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to Western America, and died there. 
I was miserable when he went away 
and grew careless. One night, on 
leaving the concert hall, I contracted 
a cold and, neglecting it, became 
seriously ill, My recovery was slow, 
and/then the blow fell—my voice was 
gone ; all my dreams of triumphs 
faded as utterly as my dreams of love. 
I was persuaded to try a milder 
climate than that of Europe, and 
came out to Australia some twelve 
years ago. Since then 1 have drifted 
from city to city, until I found this 
haven of peace. I am still a young 
woman, but hope is dead, for me life 
has nothing but weariness, 1 have had 
my day, though it was short enough, 
and you know how the poet says :
' Each morn a thousand roses brings, 

you say.
Yes, but where leaves the rose of 

yesterday ?'
“ The rose of yesterday, how truly 

that describes my hopes, myself.*'
‘ Do you not think," said Brenda, 

striving to find some means to bring 
comfort to this stricken heart, “ that 
your past is too bitterly sad ? A 
good and learned friend of mine, 
told me once to read two chapters of 
the ‘Imitation* for every verse of 
his."

“ Maybe you are right, but I love 
the bitterness, at least I did, but 
since you spoke that evening 1 have 
been thinking of what you said. A 
mother’s love, that I have never 
known, and when yodkspoke of Mary, 
our Mother ; of help and strength, 
and comfort, my heart cried out in 
its loneliness for all you had and I 
lacked. Your holiday is up soon. 
Tomorrow ! Well, at least you will 
write to me and tell me more of this 
beautiful faith that seems the branch 
of healing for every Marah. It is 
strange tor a Christian to say, but 
I’ve never known God as you seem to 
know Him, and yet if I could know 
and love 1—"

“Ah, pray to the Sacred Heart of 
Our Dear Lord ; He will help you. 
He will guide. See, 1 11 give you this 
llosary ; it was my mother's. I will 
teach yon how to say it and then say 
it every day, call every day on Him 
Who has said, ‘Come unto Me all ye 
that labor and are burdened.' '*

It was some six weeks later that 
Brenda, on opening the usual weekly 
letter from her friend by the sea, 
found only a few words written on 
the sheet—“ I was received into the 
Church today, and I know now. With 
God nothing is impossible, and bud 
and blossom may return even to the 
rose of yesterday.”

“ A letter in a strange hand from 
the South Coast," said Brenda one 
day, less than a month after ; “I 
wonder has anything happened to 
Rosemary." The smile faded as she 
read the noté from the good priest 
she had known down there. Miss 
Portescue was dead, and Mother 
Church had but gathered her into 
her arms to lay her in those of death. 
She sent Brenda a last message ; with 
dimming eyes the girl read the faint, 
uncertain characters—“ Our Dear 
Mother, Queen of the llosary ; a place 
at her feet for the rose of yester
day.' ”—Australian Messenger.

METHODIST MISSIONS

SLURS AT THE CHURCH USED TO 
CREATE ZEAL FOR CAUSE

In an elaborate circular recently 
published, the board of home missions 
and church extension of the Metho
dist Episcopal Church gives an inter
esting bit of information as to its 
ideals, motives and methods of evan
gelization among the foreign-born 
elements of our country.

The circular, profusely illustrated, 
is called “Our Italian Allies." After 
estimating the number of Italian 
immigrants in this country at 2,500,- 
000, and sketching their rise through 
the ranks of our commonest unskilled 
labor, through the proverbial fruit- 
stand and peanut vendorship, to the 
more engaging and prosperous fields 
of manufacture and the professions, 
it points out that the vast majority 
of these people are very slow in 
allowing themselves to lose their 
identity of language and customs. 
Of the condition of these Italian 
immigrants it says : “Nor are the 
low - lying, loosely • built shanties 
which fringe the ravines in mining 
camps, centres of activities calculated 
to pass at a full dress reception to 
bishop or mayor. The Church and 
all other constructive agencies have 
left him to this sort of thing." Of 
those who herd in the cities we are 
informed that: “This community 
swarming is due in part to the 
desire of the newly-arrived immi
grant to 1)8 with folks from home 
who talk his language, and in part to 
the difficulties set in the way of a 
foreigner who tries to edge into a 
section of the town occupied by older 
inhabitants."

Here is a larga field open for work 
in so virgin a soil, for: "This very 
un Christian situation has a certain 
new and opportunity frought chal
lenge to the Church of Jesus Christ. 
Their being together indicates that 
they are among us in numbers suffi
cient to demand our attention. A 
recognition of their presence places 
us on the defensive so far as our 
prayer life and creed reciting is con
cerned." How to meet this situation 
is hinted at when the circular says :
It is up to us to teach these sons of 

Garibaldi to read and write English, 
to give them practical information 
that will make them live more easily 
and more safely; to prepare them 
for American citizenship by teaching 
them our laws, customs, ideals and 
history with a Christian interpreta
tion."

So far this duty has not been lived 
up to, we are told. Probably a bit of

self reproach, for “the greater num
ber of our Italian allies in the United 
States are socialist and atheist, be 
cause crubhed by autocracy for cen
turies and because nothing better 
has ever been given them."

TMb last statement and the follow
ing choice bit show the animus of 
Methodism’s work here to be identi
cal with that which caused so much 
of a stir incident to the visit of a 
distinguished ex servant of the peo
ple a few years ago in Rome. “Only 
a small number comparatively have 
remained loyal to the Roman Catholic 
Church, whose ways they came to 
know better here.* How much of an 
opportunity these poor people have 
had of getting to know the ways of 
Rome here is given by the circular 
itself, in a prefatory remark to a list 
of statistics on the number of church 
members among the Italians. “The 
general apathy concerning the relig
ious welfare of the Italians in the 
United States," we read, “is seen in 
the following communities in three 
New England States, having among 
them I talians to the number of 500 
to 2,600, and no provision made for 
their religious life by either the 
Roman Catholic or Protestant Church
.................. It will be interesting to
compare the number of adherents 
once adequate provision has been 
made for their religious belief, when 
the general apathy concerning their 
religious welfare has been changed 
to genuine interest.

Then we are told that there are 
not over 20,000 Italians enrolled in 
the fellowship of “the three hundred 
Protestant, or, as they call it, Evan
gelical churches and missions." How 
strong the appeal of these 300 evan 
gelical bodies must be to bat an aver
age of only 166.8 converts.

As a last bit of barrage prior to 
the “over the top" rally for funds, 
comes this bit of shrapnel Ror e- 
warde. “Our Italian ally is so often 
a socialist or atheist, as a result of 
his effort to break away from the 
dogmatism of Rome." Finally comes 
the inevitable assault on the pocket- 
book of the reader to furnish the 
funds for this liberty-bond campaign 
against the dogmatism-ridden allies 
of onr Italian slums.

While much of the analysis of Ital 
ian immigrant conditions has in it 
food for thought and study for our 
own people and our own societies, it 
also affords us an added incentive to 
counteract the iniiuence of any such 
agencies, whose chief motive in the 
work of evangelization is hinted at 
in its side-thrusts at the Church. If 
we have not a care for the immi
grants, others will.—C. 13. of C. V.

DAILY COMMUNION

fold weaknesses.
Our Holy Father, in approving the 

intention, “ Daily Communion," 
for the League of tbe Sacred 
Heart once more urges the 
faithful to strengthen their souls 
against temptation by nourishing 
them with the Bread of Life. Who 
can tell what effect increased devot
ion to the Blessed Sacrament may 
have in restoring peace to the world ?

It is not one’s place to question 
and draw back with the plea that we 
are not worthy. Said the saintly 
Fenelon : “If, in order to communi
cate daily, we had to wait until we 
were perfect, we should go on waiting 
forever."—Sacred Heart Review.

THE ONE SELFLESS 
POWER

Rev.H. Lucas, S. J., in his address 
on “Daily Communion," delivered at 
the Eucharistic Congress, London, in 
1908, referred to the Holy Eucharist 
as being par excellence the Sacrament 
of the Divine Condescension, because 
our Lord is content to dwell in the 
humblest place and among the low
liest of His creatures. While He 
gladly welcomes all tokens of loyalty 
and devotion as expressed by mag 
nificent ceremonial and public dem
onstrations, yet “out of His immense 
compassion," He has been pleased “to 
make Himself entirely independent of 
all public manifestations of honor," 
and to place Himself even amidst the 
most sordid and squalid of surround
ings.

“And this willingness of our Lord 
to abase Himself in case of need, to 
the outward circumstance of the 
most abject material poverty is but 
symbolical of His readiness, under 
the same Sacramental species, to 
seek us out and find us, though our 
spiritual condition should be that of 
the utmost destitution, short of 
mortal sin or of positive enmity 
against Himself," says Father Lucas.

“To eaçh one of us He is ready to 
come daily if we will but receive Him, 
in order that He may lift us up or 
help us to lift ourselves up out of the 
squalid slums and alleys—if I may so 
apply the comparison—of our miser
able weakness, our pitiable sloth, our 
ungenerous self-indulgence, our petty 
pride, our unworthy meanness ; or 
that He may at last save us or help 
us to save ourselves from falling 
still lower, into the fetid and noisome 
depths of grevious sin.

“Nay, tie witholds not His visits 
even though we should have but 
recently fallen, and should have only 
too much reason to fear that we may 
fall, and fall again. Even in so ter
rible an extremity as this we have 
but to turn to Him with heartfelt 
sorrow and to seek the absolution, of 
His minister, and lo ! He is ready to 
repeat on our behalf the welcome of 
theprodigal today and tomorrow, and, 
if need were, every twenty-four hours 
to the Very end of our lives.

“What a triumph of the love of the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus for men if 
heaven should number among its 
blessed millions even one of whom 
could be said that he fell daily and 
daily rose from his fall and daily 
penitent, received his Lord 1 Oh 
the mystery, the fathomless mystery, 
of the divine condescension 1 "

It is our Lord’s wish to be at home 
with us. He asks no elaborate prep
aration—only to be received into a 
welcoming heart. Insisting on the 
efficacy of daily Communion this 
writer says : “The best preparation 
for receiving our Lord tomorrow is 
to receive Him today ; always sup
posing, of course, that the proscribed 
conditions, freedom from mortal sin, 
and a right intention, are fulfilled."

Dealing with the opinion held by 
pome that daily Communion is the 
privilege of the more fervent, Father 
Luci i reminds the hesitating that 
thia u.vine gift is not the reward of 
virtue, but the remedy for our mani-

While this or that nation is claim
ing prowess on the battlefields of 
Europe, the Holy Father is petition 
ing heaven for peace and bending every 
influence towards softening the hor
rors of war, in the treatment of pris
oners, restoration of scattered fam
ilies, succor of the widowed and 
orphaned. The fair-minded section 
of the public press is making gener
ous recognition of the Pope’s heroic 
Christ like efforts, but there is a 
bitterly antagonistic press that stops 
at nothing in its attacks on the Vat
ican and the sacred person of Christ's 
Vicar on earth.

Possibly such writers are merely 
supplying so many thousand words 
of deliberatelv-orderedlies and abuse 
at so much per thousand words. About 
the only qualifications such scribes 
need bring to their task is a lack of 
conscience and colossal ignorance as 
to what tbe Papacy stands for in the 
history of the world.

Even the Protestant historian with 
respect for his office and for the truth, 
has put on record what his patient 
researches have taught him as to 
the Pope and his influence as peace
maker. Thus Leibnitz reached a 
conclusion that it is timely to recall. 
He says :

“If all would become Catholic and 
believe in the infallibility of the Pope, 
there would not be required any other 
umpire than that of the Vicar of 
Jesus Christ. If the Popes resumed 
the authority which they had in the 
time of Nicholas the First or Gregory 
the Seventh, it would be the means 
of obtaining perpetual peace and 
bringing back the golden age."

And again he says :
“My idea would be to establish, aye, 

even in Rome, a tribunal to decide 
controversies between sovereigns and 
to make the Pope its President, 
as ho really in former ages figured 
as judged between Christian princes."

What a cry would be raised if a 
Catholic historian had penned this 
conviction !

Pope Benedict XV., our reverend 
and beloved Father in God, needs no 
advocate to tell of his magnificent 
citizenship of the world. All races 
are alike to him. He alone stands 
at the head of a world-power that 
serves no selfish ambition, seeks no 
accretion of wealth or lands.—Sacred 
Heart Review.

THE REUNION FOLLY

The desire of the reunion of Chris
tendom is#not folly. It is but look
ing to the fulfilment of Christ’s 
prayer and prophecy that all may be 
one. The one fold and one Shepherd 
is nota thing indefinite, indetermin
ate. With our unfailing Catholic 
faith we know that eventually no 
matter how long it takes to bring 
about the accomplishment, all men 
will be brought into the Catholic 
Church. Hence all work toward 
reunion cannot be regarded as folly, 
hopeless as it may sometimes seem 
apart from the grace of God.

But the methods employed by the 
sects to bring about reunion are ab
surd. The kind of reunion for which 
they work is in itself folly. Thus we 
hear one worker for reunion declar
ing that “the things that separate us 
are trivial ; the things that bind us 
together are deep, permanent and 
eternal."

An Episcopalian bishop, who on 
other occasions would declare that 
he has the full faith, now minimizes 
it by announcing his willingness to 
sacrifice much of it. “ The world is 
hailing democracy and international
ism," he says, “and the Church must 
adapt itself to these ideas of the new 
age. It must not lag behind, and 
continue to speak the language of 
sect to a world thinking internation
ally. The Church needs to be liber
ated from sectarianism, from pride 
and prejudice, from its own ecclesias
tical idiosyncrasies. The Church 
must save its life by losing its exist
ence as a sect."

Therefore what was “deep, perma 
nent and eternal" a few years ago, 
should now be cast aside as ephemer
al just to make friends with those 
who persist in calling these truths 
passing. In a word most of this re
union talk pleads for a least common 
denominator kind of religion. Every
body must be united. All must be 
of the one faith, and it makes no 
difference so long as unanimity 
prevails whether the common faith 
be positive or negative.

The one thing aimed at is to get 
everybody to believe as little as 
possible. We have had our meatless 
days, our eatless days, and now we 
are asked to economize on faith, to 
cast aside everything that is not 
“fundamentally essential." This 
means that the mere agnostic, to be 
logical, will formulate the creed for 
general acceptance.

All through it is to be a sacrifice of 
principle just for the sake of general 
concord.

The only real reunion ie that 
which will result from working up
ward, by returning to tbe infallible 
Church that believes that Christ has 
kept His promise of remaining with 
,her till the end of the world. Truth 
cannot dissemble, cannot sacrifice 
itself.

Yet there are men, well meaning 
enough, who would have us believe 
that it makes no difference whether 
a doctrine be true or false so long as 
all agree to accept or reject it. It is 
but putting in other words the old 
fallacy of private judgment, that 
very thing which has been the cause 
of all disunion in Christendom.

Once the cry was, Believe what you 
want. Now it is, Believeonly as little 
as possible, believe only what your 
neighbor can persuade himself to be 
lieve. But was that system ever the 
criterion of truth ?

Such a reunion can mean no more 
than a practical agnosticism which 
regards truth as unattainable. Yet 
to attain that seeming union there 
are so-called leaders in religion who 
are willing to sacrifice the knowledge 
of the glories that have been revealed 
to us. Surely this sad predicament 
should make the Catholic with his 
certain faith appreciate God’s won 
drous gift to him.—Boston Pilot

PRIESTS ARE CALLED 
SOUL OF THE ARMY

INFLUENCE OF THE CLERGY 
NOTED IN THE TRENCHES 

OF FRANCE
A recent compilation of French 

statistics placed the number of 
clergy fighting in the trenches at 
25,000. Besides serving as soldiers 
most of these minister to their com
panions in arms and afford them, 
when dying, tbe consolations of their 
Holy Faith. Many of the priests are 
not chaplains in the official sense of 
the word. They are simple soldiers 
by the military service law and much 
of the heroic courage that has been 
displayed by the French troops has 
been attributed to the fact that the 
men of the church have been fight
ing side by side with the men of the 
regular armies. A young mission
ary, who had seen service at the 
front, in a letter to a friend at home, 
well expresses the infience which the 
presence of the priest has upon the 
soldier. He writes :

“You heard that I had been appoint
ed adjutant officer to the colonel ? 
As such I would have no freedom. 
Well the officers themselves went to 
tbe colonel. ‘The abbe belongs to 
us,* they said, and we want him to 
be with us under fire, to risk our 
lives daily in all security, because we 
know that- a priest is beside us and 
at first call."

The law of 1906 wap passed in the 
name of equality for all citizens ; 
Deputy Groussau, in Parliament, has 
disclosed in this sense that of 25,000 
priests, who have been fighting, 2,500 
have been killed ; while of 600 
Jesuits who returned to France from 
practical exile to take their places in 
the army, 120 have died, and so on 
for the Christian Brothers and other 
suppressed communities. The re
sult, which is so striking, comes, one 
might say, unexpectedly. Put a guu 
into the hands of the man of God 
and if he refuses to use it, he is con
sidered a deserter, and is treated as 
such.

The Bishops ordered their priests 
to obey tbe law of equality, in 
return, their companions, the poilus, 
began to obey another law, the law 
of human nature. In his section, 
the priest soldier came to be the 
souljof the army from the start.

“The chiefs noticed more confi
dence and ‘go’ in con paries where 
he happened to be. He seemed to 
centralize the moral force of the 
men around him, ‘as if it were an 
emanation from his person,' accord
ing to an early report.

“ ‘We priests simply can't fear 
death,' soys he of Pamiers. ‘The 
men see that we have an advantage, 
and it ie contagious.’ Quite different 
from the peace attitude.

“ ‘I love this life,’ wrote the Abbe 
M-------- of Neuilly, become sub-lieu
tenant, ‘and I seem, for the first time, 
to be fully a man !' (The Abbe
M--------  was killed in September,
1916).

“ ‘Oh, the tightening of the heart 
before the combat, when you see all 
those eyes resting on you in mixed 
fear and friendship, seeming to say :
‘ We look to you. We know that 
many of us will be killed.’ (He 
himself fell ten days later). There 
is a courageous resignation, without 
sadness and very beautiful, so that I 
would not give this short period for 
all the rest of my life !

“ ‘It is such a joy, in the constant 
presence of death, to see souls lift 
themselves, approach God, and to 
feel as much as one can feel that 
most of those who fell were in a 
state of grace, raised to the highest 
moral level which they could attain, 
united by their humble resignation 
to the divine sacrifice ! I would 
support the worst of miseries to 
always feel this thing.’

“Now you begin to perceive—what 
came, you might say, almost as a 
revelation to careless France—the 
military importance of 20,000 to 
30,000 young priests, Brothers, etc., 
amid the troops, dressed and armed 
exactly like themselves and having 
legally, but simple soldiers’ situation, 
while retaining in fact (and known 
to all) their priestly powers and 
ardor.

“At the Grand Cafe, the waiter,
! Adolphe, came hack on a week’s ‘per- 
J mission' from the front. A changed

Imnn, bronzed, trained down, hard, 
the restaurant fat gone, calm and 
poised in sober cheer, but straight

eyed and thoughtful, a strong man 
who knows bin worth. He used to 
be the joker of tbe Grand Cafe, and 
up to every trick, lie told quite 
simply how he won hie Cross of War.

“ ‘We were eleven in the trench, 
he said. ‘ All our officers had been 
killed, except the sergeant, who was 
a priest. We were waiting for the 
signal to leap over and charge. The 
sergeant said; ‘Now, boys, you 
know 1 am a priest. Say your Act of 
Contrition, and I will give you abso 
lution.' So we knelt and did it, and 
he did it ; and we all jumped out 
together. We went eleven and came 
back four ; and the priest was not 
among us.’

“One missionary believes that by 
his example he helps to banish the 
fear of death from the minds of the 
men in battle, and few, he declares, 
die without absolution."

The writer tells of a confession 
made in the ranks while the troops 
were marching to the trenches :

“The boy from Pamiers was march
ing with his section to the trenches. 
A soldier, a peasant, edged in and 
marched beside him, saying I would 
like to take Communion tomorrow 
morning. One never knows what 
will happen hqre. Can’t I make my 
confession now ?' The priest said : 
‘Go ahead.’ They walked together ; 
the man, walking, said his prayers, 
and then, for hia confession, just pro
nounced three letters, *R. A. 8.,’ 
which is the telephone and wireless 
formula for ‘rein a signaler,’ or ‘noth
ing particular to report.’

“ ‘What,’ said the priest, ‘you 
mean that you’ve done nothing 
wrong, have nothing on your con
science ?' ‘What could I do wrong 
here ?’ asked tbe soldier in return.

“ ‘1 am too dogged-tired, marching, 
grubbing in the earth, and fighting. 
When 1 get a time to rest, I sit and 
think about my wife and kids, home 
on the farm, or else I sleep. That 
can’t be wrong.’ The priest said, 
‘No, that can’t be wrong,’ and gave 
him absolution as they walked.

“My next door neighbor, D-------- ,
not noted for piefry before the war, 
told me as his first story how, in the 
Cathedral of ltheims, daring the 
night before the irresistible German 
advance which preceded their retreat 
of the Marne, that at least seventy 
priests, in their soldiers’ uniforms, 
stood or sat on the floor, hearing 
confessions of endless crowds of 
soldiers all night long, preparing for 
battle.

“And the latest word of it is found 
in the blood stained diary of Madame 
Carton’s grandson, who was not yet 
out of the seminary, during tbe 
battle of the Marne, who went forth 
with the class of 1916, still a student 
for the priesthood (mild, slender, 
timid youth, we all knew well), and 
was killed on March 3 of this year, 
two days after the entry :

“ ‘Picking up wounded within sixty 
yards of the German trenches. Blood 
and groans : How shall we ever 
have the force to drag them ? Mys
terious grace of God which surrounds 
me ! The trips are long. In stops, I 
pull out my crucifix. They want to 
kiss it. They squeeze my arm with 
their bloody bands. One boy is mur
muring continually, “Mamma, 
mamma.'* . . . Stupidly I sobbed 
along the road. A priest hurried up,
the Abbe C--------  of Angersi “You
are carrying my brother," he said. 
When we stopped in the woods the 
brothers talked. “Adieu," the 
wounded boy was saying, “you will 
tell them." When he died, the Abbe 
C--------- continued giving absolu
tions.’

“Father Py, a priest, while acting 
as stretcher bearer in the 152nd In
fantry, one of the most famous regi
ments in the French army, captured 
single handed a company of Germans 
who had taken refuge in the Dragon’s 
Cave near the Chemin des Dames. 
An Associated Press correspondent 
tells of the incident in the New 
York Times.

“ ‘Father Py had been ordered to 
go out and tend the wounded, but 
not to advance beyond a certain 
trench, which was very near the 
most advanced French line. When 
he got there he found no one. The 
French soldiers had gone forward 
with one bound right in the track of 
the curtain fire put up by the 
artillery, and had reached the Ger
man trenches on the other side of 
the crest with miraculously slight 
losses. The priest and a companion 
looked about in search of wounded, 
but could find none. Then thinking 
that in the circumstances they were 
justified in disobeying orders, they 
climbed over the top of the trench 
and went farther forward.

“ ‘A little further on they saw a 
German running about with his 
clothing aflame and uttering cries for 
help, at the same time pointing 
behind him to a hole in the ground, 
where two other men were gesticu
lating.

“ ‘The priest went on, thinking to 
find some more wounded men—per
haps men of his own regiment—but 
soon he saw they were Germans. 
At once he raised his crucifix in the 
air in the belief that it would pro
tect him, and continued to advance. 
The Germans did not threaten him 
as he approached, and soon he saw 
they were wounded.

“ ‘On arriving at the entrance of 
what he had believed was a dugout, 
he found that the hole went far into 
the side of the crest.

“ ‘He entered the Dragon's Cave, 
still holding his crucifix before him 
and shouting “Catholic l"

“ ‘Inside he found that the hole 
spread out in all directions, and that 
it was full of armed German soldiers. 
Four or five of them were officers, 
and, under the impression that some 
of them at least would understand 
French, he called out in that lan
guage that he was a Catholic priest,

and that if there were any wounded 
there he was prepared to administer 
the rites of tbe Church.

‘One of tbe officers spoke to him 
asking what he was doing there and 
what was going on outside. He in
formed him that the French had 
made a long advance over their heads 
and had crossed the crest, and that 
they had better lay down their arms, 
for they would either be killed or 
taken prisoners in any event.

“ ‘The officers then held a discus
sion among themselves, at the end of 
which one of them, with tears stream
ing down his face, said he supposed 
they must resign themselves to their 
fate, but they could surrender only 
to an officer. Father Py scribbled on 
a piece of paper a note to one of the 
French captains, who had remained 
outside the cave.

“ ‘While the note was being 
carried to the French officer, a Ger 
man doctor in the cave showed the 
priest ’the resting pieuse of several 
wounded. And among them wqs a 
Jesuit priest who was serving in the 
German army as a soldier, with 
whom the French priest spoke in 
Latin. To the other wounded Ger
mans, Father Py gave the consola
tions of the Church.

“ ‘Afterward, while awaiting the 
return of his messenger with the 
officer, Father Py advised the Ger
man officers to disarm their men in 
order to avoid any possibility of 
misunderstanding. He himself super 
intended the operation, telling each 
soldier to discard every weapon he 
possessed, except small pocket 
knives.

“ ‘Then began the exit of the pris 
oners through the narrow entrance, 
and they were all marched through a 
communication trench back to 
French regimental headquarters 
with an escort composed only of the 
priest, his comrade and the French 
doctor. They were almost a com
pany, and their arrival caused con
siderable surprise at headquarters.

“ ‘The little priest, who always 
was a favorite in the regiment, with 
which he participated in all its hard
ships and in constant exposure to 
wounds and death, is now quite a 
hero.’ ”—Providence Visitor.

FIRST USED IN 1529

WORD “ PROTESTANT " APPLIED 
TO OPPONENTS OF CATHOLICS
Catholics ought not to be too per

sistent in censuring non Catholics 
who do not take kindly to the name 
Protestant, for the words “ Catho
lics ’’ and “ Romanism " have also 
had their vicissitudes, says Monsig
nor Tobin in The Guardian. The 
name Protestant did not, as some 
imagine, come in with the early 
days of the “ Reformation ” in the 
sixteenth century. Luther openly 
revolted on October 31, 1517, and his 
followers for a while were known as 
Evangelicals, and the followers of 
Calvin, as “ Reformed."

The name Protestant did not 
appear until 1529, and it had its 
origin in a protest against a portion 
of a decree which would allow Cath
olics to attend Mass. Those who 
were not willing to tolerate Catholics 
and who regarded such toleration as 
impious were culled Protestants.

In the course of time the “ no- 
toleration-to-Catholics ” note was 
largely lost eight of and the name 
Protestant has since been generally 
applied to all those Christians in 
Western Europe who have adopted 
the religion of the “ Reformers ” in 
opposition to that of Rome.

With most non-Catholics the name 
Protestant now merely serves the 
purpose to convey the idea that they 
are not Catholics. When the ques
tion of using the word Protestant 
was first agitated on the continent, 
England was still Catholic, and itfi 
King, Henry VIII., was earning the 
title of “ Defender of the Faith," for 
his hostility to Luther’s innovation,!; 
but after the revolt of Henry the 
word Protestant came with the ref
ugees into England.

Gradually both the clergy and 
laity of the English Church spoke of 
their church as Protestant, and we 
find the word in use in the various 
acts of Parliament passed in the 
seventeenth and eighteenth century 
to prevent Catholics from holding 
office.—Sacred Heart Review.

VISIT JESUS IN THE CRIB

The Divine Child, He who is the 
splendor of heaven, lay in a Crib. A 
little straw formed a bed for Him to 
whom the earth and all it contains 
belong. And she who is Queen of 
heaven and earth is near that Crib, 
There she watches and is attentive 
to all the wants of her Divine Son. 
With what respectful care she 
touches Him, and holds Him, know
ing Him to be her Lord and her God! 
With what joy and confidence she 
embraces Him and presses Him to 
her bosom ! She was the most 
humble of creatures, she was also the 
most prudent and watchful. She 
was never wanting in the most 
tender care for Him, and during His 
whole life upon earth she never 
failed in the least in the fulfillment 
of any duty toward Him. Our 
Heavenly Queen has her station 
near the Crib : let us place ourselves 
there with her ; and let it be our joy 
to be often near the Infant Jesus, for 
virtue doth go forth from Him. 
From the Feast of the Nativity to 
the Feast of the Presentation each 
faithful Christian soul should visit at 
least once a day Mary at the Crib, to 
adore the Infant Jesus, and meditate 
upon tbieir poverty, tbeir humility, 
their charity. There will be found 
Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, to comfort, 
instruct, and bless all those who 
visit them.—St. Bonaventure,
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Agatha's Hard Saying. By Rosa Mulholland.

A study in heredity, not obtruded in a dry scientific 
way, but overlaid with all the romance of “ the 
love of men and women when they love their best."

Between Frhnds, by Richard Aumerle Joe Gavin 
is a leader among the b->ys of M. Nicholas' board- 
school and th3 hero of the story. He is an orphan 
and, thinking of the past, becomes so unhappy that 
he runs away. He has many experh nces in the 
city, is arrested as a thief, sent to a reformatory, . 
from which he escapes, and finally gets back to 8t. 
Nicholas'.

C iptain Ted by Mary T. Waggaman. Captain Ted 
is a Catholic college boy forced by circumstance» 
to leave beloved St. Elmers and plunge into the 
bsttle of life. His youth is against him, but hi» 
honesty and perseverance win him a place at the

Children of the Log Cabin, by Henriette Eugenie 
Delama re. The story of a struggling home, bright, 
thoughtful children, and all the trials and hard
ships of misfortune. The trips of various place» of 
interest will be found instructive.

Claie i.oraine. by " Lee." Claie's cutting up at 
home déterminas her doling parents to send her 
among the gentle nuns, th-re to have her harum- 
scarum propensities sobered, if possible, Clare ie 
not in the convent twenty four hours before thing» 
begin to happen.

Freddy Carr's Adventures, by Rev. R. P Ganoid.
S. J This is a fine college story, full of healthy 
vitality, and it will amuse all the boys who are 
lovers of the adventures of a college boy,

F eddy Carr And His Friends, by Rev. R P. Gar- 
rod, S. J. Freddy the most mischievous, ruckles», 
lovable boy together with his companions, to 
whom these epithets are equally applicab e, are 
students of a Jesuit day college. In consequence 
of their pranks, they frequently find themselves in 
a " scrap," th* clearing up of which teaches them 
many a useful lesson.

Harmo. y Flats. The Gifts of a Tenement House 
Fairy by S S Whitmore. The author's sympathe
tic insight into ths lives and characters of little, 
neglected children, forced by relentless circum
stances into the poverty anu squalor of a New 
York tenem nt house, is wonderfully true.

Heiress of Cronenstein, The. By countess Hahn- 
Hahn. An exquisit- story of life and love told in 
touchingly simple words.

Her Journey's End. By Francis Cooke. A story of 
mystery, of strife and struggle, of petty jealousy, 
and of sublime devotion.

Honor of the House, The ; by Mrs. Hugh Fraser.
( Mrs. Fraser is a sistei of Marion Crawford.)

How They Worked Their Way ; and Other Stories, 
by M. P.Egaii. Short stories, all en ertainingand, 
as befits their audience, not too imaginative, not 
too remote from the ordinary sut roundings of 
child life in the cily and country to fail to hit their 
intended mark.

Idols ; or I'he Secret of the Rue Chaussee d'Ant in. 
By Raoul de Navery The storv is a remarkably 
clever one ; it is well constructed and evinces a 
master hand.

In Quest Of The Golden Chest, by George Barton. 
An absorbing tale of real adventure—young,fresh, 
vital. To th boy who loves the romance which 
broods over ocean pathways as well as the myster
ious lure of tropical fores*, a journey •' Tn Quest 
of the olden Chest" will fire his ambition to 
many deeds.

In God's Good Time. By H. M. Ross. This is • 
story thit grasps the heart, stirring in it tbe live
liest sympathy for w iat is huimn ar ! good

Jack South and Some Other Jacks, by David Bcaroe,
S. J Elders as well as juniors may read it with 
Loth profit and pleasure.

Jack Hildreth Ou The Nile, by Marion Ame» 
Taggart. Jack Hild.eth, the heroof the story.has 
been r'reived as a chief among the Apache ndians. 
He is the kind of hero that is dear to the boyish 
heart, young and powerful build, fearless and 
daring in disposi.ion, and at the same time 
thoroughly upright and honest,

Jumois Of St Bede s, The. by Rev. Thos. H. Bryson. 
An excellent story in which the rough, poorly bred, 
bad minded boy puts himself against the boy of 
sterLng character to his own discomfiture," This 
is really a ncw style ot Catholic tale,

Klondike Ptenic, A by Eleano. C Donnelly. Here 
we find a camo fitted up with a stove, and all 
appurtenan-es for fishing bathing, or otherwise 
idLng away a holiday. These sports » re varied by

—the reading of letters from real gold seekers on 
the trail to Dawson City,

Lady Of < he Tower, The ; and Other Stories by 
Geo: ge Barton and others. This is a collection of 
short stories which will please the most fastidious 
taste Thu volume comprises fifteen stories which 
are worthy to live in short-story literature. Most 
of them are delicate little love tales ; the others 
stories of adventure or m-stery.

Little Marshalls At The Lake. The by Mary F. 
Nixon Ruulet. The seven Marshall children spend 
a week at a lake side. They have an uninter
rupted s-T es of adventures and fun. Plenty of 
motor trips and picnics make life interesting for 
them. Fishing and swimming help to make a 
success of their holidays

Milly Ave ing, by Sara Trainor Smith. The story of 
a helpl ss young girl's bearing her cross with 
patience and courage. By so doing she becomes a 
source of edifi -ation and an inspiration to better 
living to those around her. The story ought to 
find great favor with lads and lassies.

Mystery of Homby Hall, The. by Anna T. Sadlier. 
About Hornby Hall there hangs a mystery which 
is unravelled ere the story is finished. In contrast 
to it is Mayfair all brightness, where live the 
people who are destined to penetrate the secrets 
that have such a hi ghting f fleet on its owner.

Mystery Of Cleverly. The by George Barton. Tells 
of a career of a youth who is thrown upon his own 
resources by the sudden death of his father under 
a cloud of suspicion as a thief. After many ups 
and downs and some remarkable adventures, he 
eventually triumphs over adverse fate.

Ned Rieder, by Rev John Webs. Around Ned 
Rieder Father v^ehs has built a beautiful story of 
parochial school and family life. The boys are a 
splendid set, int-1 rested in their-tasks and game» 
and not above an occasional bit of mischief.

New Scholar At <t. Anne's, The. by Marion J. 
Brunowe. A jolly story. There is a convent 
school atmosphere about the narrative that is 
appealing to any one who has spent even a short 
lime^in such a home of kindly interest in the

Petronilla, and Other Stories, by Eleanor C 
Donnelly. tThere are eight stories, and nearly 
every one of them has a very interesting plot 
worked out with dramatic skill.

Playwater Plot, The by Mary T Waggaman. There 
is a plot on foot to abduct Lester Leonard, a sick 
boy, who is a millionaire twice over, for ransom. 
How the plotters are captured and tbe boy res
cued makes a very interesting story, which is sure 
to please the young folks.

Pove’r.na, by Evelyn Buckenham. This is an opti
mistic, entertaining story thatwill appeal to girl» 
of all ages. In the beginning of the tale every
thing is at sixes and sevens, but after passing 
through a very dark night, a bright day dawns 
for Poverina and her friends.

Queen's Promise, The. by Mary T. Waggaman. 
The little heroine in this story, after being taken 
from her convent home by her uncle, an inveter
ate bigot against everything Catholic, succeed» 
in finding an approach to his iron-bound heart. 
She is finally reunited to her father, a supposed 
victim of a storm at sea, and her way is opened 
tu life, love and happiness.

Sealed Packet The. By Mahon J. Brunowe. A 
cleverly contrived story which carries an unexcep
tional moral and some delightful pictures of 
School Life. An excellent book for either School 
or Home Library.

Shipmates, by Mary T. Waggaman- Pip a boy of 
twelve, ie lying at death’s door, without hope of 
relief, in close. Unwholesome city quarter». A 
shack on the coast is rented, and there the family 
take up their quarters. How che excursions in 
his little boat, which brings back the roses to 
Pip’s cheeks, get them acquainted with Roving 
Rob, and the result», makes very fascinating 
reading.

Storm Bound. By Eleinor C. Donnelly. A 
Romance of Shell Beach. A story telling of the 
experiences and how nine persons amused them 
selves during the time they were storm bound.

Talisman, The, by Mary T. Waggaman. The young 
hero of this story is mixed up with the saving 
of the famous Connecticut charter ; preserve» 
the town of Hartford from an Indian massacre, 
and is taken prisoner-

Told In The Twilight, by Mother M. Salome. 
Mother Salome has gone to the Live» of the 
Saints and the volumes of early Church history 
and has gathered a great variety of episodes and 
adventures. Temptingly they are laid out 
before us.

Transplanting of Tessie, The. by Mary T. Wagga
man. The influence which a little girl, educated 
in religious princip'es, may exercise in a circle 
where such influences have not previously been 
at work, is the ground idea of the »tory- It ie 
most interestingly worked out through a «ac
cession of dramatic incidents.

Treasure of Nugget Mountain, The. bv Marion A 
Taggart. The ride for life from the lake of 
petroleum with horse and rider clogged by the 
fierce unreason of the boy Harry, is a piece of 
word-painting which has few counterparts in 
the language.

Winnetou, The Apache Knight, by Marion A. 
Taggart. In the present volume Jack Hildreth 
goes West, meets Winnetou under tragic circum
stances, is captured by him and sentenced to die. 
How he escapes and how they become fast 
friends is shown through chapters of breathless 
interest.

Woodboume. By Colonel Jos. Mayo. A Novel of 
the^Revolutionary Times in Virginia and Mary-
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