend the n igh t 
.;.%| t h i s old mxmk's room. He looned 
kgfet&e a moment and said: «'AloneP" 
*JL4$B$&6&, " r e s . " H e shook his old 

. ; ^ p | i ' . a n d m u t t e r e d someth ing which 
| . ^ ^ i l ^ t O b e : "&«* k-Aflr. irnu « i f«_" 

miwm. 
God keep you safe. 

-opttld J§ee t h a t h e marveled 
K J p ^ l & i R :c-c«rage, being himself, no 

Tl i l l l l^ l f fce the rest of his race, 
m0m:j Itrwas not until Ms 

S l ^ p t s ^ &**& awajraraa the bigr 

•h id 

i."- - • 

r eve rbe ra t ing among t h e h i l l s t h a t I 
r e a l i z e d t h e s e n s a t i o n of b e i n g u t t e r l y 
l o n e l y . H o w e v e r , I h a d b e e n B O 

much alone in my many travels tlbat 
I did not at first mind it, but this 
was qui te unl ike a n y t h i n g ever 
before experienced. 

I began to feel very uncomfortable 
and was a lmost sorry t h a t I h a 4 not 
camped out with the Indian. How
ever, de termined to make t he best 
of t he job, which was bad enough, I j 
spread my blanket on the cot /c loned ; 
the door, which creaked on i ts Aid I 
rus ty h inges with a noise t h a t seemed ' 
unea r th 'y . / 

I t would not ent i re ly close, so I 
worked it back and forth unt i l all the 
ru s t dropped off and it shut qu i te 
easily, ma tiny scarcely a sound. I 
shot the bfg bolt, t ak ing no notice in 
the feeble l ight whe ther or not the re 
was a bolt-loop I felt much easier 
t h a t the door HHS fast, and filled nay 
brier, t h a t unfail ing companion t h a t 
never goes back on a friend. I lay 
down, drew my blanket around me, 
and pu t my revolver by my side more 
from hab i t than from any notion t h a t 
I should need i t I don ' t remember 
how or when but I fell asleep, for I 
was as t i red as ever before in my life. 

And then I dreamed — such a 
dream! To th is day, eigh.t years 
la ter , I can recall every incident of i t 
I saw clearly a long procession of 
brown-clad, cowled monks, each 
holding a lump which threw out a 
sickly, phosphorescent light. I was 
lying in a dungeon-l ike room, and as 
each passed me he turned his face to 
me, and while he looked at me the 
l iving countenance gradual ly faded, 
leaving instead a fleshless skull in 
eve ry th ing save the eye*, which 
were osci l lat ing balls of kaleido
scopic coloring, which seemed to 
dance in thei r cavities. As the last 
one passed me I awoke. I sat up. 
There was no l ight save ar-gray 
s t reak from the window. The door 
stood open. My blood seemed to 
freeze in my veins; my hear t stood 
s t i l l : then it s ta r ted to beat so fast 
t h a t I could scarcely breathe. I re
membered all and where I was. I had 
surely closed the door, yet there it 
was open. I inst inctively reached 
for my pistol. .There was some sat
isfaction ih feeling its smooth, cool 
barre l , I sat there motionless, eyes 
r iveted on the open door. 

I had never imagined tha t I was a 
brave man, but I did think t ha t 1 had 
a fair amount of courage—enough, alt 
any ra te , to enable my will to work 
unimpeded. However, here I was, as 
frightened and helpless as a chicken-
Finally I mustered up sufficient 
s t r eng th to say "Who 's the re H" The 
sound of my own voice reassured me, 
even though it was taken up and re
ported back, echoing th rough t he 
dark corridor, ending, it seemed to 
me, in a blood-curdling laugh. Then 
all was quiet , and as the cooling 
sweat broke out at every pore I real
ized t ha t I had been thoroughly scared. 
I jumped up and looked for the candle. 
I t was burned out. I once more closed 
the door, pulled back the bolt and-shot 
i t in to i ts p laca I then wrapped my
self up in my blanicet 

But i t was some t ime before I was 
again asleep. While wai t ing for 
happy, re l ieving unconsciousness I 
s t ruck a match, took a pull a t my 
flask—the first t ha t night , but a 
good one—filled my pipe, and oh.how 
cheerful was the l i t t le rod ball of tire 
in the old black bowl! I fell asleep 
in company with the last spark 
amidst the ashes. My dream thU 
time was more pleasant only an In
dian about to clutch my th roa t with 
one hand, while the o ther held a 
long knife. In reaching for me his 
foot s t ruck me and I awoke, dist inct
ly feeling the jar. 

There was no Indian, but t h a t 
door was again opened and I could 
hea r a low rumbl ing sound, seeming 
to come from the other end of the 
building. This t ime I was a t my wits ' 
end. 1 was crazed with terror . 1 could 
not-stand the horr ib le mystery a mo-

^ment longer. I made up my mind to 
ge t out of the horr id place, but in 
doing so I must go down tha t corridor. 
I t h rew my blanket over my left arm, 
took my pistol in my r igh t hand and 
braced myself for the passage. 

The spi r i t of action and fight gave 
me some sort ol spunk. I s t ruck a 
match, stepped out of the door, when 
—whiff.' with a cu r ren t of a i r some
th ing passed my head. 1 could not 
th ink—my senses left me and I made 
one mad rush down the hall, s tumb
l ing over rubbish. The open cell 
doors seemed to fly by me. I fancied 
t h a t in each of them t-tood one of the 
hor r id cowled sKulls, while the echo 
of my own footsteps seemed to sound 
as t hough from each doorway passed 
a skeleton which joined in the chase. 
I could cer ta inly detect the follow
ing bony ..footsteps br inging up the 
s tampede of which I was the foremost 
figure. I felt as though I were going 
s ta rk , rav ing mad when something 
h i t me full in front and all the way 
up and down from face to toe. I fell 
back par t ia l ly stunned, but i t 
b r o u g h t me back to a realization of 
what I was, and t h a t .1 had collided 
wi th t he wall end of the corridor. I 
looked over my shoulder, almost hop
ing to see something, any th ing , bu t 
all was blackness. In a t r emble I 
got up, fumbled around for t he door, 
foundrit and threw my whole we igh t 
aga ins t it , but it would not open. 

I felt something cold on my face, 
opened my eyes, saw my guide with a 
gourd about to throw more water in 
my face, and the old Spaniard standing 
by wi th a rush l igh t in his hand. I was 
ly ing on a bed in his hut . I was told 
t h a t I had scream<JH\ which had awak
ened the Indian, and he found me sense
less a t t h e door of t he old building. 

I told t hem of the myster ious open
ing- of the cell door, and t h a t 1 had 
r u n u p aga ins t t he wall in my effort 
to g e t out, and t h a t I could not open 
t h e door ou twards , which was a l l I 
remembered . T h e old man m u t t e r e d : 
**Barthqti»k:e open sse door. " -^FhUar 

1 
C O V E U N C R I T I C A L . 

When first I "gan to know thee, dear, 
Thy faults I did espy 

And 'Sure this is a blemish here, 
And that's a vice," said L 

Bat since that hour I did resign 
My judgement to my lat^. 

Thou art no more than only mine, 
To iove and vindicate 

Henceforth thy champion am I vow'd, 
And stultify mv sciiae. 

Not ownins what I proved, yet proud 
To die in its defense. 

Tno kerchief that thou jrav'st I'll wear 
I'pon my eyt-lids bound 

And CVIM'V ni:vu I meet I 11 dare 
To and the fjult.i I fouutl 

- Th» Spectator 

H e i n z f o r g o t h e r s o r r o w . S h e l i k e d 
her role of -tender mamma, and put 
an unconscious coquetry into her 
conduct She would often prelude 
h e r r emarks wi th : " I , M. Jacques , 
who am an old woman " and she 
smiled to th ink of her th ree and 
twenty years . 

She did not dream how this child 
adored her. Only once did a s l ight 
doubt en te r her mind, but Jacques ' 
conduct quickly dispelled it. He 
t rea ted her like an elder sister , and 

PLAYING WITH FIRE. 
I t was live o'clock of a hot August 

afternoon at Luc-sur-Mer. The bath
ers were roaming over the beach or 
ensconsed in cozy, shel tered spots. 
Women, rosy pink with the 
were leisurely crochet ing and gos
siping, emphasiz ing the i r r emarks 
with the movement of the white ivory 
needles. Bright-eyed men, thei r 
smiling l is teners, idlv traced hiero-
glyphics on the ^and. Happy chil
dren, watched over by white-capped 

did not mind appear ing r idiculous in 
her eyes. To her this was sufficient 
proof t ha t he was not in love. Anxious 
to warn him agains t life's snares, she 
continued to show him a calm moth
erly affection, and the though t of 
having for Jacques any other sent i 
ment would have shocked her. 

After spending the g rea t e r pa r t of 
heat , ! an exceedingly hot day indoors, they 

went one evening for the i r accus
tomed after-dinner stroll in the fields. 
The se t t ing sun poured i ts purple 

rnud-pies to 

! rays over tne country, t ingeing sky 
1 and meadows, houses and trees wi th 

fire. The ocean was mott led wi th 
red spots, forming bloody s t reaks . 

the i r ! Hard by, a hays tack ' s i r r egu la r nurses, made 
h e a r t s ' c o n t e n t . 

Over one pmall group of loungers 
presided a young woman, whose pen
sively graceful, delicate featured 
face was one of ra re sweetne s. Her 
hai r was blonde, her mouth fresh as 
a child's, while in her black eyes j one was to be seen in 
quivared l ights and shadows, as on a ! hood. 

cone stood out in melancholy profile 
agains t the sky. 

••Let's cl imb it!" said Jacques . 
Mnrguer i te gleefully clapped her 

hands. Jacques went on to recon-
noiter. The road was deser ted; no 

the neighbor-

placid lake. A crowd of young men 
were ga thered about her, each one 
anxious to claim par t of her a t ten
tion by some tr ivial l i t t le speeeh. 
Now and then she would quiet ly 
drop a word und every one stopped 
ta lk ing to hear and applaud her. 

Margueri te Helm was a Norwegian-
She had married for love a country
man of hers, a painter, but he had 
died soon after, (lifted with a mar
velous voice, she had resolved to 
make it her means of s u p p o r t 
(ioing to Paris, she had shut herself 
up for a year, with her grief and her 
musical s tud ie s Her stay at Luc-
su-Mer was the first dissipation of 
her widowhood. 

J u s t now the conversation had 
turned on a foreigner's difficulty in 
using French idioms. All her ad
mirers seized the opportuni ty to com
pliment her on her proficienco in the 
language. 

" ( ien t lemen." she said, suddenly, 
"yeu shall each tell me which word 
in all your language you prefer." 

After a moment 's hesi ta t ion the 
contest began. To the men it was a 
pre tex t for new gal lantr ies . 

"Margue r i t e , " sighed one. 
"Norway , " murmured another . 
"Love , " suddenly exclaimed a boy's 

undeveloped voice—a voice just un
dergoing a change. 

The word was so impulsively ut
tered tha t everybody star ted. Mar
guer i t e herself bent forward to see 
the speaker. It was Jacques Lespar, 
a mere boy of almost gi r l ish 
beauty. His white forehead, his 
s t r a igh t nose, with i ts sensit ive nos
tr i ls , his slender, refined hands—all 
betokened good blood. His pene
t r a t i ng oyes fixed themselves upon 
those of Mme. Helm; hor8 were filled I ̂ e c a uffn t 

with a sweet indulgent curiosity. ' r igh ted her 
"Well , the re really are no more 

children. Make way for the young!" 
' wore the remarks heard from the m e n 
{ Happily the dinner hour was near, 
. and the group dispersed. Jacques 
I and Mme. Helm remained together . 
| They both felt a l i t t le embarrassed a t 

being alone, and nei ther knew what 
to say. Finally they began to talk of 

| the weather, of the superb days and 
j warm evenings. Then the boy es

corted Marguer i te to her hotel, and 
went home. 

Kver since the beginning of the 
,' season, he had silently admired Mmo. 
j Helm. A subtle fascination ir

resist ibly a t t rac ted him to her. 
I When she took her morning stroll, 
I he instinctively walked behind her, 
I l ike a dog following his master. 
i When she sat down on the beach 

amid her admirer.-, he furtively 
slipped in among them, envying,wi th 
all the s t reng th of his ingenuous 
youth , the young men who could 
laugh with her or the old gent leman 

She began the ascent with g r ea t 
difficulty. Her feet would slip, 
her fingers lose thei r hold, while 
the bits of dry hay scratched her 
face. Her more s turdy companion 
followed and helped her along. Reach
ing the top, they sat down and looked 
at each other, then burst out laugh
ing, like school boys s teal ing fruit or 
serious persons caugh t in a foolish 
act 

The descent was more easily accom
plished. Thei r gayety had passed, 
and both opened books they had 
b r o u g h t Jacques lay flat on the 
ground, res t ing upon his elbows. 
Marguer i te was s t re tched on a pile of 
hay which formed a sort of chaise-
longue. Her tiny feet jus t peeped 
from under the hem of her gown. 
The thin cloth shoes perfectly out
lined her arched instep and delicate 
gnlf U " 

1 he country around was T e s t i n g 
after the day's heat. In the far-off 
fields kneel ing women were ga ther -

: ing potatoes, and near them l i t t le 
. boys threw clods of ea r th a t each 

other. From time to time, the cows 
lying on the grase would low and 

j turn thei r heads toward the se t t ing 
• sun, as toward a depar t ing friend. 

Suddenly th rough the silent fields 
: r ang theo r i e s of an angry voice. 
j " T h e field-guard!" exclaimed Mar-
i guer i te . 
1 In the distance a man was gest icu-
, la t ing th rea ten ingly a t th is couple, 

who had pulled down his carefully 
; s tacked hay. 
j Like two gui l ty children, the i r 
' first t hough t was to fly from the 
; ruined haystack. The boy was up 
I with one bound. But in her has te , 
| Marguer i t e lost he r balance and fell, 

her in his arms and 

They ran across the field; for an 
ins t an t they hid behind a large 
mound of ear th , then made s t r a igh t 
for the beach. Here they sought 
shel ter in a hu t used only by t he 
customs officers, and kept very st i l l , 
fearing to give the i r pursuer the 
alarm. 

Seated on the narrow bench, Mme. 
Helm leaned agains t Jacques. She 
had never seemed so beautiful. Out 
of brea th from the run, he r cheeks 
were red. her nostr i ls quivered. 
With bonded neck and wide-open 
eyes, she listened, in laughing anx
iety, for the steps outside. 

His ecstacy was complete. Pu t t i ng 
his arm around her wai^t, he drew 
closer to her. Turn ing to him in 
childish glee, she said: " Jacques , 
we are saved!" 

It was the first t ime she had called 
him simply Jacques , and the boy lost 
his head. With a brusque movement 
he seized Marguer i te ' s hand and im
printed on he r wrist a pass iona te 
kiss. 

who called her "Dear c h i l d . r How | , . , , 
v ery pale, she rose, not knowing 

what to say or think. A grea t re-
often he had tr ied to speak to her! 
But the great sadness r is ing in his 
hear t at his u t te r insignificance 
would choke the words in his throat . 

An orphan from his cradle, he was 
ent i re ly alone in the world. A dis
t an t relat ive had become his guard ian 
and directed his education. He 
grudgingly managed Jacques ' 
finances and bestowed only a scant 
affection upon his ward. The boy's 
generous na ture was s tarved in this 
a tmosphere of indifference, and he 
a t once loved Marguer i te with all 
the energy of long-suppressed feel
ing. It was his first passion, and, 
like a rich spendthrift , he laid at her 
feet all the t reasures of his hear t . 
As to being paid in re turn , he never 
dared to th ink of tha t He would 
have been satisfied if, like a priest a t 
God's a l tar , he might be allowed to 
worship Marguer i te all his life. 

After t ha t August afternoon, 
Jacques and Mme. Helm were frequent
ly together . They talked over the i r 
plans, and being mutual ly a t t r ac ted , 
learned to know each o ther well. 
Every day after breakfast, they 
walked on the quay, and the boy 
made the young woman his confidant 
Marguer i t e heard his grave speeches 
with a smile, and reciprocated by 
giv ing good advice wi th a lmos t 
mother ly tenderness . 

Time passed on, and often, when 
r e tu rn ing from the i r walk, t h e day 
died with the se t t ing sun. The 
women, coming home, would g r ee t 
t hem with some half-audible, jes t ing 
r emark ; t he ragamuffins would 
g igg le a t t hem on the road; and t h e 
men bow, wi th a sor t of pleased,boor
ish politeness. 

I t was t n e first t ime sincte h e r de
p a r t u r e from ISbirwIyv t h a t M m * 

morse s t ruck her like a knife. Had 
she shown too much affection for 
Jacques? Had she been gui l ty of 
coquetry toward him? The days of 
the i r intercourse flashed th rough her 
memory—and she found he r se l f 
guil ty. 

Instant ly she resolved, by some 
cruel ty which Jacques could not for
give, to kill the love she had in
spired. She cast upon the boy one 
last look of infinite tenderness , then, 
ga the r ing all her s t r eng th for the 
death-blow, she said, in her cold, 
beautiful voice: 

"You l i t t le fool!"—Argonaut. 

The Sea Horse. 

The sea horse is bui l t upon a pecu
liar plan. I t has the head of a horse, 
the wings of a bird and the tail of a 
snake. In swimming i t assumes a 
vert ical position and when wishing 
to rest it a t t aches itself to a con
venient s ta lk of seaweed by means of 
its tail. 

THE GARTEN REMEDIES FOR THE CORE 

OF THE 

Liquor, Morphine and Tobacco Habits 

ARE RELIABLE! 

They not only have no bad effects on the system., either 

during treatment or after its completion; but on the contrary the 

general health is improved from almost the first treatment. 

Gar ten Gold Cure Co., 

411 & 412 Ellwanger & Barry Bldgs. ROCHESTER.N. t. 

Hollister Lumber Co, LIM. 
LTJiVGBER and C O A L , 

106 North Goodman Street, next to N. Y. C. & H. R. R. R. Telephone 63. 

The Delaware & Hudson Canal Co., 

J 

A Conch Shel l on the Mountain Top. 

A conch shell was picked up re
cently by a he rde r on one of t h e 
h ighes t bu t tes in the J o h n Day 
mounta ins , Ore., some 5,000 feet 
above t he level of the sea and far 
from human habi ta t ion . 

While an, Andover s tudent was 
sketching the Phelps homestead not 
long ago, a lady who was walking 
nea r him paused and pleasant ly re
ferred to his task. He replied w i th 
enthusiasm and explained t h a t w i th 
his mother a t home he had read a l l of 
Miss Phelps ' wr i t ings and was anxkras 
t o get a pieturejaf t h a t au thor ' s place 
of residence. T h e lady smiled a n d 
made him a little "bow. "I am much 
oMigsd to your mtefcher,** she «faid 
*mti]»ediy.v "Will you tell her so #ont 

DICKINSON, AGENT, 

13 East Main Street, and 69 Clarissa Street-

Maguire Brothers, 
Coal 

Try OUT Mine Pea Coal for domestic use. Price $1.00 per ton less than regular size*-
Up-Town Office, Brewster Bldg. 187 E. Main Yard and Office. 281 Lye 11 Ave. 

Telephone x8a. 

GEO ENGERT. A. F. SCHLICK. 

^COAL,̂  
Of GEO. ENGERT & CO., 

Principal Office and Yard, 3 0 6 Exchange StreeJt. Downtown Office, Ed. McSweeney's, East Main 
corner South St. Paul street. T e l e p h o n e 2 5 7 . # 

BERNHARD& CASEY, 

Celebrated Lehigh Valley Coal BavteTnore Dealers 
in 

A n d also in the Helvetia Mines . Reynoldsvil le Basin Steam Coal, 

YARD AND OFFICE, 1 6 2 ORCHARD STREET, ROCHESTER, N . Y. 

Hack, Coupe and Livery Stables . F i n e Carryalls and Moving-Vans on H a n d . 

City Baggage and Hack Line, 
W a l k e r S. Lee & S o n , 296 and 298 Central A»e. 

? T e l e p h o n e 5 3 4 a 

Dealer in 

CHAS BRADSHAW, 

SCft MTOH CO*JL, 
Our Pea Coal is the largest and best. $ i . o o per ton less than regular size. 

Office, 48 South Fitzhugh St. Telephone 148. 
Yard an<J 

LOUIS EDELMAN, 

Anthracite and Bituminous COAL, Wholesale and retail dealer in 

Cumberland and Mt. Vernon Smithing Coals. 

TELEPHONE 5 7 6 . 4 0 North Avenue. 

JOHN M. REDDINGTON, 
esale and Retail Deal 

COAL 
Ur 

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in 

TELEPHONE 3 9 0 . 1 7 9 T T T - E S I 1 HivjC^-IlSr S T . 

Send four Book andjob Printing 
S TO T H E :-

Catholic Journal Office, 
327 E A S T M A I N STREET. 

Sells a Ladies1 Tan Goat Blucher at $2.00. See them 
Boots and Shoes of all kinds 25c to $1.50 below uptown 

J.P.BYRNE, M , M " h J ^ f t t a 
Byrne 

408 State Street s 
JUST NORTH OF BROWN ST. 

Tohn H. Ashton. Ja&. Malley. 

ASHTON & MALLEY, 
P I E E i2;TS"cr:E2..A-;fcTc:E:, 

Old, Tried and Reliable Companies. 

Losses Promptly Paid Rates Reasonable 
OFFICE—«io Ellwanger & Barry Building, 
Entrance 39 State St 

Jarry I 
Chester. N . Y . 

L. HIGINBOTHAM, 

$ WOOD CUTS, I 
A N D PHOTO ENGRAVINGS. 

24 State Street, Rochester, N. Y. 

ROCHESTER SAVINGS BAHIC BLDG, 

Careats, Trade-marks, Design Patents, Copyrights, 
Afid all Patent business conducted tot 

MODERATE FEES. 
Information and advice given to Inventors WltHOUS 

Cljarge. Address 

PRESS CLAIMS CO. , 
JOHN W E D D E R B I I R N , 

Managing Attorney, 

P. O. Box 4G3. WASHINGTOK, D. 0» 

•STTMs Company is managed by a combination of 
the largest and most influential newspapers in the 
United States, for the express purpose of p r o t e c t * 
luff their •ufeierlibera against tmscrnpuloffli 
and incompetent Patent Agents, and each paper 

rlntlniSftG.'s advertisement voucben for tne reipomi* 
and WgUot^dingof tnePw«ClfttoaConjp«« 
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