
I

If DECEMBER 22, 1928 THE CATHOLIC RECORD
■round the stable where the Infant 
Jesui will be laid tonight."

" Isn’t He there yet, muvver ?” 
In a tone of disappointment.

" Not yet, dearie ! Don’t you 
know I’ve told you that He won’t be 
in the crib until midnight — the 
time when the angels brought the 
news of Hie birth to the shep
herds?”

The little boy nodded, hie eyes 
bright with interest.

" I ’member,” he answered ; 
” and you said I might go to the 
crib with the shepherds — that I 
might be the little shepherd.”

” And so you shall when we com» 
to the early Mass. Now go and 
tell Our Lord that you’ll be here 
to welcome Him ; and keep very 
quiet while mother goes to make 
her confession.”

The little boy nodded again ; and 
being well accustomed to going to 
church with his mother, and keep- 
ing quiet while she prayed or with
drew into the mysterious box where 
so many persons went in and out, 
he turned his step towards the 
chapel, which had been transformed 
into the stable oi Bethlehem—a 
stable fascinating in its realism, as 
it stood, with boughs of cedar 
drooping over the roof, where the 
star had not yet appeared. The 
little boy paused before it, and re
garded eagerly the curtain which 
concealed the interior, behind which 
he knew that the manger was ready 
for the Infant that was to come, and 
toe ox and the ass were waiting in 
their stills. And there was anxiety 
as well as eagerness in his gsze ; 
for he had on hand an enterprise, 
concerning which he had said 
nothing to his mother. Having seen 
a picture in which the shepherds 
were represented as bringing lambs 
from their flocks to offer to the 
Divine Inf ant, “the littlest shepherd” 
felt that it would not do for him 
to approach the crib empty-handed. 
And so, concealed under the cape of 
his coat, he had brought a lamb— 
small, but covered with real wool— 
which was his favorite toy, and 
which he meant to offer as a play
thing to the Infant Jesus.

* * *

But here were encountered disap
pointment and difficulty. The crib 
was concealed from sight; the Infant 
had not yet been laid in it ; and how 
was the littlest shepherd to dispose 
of the lamb, which be did not wish 
to take away with him ? He glanced 
around ; there was no one near—no 
one to notice the small figure in the 
obscurity; for the lights were at the 
other end of the church about the 
confessionals, where kneeling people 
were gathered, absorbed in theirown 
affairs. And so, after some hesita
tion, he slipped behind the curtain 
and found himself alone in the 
stable, at the foot of the empty 
manger.

He did not intend to remain longer 
than a minute ; he wanted only to 
put hie lamb in the crib, where the 
Christ-Child might find it when He 
came. But(scunething in the atmos
phere of the*place suddenl/filled his 
little heart with a strange sense of 
awe ; and after he had placed the 
woolly toy in the straw, an instinct 
made him kneel down . . The 
light which came through the cur
tain was dim, but not so dim that he 
could not see distinctly how every
thing was in readiness for the 
coming of the Babe of Bethlehem ; 
and then—suddenly—it seemed to 
the child’s wondering eyes that He 
was there. Had he been mistaken 
in fancying that the crib was un
occupied ? For surely there was a 
charming Infant in it—an Infant 
who smiled at him in acceptance iso 
he understood) of the lamb he 
had brought—the lamb it had cost 
a sensible sacrifice to surrender— 
and who held in His hand a decor
ated, lighted candle !... It 
was only for a moment that the 
wide, delighted eyes took in the 
vision—and then they saw again 
only an empty manger filled with 
straw, where no Infant yet lay.

When the little boy’s mother 
presently came in search of him, she 
found the small figure curled in the 
corner of a seat opposite the crib, 
watching with a bright, intent gaze 
the curtain which hung before it. 
She touched him, smiling.

“Come, dear !” she said. “There’s 
no good in watching the crib now, 
you know. As I told you, it isn’t 
time yet for the Infant Jesus to 
come.”

“But He did come, muvver," the 
little boy whispered eagerly in 
reply. “He came and smiled at me 
—for I gave'Him my lamb—and then 
He went away. But I’ve been 
thinking He might come back, and 
I’d like to see Him again.”

“Dennis !” his mother gasped.
She was shocked to the utmost 

fiber of her being ; for he had never 
been, like some children, given to 
imaginative romancing, to relating 
things which had never happened ; 
and that he should begin now and 
here—that he should tell what was 
untrue on such a subject, seemed to 
her dreadful beyond expression. She 
seized his arm and lea him from the 
church without another word ; but 
once outside, she stopped and looked 
at him with an expression such as 
he had never seen on her face be
fore.

"Dennis,” she said gravely, “what 
is the meaning of this ? What pos 
sessed you to say what was untrue 
about Our Lord Himself, in His 
own church ? Were you asleep and 
did you dream ? I can’t think you 
meant to tell a falsehood, yet 
you must know that you didn’t see 
Him.” <«0M3

"But truly I did, muvver !” the 
little fellow answered, earnestly. “I

wasn’t asleep and 1 wasn't dream
ing ; I couldn’t have been, for I was 
in the crib"—v

‘ You were in the crib ! 0 Dennis, 
1 wouldn’t have believed it ! What 
made you do such a thing ?”

“I went," Dennis explained with 
the same earnestness, "to puit.my 
lamb In the manger, so the infant 
Jesus would find it there when He 
came."

“Your lamb !” His mother re
garded him as if she feared he were 
losing his mind. “What are you 
talking about ?"

"I’m talking about my lamb—my 
own lamb, with the white wool— 
that Mrs. Riordan gave me,” Dennis 
answered patiently. "I thought if 1 
was to be the littliest shepherd, I 
ought to carry a lamb, like the other 
shepherds, to the Infant Jesus— 
only, of course mine wouldn’t be a 
real lamb like theirs. But 1 knew 
He'd know I’m only a little boy, and 
it was all the lamb I had ; and I 
liked it very much, so I thou.-ht He 
might like it, too. And He did, 
muvver ! You ought to see how 
pleased He looked !”

“Dennis !” his mother exclaimed 
once more.

And then she paused, her heart 
beating fast, and not knowing what 
to say ; for she was quite sure now 
that the boy was not speaking 
falsely. There is a convincing 
power in truth, and there was a 
convincing light also in the eyes of 
the child lifted to meet hers. 
Clearly, he had seen something—it 
was most likely to have been fancy 
—in the dim light of the curtain- 
shrouded crib, and she decided that 
the best thing was to say nothing 
more about it.

“You must have fallen asleep 
while you were waiting for me, and 
dreamed it all," she said, as they 
turned to walk on ; “and so we 
won't talk about it.”

“But I didn’t dream about leav
ing my lamb,” Dennis urged. “1 
putted it in the straw, and then I 
knelt down and said my prayers ; 
and then I saw the Infant Jesus, 
holding a candle, and He smiled 
at me—truly He did, muvver !”

“But the 'nfant Jtsus never holds 
a candle. You’ll see, when we go 
back for the Mass and He’s just a 
little baby, with His arms wide 
open.”

“He had a candle in one hand,” 
the boy persisted, “and it was such 
a pretty candle, with silver flfiwers 
and green leaves and red berries all 
round it.”

“Dennis !” his mother gasped 
again ; for she knew at once what 
he was describing was the Christ
mas candle of Ireland ; and he had 
not only never seen anything of the 
kind, but it was not likely that he 
had ever heard of the custom of 
lighting such a candle. Had the 
child really the Celtic "second- 
sight”—though he had never exhib
ited any signs of it before—and had 
he truly seen a vision? The deep- 
rooted mysticism of the Celt made 
her more ready to believe this than 
one of another race woul'd have 
been. For was it not Christmas 
Eve? And were not candles such 
as he described burning in many 
windows in distant Ireland, in gra
cious invitation to any poor wan
dering woman and child to enter 
and shelter? But the Green Isle of 
the faithful hearts and tender cus
toms was far away, and why should 
such a vision of its symbolic light 
have been shown to one for whom 
no door stood open, in memory of 
Bethlehem, in this cold, material 
land ? The mother, whose heart 
was heavy with care, with a great 
fear of the future, and a haunting 
dread of the necessity to separate 
from her child in order to find work 
and bread for both of them, asked 
herself this question with a sense 
of deepening wonder and awe, 
while she walked on, hardly notic
ing the direction her steps were 
taking.

And so it was that presently, 
looking around with a start, she 
found that, in her preoccupation of 
thought, she had taken a wrong 
turn, and was in an unfamiliar 
street, instead of on that which led 
to her place of lodging. She paused 
with the intention of going back ; 
but as she turned, Dennis caught 
her hand quickly.

“Muvver!” he cried, in a tone of 
excitement—“muvver, there’s the 
candle !”

She glanced down at him with 
amazement and startled fear. Was 
he really losing his senses ?

"My boy, what’s the matter with 
you ?" she asked tremulously. 
“There’s no candle anywhere in 
sight.”

“Oh, yes, there is!” he said, with 
growing excitement. “Don’t you 
see it yonder, in that window ? 
Come, muvver—come!”

He seized her dress now with both 
hands ; and yielding to his insist
ence, she let him draw her across 
the street. And then — it was 
almost unbelievable—there before 
her eyes, burning in the window of 
a small cottage somewhat with
drawn from the street, was a 
Christmas candle, dressed with 
holly leaves and berries and tinsel 
flowers—such a candle as she had 
never seen since she was a small 
child in Ireland.

As she stood staring at it, won
dering if she, too, were seeing 
visions, the little boy was talking 
eagerly.

" It’s the very candle I saw!" he 
said, “There’s the silver flowers 
and the leaves ard the berries ! 
But that one was in the church, and 
the Infant Jesus had it.” He 
paused, as a sudden sense of 
mystery touched even his young 
spirit. “ How did it come here, 
muvver—how did it come ?" he 
asked in an awestruck voice.

God only knows,” his mother 
answered, speaking as much to her. 
self as to him. "But it must have 
a meaning. It couldn’t be for noth
ing that it was shown to a little 
child, as a sign to be followed. 
Dennis”—the boy started etj her 
tone—“if that light is put there for 
us, and it seems faithless to think 
anything else, the door will be open, 
ana it's meant that we shall enter. 
Come, dear, let us try it In the name 
of the Infant Jesus !”

Her voice was so grave that 
Dennis felt as if she were summon
ing him to his prarers. But he 
slipped his hand into hers with a 
great sense of trust, and together 
they went up the short path which 
led to the door of the house.

* * *

The evening meal over, Mrs. Gil
roy and her daughter were sitting 
together, their minds full of the 
thought of other and different 
Christmas Eves, and of those who 
were gone out of their livés—the 
dead and the missing—so that con
versation was difficult, and they had 
fallen into a sad silence, which was 
presently broken by the mother 
saying with a deep sigh :

“ It’s clear to me at last, Aileen, 
that I would have done better to 
stay at home in Ireland, as Father 
Phelan told me, than to come to this 
heartbreaking country in the hope 
of finding Dennis. Sure, I’m not a 
bit nearer to finding him here than 
I was there. So I've made up my 
mind to go back, and just wait 
God’s good time for the news that 
may or may not come.”

Aileen looked up from the needle
work in her hands, with a flash of 
joy in her eyes.

V And it’s myself that’s glad to 
hear you say so, mother!" she ex
claimed, “I’ll be tnankful in
deed, when we’re- once more safe at 
home ; for I feel as if my heart 
would break with the strangeness 
and lon-lioess here, and I’m think
ing of you even more than of my
self. You want to be back under 
your own roof and leave Dennis in 
the hands of God.”

“ It’s where I must leave him,” 
the mother said with sorrowful de
cision. “ I’ve been feeling it for 
some time, but I couldn’t make up 
my mind until 1 finished my novena 
that ends today. I begged the 
Blessed Mother, by all her joy of 
Bethlehem, to bring my boy to me, 
or, if that's not according to the 
holy will of God, to show me what 
to do—whether to stay here or go 
back home ; and the answer has 
seemed to be, 1 Go home.1 ”

“I believe it’s what herself would 
bid you do,” Aileen said confidently. 
“And I’m thankful — thankful !”, 
she repeated fervently. “To hear 
you say that we are going back to 
Ireland is the best Christmas gift 
that you could give me."

“ My poor girl !" her mother said, 
in a tone of mingled tenderness and 
self-reproach. " I know you’ve 
been homesick and heartsick, and 
yet so patient and cheerful always 
that I haven’t thought of you as I 
should. But you shall have your 
wish now ; we’ll take our passage 
on the first ship that’s sailing after 
Christmas, so we’ll be in Ireland for 
the New Year; and I’ll just trust 
Denhis with God."

“ He’s safe with Him, mother.”
“ Oh, yes, yes ! But my poor old 

heart’s aching and breaking for him 
alanna !”

It was a very bitter cry—the cry 
as ancient as humanity, of the 
mother mourning for her children, 
and " refusing to be comforted be
cause they are not ”—and even as it 
trembled on the air, and brought 
tears to Aileen’s eyes, there was a 
touch on the door, which stood 
slightly ajar, it was pushed gently 
open, and a soft voice uttered the 
familiar salutation :

“ God save all here !”
As the two rose to answer in

stinctively, they fancied that some 
Irish neighbor pitying their loneli
ness, had come in. But the next 
moment their startled glance recog
nized that it was a stranger who 
stood before them—a pale young 
woman in mourning, to whose hand 
a little boy clung.

” I won’t asK you to pardon me,” 
she said, seeing the surprise in their 
faces; “for it was the candle 
brought me in. I haven’t seen one 
of the kind since I was a little child 
in Ireland, but I haven’t forgotten 
what it means. And though I’m 
not in need of shelter, I thought I’d 
look in and say ‘God save and bless 
you !’ on this Christmas Eve."

“ God save and bless you !” 
mother and daughter answered sim
ultaneously. “ And it's welcome 
you are — many times welcome, 
whether needing shelter or not!” 
Mrs. Gilroy added. But some
times there’s other shelter needed 
than that for the body. Sometimes 
it’s a word with our own that we’re 
longing for ; and glad I am if the 
candle led ÿou in for that. So sit 
down and tell us what part of Ire
land you come from.”

“Tell me first what made you 
think of putting the candle in the 
window—here where no one would 
be likely to know what it meant ?" 
asked the stranger earnestly.

“ We’ve always done it in Ire
land, ’ Aileen replied; “and my 
mother wasn’t satisfied that Christ
mas Eve should pass without it even 
here. So when we came back from 
church a little while ago, nothing 
would do but I must dress a candle 
for the lighting—and now I re
member,” she broke off suddenly, 
“ that we met you in thedocr of the 
church, you and your little boy. 
You were going in as we came out, 
and you held the door open for us. 
1 was struck by the little boy ; for 
hè has a lovely face, and a look in it

like—like—"
" Like my Dennis," the mother 

said, with her eyes upon the child 
and a quick cluteh at her heart. 
"Just such a little boy he was, God 
bless him !”

" My namfc Is Dennis, too," the 
child said suddenly

“ Is It?" She looked at him with 
a new interest. " And what is your 
other name, my little man ? Dennis 
what ?"

“ Dennis Gilroy,” the clear, child
ish tones answered.

“ Dennis Gilroy !" She echoed 
the name like one who cannot be
lieve the testimony of her ears, 
while her eyes opened wide. 
" Dennis Gilroy ! And you come 
with my son’s face, to my door on 
this Christmas Eve, when I begged 
the Holy Mother to send me news of 
him! In the name of God” (she 
turned to the young woman, who 
was gazing at her in startled won
der,) “ who is this child and who 
are you ?”

"He is Dennis Gilroy's son," the 
other answered, “ and I am his 
widow.”

“ His widow ! Then my Dennis is 
dead ?"

" He has been dead for more 
than a year, and if you are hie 
mother—

“ Uh, I am—I am his mother, 
who has come from Ireland to seek 
him !”

"Then when he was dying he bade 
me tell you that he was grieved to 
the heart to remember how he had 
neglected to let you hear from him; 
that he sent you his love and pra;ed 
your pardon. And I wrote, but 
I’ve never had any answer.”

" You couldn’t, for we have been 
in America nearly a year," Aileen 
interrupted breathlessly. “And we 
didn't even know that my brother 
had been married. 'But we could 
find no trace of him, and my mother 
had given up hope of him at last ; 
and just before you came in she 
told me that she would go back to 
Ireland in a few days. And to 
think—to think that but for the 
Christmas candle which—God for
give me—I thought it was foolish
ness to light here, we should have 
gone away and never found you !"

“ I told you,” Mrs. Gilroy said in 
an awed whisper, “ that I felt 
bidden to light the candle when I 
was in church. There’s more in it 
than chance."
“Far more,” the young widow 

said, in a tone as awed as her own.
Then she drew the little boy, who 

wss listening to all the excited talk 
with a wondering face, into the 
midst of their circle.

“ Dennis," she bade him gravely, 
“ tell ns exactly what it was you 
saw in church when you went be
hind the curtain of the crib."

" I saw,” said Dennis, looking 
fearlessly up into the agitated face 
of his newly found grandmother, 
“ the Infant Jesus in the manger, 
and He had a candle in His hand 
just like yours, and ’’ (the little 
voice grew proud) “He smiled at 
me."

And when at the early Christmas 
Maes four happy people knelt in 
thanksgiving before the crib, it 
seemed to them that the Infant 
Jesus smiled once more.

COMING HOME FOR CHRISTMAS
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He little knew the sorrow that was 
in his vacant chair,

He never guessed they'd miss him, 
or he’d surely have been 
there ;

He couldn’t see his mother or the 
lump that filled her throat,

Or the tears that started falling as 
she read his hasty note ;

And he couldn’t see his father, sit
ting sorrowfully and dumb, 

Or he never would have written 
that he thought he couldn’t 
come.

He little knew the gladness that his 
presence would have made, 

And the joy it would have given, or 
he never would have stayed. 

He didn’t know how hungry had 
the little mother grown 

Once again to see her baby and to 
claim him for her own.

He didn't guess the meaning of his 
visit Christmas Day 

Or he never would have written 
that he couldn’t get away.

Why is a man less durable than 
the work of his hands but because 
this is not his place of rest.
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Restored to Health By Taking 
"Fru Wives"

Made of Fruit Juices and Tonics
The most convincing proof of the 

true worth of “Fruit-a-tives" as a 
medicine for women is found in the 
letters written by them to “Fruit-a- 
tives”. For instance:

“ I suffered with all the symptoms 
of female trouble, pains low down 
in the back and sides, constipation 
and constant headache. A doctor 
advised an operation. I started 
taking “Fruit-a-tives” and this fruit 
medicine completely relieved me of 
all my misery”. ^

Mrs. M. J. GORSE
Vancouver, B.O.

50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c. 
At dealers or, from Fruit-a-tivea 
Limited, Ottawa, Ont.

Now to be a true Christian, three these, we are unworthy of the name 
things are necessary ; Chailty in of Christian.—St. Hugh, 
the heart, truth on the lips, and Adversities teach us and aid us to 
purity of life ; If we are wanting in ! hold the just balance

or Lady 
Skater:

There is no sport or recreation perhaps 
that shows so much grace and symmetry as 
skating—

This is. no doubt, why it ia such a favorite recrea
tion with the ladies.

The Starr Company have always paid special atten
tion to the manufacture of ladies' skates and every year 
have several modela specially designed for ladies’ use 
exclusively— ,

Perhaps one of the most popular is the ladies' "Rex" 
illustrated above—the blades are highly tempered sdl 
through, the steel is from Sheffield, special analysis and 
the whole skate heavily nickel plated and brilliantly 
polished.

If your dealer does not sell Starr Skates 
write to us for a free illustrated catalogue 
skewing all latest models.

The STARR M’FG CO. limited
Dartmouth - • Nova Scotia

Toronto Branch 122 Wellington Street West

Best- bkmse oFmmmtrfH

Don’t Throw Your Old Carpels Away
When you get your old carpets made over, be sure you get

YELYETEX
• ( Absolutely Sterilized )
The wonderful succ.se we have had In our special line of making old carpets 
Into the beautiful elen-i, soft “Velvetex" Hugs has bred a host of imitators.
There Is only one way of being sure you get the genuine, high quality, long- 
tasting v elvetex Hugs find that in to send your old carpets or rugs to

Canada Rug Company
In Montreal, To onto, Windsor and London our representative collects the car- 
!>et from attic, cellar or off the door. No matter how old. how dirty, how dllap- 
ldatod (we steriliee them tie a lope around them and send to,us to be made into 
the famous “Velvetex Hugs.

ET Wo pay freight or express both ways everywhere.

Velvetex Building, 96-98 Carling St., London, Ont.
Send for folder 46. Established 1909.

A Christmas Piano 
What Could Be Belter ?

A Sherlock-Manning Plano In your home 
this Christmas will give you more real 
pleasure than any other music you have 
ever heard.
For after all the sweetest music Is that 
which we hear In our own homes, played 
by those we know and love.
Don’t be without a piano this Christmas.
A home without music must be a dull 
place Indeed. The

Sherlock-Manning
* • 20* Centun/ TSano *

jKe J^iojxo wor/Ay of your 9/ome

is made with a care of workmanship that 
can not be hurried, therefore takes time 
to manufacture.
You will do well te book your order for a 
Christmas piano now.
By buying direct from our factory, you 
can make a considerable saving.
Why not write us to - day ?

Sherlock-Manning Piano Company
LONDON - CANADA

i

“It hurts”
Of courte thoee nasty cute and burns do 
hurt I But tiie pain will soon be gone and 
there will be no danger of infection, if 
the wound is bathed with a solution of

and then bound with a bandage saturated 
with Abeorbine Jr.
This Liniment—so cooling, healing and 
soothing—is an ideal ''6rst aid" for child
ren's accidents, for any accident, for cuts, 
sprains, strains, bruises.
Keep a bottle always handy—you never 
know when you’ll need it. $1.25 -at most 
druggists or sent postpaid by

W. P. YOUNG INC. tot 
Lyman Building - - Montreal

Poultry & Eggs Wauled
Top Prices Paid

According to Quality

C. A. MANN & CO.
78 King St. London, Ont.

F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

167 VONOE ST. TORONTO
( Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

TAJT-BROWN OPTICAL CO.
Physical Eye Specialists

48 JAMES ST. N, HAMILTON 
PHONE REGENT 1414

BRANCH

BROWN OPTICAL CO.
223 DUNDAS ST. LONDON

LONDON 
OPTICAL Co.

Hare Your Eyes Examined
Dominion Savings Building

Richmond St. Phone 6180

HAVE US EXAMINE 
YOUR EYES

The responsibility is ours;
The comfort and satisfaction yours

***** F. STEELE Prompt
Service!

210 Dundas St. OPTICIAN LONDON
We Welcome the Opportunity of Serving Yi

Central Commercial 
College

728 8T. CATHERINE W.

MONTREAL
QUEBEC

The ideal course in
Pitman's Shorthand

AND

“Touch" Typewriting
for ambitious students

Phone Up 7363

P. O’NF ILL
PRINCIPAL

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson 1 Sens
180 KING 8T.

The Leading Undertakers A Bmbetmers 
Open Night and Day

Telephone- Houee 373. Factory 643 |

E. C. Killingsworth |
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

I S89 Burwell St. Phone 9971

CLINGER
London’s Rubber Man
3*6 Dundas St, London, Ont. 
IRFS and VULCANIZING

We repair anything in Rubber. 
Galoshes and Rubber Roots a specialty.

G. M. MURRAY
66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and 
Auto Sheet Metal Worker

BRAZING OF ALI. KINDS 
PHONES - NIGHTS 6448. DAY 2327

James R. Haslett
Sanitary and Heating 

Engineer
Agent for Fees Oil Burners

621 Rlohmond St. London, Ont.


