ds of da;!:ty and use.
them, perhaps, the
hom you have not yey
w items here mentigp.
without saying that

1l quality.

".Curtains.

e Ruffled Bobbinet fop
18, handsome lnce and
rices 28c, 40c, 48c.

xd Point d’'Esprit Ne
ace and insertion, g
Prices 43¢, 51c, 62c,

ne Curtains with heavy
nd insertion, the new-
ecoration. Prices §5.10,

Neckwear

s adapts itseif so readily

ing as.Men’s Neckwear,

lish collection of Men's
, Four-in-hand, Flowing
is, Puffs, Shields; ina
ge of stripes, spots and

3, from 15c¢ to 75c¢ each,

OOTS.

things in Ladies’ Foot~
ter assortment at any
son than now.

» Dongola Laced Boots,
, made specially to wear
rs, sizes 24 to 7. Spe

ra fine quality Dongola
, flexible soles, made on
perfect fitting. Special

own or French Kid Lace
lyear welt and flexible
an made, stylish last,
ipecial $4.70.

y Ribbons,

1 range of pretty double
Ribbon for fancy work,
opular shades of pink,
up, nile, turquoise, car
etc. § inch 4c; 1 inch,
, 10c; 24 inch, 15c; 8

4 inch, 25c.

z‘ 'cg;u'mn.

umes Street Montreal’

the privilege of one whose
tings are as eccentric as
to intrude his peculiar

8, even at a season of gen-
rejoicing, and at some-
strike a chord that is not en-

_ tirely in harmony with the music of

%

the hours. Still it is not to criti-
cise that I come this week, hut
merely to record a few of my obser-
vations. I am perfectly aware that
they will be thought, by some peo-
ple, to be inopportune; but I am
equally confident that they will find
& responsive echo in the breasts of
thousands, who would not, them-

~selves, care to give expression to

;
3
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s
Y
|

them. As a rule, we are all too de-
licate about matters that should be
treated openly and frankly. while we
are dogmatic and bold when there
i8 no necessity for such an attitude,
No persons likes to be’the one who
gets credit for disturbing the feast,
or for raising the discordant voice.
Yet there are times when this spe-
cies of fear prevents people speaking
their true sentiments, or by their
reserve, or silence, allowing others
to go on deceiving their own hearts
while knowing perfectly well that
they are doing so. This not by
way of excuse for my special obser-
vations concerning Christmas Boxes,
and the time-honored custom of ex-
changing presents at Christmas and
New Year, rather is it to ‘Jdraw the
attention of many who might rcad
this column without asking {ihem-
selves how its expressions really af-
fect their own situation.

AN OLDEN CUSTOM.—We are all
loath to interfere with or undermine
in any way, a custom that time,
tradition, and loving associations
have consecrated. There is none
more general, and few more admir-
able, in a sense, than that -of send-
ing presents, at certain seasons, to
friends, absent ones, or near rela-
tives. I am not here referring to the
visits of Santa Claus, nor the de-
lightful custom of hanging up the
children’s stockings; these belong to
another realm entirely. I am merely
writing about the Christmas Boxes
that the older members of the fam-
ily send to others with whom they
are connected by efther ties of rela-
tionship, gratitude, or some kind-
red sentiment. It is certainly Christ-
mas that brings the ‘‘brightest
cheer;”’ it is decidedly the season of
peace and goodwill, in every accept-
ation of the term; and each one
looks to it for joys and pleasures
that no other portion, or period of
the year can afford. Nor is it con-
fined to any one class or grade of
society. The very poor, whose mis-
ery we pity, and whom we are ac-
customed to consider as suffering in-
tensely while their more fortunate
fellow-citizens rejoice 'and make mer-
ry, are actually more anxious for
Christmas than we imagine—for this
season. brings them relief and char-
ities that at other times they do not
expect. Not that many of them are
not disappointed unhappily, but they
all have hopes, expectations, bright
anticipations, real day dreams of
something good when Christmas
comes. And it is a pity that any of
those hopes should ever be crushed
by the hand of neglect, or that any
of those dreams should be allowed
to vanish unrealized. When the seca-
son of Christmas Boxes is at hand
it is always an act in accord with
the spirit- of the day to relieve tke
needy and to bring light, warmth
and plenty to the abode of misery
and indigence. With this reflection,
I return to the theme of Christmas
presents. In some circles the Christ-
mas box, the unfailing annual re-
minder, is the only link connecting
those who spend their entire year
moving along different paths. The

" anticipations, in the family, of the

accustomed presents, the innocent
lations on the subject of this

of that one’s expected gift,

 many incidents in life

~make Christmas  the

, a8 well as religious

year. The olden cus-

dhappenr’ ing; the

i head, the mistle-
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Around the fire-brands close,

And the girls are weaving paskets, |
And the lads are shaping bows;
When the old man mends his aruior;
And trims his helmet-plume,

And the good wife’s shuttle merrily
Goes flashing through the loom.’’

AN IMPOSITION.—If I
on, in this strain, I will
reach my criticisms and  observa-
tions. The main object of this art-
icle on the subject of “Christmas-
Boxes is to call attention to the ab-
use, rather than to the practice of
that olden custom. In fact, I will
80 80 far as to say that many in-
stances it constitutes an imposition,
and is the terror as well as the per-
plexity of hundreds of good citizena.
A friend sends you a cand for Christ-
mas, you return the compliment; an-
other sends you a toy for your child,
you buy a toy equally if not more
expensive and send it in return; an-
other sends you a costly book, you
must return either an equally costly
one, or something else proportion-
ately; ten people send you presents,
and you must buy the presents to
send to these people. Last year a
dozen friends remembered you at
Christmas, and your table was load-
ed with a heap of bri-a-brac and
generally ornamental, but rareful
useful objects. This year you are
bound, by a kind of code of honor,
to remember each one of the dozen,
to recall what each sent, and to se.
lect something more expensive to
forward to each of them this year.
It does not matter how limited your
Income, nor how taxed it is to pro.
cure the various little necessary ex-
tras of the season for your

continue
never

own
home; if it be even necessary to go
without your turkey, or to deprive
your children of a Christmas tree,
or of some expected toys, you must
return the compliments of last year,
or risk the forefeiture of friendships
or to say the least, the goodwill of
would-be friends. It is a terrible or-
deal for some people. In fact, " 4
have noted, in my years of observa-
tion, how the question of Christmag
presents affected many poor mothers
of families. For half a month be-
fore Christmas they are on the rack,
suffering untold tortures of calcula-
tion, of misgivings, of selections, of
economies to meet the imperative de-
mands of the season. Yet it is the
custom, and they must follow it to
the letter or else bear the dire con-
sequences for the next year. They
do their best; they give every penny
they can afford; they sometimes go
without necessaries, let alone any
luxuries, in order to meet this S0~
cial demand; and they know, in their
hearts, that their efforts will ot
only be unappreciated, but will be
criticised, and compared, and con-
trasted, and ridiculed, by those who
imposed the obligation upon them,
and who, perhaps were better able
to afford the outlay. Does any one
of the readers agree with me? Have
any of you ever felt what I am at-
tempting to describe? I am not
talking against the custom of
Christmas presents, but against the
lack of consideration in those who
make them.

BE CONSIDERATE.—I would like
to give a word of advice to the per-
son who finds himself, or herself, in
a dilemma, between sending or not
sending a Christmas Box to a
friend. Before doing so take into
consideration that friend’s position,
means, and various circumstances,
Ask yourself how the reception of
your present w.ill affect that person.
If it strikes you that he, or she, is
not honestly able to afford the plea-
sure of returning your gift, then ei-
ther refrain from sending it, or send
something of such a small value —

a-card, a picture, or some such trifle -

—that will mot tax your poor friend
when called upon by social and
friendly etiquette to return the com-

pliment. Don’t imagine that your
d. “Ten

gift be preci Y
to one you will be blessed and
thanked ' the more in proportion as
your Christmias Box is small and

uncostly. It will be a relief to the
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Luxarious Homes
0f the Rich,

The New York ‘“Sun’ tells, in an
elaborate article, of the extremes to
which luxury is carried in certain
homes—and they are not few—in the
millionaire quarters of that im-
mense -city. To read the account
given of the modes of living in those
palaces, one would suppose that Sar-
‘danapulus had come back to earth
and was taking advantages of our
twentieth century improvements to
add to the extravagances that mark-
ed his few years of life towards the
sunset of the Roman Empire. They
tell of private houses that may cost
over three million dollars, and of
State apartments in hotels, at $1,-
000 per week, and of other apart-
ments that cost from three to twen-
ty thousand dollars per year. We
will select one instance, for we can-
not go through the entire list, mor
have we space to comment upon the
numberless examples of extreme lux-
ury that can be found in American’s
large centres.

“Fancy a house standing upon a
boldly swelling corner where a cross-
way makes into the drive proper. It
is tall, it is wide, it is big every-
where, but so fine in line and pro-
portion that it takes study to real-
ize the mass of it. Strong but light
and beautifully wrought iron grill-
work guards the open space round
about.

Broad, easy marble steps go up
the ramp, leading to a pillared en-
trance. Behind the pillars one
catches the gleaming of bronze doors
cunningly wrought,

They open upon a great hall, floor-
ed with the costliest mosaic and set
round with antique columns. The big
fireplace has a mantel, also antique,
plundered from a ruined palace a-
cross the sea,

The great stairway came from an-
other palace, but somehow the arch-
itect has managed it so the two
shall not war with each other. Per-
haps they dare not quarrel in pre-
sence of the rugs which lie between,
Some of the rugs are tnree
dred years old and simply priceless—
Eastern fabrics without a duplicate
anywhere in the world. They set
the pace in furnishing—all else is in
keeping.

Each of the five occupants of the
house has a separate suite — bath,
bedchamber, sitting-room, dressing-
room and snuggery, for playing at
work, or working at special play,
Some of the baths have tubs with
silver-gilt fittings; others have mar-
ble pools big enough to swim in,
with marble divans running round
the edges of the room,

The dressing-rooms are all in sil-
ver, silver-gilt and rare odorous
woods, each so treated as to bring
out every detail of its natural beau-
ty. Cedar, camphor, sandal — each
and all are preservative. The clothes
presses have drawers of camphor
wood, and the closets are supplied
with electric lights automaticall,
turned on by the opening of a door.

nun-

There is also, of course, a library,
a dining room, a breakfast room, a
drawing room, and a cosey parlor,
but no ball room, for the master o
all this is austere. Still, austerity
does not forbid a billiard room, nor
a music room, richly harmonious,
whose frescoed ceiling alone repre-
sents a tidy fortune.

Every manner of musical instru-
ment sanctioned by classic taste
harbors there, along with the ob-
jects of art, pictures, bronzes, en-
graved gems and antique gold plate,
whose cost would endow a hospital,
There is a small conservhatory whose
flowers appear shamefaced, as
though they felt themselves some-
what put out of court by the bronze
and jewel-glass inclosing them.

The building is about an open
court glass-roofed in winter. It has,
besides the 6great state stairway,
back stairs and two electric eleva-
tors—one for the master, one for
the servants.

In the basement there is a com-
plete electric plant for lighting,
laundry work, some special cooking

Xkitchen housekeeper, and a brace of
scullery maids.

Altogether the number of servants
Is between thirty and forty, with-
out counting the companjon, two
private secretaries, and the almon-
er, who dispenses charity and in-
vestigates such appeals for aid as
are not upon the surface fraudulent,
The electric engineer lives outside,
although his helper is reckoned am-
ong the household stafi.

This is the merest outline of a few
salient points. The house, with its
furnishings, represents an investment
of a little beyond three million dol-
lars.”

All this is like a fairy tale, yet it
is exact in its every detail. We can
imagine the envy that sugh extreme
luxury and ostentation of wealth
must create in the breasts the less—
very much Iless—fortunate members
of the human family, Still, if we
Jook the sitwation squarely in the
face, we see nothing to excite either
envy or jealousy in all this display
of wealth and evidence of ease.

Take, for example, the owner and
roccupant of such a mansion. He is
certainly beyond the reach of all
chances of want or necessity. He is
morally certain to erd his days in
surroundings of this class. He 1s in
mid-life, oér he has already com-
menced to descend the slope of age.
What must not be his reflections, if
he ever reflects? If he had any posi-
tive assurance that his’ years of en-
joyment and life would be

by the score, there might be
for self-satisfaction, perfect easc,
and absolute contentment. But all
his wealth, even if multiplied by a
billion times cannot purchase for
him one moment of life. He can have
the consolation of knowing that, af-
ter twenty, or ten, or five, or
years, when he is summoned to leave
all this behind him, he will be dep-
that will
cost thousand of dollars; but that
is a very poor consolation. Onco

counted
cause <

less

osited in a mausoleum

the fatal and inevitable end

it will matter very little to
whether he is laid to rest in a struc-
ture of
grave.
same—oblivion,

comes?
him

in a tombless
In either his fate will be the
He will
missed, not even by those who

marble, or

not be
sub-
sist on his bounty.

it must -be a fearful and chilling
thought to know that one owns and
enjoys such unbounded luxury ‘and
that no amount of wealth can in-
sure its continuation beyond a very
brief period. To think that he musl
inevitably, and so very soon,
out of that mansion—or rather be
carried out of it—and leave it for
others to enjoy, is enough

step

to mar
the greatest degree of happiness and
contentment that man can know on
earth. Ah! we do not
possessor of such luxury! Rather do
we. pity him; for he is destined to
khow, in a few days, or few years,
the bitterest of all pangs, that of
separation for all time from the ai-
lurements which make life a glorious
possession. In that one dread howu
he expiates every keen enjoymont
that his millions have purchased.

What Has
Protestantism Done?

The Rev. Iather Day, S.J.,
been preaching at St. Francis

envy ke

has

Xa-
even-
ings a series of sermons on ‘' The
Empire of the Popes.”” Under the
sub-title of ‘“The Revolt of the Na-
tions,’”’ the fourth of the series was
delivered on Sunday evening to a
The rev.

vier’s, Liverpool, on Sunday

large congregation, gen-
Protestantism, and proceeding, ask-
ed what in contrast with the Empire
of the Popes had the Protestant
sects achieved, What had collective
Protestantism ‘done for the religious
world to compare with the works of

| the Church it had basely deserted

and vilely attacked? He knew little
of what it had done, but he did
know a great deal of what it had

d It had und the Catholic
Faith of thousands of the popula~
tion of Germany, which up to the
beginning of the eighteenth century
was the most Cathelic country of

| Burope. 1t had

tleman dealt ably with the rise nl"

resy and discord in a few countries
of kindred race in Northern Europe,
But beyond this what had it done?
It had never borne the brunt of the
fierce persecution of the world, but
had been the world’s spoiled child—
the world’s pet. The world had
known it and loved it. Protestant- -
ism had opened its ranks to every
heresy, so that it now counted over
two hundred sects in England and
Wales alone. In dealing with hu-
man passions it had offered an easy
Hath and given to the halt the
crutch of the imputation of the mer-
its of Christ in place of the works
of virtue. But it had done more u}p
worse than this. It had betrayedt
the most sacred cause of the essens-
tial morality of Christ. Pagan-like,.
it had opened its courts of divorce,
broken the bonds of marriage, and"
sanctioned infidelity and lust. Againe
what had it done ? Had it ad
vanced its flag beyond the barrierss
of civilization into the midst of saw
age peoples and pyoclaimed at any
time a universal sway over the na-
tions? Where were its missionary
champions, its saintly apostles, and
the signs of life of a universal reli-
gion? It followed the flag of Eng-
land, its defenders said, all over
the world. Yes, but that "was not
enough for him (the preacher). He
wanted to see the Cross in advance
and before the Union Jack of Eng-
land, as it used to be in the Catho-
lic days of yore. Eight c¢enturies
ago and before the ‘‘glorious epoch’”
of the ‘“Reformation,’”’ England pro-
duced apostles, mighty men strong
in the spirit of- God, who converted
distant nations and peoples. The
same was true of Scotland, of Swit~
zerland, of Germany, and of Hol-
land. Where were the men now,
and where were their works? Where
were the Calvinist Churches estab-
lished in China and Corea? Where
were the Lutheran missions in Jap-
an? England, it was true, had es-
tablished Bishops in her vast In-
dian possessions, but she established
them in the same way as she had
established her soldiers, her consuls,
her bankers, and her houses of busi~
ness. It was not the Church of Engs
land which had gained ground, it
was the British Empire. Show him
an Anglican Bishop who had preach-
ed the Gospel at the peril of his life.
Find him a single one who had given
his life for Jesus Christ, “Tell him
of any good Anglican shepherd who
had died not fighting in a rabble
rout or struck down in a disgraceful
riot, but giving his life calmly, with
the grace and spirit of a martyr,
for the cause of Christ and for the
sake of the sheep. Oh! what a con-
trast to the Catholic Church of
Rome. From the sixteenth century
to the twentieth that stately church
mistress of all the nations, had car-
ried on her brow, however tarnished,
the tiara of imperial sway and of
universal dominion, The ranks of
her confessors, apostles, and mar-
tyrs had never thinned. The present
century had seen a prodigious pro-
gress of the Church, especially in
English-speaking countries. Where
were Catholics in England a hun-
dred years ago? They were a wirile
and a strong party to-day. Im the
United States of America in 1800
there was but one bishopric; vo-day
he believed there were 115, Missions
continued to be founded and to
make progress in China, Corea, and
Japan, whilst Northern, Southern,
and Central Africa, as well as Aug-
tralia and New Zealand and other
remote portions of the globe, had
their flourishing churches. In Liver-
pool onfy forty years ago there were
but 40,000 Catholics; the number of
Catholics there at the present day
was 200,000, Speaking in conclu-
sion of the destiny of Protestantism,
the preacher said the seed of corrup-
tion and death was latent in the
breast of Protestant sects. The prin-
ciple of private judgment and the
negation of all authority formed a
‘tancer in the very vitals of the ‘‘Re-
formed’’ religion which was eating
away its life, . The lawlessness of
the Church of England.to-day was
proverbial. Only the other day in
that city a respected and he believed A
a very respectable vicar opened  de-
fied and flouted his Bishop, appeal-
ing from him to a Catholic power
which neither existed for him or hi
Bishop. How long would a house
divided against itsclf stanav e left
the answer to his hearers, The au-
thority of the State was human; it
was a shifting sand, and the tide of
ime would wash over the ruing
3 built
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