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" And il thy earth bo marred, 
Shattered In (hard on (hard ?
Lo, all thing* fly thee for thou fllei.t 

Me I"

Thursday and Friday of Holy Week.
The name itielf li derived from the 
Latin word “ darkness." It is a 
matter of history that nearly all the 
eeremoniei of the early Christians 
were celebrated when the sun had 
flung its shadows over the earth and 
night bad come, clothing in darkness 
their meeting plaçai and their altars.
It was then they could with leis 
danger practice their faith and its 
ceremonials. At all events we know 
that the Tenebrae derives its name 
from the literal meaning attached to 
the word.

The origin of the Tenebrae is lost 
in antiquity. It carries ui back to THB tenbbbab at rheims
the earliest days of the Church, when To obtain a proper idea of the 
the Hlehop would* gather his Priests Office of the Tenebrae one hai to 
and Deaoone together with the faith- hove the right setting. The ordinary 
ful and chant the Psalms and Lamen- church that we meet in our modern 
talions that today form what is cities of America, both because of the 
known as Matins and Lauds. The busy life that our priests and people 
lessons fi;om Jeremies in the first lead, and the look of tradition which 
nocturn, from the Commentaries of le an invaluable aid in setting forth 
8t. Augustine upon the Psalms in the in the proper manner the ceremonial 
second, and from the Epistles of St. of the Church, does not lend itself so 
Paul in the third, remain now as aptly to our quest, 
when we fleet heard of them in the Imagine, if you will, then, one of 
Eighth Century. Liturgical reform the old cathedrals of Europe. Assume 
ers throughout the ages have always that you are kneeling in that grand 
treated them with scrupulous and glorious house of God that is 
respect. now but a memory. Picture to your-

And today in a simple way one self Rheims. It is a cathedral built 
might describe it thus : Each of the by a paople cf a solid, sincere faith, 
divltione of the Office ot the Tene who lived about the Twelfth Century, 
brae is styled a nocturn or night Ei pressing as it does, the devotion 
prayer. From these everything not and hope of these folk in the bellifs 
expressive of the grief of Mother that constituted their religion, it is a 
Church is eliminated. Each can- structure to conjure with. The 
onloal hour ends with the Psalm arches and walls, the parapets and 
Miserere and with the commémora- spires, the very gargoyles on the 
tion ot the Passion and Death of Our outer front seem to speak of a spirit 
Saviour. No blessing is asked on that is eternal. The whole edifice is 
the Lessons about to be read in the full of the soul of the people who 
choir. Towards the ending the last built and worshipped in it. Their 
prayers of each nocturn or hour, the children and their children's children 
reader lowers his voice, and no at one time thronged its interior.
“ Amen " is said by the people. The Today, were it still standing, instead 
Gloria Patri, the Te Deum and all of having fallen under the fiendish 
other evidences of Joy and happiness hand of the Hun, their progeny 
is expunged. The whole effect is would soon be gathering beneath its 
one of moorolng, to mark, hi it were, portals to participate in the coming 
the Church's desolation. ceremonial cf Holy Week. Let ns,

the triangular oandlbstiok then, imagine that you are among
them, kneeling in meditation await- 

The most unique outward feature ing the opening of the Tenebrae. 
of the Tenebrae, the feature that The organ is silent. The cathedral 
catches the eye of every witness, echoes with the tread of a thousand 
whether he remain for a moment or (eat. There is an air of solemnity 
an hour, is the large triangular over all things. The people are tense 
candlestick placed at the Epistle side in expectation of the ceremony about 
of the altar. On each of the two to begin. *
opposite sides of thetriangleareseven Suddenly there is a stir. Clerics
yellow candles. Surmounting these are filing out, two by two, into the 
in a striking and significant way is a stalls allotted to them. The triangu 
white candle. In all there are fifteen lar candlestick with its fifteen candles 
candles on the triangle. At the end ig lighted and the six candles on the 
of each Psal m or Canticle one of high altar are aflame. A great book 
these yellow candles is extinguished has been brought forward and placed 
by a cleric who stands at the base of on a stand ready for the reading of 
the candlestick with eyes on the the Lessons and the chanting of the 
master of the ceremonies ready to Lamentations. Out of the depths 
move at his behest. During the cf the silences that seem to crowd 
Benediotus the six candles on the the vast edifice, arises the sweet 
altar are also extinguished. Finally notes of the first antiphon, sung by 
the sole remaining white candle the leader o(, those stalls on the 
which has retained its place at the further side of the altar The Psalms 
apex of the triangle, ia removed and are then chanted in that sweetly 
hidden behind the altar during the solemn tone that a great number of 
recitation of the Miserere and the male voices can produce. It is now 
prayer uttered so silently by the time for the first Lamentations. 
Bishop or other dignitary of the They are taken from the Prophet 
occasion. The prayer being ended, Jeremies and under the name of the 
and the whole church still in dark Daughter of Sion they bewail the 
ness, the white candle is brought desolation of Jerusalem over which 
forward again to the sound of clap Jesus went. The first Lamentation 
ping and beating of books, and usually offered on Wednesday and 
resumes its place at tire top of the Friday evenings are those harmon- 
triangle. ized by Palestrina and that of Thure-

The origin of this triangular day by Allegri. Their weird cadences 
candlestick is hidden in obscurity, flinging out over the congregation, 
In the early days of the Church, sound like a great human sob, a cry 
when the ceremonies were carried on fan 0f the tears of the centuries 
after dark, as a matter of safety, the wrung from the Church over the per
use of lights was not only a thing secutlon that has ever followed Christ 
of choice, but of necessity. The and Ills children. They tug at the 
clergy arranged them so as to create heart-strings ; unconsciously a lump 
an _ offoot bearing some meaning arises in one's throat. Perhaps in 
strikingly significant. The tri- the silence and darkness a tear does 
angular candlestick is the result of wet the cheek. And then there is 
one of these efforts and it is the only again the chanting of the Psalms 
one which has come down to us and the reading of the Lessons in 
through the centuries. that same tone of sorrow over the

Many interpretations are offered in destruction of one so good as Christ, 
explanation of this arrangement of It is when we come to Lauds that 
lights on the triangle. Some writers we are privileged to hear two of the 
inform us that all the lower lights most musical compositions ot the 
were emblematic of the Apostles and whole Tenebrae. They are the 
other Disciples of the Saviour, who Miserere and the Benediotus. The 
at the period when His sufferings grandest of these are sung on Good 
approached a crisis, became terrified Friday, when the Benediotus from 
at Hie arrest, His humiliations, His the Sixtine Chapel collection and 
condemnation and Crucifixion, as the Miserere by Allegri are generally 
well as by the supernatural exhibi- performed.
tions upon Calvary and ferusalem. One listens enchanted by these re- 
They hold that the extinction ot the citais. Different feelings surge over 
lights shows the terror and doubts the mind. Now one is in suspense ; 
by which they were overwhelmed, now in full contentment as the 
The white candle, which is never voices harmonize in one grand note, 
extinguished, but which only dis- Kneeling there in the darkness, re 
appears for a time, represents the lieved only by the lights glimmering 
Blessed \ irgin, who alone retains her on the triangular candlestick and the 
confidence unshaken, and with a clear high altar, keeping repressed every 
and perfect expectation of His resur- sense except that of hearing, one 
rection, while plunged in grief, jg borne unresisting by the 
beheld the appalling spectres that uniformly directed tide of the 
came as from another world to give harmonies. The voices come like 
testimony to a deicide. trailing clouds of glory down

There is another interpretation past the nave to where you are 
more interesting because it more wrapt in silence and they appear 
closely expresses the very theme to be weaving among themselves 
which runs through the whole ot the a rich texture ot harmonious com- 
Offioe of the Tenebrae. This inter- hinations. There is a resistance, a 
protation informs us that the candles struggle against the general purpose, 
which are arranged along the sides There seems to be an effort to have 
ot the triangle represent the Patri- nothing more than a momentary 
arche and Prophets who gave to the contact with each other. They are 
world the revelation which they had continually approaching and dissolv- 
reoeived. This revelation was im ing into appealing dissonances till 
perfect, but as time went on each the whole volume as it reaches you 
Prophet approached nearer the meets in full harmony upon a sus- 
truth, making more perfect their pended cadence. Again and again 
revelation, and tending toward one they divide and separate. It is 
point, which was Christ the Messies, delightful in the silence to analyze 
He, as the Orient on High, was to and follow the various tones as they 
shed the beams of His Knowledge float through the edifice. Here you 
upon those minds which had been so trace one winding and creeping 
long enveloped in darkness. Just as by soft and subdued steps through 
these lower candles were extin- the labyrinth of sounds. Another 
guished, one at the end ot each appears dropping with delicate falls 
Psalm, so were these chosen ones, after from one level to a lower. Then 
having proclaimed the truth about finally one appears to extricate 
the Redeemer, consigned to death, itself ; then another, in imitative 
many of them by the very people successive cadence. As Cardinal 
whom they had instructed. The Wiseman once wrote : “ They seem 
white candle at the summit of the as silver threads that gradually un
triangle is never extinguished. It wind themselves and then wind

I resented it ; for I admired my lather 
Intensely—lie was a man of standing 
—and dimly I sensed that he must be 
in some way the cause. Sometimes 
in the evenings my mother used to 
steal off with me as companion to the 
Catholic church on a distant street, 
where I knew ehe wept quietly all 
Muring the strange and to me incom
prehensible service. Even then I 
could understand why she yearned 
for her own church—it was so peace
ful and soothing, and the bowed 
heads at the last always filled me 
with a sense of awe. But there was 
a dread in it too, especially after 
mother had told me about her wish 
for me . . . Ah, well ! There came 
other sorrows," the speaker went on 
with a sigh, 
were injured in an accident and both 
died later. That was before I was 
married. Then a year afterward the 
oldest one died In California, where 
he had gone for his health ; and my 
mother's heart seemed to break, 
when death finally claimed my two 
sisters also—all within a period ol 
less than ten years. And here I am," 
she broke out in a passion of despair, 
“ only thirty eight, and all alone in 
the world—all alone I Isn't it terrible, 
Miss Dorgan ?"

around the fine deep toned bass 
wbioh has scarcely swerved from its 
steady dignity during all tbeir molu- 
lations, and filling up with a mag
nificent diapason, burst into a swell
ing final cadence which has no name 
on earth."

“ LOOK DOWN, O LORD, UPON THIS, 
THY FAMILY "

There are no embellishments or 
artifice to mar the beauty of the 
human voice expressing such exquis 
ite harmony. No organ is sounded. 
No instrument used, except the 
human voice which God gave to 
man. Its simplicity it thrilling. And 
when at length the white candle ^ie 
borne away from its place of honor 
at the summit cf the triangle, and 
there in the utter darkness that 
touching prayer, “ Look down. Oh, 
Lord, upon this, Thy family," has 
been recited in toft and gentle speech, 
one's mind remains in a state of sub
dued tenderness. One's heart is full 
to the brim with feeling. One’s eyes 
are wet with the tears that must 
have streamed down Mary's face as 
she saw her Son crucified. There is 
the usual clapping rf the books, a 
relio cf the signal of the master cf 
ceremonies for the return to the 
saoiisty. Two by two the clerics file 
back whence they came.

It is over. The Tenebrae has been 
sung. The Church has mourned 
over her sorrows. She has wept 
over the eutferipg Christ. She has 
painted in musical tones a picture of 
her desolation. The good people are 
leaving the cathedral. Even the 
ordinary rush to get into the open 
air is absent this night. There is 
still a solemn cast to their counten
ances. And you depart with them. 
Yon walk under the open sky with 
its twinkling stars and its fleecy 
clouds, silver touched in the moon
light. You are full of the emotion 
of the evening. You have finally 
heard the Tenebrae as it should be 
sung. You have seen it in its proper 
setting. You have heard voices, 
uninjured by the rush and toil cf 
the busy world make articulate the 
master genius cf those artists who 
fabricated the wonderful tones of 
the whole Office. You can hence
forth understand with a real under
standing the greatness, the sublim
ity, the almost essential part that 
the Office of the Tenebrae has in the 
Ceremonial of Holy Week.—Rev. 
James J. McDonnell in The Tablet.

represents Christ, the Masalas, the 
Light ot the World. At His death 
the world was darkened, but only for 
a time. Just as the white candle 
returned from behind the altar, shed
ding its brilliant light in the vast 
darkness ot the church, so Christ by 
His Resurrection returned to a world 
grown dark by His absence. His re
turn illumined it. Unlike the Pro 
phots and the Patriarchs, He tri
umphed over the forces ol death. 
In this He showed His supremacy 
over them. He showed that he was 
tbeir God.

His Death Expected
New Brunswick Man SavedForestall 

Colds, 
Chills and 
Inflaenza

went swiftly td her patient’s 
“ Dear Mrs. Billot," she said in

She 
side.
a trembling voice, “ will you let me 
read to you a poem that 1 love ? It 
will tell you better than I can where 
to go for the comfort that you need. 
May I read it ? '

“ Surely, Miss Dorgan," Mrs. Elliot 
answered apathetically, concealing 
her surprise and disappointment. 
She did not know what it was she 
had been hoping for from the confi
dence she had given her nurse, but 
certainly it was not this. A poem ! 
. . . She shrugged her shoulders 
frowningly. Oh, well !... She saw 
that Miss Dorgan was moved, how
ever, and she watched her curiously 
as she began to read.

Mr. Isidore Thomas, of Tilley's Road, 
Gloucester Comity, N.B., while expect
ing death, availed himself of help that 
was offered at random. Here is part 
of a letter he wrote to us:—

1 ‘I beg you to publish my letter, 
so that people may know what Gin 
Pills did for me. My case was 
very serious. I was so sick every
body expected my death any day. 
Finally, on advice from friends, I 
tried Gin Tills, and in a short 
time whs well a^ain, and soon had 
gained 20 pounds."
Kidney and bladder troubles, 

very often, work in secret ways. A 
bad condition may exist, with only a 
backache to indicate it. That is why 
the slightest pains in back or sides 
should be investigated. These pains, 
along with sciatic neuralgia, rheum
atism, dizziness, constipation, lassi
tude, lumbe.go, highly-eolorcd urine, 
headache, flouting 
eyes, gravel, in !i nte kidney trouble. 
A course of Gin Tills, taken at once, 
will give relief, and prevent the pro
gress of the dDense, enabling tho 
organs to right themselves and restore 
good health. Gin Tills are the mire, 
safe, quick remedy. Get a box from 
your druggist or dealer-—50c. Money 
refunded if no relief found. Bend for 
free sample.

The National Drug & Chemical Co. 
of Canada, Limited, Toronto. United 
States AddroMH, Nn-Dru-Co., Inc., 202 
Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

Take

BOVRILTwo ol my brothers

Use Bovril in your 
cooking. It flavours, en
riches, nourishes more.

“ I fled Him down the nights and 
down the days;

I fled Him down the arches of the 
years;—”

The very first words caught her at
tention and Mrs. Elliot listened 
closely until Mies Dorgan had fin
ished. Then, quietly, she requested 
a second reading She sat quite still 
after the last words had died on the 
air, bat Julia saw that there were 
tears on her obeeks, as she stared 
steadily out of the window. The 
short winter afternoon was closing 
down and gray shadows were oreep 
ing across the park, shrouding the 
bare trees in a soft mist and lending 
a floating mantle to the clustering 
bushes and low shrubbery. Mrs. 
Elliot's heart swelled with a new 
strange joy as ehe caught the eerie 
loveliness and knew that once again 
she could see the beauty of God's 
universe. She turned to the anxious 
nurse, lips trembling, eyee aglow.

“ Ie that it?" she asked in an awed 
whisper, " Ie that it, Miss Dorgan ? 
I—so weak, so unworthy—O how un
worthy I have been 1—has His love— 
been pursuing me ?"

Miss Dorgan tried to smile, but 
it was a poor attempt, for she was 
shaken and near to tears.

“ Yes," she answered simply. “ I 
think that is it. Can't you see— 
don't yon feel it yourself ?"

“ Oh, yes, I do see it I" a wonderful 
dazzled light in her eyes. “ For now 
I am happ$ and at peace . . . Thank 
God for me, dear, until I am worthy 
to thank Him myself I" She hid her 
happy tears in the nurse's warm 
embrace. — Helen Moriarty in St. 
Anthony Messenger.

ocV.s before tho*PTho Body Midi mg fs«»f •/ Bovril k*i boon 
Orwod Of Indiptnurm inoruiflo 
M bo from 10 to 90 ttmot tho 

Bovril tohon.

i tpmmonit

" Yes, it Is sad," Miss Dorgan 
agreed gravely, looking at her patient 
with a new sympathy. Poor little 
lonely soul I Life had indeed walked 
roughshod over her hopes and 
dreams, crushed her and cast her 
aside like a broken, useless reed. 
Still, it was not sorrow altogether 
that had wrecked her nerves and set 
in the sweet eyes, so like her moth
er’s, a troubled, piteous light. So the 
nurse conjectured ae she went on 
speaking in her full quiet tones that 
Mrs. Elliot found sc soothing. “ Bat 
I have come to know, dear Mrs. 
Elliot, that there are are worse 
things than loneliness, though, 
indeed.lt is bad enough. I know, for 
I, too, am alone in the world—"

The Finest Catholic Prayer-Book

My Prayer-Book
351HAPPINESS IN GOODNESS 

By Rev. F. X. LASANCE
Happiness ! That is the key
note of Father Lasance’s 
theme. lie teaches 
ccpt, poetry, and pray 
to secure the ha 
which all men see 
which mistaken search leads 
so few to find.

Imitation leather, red edges . $1.25
Imitation leather, gold edges . 1.60
Amer. Seal, limp, gold edges . 2.25

The Grey Nuns 
in the Far North
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By Father P. Duchaussois, O. M. I.
ILLUSTRATED

Here is a record of heroism, self- 
denial, and sacrifice in the lone 
Northland. At Fort Providence on 
the Mackenzie River, the Grey Nuns 
in 1167 established their convent, the 
Sacred Heart Hospital, and entered 
upon their chosen task of bringing 
religious instruction and education 
to the Indians of this wild region.

The opening chapters of this 
volume give the story of the found
ing of the Order of the Grey Nuns 
at Montreal by Madame d’ Youville, 
and the extension of their work later 
to Manitoba. The remainder of the 
book is an inspiring account of the 
achievements of the Grey Nuns in 
spreading their work of healing the 
souls and the bodies of these bith 
neglected Indian tribes.

‘ 'The Story of the Grey Nuns in 
the Far North ’ is full of incidents 
of extraordinary human interest and 
appeal.

“ Yon ?” her patient broke in in- 
credulously. “ You, so bright, so 
cheerful, so happy I"

" Even so," smilingly. “ And so 
will you be some day."

“ Never!" hopelessly. “ Unless—" 
Her dreary glance sought the park 
again and Miss Dorgan gave her a 
keen look.

“ Yon will be," she stated decid
edly, “ unless you have something on 
yonr conscience that stands between 
you and happiness."

“ Ob, I don't ask happiness,” Mrs. 
Elliot replied dally, with a weary 
gesture. “All I want Is peace—peace! 
And you are right ot course, " turning 
fretfully to the nurse. “ There is 
something ... On her deathbed my 
mother made me promise to become 
a Catholic in reparation for her great 
sin, as she called it, in giving np her 
religion I” She looked at Mise Dor
gan as though she had thrown down 
a gauntlet, but the nurse returned 
her look quite undisturbed.

“ Yea ?" she said. “ And then ?"
“ And then 1 didn't," sullenly.
" Ah I You made the promise, then, 

without intending to keep it ?"
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THE RELIABLE REMEDY

f Jf V ^ » —TA COW OWHIAS
' ytiLAk TOR V\ f

ON MAKING HOME HAPPY
erto

It is impossible to overestimate the 
importance of making home happy. 
Not only the sweetness of this life, 
but the salvation of immortal eonls 
is at stake. And after all it is so 
easily done ! A little unselfishness, 
a little thoughtfulness, and a frank 
display of the affection that is too 
often undemonstrative or even 
silent.

It would not be easy to find a 
more practical lesson on the subject 
than is furnished by the newly pub
lished, and very attractive book, 
"Roosevelt's Letters to Hie Children." 
These humorous, affectionate, inti
mate letters show the great American 
at his best—a man whom all must 
love whatever their opinions regard
ing hie politics and his policies ; a 
loving husband and a tender father, 
Interested in all that concerned his 
children. He wrote with equal zest 
of Teddy Junior’s trials on entering 
college, of studious Hermit's struggle 
with Latin, of little Quentin’s mis
chievous pranks, and ot the almost 
innumerable and often peculiar fam
ily pets.

These letters give glimpses of the 
strenuous president romping in the 
hayloft at Sagamore Hill, engaging 
in pillow fights against his little 
boys in the stately halls of the White 
House, playing ‘ tickley" with Archie 
and Quentin after they had gone to 
bed, or hearing their night prayers 
and rewarding them with niokles, 
“as Mother directed," when they 
knew their hymns by heart. The 
letters prove that his boys and girls 
were in his mind and heart every hour 
of the day when he made speaking 
tours or took hunting trips. He tells 
that he felt home sick for them 
whenever he passed children while 
parading in the cities that he visited. 
In short Roosevelt was not only the 
adviser and discipliner of bis chil
dren but also their playmate and 
bast friend.

It every father was so close to hie 
sons few boys would seek all their 
amusement away from home, and 
fewer fathers and mothers would 
carry aching hearts.—St. Anthony 
Messenger.

CAIKED
UDDERS

THE OFFICE OF THE 
TENEBRAE

DOUGLAS' $3.00 Each, Postage 15c.
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EGYPTIAN LINIMENTThe average Catholic knows very 
little about the Tenebrae. In fact 
often he does not know there ie such 
a thing. He has heard of Holy Week 
and the services ot Holy Week. For 
these he has great reverence. They 
are to him a revival of the most 
solemn week in all history. They 
reinact for him the most thrilling 
drama ot all time. They tell him ot 
Our Lord's seizure, jndgment, con
viction and death. These things he 
loves to hear because they are so 
intimately bound np with hie own 
salvation. The story never loses its 
charm. And year aller year as Holy 
Week again takes its place in the 
circle of affairs, he follows these 
ceremonies with rapt attention. 
And then it ever, does the Church 
eeem to outdo itself. At other times 
there is » grandeur and magnificence 
in her ceremonial. But they seem 
to take a minor role in comparison 
with her present action. Her artiste, 
her musicians, her rnbriciets appear 
to have risen to the apex of human 
perfection. Her ceremonial has a 
depth, a solemnity, truly befitting 
the occasion. In almost a Divine 
way she tells the story ot the death 
of God. It ie the saddest and yet the 
most joyous story ever heard. To 
the Catholic, whether devout or 
casual, her manner of narration 
never palls. Its vividness brings 
home to him hie own position in the 
great mystery. He is interested, 
indeed at times thralled at the evi
dence ol God's unfathomable love tor 
Hie creatures.

But of the Tenebrae he has scarce
ly heard. 16 Is not his fault. Were 
he to hear it chanted and realize its 
meaning he would never again be 
absent. Rarely, 11 ever, does he get 
an opportunity. And often when he 
does happen to witness its recitation, 
it is done in such a manner as to be 
robbed ol more than half its charm. 
He does not know what he ie miss
ing. To him it is an enigma, some 
thing solemn and impressive, yet 
offered in such a manner as to be 
monotonous. He remains for the 
whole ceremony and leaves the 
church with a hazy recollection of 
the whole affair.

The Office of the Tenebrae ex 
presses the theme of Holy Week. It 
Is as it were the melody running 
through all its ceremonies. It is a 
cry of sorrow by the Chnrohexpressed 
in the language ot the Prophets, ot 
the Psalmist, and chanted in 
liturgical fashion to music which 
according to a leading authority who 
by the way, is a Protestant, Ernest 
Oldmeadow, surpasses in beauty and 
simplicity anything which the world 
has ever heard. Without the Tene
brae, Holy Week loses a great deal ol 
Its charm. With the Tenebrae the 
services take on a life and an Inspira
tion that illumine all the ceremonial 
with a meaning and significance 
needing no interpretation.

ITS HISTORY

The Tenebrae is that portion ot the 
Divine Office called Matins and Lauds 
which is chanted publicly and with 
great solemnity on Wednesday,

^ have now used Douglas' Egyptian 
Liniment for 2 years, and find it gives 

t satisfaction for man and beast. 
1 tried the liniment on 4 cows during 
the winter for lump in bag, and a sample 
bottle cured each case in 86 hours. I

t"’.thf

also found it good for muscular rheuma
tism and lumbago.” (Signed)

Allan Schiedal,
New Hamburg. Ont Ursuline College 

ol Arts
There was silenoa for a moment 

while the patient claspad and un
clasped her hands nervously. “ You 
despise me for it, don’t yon?" 
humbly. But I wanted to ease her 
mind, don't you see ? She said, she 
could not die happy—I would have 
done anything—promised anything, 
Miss DorganrTo give her the happi
ness ehe craved in her last hours !" 
Her voice broke and tears came to 
her eyes, fastened so piteously on the 
nurse's face.

"I understand." Miss Dorgan’s 
tone was very kind, it was queer 
the things people did ; but then the 
world was full ot queer people. 
“Well, it seems to me," she went on 
cheerfully, “ that you have no cause 
to worry about it. If you did not 
intsnd to keep the promise, it was, 
in effect, no promise at all."

“Do you think so?" But the pa
tient's face did not clear. " I wish I 
could feel that way about it . . . but 
I can’t 1" impatiently, despairingly.

Julia was beginning to be puzzled.
" But if you have an aversion to the 

t Catholic religion—" she began.
* " Ob, bnt I haven't 1" eagerly.

“ Not an aversion—Oh no ! but a 
dread—a great dread 1"

Miss Morgan smiled. "Bnt that's 
foolish. Why should you dread it?"

“ I don't know—I wish I did. But 
it was always with me—the dread 
—even as a child, especially after 
mother told me I bad been baptised 
a Catholic and that some day I must 
be one in earnest. I—I don't know, 
if I can explain it clearly,” she fal
tered ; “ but It was like a little ghost 
hidden away in the back ot my mind 
—a ghost of something left undone, 
—though understand me, I had no 
thought that I ought to become a 
Catholic—it was never that. Only 
like a voice calling that I did not 
want to hear ... a voice calling me 
to do something that I not only did 
not want to do, but that 1 dreaded 
with a strange and horrible dread. 
When I married I lost It for awhile, 
and I was happy—so happy 1 Bnt 
when my children died , . . and my 
husband ... it was there again—the 
secret dread, the fear, the restless
ness. And then when mother . , . 
when I promised ... it seemed such 
a little thing," faintly.—“ to make 
her happy. Bnt afterward, I would 
not—I would not ! And now—" she 
broke into a walling x:ry—“ I have 
been brought to this—to this !” She 
held out both weak, trembling, trans
parent hands.

As sha llstsned to the halting 
words and broken sentences a great 
light had burst upon Julia Dorgan, 
and she stood transfixed as though in 
the presence ol something sacred. 
Fugitive lines from a noble poem 
that she loved were striking on her 
consciousness :

This Liniment will also stop bleeding 
nt ooce and prevent blood poisoning

35c A BOTTLE
SOLD BY ALL DEALERS 

DOUGLAS 4 CO., Manufacturers, NÂPANEE The Ladies’ College and 
Residence of the Western 
University, London, Ontario

Catholic Mutual Benefit
Association of Canada

Under the patronage of His Lordship 
The Right Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D. 

Bishop of London.
An exclusively Catholic and Canadian 

Fraternal Insurance Company

FOR MEN and WOMEN
Incorporated by Act of the Dominion 

Parliament. “Adequate Rates, Whole 
Life and 20 and 30 Years Assessment 
Policies. ”

Over $8,000,000 Paid
To Families of Deceased Members 

For further information address

All Courses Leading 
to Degrees in Arts

For information, apply to the

Ursuline College
“The Pines”, Chatham, Ont.

J. E. H. HOWISON
GRAND SECRETARY

KINGSTON, ONT.

A New Novel By
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A SPLENDOR TO YOUR SOUL

Let ui often visit Jeans in the 
Sacrament ot His love. If prevented 
by distance or ooonpation from being 
present in body, we can at least be 
there before Him in spirit. At the 
hour ot death we shall then be able 
to say : “ My Jseus, I paid Yon ever 
eo many little visits during lite : do 
not abandon me now, O Jesus my 
love 1"

Even one Communion here and 
now, bringing to you the precious 
gift ot grace, will have an effect in 
heaven and for eternity. Light is at 
this moment 'saving some star in 
the sky. That ray will not be seen 
for years, but some day your eyes or 
the eyee of others, will respond to 
that ray and enjoy its brightness. 
So every act ol love or worship of 
the Blessed Sacrament imparts to 
your soul a splendor which will 
light up your minds and wills for 
eternity, flood with Its effulgence 
your risen bodies and unfold to you 
in clearer brilliancy the entrancing 
vision of the Most High.

»Looked down upon, al
most hated by, Lady Elstone, 
Magali Arnold, the heroine, 
nevertheless soon has the noble
woman’s sons madly in love 
with her.

Magali ia a distinctly new type in 
fiction and is one of the finest char
acters Miss Clarke has given us.

“This brilliant writer has been 
acclaimed the greatest Catholic 
novelist of the present time.”
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