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(By J. S. Fletcher.)

Mr. Sanderson had breakiasted ra
ther later than usual that mpruing
and it was gquilte ten oclock whet
he lighted a twopenny cigar and
sirolled out to the front of the Brown
Cow in order to make his first gbser-
vardion of sky and earth. As he
viewed them—a good digestion wait
mg on a healthy appetite in his
case—earth and sky were alike in
good conditiou; there was a pleasant,
springlike feeling in the air, the pro-
mise of a fine day in the heavens
and a smell of newly-turned sou from
the ten-acre across the green. On the
green itseli there werc the wood-
man's donkey, a herd of geese, and
Mr. Sanderson’'s own dozen or two
of ducks, some of them sailing in high
state upon the bit of pond in the
ventre. For anything that the land-
Jord of the Brown Cow could see to
the contrary, the world was wagging
in pretty much the usual way; and he
accordingly placed his hands under
the tails of his coat, set his gaitered
legs wide apart, and smoked his cigar
in great peace and contentment

The strident note of a railway-
engine, shrieking at some little dis-
tance, was the first thing that rous-
ed Mr. Sanderson out of his medita-
“wmns. He frowned, and consulted the
dlal of a large silver watch which
he drew from his fob.

“That's the 10.5 from

York,” said

he; “‘and eyvther she's a minute late
or towd-iriend is I wonder i
theer's onny passengers this morn-
'n‘?Vt

The knowledge that whatever the
train might have brought in the

shape of passengers must necessarily
pass his own door on i1ts way to the
yillage predisposed Mr. Sanderson to
permlt this question to answer itself
He waited with one eye on the cor-
ner of the lane which led to the rail-

way-station, and the other on the
woodman’s donkey, until such time
as something should heave in sight
Occasionally the train drew up at
Ashby Green without discharging
passengers;, and as several minutes
passed away, and leit the highroad

imnocent of life, Mr. Sanderson form-
ed the opinion that there had once
more been reasons for animadverting
upon the folly of railway directors
who ran six trains a day where two
would be quite suflicient

“Theer's noabody come bi 1hat
train, at onny rate!’ exclaimed Al
Sanderson, when several minutes had
elapsed. “Chance who mav ha' gone
bi 1t

At that moment, however, the first

tage of what appeared to be nothing
less than a procession came out of
the station-approach and advanced in
to the highroad First of all came
one of the two porters emploved at
the station; he carried a handbag on
oneé side of him, and an armful - of
wraps, rugs, walking-sticks, and um
brellas on the other; and there was
something in his manner which sug-
gested to Mr. Sanderson the idea of
possible festivity and rejoicing. Be-
hind him came the other porter,
wheeling the only hand-barrow which
the station possessed; it was encum-

bered by portmanteaux of a character '

and pretensions that were evident at
the distance of two hundred vyards
Alongside it, resting a hand upon the
topmost portmanteau, as if to es-
tablish a claim upon it or its owner,
walked the ticket-clerk, a voung gen-
tleman of uncertain age, whose chief

avocation was to stroll about the
station with a pen in his ear And
behind the barrow, at a proper in-

terval, came two persons, one of them
easily recognizable as the station-
master, the other a stranger. The
stationmaster was walking and talk-
ing with deference writ all over him,

Lords of the Marth use to do— he
swung a stick and glanced here and
there, and Mr. Sanderson could hear
his voice, loud, confident, seli-assured.

““It must be a gentleman for th’
Hall,”” said Mr. Sanderson wonder-
ingly. *“‘Come on a sudden-like, and
uobody to meet him. But what’s the
whole lot o' th’ station folks turned
out t' that way for? They'd ha’ sent

~ down thro’ t’ Hall for his luggage '

It appeared, however, that the
Mecca of this pilgrimage was not the
Hall, but the Brown Cow. The Head
of the procession, looking mightily
well pleased with himsell, made for
the landlord and the open door; the

_rest of it came on with a resistless

impulse. And the gentleman who

swung his stick and talked in such a

loud voice came from the back to the
front and held out a gloved hand to
Mr. Sanderson.

““Well, if that isn't John Sanderson
himself, and not a bit changed!’’ he

THEGIRL HE LEFTg -

. the stranger talked and walked as the

“Ay, an' five more to that,”" 7re-
Mr. Holliday, with great
“But come, we can't

weep these lads standing there all day

with them trunks Is there aecom
modation for a gentleman in the
brown Cow, John?"

‘Ay, lor sure,” answered Mr. San
lerson, suddenly remembering his pro-
lessional duties “Bring the luggage
side, mi lads Come this way, sir

—Mestur Holliday—come this way
Mr. Holliday stepped inside the
stone-paved hall, heaved a great sigh
of satisfaction, took ofl. s Panama
hat, and mopped his forehead with a
silk handkerchiel of very strong co-
lors, and seemed to intimate that he
was pleased to find himseli once more
benecath the roof of the Brown Cow.
He superintended the removal oi lus
impedimenta froam tle barrow to the
hall, and was veryv lavish with a
handiul of silver, which he withdrew
from the pocket of his trousers. The
two porters and the yvoung man with
the pen in his ear worshipped him
“Now, then, John said Mr. Holli-
day, ‘‘give lads whatever they
like to drink and let m have a
handiul o' cigars to smoke Which
18 the best parlour—this here? Come
in, Mr. Lindsay, come in, sir and
John'll join us for a friendls
as he's attended to
vours.”'
stationmaster lingered in the
moment to warn his stafl not
to0 iong at the Brown Cow
unusual should occur
Then he followed
Mr. Holliday into the best parlor
and found him gazing around him |
with the delighted air of one who
sees the faces of old friends
“It’s one-and-thirty vears since 1
was in this here room.” said M:
Holliday “There’s things on the |

Lhese

'_:4 S
as soon Lhese
men o
I'he
bar a
Lo stay
lest  something
at the station

walls 'at I can remember as well as
i I'd et em vesterday That
there sampler now, in the black
frame; it were worked by old Missus
Sanderson, John's grandmother It's
been in the Sanderson family a sight

0" yvears has this house

“I'm sure I'm glad to see ye in it
agean " exclaimes Mr. San
derson, that moment
and nsisted on g through the
handshaking process again “Naay,
ve're sich a fice nabob-looking ort
at I doan't rightly know how to
call yer, like Mun it be ‘sir,” or
‘mestur,’” or happen it's ‘mi lord” b
this time?”’

“Nowt but plain James
Holliday, wagging his old
hand. “James Holliday's good en-
ough for me, John Not but what
I could put summat in the way of a

Jaames

1

who entered at

going

said Mr
friend’s

title before 1t i it seemed good to
me, you understand But that's ney-
ther here nor there, just now. Bring
in a decanter o' the hest wh ey You
have got John. and ome soda-water,
and we'll just take friendly gla
together vou and me and M |
a) Dang me, but I'm glad 1 (
th' owd place agean It lo
1 ame t ] did ried the re
turned traveller, rubbing his hand
T’ last thirty veal mun ha' been a
tan’'still Lime 1| Ashby Green, 1
think, John.”
“Naay, thur' been a few o’ chan
gv\," observed My Sanderson d he

produced the desired refreshment from
a private cupboard “Theer’'s one or

two deed, and theer's two or three
been wed, and we've hed a chris
tenin’ or two since ve went away,
Jaames But wheer ha’ ve been
like, all this time? I niver hed
word on yer sin ye shook t' dust of-
fen your feet at t' owd place.”
Mr.Heolliday wagged his head He

smiled a little in a knowing fushion,

and maiutained a provoking silence !
until he and Mr. Sanderson and the
stationmaster had all pledged each

other and lighted cigars;, and when he
spoke he scemed to swell out and to
assume a dignity that made his
panions think of the magnates who
sit on the bench at petty-séssions

“Ah!” said Mr. Holliday, wagging
his head again, “I've seen a deal of
the world since 1 left this here vil-
lag:  ome-and-thirty year since—a!
voung man of five-and-twenty with his
fortune to make.”

“Here's hopin’ it's made, Jaames,’
said Mr. Sanderson, raising his glass
“Nowt 'ud gi’ me more pleasure nor
to hear on't.”

Mr. Holliday smiled in a seli-satisfi
ed fashion

“I've naught to complain of, John,”
he said “The world’'s used me very
well—very well indeed. 1I've worked
hard, gentlemen, very hard; but, as
I say, I've naught to complain about
I'm a warm man, gentlemen; ['ve not

com-

come back empty-handed; not by no
means.’’
“That’s right!"’ said Mr. Sanderson.

“‘Hear, hear!"

““Theer's a bit o' pleasure in hear-
in’ news like that,”’ said the station- |
master. ‘‘Here’s my best respects, |
Mestur Holliday, and long life, sir.”" |

‘““And wheer might ye ha' been, |
lJaames, and what doin’, like, all this |

exclaimed, shaking the landlord’s sur- itimt-'.'" inquired Mr. Sanderson |
cendered hand with great cordiality. ! Mr. Hollidav shot his cufis and |
“You don’t look a year older, Jobn squared himself. |

-not a single year'’

Mr. Sanderson steadied himseli, and !s(.,.n a deal.
stared at the stranger with an honest | ;50,1

endeavor to recognize him. He
an individual of about his own

SaW | heginnings,
4ge, 'you'll understand.
who, like himself, bore the weight |i;' .nd moilin’ at first.
of fifty years uncommonly well, a[‘d jend T went in for contract work; my snack of lunch, or to join Mr. Holi-
~ wore an eminently prosperous, satis- j;st

“Now I'll tell vou,” he said. “I've |
I'll not say over-much |
what 1 did at first. Small |
John, small beginnings, |
1'd a deal of tew- |
Bat in  the

contract was a million pmmdi

fied look. He was a somewhat short, [ioh- out in Fgypt that was, gentle-|

inclining to

. He wore a well-made
suit of tweed, a Panama hat,and
brown ts. There was something

which adorped the stran-
te waisteoat. He also no-

ticed the bundle of fishing-rods which

reposed on of the portma-‘eanx;
: he c.mt:’to the conclusion that
was some enthusiastic angler
had stayed at the Brown Cow in
years, and whom he was un-
te enough not to remember.
- “How do you do, sir?’ said Mr.
Sanderson. “Your

ha' slipped my memory, like, just
t. I think I've had the

of entertaining you belore,

The stranger and the stationmaster
‘began to laugh. :
‘“Nay, comg!" exclaimed the for-'
, suddenly developing a deep ac- |
vintance with Mr. Sandeson’s own
¢, ““thou shouldst knew an old |
a bit better nor that, John, !
! - Surely thou remembers Jim

him that suggested the well-g

md‘y man out for a holiday. o responded Mr.

> face is familiar |
to me, sir, but the name seems to |

{

at
B |

{not mind telling you, gentlemen,

|

| men.
| ““Dear me!" said the stationmaster.
{“Owt i’ th’ railway-line way, Mestur |
Holliday?" i
‘A big dam across the River Nile,” |
Holliday solemnly. |
'“Yes, I've done some biggish jobs. |
{But there comes a time, you know,
John, when the busiest of us needs a
{bit of a change; and T had a sort |
lol feeling that a sight of the old place
and old faces’ ud he welcome. 1do!

as
between old friends, 'at I've come
back a warm man—a very warm
man,” repeated Mr. Holliday with

many nods and winks. “A hundred |
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thousand, gentlemer, 'ud not break me
—aol by no means. '

“Naiav!'” exclaiwed Mr. Sanderson
withk wide-spreadi'g mouth and eyes
“Dang my buttons, but 1's glad to
hear on't'"’

“An me!’ sad the stationmaster
“My best respects again, Mestur Hol

hday' It's a sight o' money, Iis
that!
‘Money remarked Mr Holliday

sententicusly, “*has 1ts responsibilities
and its drawbacks as well as its ad-
vantages I might be a knight or a
baromite, if 1 so wished I'm very
well aware that it's been talked ol
in high quarters. But 1 dou't know!
I'm all for a bit o' peace and quiet-
ness—at present, anvway. ‘A breath
of the old air,” I says 1o mysell, ‘and
a sight of the old place, and a crack
with old friends,” 1 savs, *'ll do me
more good just now than Aches-l
Bang or the Ryveerer, or anywhere
at I've been used to going of late
vears And so 1 packed a trap or
two together, not forgetting a fish-
ing-rod., and come North And 'l
take vour best rooms, John, at your
own price, for as long as my aligirs
Il permit And now we'll have an-
other glass—help  vourselves, gentle
men—do'—and '}l hear the news ol
the old place

In spite of a prolonged absence. Mr.
Holliday had not forgotten the names
of his former assoclates in the vil-
lage: and Iw wade  strict and particu
lar inquiry as to the fortunes of
cach. Some were dead; some had
married One or two had left the
district This man had been unior-

sud “‘hroken’’
pered, and retired on a competency
The history of Ashby Green, during
the previous thirty vears, was as the

tunate that had pros-

history of all similar places—a cer-
tain amount of slow change, a ce
tain amount of unchangeableness
“When vou take out weddin's, and
burvin's, and chris’'nin’s, and t’ like,
said the tationmaster, n whon
three glasses of whiskev-and-soda, and
the comifortable knowledge that there
was nothing to do at the station
ntil afternoon, had induced an in
clination to talk, *“there’'s not much
to chronicle i’ th' history of a rewral
commewnity, as vou might term
Marrvin’ and givin' 1" marriage, dvin’
and bein’ committed to th' tomb, pre
entin chilaren at the baptismal

fount—that's about all "at theer is to

set down i' the rewral chronicles

we except gi'in’ up farms and rare
occasions like then theer It It
minds me o 1 Seriptur! savin

) o

“How ha e cony « about
marrvin tate, Jaames?”’ inquired
Mr. Sanderson ‘Is theer a Mi
Holliday, or noa

\NO rephicd My Holliday shal
in ! nea 1 never marru
ol I ve bt { 100 busy w
the 1 i e to think

ting NO crehn |
) lor
| (N ' ) 'ic
Mr sly 1l
“Ye wor bit of a rover am

Hasst 1" 1" owd davs!

Mr. Holliday laughed—the allusi
to his }hl{ll.l] 8 for the lair
pleased him ‘1 alwavs had a wea
ness for feminine beauty, John, {
sald ‘If I'd heen a less busy man
I might ha' been a Luthario Dear
dear! I can remember some  very
pleasant adventures 1 my youw

davs Where's Bella Simpson got eo,
[ wonder?

“Married t' miller at Norton,” an-
swered Mr. Sanderson

“An’ Susan Doughtv?  She were a
fine maid, were Susan!’’

“Married a chap through t'other
side of York

“An' Polly Stubbs?  Eh, the fun
I've had wi Polly!

“Shoo's wed an’ all, is Polly !hnugll
I can't lavy mi tongue to th' name o'
th' chap 'at got her said the land-

Hord.

“They all seem to bhe Married,”” re-
marked Mr. Hollidav, with a gentle
igh “Of course, they naturally
would be.’

“Naay sald Mr. Sanderson; ““them
two Peckitt lasses is still unwed —

At least, they
for they're fifty

Jemima and lLewcy
are noan lasses now

if theyv're a day. Ye used to be a bit
sweet on Lewey Peckitt, Jaames

“1 believe T was sweet on a good
many on ‘em!"” sighed Mr. Holliday
“Eh, dear, there were summat very
| pleasing about those davs, John,
very pleasing indeed But they're

over and done with now—quite done
with!"”

“Ay,"”" sighed the stationmaster,
“‘lovemakkin’ and them sort o' gam's
very
and lusty, but quite a difierent mat-
ter when one begins to descend into

{ what you may term the vale of life—

not 'at I'm implyin' 'at vou're an
old man, Mestur Holiday No, cer-
t'ny not, sir!"

“You'd be wrong is vou did,” re-

marked Mr. Holliday. “I'm young
enough, and energetic enough, an’
T

He proved his energy during the

next few days by renewing his ac-
quaintance with the folk of Ashby
Green in his own fashion. He held a

continual reception at the Brown
Cow. Old friends were invited to
pick a bit of breakfast, to take a

day at dinner; and the women folk
of the inn were kept busily employed.
was also busily em-

Within forty-eight hours of Mr. Holi-
day's return to his native place every
man in the village had drunk his
health—most of them several times.
It was agreed that Jaames was gen-
erous with his money; reports of
parish
flew about like sparks from an anvil.
He was going to give a thousand
pounds to the church restoration fund;
he had declared his intention of re-
building the school, he was think-
ing of establishing almshouses ‘or
old men and women. One thing was
absolutely certain; he was going to
entertain evervhody, high and low,
rich and poor, old and young, at a
grand series of festivities which were
to be held in the clubroom at the
Brown Cow.

The news of Mr. Hollidav's arrival
sounded in the ears of the Misses
Peckitt on the second day of his
coming. They lived a little way out
of the village, in a small house, to

[ which they had retired when theirlif he looks your way.

father gave up his farm; and as they
were  home-keeping’ in their habits,
news came to them somewhat tard-
ily. In  this instance it reached
Miss Luey first.  She heard it at
a !dgho:":tlmue; and, as soon as
e could away conveniently, she
4 home, dropped into an ea

well when you're )nung!

~ Fevertheless, sbervm polite,
land even cordial. Mr. Hollidav

| “Mercy upon us, Lucy Peckitt!" ex-
claimed Miss Jemima sbarply. “What
on earth’s ailing you?"’
Miss Lucy gasped, wriggled, and fin-
ally giggled.
“Oh, Jemima'

’

she said at last
“Oh, Jemima! Though, of course,
one never can tell what will happen
pext, and they al'ays say “at it's th’
unexpected that does happen; but
deary me to-day, to think ‘at
should happen after all these years!
Well, 1 never!’

‘““What are vou talking about?”
snapped Miss Jemima

‘“You'd never guess, sister, if ] was
to let you try uill nixt week,” said
Miss Lucy. *“So I'll tell you. James
Holliday's come back.”

Miss Jemima dropped her knitting
and her needles into her lap. Her
face, sharp, gaunt, and resentiul of a
world which in her opinion was no
better than it should be, assumed a
fierce aspect—she looked like a hawk
who sees its quarry within striking
distance.

‘“‘James Holliday!"’ she exclaimed
“Nonsense! It's over thirty years
since he left these parts.”

“l don’'t care,”' answered Miss
Laucy ‘“He's back again, Jem-
i+, and they say he's a mil-
licaaire. He's a great contractor

— makes railways and suchlike — and
he s been all over the world, and had
titles offered him, and | don't know
what else. Quite the gentleman, he
is. He's taken all the best rooms at
the Brown Cow; and they say he had

champagne wine to his dinner last
night."
“Umph!” said Miss Jemima. She

resumed her needles and began to knit
at a quicker rate than usual. ‘“‘Let’s
hope it's half of it true,” she con-
tinued, after a ruminative pause
“Oh, | don’t think there's any doubt

of it,” said Miss Lucy

“1 wonder if he's ever been mar-
ried?”’ remarked Miss Jemima

““No-0, he hasn’t,”’ znswered Miss
Lucy, with a faint heightening of co-
lor “No, he told John Sanderson
that he was stii! a bachelor.’

“I worder how many women he's
made » fool of since he made one of
vou? aid Miss Jemima “You'd
ha' married Edward Summers if it
hadn't been for Jim Holliday Soft
enough vou were, too, to wait with
all them years for a chap 'at never

came back, and never wrote a line

“Hut, vou see, he has come back,
Jemima,”” replied Miss Lucy ‘“ He
al’avs said he would.”

Miss Jemima glanced sharply at her

sister She  began to wonder if a
woman ol fifty-one could really Dbe
wh a fool as to believe that a man
would come back to look for her af-
I an absence of thirty years. Some-

ng in Miss Luey’s face informed her

her sister was not 100 old to k¢

nine, and she sniffied witl Iprise

conte .:.!»Y

wlieve "at vou're fond enough

lheve "at James Holliday come

lL.ucy Peckett! 1

He al avs said he would! mur

red poor Miss Lucy “He pro-

«1 me true and faithful the last

¢ we ever walked out together ;

and when he was working at York

that winter before he left he used to

write every week, and say that he'd
never wed any maid but me.”’

“He must like his maids, as some

men like their mutton, then—old and
strong,”” said Miss Jemima acidly
| “I'm sure I'm not so old as all
|1h.n‘ sister,”” said Miss Lucy, brid-
ling. “You're a good ten years old-
.vr nor me n

“Ye gre't solt thing!"” exclaimed
[ Miss Jemima “Ye're nearly fifty-
"two, and every tooth in vour head's
|false 'un' Maids, indeed! 1'll lay
jevery penny I have 1' this world to

{a china orange 'at James Holliday's
[forgotten all about you long since!"
| In this slight particular, however,
| Miss Jemima was wrong. A few days
|l.n(-r she and her sister had occasion
[to walk into the village together, and
Ithey encountered Mr. Holliday near
the green The situation seemed full
lof romance, of embarrassment, of
strange emotions to Miss Lucy, to
Miss Jemima 1t was productive of a
certain grim jov. Mr. Holliday, quite

{at ease, took 1t as a matter ol
|course

| “I've been looking up all old
{friends,” he said, wuping out his
Panama hat with the strong-colored
{handkerchief, and allowing the two
ladies to become aware that he was
{exceedingly  bald, “and T'm gradu-
fally finding all of ’'em. They told

‘me you were living at Rosedale Cot-
[tage now Fh, dear! 1 remember
the old farm very well indeed!’ It
[seems a long time since 1 used to go
i there."

| ““It is a long time,” said Miss Jem-
fima grimly “Thirty years.”

{  “Thirty-one years,” corrected Mr
?H()llulay “Deal of change takes
place in thirty-one vears.'

He looked at the two ladies furtive-
ly, and wondered how it was that
women grow old and faded so much
sooner thau men. He remembered
Jemima as a fine strapping voung
woman, with hawk's eyes and a
determined mouth, who would have
thrashed any man that offended her,
he also remembered Lucy as a pretty,
pussy-cat sort of lass, who liked to
be petted and fondled, and kissed in
quiet lanes and deep woods.  And he
wondered what it was that had trans-
formed Jemima into a scraggy, angu-
{lar, forbidding old woman, and Lucy
into a silly, simpering old maid,
with the added foolishness of aflected
manners. He himself was not con-
scious of any great change. He had
grown stout, and his hair had fallen,
but he was active enough, and felt
young enongh. A wave of pity for
the two old maids came welling up
in his heart.

“1 shall be up your way to-mor-
row.” he said.  “I'll call in and take
a cup of tea, if T may make so bold.
It'1l be like old times.”

Miss Jemima said he would be wel-
come., and they parted, Miss Lucy
|was in a state of pleasing confusion

“i'm sure James hasn’t forgotten

me. sister,”’ she said timidlv “He
{squeezed my hand in just the old
{way."'

“Qtuff an’ nonsense'’ snapped Miss

{Jemima. ““He was thinking what a
couple of old frumps we'd turned out
!You'ro that soft after the men ‘at
vou think a man's in love wi’ vou
1 ha' no pa-
tience wi’ such fondness! You owt
to ha' married Ned Summers and-had
a Louseful o' bairns like his wife has.
‘That 'ud ha' cured vou o' such soft
notions. “Men! T1'd like
sortin' o' some on ‘em!'"’

tea

il + N

e

P

to ha’.

v 1905 ¢

Quinquagesima Sunday

8, Zachary, Pope.§

S. Gabrniel, Archangel,

Third Sunday of Lent
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Complete courses in Mechanical Drawing and Mach.
ine Design, Freehand Drawing, etc., with practical

Canadian Correspondence College, Limited »

TORONTO, CAN.

Sanctions Filiae Fidei

By the receipt of a personal letter

of approbation firom Pius X. com-
mending her for the work which
he has done in organizing the
“Daunghter of the Faith Miss
I.liza O’'Brien Lummi ol No 5
Iast  Thirteenth street, has received
such encouragement that she will
now conl 11 { Ol organiza
tion and extension which wa lor a
time abandoned after several member

—women prominent in New York

fashionable set=had resigned becaus:
they thought the society's views on

too radical

At a meeting of the society, held at
the Archiepiscopal residence a few
days ago, Archbishop Farley read the
following letter from the Pope,which
he had translated from the Latin

THE POPE'S LETTER
“To our beloved daughter in Christ

IZliza O'Brien Lummis, Moderator of
the S. Filiae Fidei
PIUSP. P. X.

“To our beloved daughter in Christ,
particular  those whose position
wealth or name gives them a most
health and apostolic blessing It is
with a feeling of sweet consolation
that we have learned what vou have
made known to us concerning the so-
ciety which you have founded, its
organization and its excellent results
Indeed, we cannot tut rejoice greatly
when we see most worthy ladies, in
powerful influence in society, uniting
for the purpose of reviving, particu-
larly among those of their own
rank, the perfection of Christian mor-
ality, and by striving, according to
resources at their command, against
naturalism, which is the ever increas-
ing evil of the present day, and
which, breathing only the love of
pleasure and sensuality, weakens and
enervates the minds of men and, even
in the conscience of Catholics them-
selves, effaces the sense of the most
sacred obligations ’

IU'RGES GREATER ARDOR

‘““Among these duties we mention
particularly that of protecting Chris-
tian marriage against the disgrace-
ful stain of divorce, of providing for
proper education within the domestic

social evil

walls, as well as in the schools, of
checking those pests of human so-
ciety, namely, the shameless license

of spectacular representations and im-
moral books, of idl» and wanton con-
versations and gatherings, and the
shameful extravagance of dress.
Therefore, beloved daughter in Christ,
the work vou have inaugurated, not
without divine inspiration and guid-
ance, and which you have prosecuted
with the approbation of the head of
vour diocese, that work we wish vou
to continue henceforth with greater
ardor, while relying on the support
of our authority.

““At the same time we trust that
many more stirred up by vour exam-
ple and that of your associates may
be led to join vour organization, and
that vour pious association may, un-
der your leadership, be diffused in
other dioceses also and that it mavy
induce even Catholic men to bind
themselves by a similar compact and
to tend to a similar purpose. In the
meantime, as  an awpury and assur-
ance oi divine blessing and a Loken
of our paternal henevolence, we very
lovingly impart to  vou, beloved
dauvghter in Christ, and to vour whole
society and to all those wheo in any
way forward the same, our Apostolic
Benediction 1

“Given from St Peter's
22, 1904, feast of St. Cecilia, virgin
ani marter In the second year of
our pontificate

November
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RESIGNATIONS THREATENED
SOCTETY

While in the manual of the society,
which was formed a vear ago, it is
specfically stated that the object of
the organization is the strengthening
of the bond of union between Catho-
lic women, it is added that it will
not advertise socia! sins by denuncia-
tion, but will quietly make them un-
'popular, and that the Catholic di-
vorcee who remarries will be socially
and also ot
s whose lives
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Holy Father, on which occasion shs
presented to him a manual of the so-
ciety which by letter he has approv-
ed Letters of approbation have al-
S0 been received by her from Arch-
bishop Farley, Mgr. Falconio ami
Cardinal Gibbons. With the commen-
dation of the head of the Church, for
{which she has been waiting, Miss
Lummis will now begin active work
in carrying out the principles of the
society and of extending it through-
fout the country

A Successful  Medicine.—Everyons
wishes to be successful in any under-
‘taking in which he may engage. It
is, therefore, extremely gratifying te
{the proprietors of Parmelee's Veget-
|able Pills to know that their eflorts
| to compound a wmedicine which would
'prove a blessing to mankind have

been successful beyond their expec-
tations. The endorsation of these
Pills by the public is a guarantee

that a pill has been produced which
will fulfil everything ciaimed for it

Japanese War Tuweling

| As might have been expected, mul:-
tary and naval subjects occupy &
large place among the year's designs
(for toweling. The towel designs cele-
|brating naval victories have beeo
practically successful; they are most-
{ly in white, on a blue ground; or 1o
{black, on a white ground.

Besides towels decorated with .:-
|tistic  sketches of this sort, ther.

‘bave been placed upon the tmarket
(many kinds of towels bearing cowic
war pictures,—caricatures or cartoons
which  are amusing without being
malignant. It wilf be remembens
that at the time of the first attace
made upon the Port Arthur SQui-
dron, several of the Russian officers
were in the Dalny theatre,—never
(dreaming that the Japanese would
dare to strike the first blow. This
incident had been made the subject
of a towel design. At one end of the
towel is a comic study of the faces
of the Russians, delightedly watching
the gyrations of a ballet dancer. At
the other end of the towel is a stad ¢
of the faces of the same commanders
when they find, on returning to the
Iport, only the masts of their battie-
ships above water. Another towel
Ishows a procession of fish in front of
a surgeon’s office—waiting their turns
0 be reliecved of sundry bayouets

swords, revolvers, and repeating rifles
which have stuck in their throats.
A third towel picture represents a

Russian  diver  examining, with 2
prodigious magniiying-glass, the
holes made by torpedoes in the hull

of a sunken cruiser. Comic verses
or legends, in cursive text, are print.
ed beside these pictures —Lafcadi
Hearn, in The Atlantic

If we have faith, let us helieve that
|there is a death, a judgment a
il'terult_\. and let us endeavor, d
{ing the days that vet remain to us
§ln live only for God All things
fupon earth have to leave us. or we
(have to leave them

IF YOU HAVE

Rheumatism
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