
THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE. THURSDAY, DECEMBER-at, ie<w

A Christmas Nightingale.
On the afternoon of the Mod of | of email coin, which kept them from 

Ite~mber 18-, a cold wind was I day to day, but left almost nothing
, . ,____over when the season was at an

blowing, tossing the naked branches end Now thcy had turned their
of the trees that had been stripped jace8 to the south and were travel- 
of their foliage. Snow lay every- ling slowly towards Italy. It was
where it covered the hedges and [ there that the child must go, there
walls, and bent down the branches 
of the pine trees with its weight ; 
icicles depended irom the eaves of 
tall houses which bordered the wide, 
irregular street leading up from the 
lower town to the Hotel de Ville 
which stood bleak and cheerless at 
the top of the hill, encircles by ram
parts of what had once been a city. 
Evnn now it considered itself as 
such, though the • Councillors of 
State” and the Mayor hardly found 
their labors arduous, and the gen
darmes, more or less conscious of 
their uniforms, lounged in the court 
yard under the windows of th« ^î1^- 
ing which served as a jail, chaffing 
the girls who came shivering to the 
grotesquely carved fountain, or Raz
ing aimlessly down into what re
mained of the moat, only one corner 
of which now contained water under 
a thick covering of ice—the larger 
part being cultivated in summer osa 
kitchen garden. Now, however, 
there were to be seen only the bare 
stalks of the gooseberry and currant 
bushes, gaunt branches of espahered 
pear treas, and stalks of dead cab
bages that thrust their ugly brown 
shapes above the ground.

Just below tho turning of the 
road where the ramparts began. a 
tall crucifix with a life-sized figure 
in bronze dominated the wide valley, 
across, which, under the bare 
brrnrhes of spreading trees, could he 
seen a few scattered chalets, their 
broad, overhanging roofs weighted 
down with rough boulders, as a safe
guard against the devastating winds 
that sometimes swept over the coun
try; not far away was a cheerless 
looking building. long and low, 
whiph had evidently been the barn of 
some ancient monastery, but having 
been restored and added to, was now 
used as an almshouse.

Up the long hill leading from the 
little railway station a man and a 
boy were slowly making their way. 
The man was old, he had a long 
white beard, and his forehead was 
seamed and furrowed. He wore a 
tattered cloak that he drew about 
him with ms vmn fingers, and he 
shi Wired and coughed. The child toil
ed along wearily by his sloe; the 
pair had come a good distance; they 
were very poor, and the old man 
carried a guitar which he held 
against his breast, as if he feared 
that it would fall and be injured. 
He was a musician, and had once 
been a famous singer, but that was 
long ago, when he was young and 
handsome, and • managers had vied 
with each other in offering him great 
sums of money, knowing that when 
Vintelli was billed to sing the house 
would be crowded and the season 
sure to be a successful one. Ab, yes.

he would receive proper instruction 
cultivate the voice that every day 
grew sweeter; but the way was long 
and the old man’s strength began to 
fail. He would not allow that he 
was ill; he must go on, he must get 
the child to Italy. There he felt he 
would be safe with his old friend, a 
music master whom he had known 
for years, who would be interested 
in the boy and teach him. Yes, and 
look after him when he himself was 
dead. Dead—oh, the idea, was hor
rible—dead! No, no, it must not be. 
He must live, he must work for the 
boy, he must see him grown up and 
able to take care of himself. He must 
not die! He would not. If only 
they could reach that city by the 
sea, under the shadow of the purple 
mountains where the olive trees 
grew, where the oranges and lemons 
hung on the branches along with 
perfumed waxen blossoms. where 
heliotrope covered walls and the 
hillsides were pink with blossoming 
roses, and where, high up on a rocky 
ledge, dominating tho deep blue sea. 
was that little pink church, with 
the bells that rang out for matins 
and vespers, where long ago he had | 
made his first communion, where he j 
would go and confess once more as j 
soon as they arrived.

so dark, and so cold."
The child ran baca, the Sisters fol

lowing as fast as they could make 
their way along, and coming to the 
stable, followed Giovanni inside, but 
it was so dark they stumbled along 
with difficulty.

"Sister Veronica, the candles.
"Here they are, Reverend Mother," 

and the Sister who answered to the 
name of Veronica drew a long candle 
from her basket, and then found 
matches, with which she quickly 
produced a1 light, and holding it be
fore her, led the way to the pile of 
straw on which lay old Vitelli, quite 
unconscious and breathing slowly 
and heavily

Reverend Mother knelt beside him 
and felt his pulse.

"He is almost gone," she said;
then she drew a small flask from 
her pocket, and tried to pour a few 
drops of brandy down the old man’s 
throat, but it was useless; the li
quid trickled down the corners of 
his mouth, he could not swallow, 
and the two women, accustomed as 
they were to kneeling beside the dy
ing, realized that the old man was 
past all earthly help. They began to 
repeat the prayers for the dy ing. The 
child meanwhile crept close to the 
inanimate form, crying and sobbing 
softly; he took one of the withered 
hands and rubbed it, trying to bring 
back some warmth to the stiffening 
fingers. Rut it was all useless; a 
shiver passed over the body. a 
spasm contracted the face and then 
it was over. Poor old Vitelli. who 
had made such a brave fight for 
lif*\ was dead .

"Grandfather! grandfather! wake j 
up ! Speak to me. Don’t you know : 
me? Don’t you know it is Giovan
ni, your little Giovanni? You can- j 
not go away and leave me uloriv
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iieverend Mother pointed to the ' 
child. She told the curé and thé j 
doctor all she knew; the gendarme i 
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ing stolidly. There was nothing to j 
be done now; to-morrow the coro
ner would come, and then the old ! 
man must be buried.
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But it was cold this afternoon, it
was getting late, the shadows were] Grandfather, dear grandfather—" 
already falling; he felt very tried; he j ‘But. my child," Reverend Mother 
wanted to reach the top of the hill, j sajtj Kl>ntly. "he cannot speak Your 
to get near the warmth and the light ! grandfather has gone—gone already 
of the town. At the foot of the cru- away—gone to le bon Dieu " 
cifix he stumbled; ho was so tired, j ■ ■ And left me alone! Oh, no, no.
but he would not complain; he I it cannot be. he would not leave me
would not. alarm the child, only they 8Q Dear grandfather, come hack 
would both kneel there for a moment I comp back!" and he bent down and 
and say a prayer to le bon Dieu i. kissed the old man’s face.

"Take the heads. Giovanni, wc will i ,.Mv rbiid. your grandfather can- 
thank le bon Dieu for taking care j nQt èome back, le bon Dieu has 
of us so far; we will ask him ’ to I takon him." and Reverend Mother
help us," and the two knelt toge
ther. their faces upturned towards ! 
the pitying eyes of the Christ.

Rising wearily, the old man press
ed close to the crucifix, kissing the • 
feet with fervor, and bidding the 
child to put his lips where his own ; 
had been; then slowly, and often 
stopping to rest, they reached the ' 
town as it was getting dark, and ! 
away down in the valley they saw j 
in scattered farm-houses the twink- ! 
ling lights come slowly out, as I 
housewives lighted the iamps before i 
closing the shutters for the night

put her arms about the boy. trying 
to comfort him. *"'l'cll me, how do 
you happen to he here—why are you 
alone in this place?”

"Wo have come a long way,". Gio
vanni answered; "grandfather and 1. 
wo have walked for many days, and 
we were going to Italy We wore 
so happv together; he lmd his guitar 
and I 1 sang, and ho wanted to take 
mo to his friend, who would teach 
me: he said 1 had a voice, and tho 
maestro would show mo how to use 
it, and then some day I would be a 

as he had boon.’'

J

, l

'Giovaimi, I can't go any further. : ‘against the aid.
I am so tired. I am faint and j ‘,IleverenPd Mother, crying bitterly

‘ and unable to continue, whilvoice mas iweak." The old man’s 
almost inaudible.

"Grandfather, grandfather, what 
is it?” the child £ried in terror.

They were close to a deserted 
stable; the door was half open, and 
the old man groped his way inside, 
and fell fainting on the straw that 
covered the floor.

to the door and 
down the street. .

that was years ago; bis fortune had
been in his throat and he had never | Giovanni ran
thought to lose it; but, suddenly, i00ked up and uuwn me sweet. * ~------ . ,
one winter morning he awoke with Emerging from the shadows a lit-i S*M °* the narrow win >
a cold, and gradually pneumonia de- , tle way below, he saw two figures I R° oUt and tind thc cur ’ 
veloped. There were weeks when he coming slowly up the hill, and as 
lay hovering between life and death, they passed under the electric light 
and when at last he found himself j jie recognized the dress and great 
comparatively well, it was to realize j white coronets of the Sisters of 
that the beautiful voice was gone, i Charity, who were coming up from 
He wished he had died—what was the valley where they had been on 
the use of life now! When he had some errand of mercy. Giovanni 
dreamed, before this illness came, of i ran towards them, crying out: 
the future, it was of successive sea- "Help! help! Oh, come quickly, 
sons of triumph, of crowded houses my grandfather is dying," and he 
and prolonged recalls, and applause broke into pitiful sobs, 
that was almost deafening. It had The Sisters hastened their steps, 
never occurred to him that before j who was this child who came run- 
age he should find himself disabled, ning towards them, the tears cours- 
and be passed by and forgotten as ,ng down his cheeks, his voice 
he had seen so many others before choked by sobs? They did not know 
now, that the money gained so easi- him; he was a stranger in the vil- 
ly and as lavishly spent, should be lage, and he was certainly in great

distress.
"What is the matter, my child— 

what is it? Your grandfather is dy
ing? But where—lead us to him."

"Here, here in the stable, and it is

Bronchitis is generally the result of a mid 
caused by exposure to wet and inclement 
weather, and is a very d mgerous inflate 
ma Lory affection of the bronohiul tubes.

The Symptoms ape tightness aero*» 
the cheat, sharp pains and a difficulty it, 

^her being a good-for- | breathing, and a secretion of thick phlegm.
at first white, but later of a greenish or 
yellowish color. Neglected Bronchitis is on* 
of the most general causes of Consumption.

Care tt at once by the use of

almost entirely gone and he left 
without any visible means of sup
port. He hung about the theatres, 
hoping something would turn up, 
thinking perhaps that the voice 
would return, but it never did, and 
so at last he engaged two small 
rooms and advertised for pupils, and 
he gave lessons for several years. 
But he hated it. He married one 
day, and his wife died not long af
ter, leaving a child, a little girl to 
whom he was devoted, and he watch
ed her grow up, caring for her as 
tenderly aa a woman, till at last 
she married and died as her mother 
had died before her, leaving a baby, 
a dark-eyed, curly-headed boy. Then, 
the child’s 
notlufcg fellow who soon disappeared 
Vitelli found himself an old man, 
once more with a child to care for. 
and again he began saving and work
ing as best he could, to support the 
boy in whom hereafter centered all 
his hopes, all the joy of his saddened 
an<- disappointed life The child was 
now t^n years old, olive-skinned, 
with ^ rk. expressive eyes and long 
lashes that brushed his cheeks, and 
lips that were the color of an orien
tal ruby. Already he sang, accompa
nying his grandfather when he play
ed the guitar. throwing back his 

“head and letting the notes thrill out 
joyously lfke the spng of a bird; hip 
musical ear was precocious: and al
ready the old meii had begun to 
plan for hint, and to dream that one 
day he should repew the success of 
hip own brilliant youth. And yèt he 
sighed in dreaming, for he himself 
was old. and he would npt be there 
to listen to the cultivated voice of 
the young man.

They had been in Germany in the 
summer, had wandered from mace ♦<» 
place for months, he playtpg th#> 
guitar while the çhi.ld serF., end et 
the- different- waterirs niece®, empfg 
the : crowds, -<tf. tra vellers vhn gp * her. 
ed to amuse themselven ip *hn i^r-rr 
summer deys; the u-pmi. 
night*, there were elwevs 
to listen to the o'd n-on «.<><' *he 
child, and they gethered «

BRONCHITIS

Dr.
Wood's

Norway

-SYRUP-

Mrs. D. D. Miller, Allandste, Ont. 
wrilt-a : My hunhand g**t a bottle of Dr 
Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup f«»i my link

firl who had llron. hiiis. She whuezed •<> 
wily y »u (.«inId hear her from one r--om to 

the other, lint it.was*not l *ng until we 
O'ul.l h o the effect your medicine had on 
h- r. Tunt w<*e last winter when we lived u. 
Toronto.

She had a hid cold this winter, but in 
•♦u'ul of nett ng another bottle of Ih 
W» «I s N iway Pine Syru^, 1 tried a huuu

Veronica knelt and straightened the 
limbs of the dead man. crossing his 
hands upon tns breast.

Reverend Mother looked about and 
saw an overturned box in one cor
ner. She sat down upon it. keeping 
the child beside her.

"Put the candle here," she said to 
Sister Veronica, indicating the stone 

"and then
out and find the curé, and look 

for a gendarme," and Sister Veroni
ca obeyed

Through the open door could De 
seen the old church on the opposite 
side of the wide street. The steeple, 
rising high, was lost in the gathei- 
ing darkness, but there was a light 
near by, and its rays fell on the tall 
narrow windows, and high up on 
the wall it lighted up a fresco that 
Giovanni looked at wonderingly—a 
huge blue disc on which was a great 
eye; rays of light were thrown from 
it that seemed to penetrate the fuz
zy clouds about it. and on the circle 
enclosing the curious picture were 
painted in big capital letters tbe 
words:
"JE VOIS TOUT—ET PARTOUT.
(I see everything, and everywhere. ) 
Giovanni looked at the fresco fasci
nated; he could not withdraw his 
gaze from that eye, which seemed to 
see into everything; he felt afraid. 
"Je vois tout,. et partout."

Yes, everything and everywhere— 
there was nothing that could be hid
den-nothing that that eye did not 
see. But surely it was the eye of 
le bon Dieu, le bon Dieu, and He 
saw what had happened. He must 
know how they had come to the 
stable, how his grandfather had fal
len and died. Oh, why had He not 
helped him? How could He let his 
grandfather die—how could He let 
him go and leave his little Giovan
ni ? Was He really, as the Sisters 
said, le "bon" Dieu? The child was 
frightened at the thought, the idea 
that he dared fm one instant to 
think. "Grandfather might have been 
tpft alive. Tt was cruel to take him 
away from G’ovn.nni."

"Je vois tovf. et partout. Je 
vois — tout—et—par—tout." The
child’s head wa«» swimming: thirrs 
seemed so far away: h«s head fell 
pgnfn*t the «-h^’-’dor of Reverend Mo
ther. end. woprv and sad. h»s eye® 
rlopoj and he **'p« soon in thc mer
ciful lend of drotirns.

the candles that l«e would order to { 
be lighted beside the body, and he 
would himself say a mass for the ; 
old man’s soul. He was a kind ! 
man, the Cure, and the Sisters, they 
were kind also. When the man was \ 
buried, they must nee what could bo ! 
done with the child. (

"I will take the boy home with me 
for the night,’’ the curé said, and j 
one of the men from the street came 
forward and offered to carry 
across to the presbytère.

Reverend Mother looked at the 
child; tears were in her eyes. and . 
she bent and kissed the curly hair.
She had had her own history, when j 
no one hereabouts knew; it had all . 
happened years ago. and her secret ' 
was hidden away in her own heart; 1 
but the child leaning against her ! 
shoulder, nestling so trustingly on j 
the hi oust t hat was so full of ten- j 
«1er mother love, woke in her anew 
the anguish of the past year, and 
she raised her head, motioning to j 
the man to lift the boy. her own . 
eyes fell upon the fresco across the 
street, "Je vois tout et partout."

There were people lingering about ' 
the stable. The doctor arranged for | 
two of the men to watch beside the ' 
body. and Sister Veronica place»! 
candles at the head and foot, light-j 
ing thenf as the curé directed

Reverend Mother said. "We are ve- ! 
ry late: we must be going on Bon i 
soir. Monsieur le curé.”

"Good-night. Reverend Mother [ , 
good-night, Sister Veronica. May ,
God’s blessing rest upon you." And ’ 
they went their way while the curé, j 
followed by the man with the sleep- | 
ing child in his arms, went on to- j 
wards the presbytère.

The old housekeeper, who had been 
warned that something unusual had j 
happened, held the door open as the ' 
curé approached, and followed him j 
into the bare little room. which } 
served as his living room’ and study I 
in one. It was fairly neat, a little J 
fire was burning and thé lamp was 
lighted on the table. The curé mo
tioned to the peasant to lay the 
child down on the lounge bèside the * 
fire, and taking a bottle of the wine i 
of the country that stood on the ta- hands 
ble. poured some of it into a tumb
ler which he handed him, thanking 
him for bringing the boy across the 
street, and then dismissing him, the 
old woman showing him to the door.

"Come back, Elise," the curé said;
"we must find a place for the child 
to sleep, and he hastily recounted 
what had happened as she listened 
in open-mouthed astonishment.

The child stirred and opened his 
eyes, then he sat up and looked 
around the room, «lazed by the light 
and unknown faces and the new sur
roundings.

"Where am I—where is my grand
father?"

"You are here, quite safe; we are 
going to give you something to 
eat," the curé said gent
ly.

"Poor little fellow, lie must be 
hungry." Elise added. Monsieur le 
curé, I will get him a bowl of hot 
milk’and'some bread,” and she went 
to the kitchen, leaving the old man 
and the chiW alone.

"I don’t understand, ’ the boy said, 
looking a round. "What has happen- 
ed ?—grandfather—’ ’ then rubbing 
his eyes; "oh, 1 had a dream; it 
must have been a dream. Grand
father was ill—he fell on the straw 
—I—thought—he—died."

"My boy,"—the curé’s voice was 
stood over the boy and took his 
hand. "Try to be quiet. You must 
be very tired; you have walked a 
long distance, and you have been 
aàleep."

"But my grandfather—where is my 
grandfather?"

"My boy,"—the curé’s voice was
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al id there were tears in his 
eyes—"my child, you must try 
have courage. Your grandfather lias 
gone away—he has gone a long jour-

A journey ! Without me? My 
grandfather lias gone and left me be
hind?" Then as everything cam’e 
back to him. he started to his feet. 
"Oh. it was true, it was not a 
dream, it was true! There was the 
stable—and the Sisters—and my 
grandfather—he died—he died!”

“Yes. my child*- le bon Dieu took 
him. -t he kind, merciiv.l God, God the 
Father lie took him to himself, 
when* he will never be ill, hungry 
nor cold; he will never be unhappy."

"And he has taken him away from 
his little Giovanni!" The child 
threw himself at the feet of the curé 
holding the old man's hand and sob
bing bitterly.

"Yes. little Giovanni, God has ta
ken your grandfather to himself. 
Try. my child, to be brave; remem
ber that what le bon Dieu does is 
for the best."

"U voit tout, et partout," the 
chi Id repeated slowly.

Yes, my child," the curé answered I
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TO LOVERS
OF ST. ANTHONY

el Pidea.
Dear Reader,—Be patient with nfc 

for Lulling you again how much I 
need your help. How oan 1 help it? 
or what else can 1 do?

'or without that help this Mission 
must cease to exist, and the poor

what will grandfather do? He of ter 
said he could not get on without me 

that he wanted to live ror me." 
"God knows what is for the best, 

little Giovanni. He will see to it 
that you are taken care of; that is." 
the curé added, "if you are a good 
boy. God will himself look after 
you."

___ _ The child shook his head sadly. "I
very gentle as he stroked the child’s do not understand," he said.

not following the cnihl's ide„; | Catholl“ here remain with"
"And He saw my grandfather and ou.1 a Lh,U!Ph'K1. . , 

took him. and left me behind. Put' 1 811 to sav Ma,88 and
give Benediction in a Mean Upper-

Yet such as it is. this is the sole 
outpost of Catholicism in a division 
of the county of Norfolk measuring 
35 by 20 miles.

And to add to my many anxieties, 
I have no Diocesnr Grant. No En
dowment < except Hope )

We must have outside help for the 
present, or haul down f'he fla".

Backache,
Kidney 'Pain

TTiioo ... I The generosity of the Catholic Pub-
bowl of milt i° r0°m bringing pc has enabled us to secure a valu- 
Dowi of milk and a great hunch

Pains in the small of the back.
There’s no mistaking this sign of 

kidney trouble.
Other indications are frequent uri

nation. pain or smarting when pass
ing water, deposits in the urine, 
headache and loss of iiesn.

Dr. A. W. Chase’s Kidney-Liver "Flic#. «... ♦ ,
Pill” overcome kidney derangements him 'v, Y . 1 m,‘ko "p a hl'r‘
more promptly end Thoroughly than % ’ V”"" h,~frooirivno. ------------ ^. irom my own room when tho r*on<

De~ i* open; he will bo comfnrtnMo hrro

of coarse bread. "The child is hun
gry, he must eat," the curé said, and 
himself drew a chair up to the ta
ble. The child came forward and 
stood while the curé pronounced the 
grace, then he made the sign of the 
cross, as his grandfather had taught 
him to do. Old Elise and the curé 
looked on with approval.

"Eat now, my child." Elise said, 
and the boy, who was very hungry 
devoured the bread and milk with 
avidity.

ni i.! • which I got from » neighl-oi
hu imuvi ; hit her cold Lifted stout twio» 
A-tl -ng. My.jiunbantl highly praise* ‘Dr 

s «ye lie w if see that» bottW 
of it m alw-.yn k pt iu the house.” 

iT-io of Dr. Wuqd’i Korway Pin* 
i J-j peu is per bottla It is put uj. 

iu, wrapper, three pine tree* the
trivia mai k, s>, be t- and etoept'nboe of 
th < mniy substitutes of the original44Iter 
way Pine Syrup.”

"Here, Monsii 
V^rnn'Ca fvrprr 
of thc stebln. * 
pidp bnr. 
pr« Vnr<* 1 PPOr't<* 
pd t^^m «« *i'
TT-Il ref-r. fV>p (filr1

Vf
«voi-o

Th»' curé 
r<*ort Motbnr ■ 
m«*n’q ho«*V

*r le curé." Sister 
towprds tbe door 

e r»rf wn’ked be- 
*mt*n followed, and 

••••m the v’Bore io*n- 
row nnnr the piper* 

• pr* ley deed pi>«* 
erd Ht tie Jeer.

nodded to P-evr- 
V beside tbe old 

’t4*’»1 n.rtpdprme cr,r*''
• or-lp rrpofrfi 

■ V-, (*r.ptpi* prrivnd
-■-miriPB v*irn- b'1* o'
"M1 '-r-ntoee V1*»*"' 

enp. P'OIIP P W -
..... .. ho bfirv- " •

Si'-:'.' 1 f bn t Red font,.'
-Mp 0.t„Vpnnl
’• 1.1 Mi-Id |*(V«Pfrlv<'r

any treatment you can obtain, 
cause of their combined and direct 
action on the liver and kidneys.

This letter proves our claim.
Mr. Hob. P Miller, farmer, St.

Mary’s Ont... writes: "I was troubl
ed with severe peins in the abdo
men. chills in tbe beck, too fre- 
oeent urination end rereral weak
ness and tired ferVppp There were 
brick d.pt d.p0c«tc „ ,vv .«nine pq
wnM an othnr nyimtairp r< HHnnv | The funeral wrp nv, 

-,’7,, r' .' hw" " if'nry-I,lvrr of Vitelli. rncre.rt n •
' ' r"..............el- eo-fln, had been e,

»be « op church. E»fPe ked ». r 
mv i the hand, erd t it w

irnn*edipte»v 
ef, Pr. rbp<n C-:

Wes f%.,

and to-morrow we w$ll pee whet i.- 
to be done.” •

Elise brought a pillow and cover 
ings. In half an hour il.e hoy -we 
sleeping, and the c ré ->t hup;de 
fire, having turned down 1 he UgH 
and for a long time " etched ib, 
figure before retiring h’mrelf to «-•- 
own quiet, solitary mom.

• Tbe remain' 
’ narrow r*:* « 
rried to M-
°:-Vpn,.» I

J vrr ^1»

the townsfolks drrv 
riosity, they bed !•» 
while the e 
service. T^e-
carried to • ,.i
*n the cor*?» M 
dead.

( "

able site for Church and Presbytery. 
We have money in hand towards the 
cost of building, but the B'shop wifi 
not allow us to go into debt.

I am most crateful to those who 
have helped us and trust they will 
continue their charity.

To those who have not helped 1 
would say: —For the sake of the 
Cause give something, if only a ‘‘lit
tle/’ It «s easier and more pleasant 
to give tUrnn to bee. Speed the rind 
hour when •! need no longer plead for 
a permanent Home for the Blessed 
Sacrament.

Fatter Gra|. tatteilt MIssIm. 
Fakeika». Narre:*. Fanait

P.S.—T will gratefully and prompt
ly acknowledge the smallest donation 
and send with inv pckaiowledgm«mt a 
beautiful picture of the Sacred Heart 
and St. Anthony.

letter ire» oar New Blskep.
Dear Father Or ay.—You have duly 
accounted far the dime which you 
have rereived, and you have. plaeeJ 
them tern rely in the namee of Dio- 
ce ran Trueteee. Yotir effort» hovt 
gone far tnwardt providing what it 
neeerrurtf fnr the entabhnhmei't qf a 
permanent JHinrion at Fakenham. / 
ant hart re you to continue to eolieit 
almn for fhit object until, is mg 
judgment, it hat been fully attained.

Your* faithfully in Chriti,
f F. W. KEATING,

Bithof Northampton.


