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me to be his wite, I gladly eaid
‘yes.'” ‘

“Why, Dorothy, how charmingly
romantic ! And to think that I never
guessed ! You are to be married
soon ?"

The girl shook her head gadly.

“It is all over, Margie. My love
affair is but a beautiful dream of
yesterday
into oblivion forever.”

“But why—I1 can not understand.”

“That nigbt, | knocked at uncle's
gtudy before I retired. I wanted to

tell him of my good fortune, fondly |

believing that he would rejoice with
me,"”

“Dorothy,” he whispered, “dear

little girl, have you forgotten your |

mother ?"
“l shook my head in dismay. a

great fear clutching at my heart that |

told me what was coming.

“Child, twenty years ago, she
came to me, just as you have come
tonight, asking my consent to her

marrriage with a non-Catholic and |

I had not the conrage to be firm and
refuse her the happiness she craved,
and I have never ceased to
myself for what followed.”

“But, Father James, you
not feel that way aboutb
doubt, they would have
anyway despite any and all
tions."”

*“1 do not think 8o,” he answered.
“She was a very gentle girl and ever
obedient to her sister and
And, Dorothy, dear little girl, though
I love you dearly and want to see
you happy, I dare not commit that
fault again. 1 do not ask you to give
him up, that you must do of your
own accord, but I beg of you to
remember your mother and the
tragedy of her life, and pray, pray
unceasingly for strength and courage
to do what is right. And if you de-
cide that this man is more necessary
to your happiness than my blessing,
1 will still think kindly of you, but I
can not, dare not marry you.”

“I gould not answer for the tears
welled up and rendered me speech-
less. Miserable beyond expression, I
crept up to my room and fell upon
my knees before a statue of the
Blessed Virgin, pouring out to her
the anguish and sorrow that filled
me. And then, I opened the locket
that I always wore, and gazed upon
mother's sweet face. Oh! how I
longed for mother that night! I
wanted to creep into her arms and
feel the tender touch of her cool
hand upon my fevered brow and
with my head upon her shoulder,
whisper the cause of my suffering
and have her away the tears,
And, at last, when overtaxed nature
would stand no more, I fell into a
sleep of exhaustion, from which the
Angelus bell awakened me.

“After Mass, I sat down to break-
fast with Father James, no longer
wavering between right and wrong,

it. No

objec

kiss

but strong, firm in the determination |

to give up this man, though I feared
that with his going, all happiness
would flee forever from my life.

‘I am going away,’ 1 told my
uncle. ‘I am glad that Mother
Celeste insisted upon me taking
stenography in addition to the

academic course, for I shall have no |

trouble obtaining a position in the
city. I have written a letter to the
man whom I have promised to marry,
breaking the engagement and asking
him to call upon you for the reason.

Uncle James, I want you to tell him |

the story of mother’'s life.

“Uncle promised and I came aw
and, although I receive a weekly
letter from him, he has never men-
tioned this man. Either he was so
hurt because I ran away that he
never came for the explanation or,
receiving the same, could care for
me no longer.’ X

But, Dorothy, if you care for him
80 much, why didn’t you ask him to
become a Catholic, as this girl that
my brother is to marry has done ?

“I did not know that one could be
come a Catholic simply to
another. All the converts I know,
and 1 have mei many at the Convent.
studied for months and some of them
were years in deciding this vital
question. I never dreamed of asking
him to embrace the Catholic Faith.”

“But, Dorothy, dear, you will be

gure to meet him again and be recon- |

ciled.”

‘That is the way your stories

always end, Margie, but in real life, I |

imagine things do not run so smooth-
ly. There is ever a cross to be
carried and always a shoulder to
bear the burden, however irksome
the load may be.”

“Nonsense, you are too young and
pretty to entertain such gloomy fore-
bodings. 1 am willing to wager this
check that in less than a year not
only a solitaire but a little hoop of

gold will adorn the third finger of |

your left hand.”

“Yeu mean that he will become a |

Catholic ?” grimly.

“No, at least 1 hope he will not |

unless he is sincere in his belief. I
mean that you will 2
“That I will do as mother did ?'

“I mean that you will be willing to |

accept him as he is. If he is good,
honest, noble, as you say,
difference does it make whether he
be Catholiec, Jew, Protestant or a
worshiper of Mohammed's God ?

“That is what my mother tried to
think.”

“You did not mention his name.

“(‘uurtnv_\ the same as your own
~John Courtney. Since I became

so fond of you, I often hoped that he |

might be some distant cousin, but

you shattered that idea by declaring |

that had no living relatives
except your brother.”

“None that I know of, and
brotker is a Catholic and
be married, I expeot it
not be he.”
“Hardly

you

gince
will
could

my

soon

Dorothy laughed, then
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jumped up quickly, “Two o'clock ! | gone to join ‘Mother Mary' and ‘Big |

"Tis high time I packed my grip.
wish you were coming with
Margie

"“To the Convent 7"

“Of course, to the Convent ! Why
not, pray ? You speak as though it
were some secluded place where
people dared not tread.”

“Would I be welcome ?

me,

A stran-
A merry peal of burst
from Dorothy.

“A stranger, indeed.
Mother Celeste and Father
know all about you. They read your
stories as fast as they come from the
press, My letters to them are full of
your doings and sayings, even your
very whims and fancios ! They have
often expressed a desire to meet you.
Will you come ?"

laughter

Why both

|

| will

James |

father,”

“She returned to the Conveant
several days ago, undoubtedly con
tracting the disease while away,
The hospital is about two hundred
feet beyond the chapel to the left,
You will avoid that vicinity, please,
Miss Courtney ?"

"Of course, Mother, and I trust it
not prove as serious as you
fear."”

“God grant it may
Courtney.
Masgs.”

nol be, Miss
I will see you agaig after

“What a womanly woman she is,”
Margaret Courtney mused as Mother
Celeste departed. "This community

| living, instead of destroying, seems

“Really, Dot, dear it does not seem | ¢
| if they are really satisfled or if this
| appearing calm is but & magk——"

“You darling ! Where's your suit- |

exactly right for me to go, but I
believe 1 would like to, and—"

case ? Toothbrush ? A waist or two ?
Good | We're playing a game, now,
Margie.
is the name of it.”

“Running away from John ?"

“Of course, your John and my
John ! If we were to continue to
think of them, it would only spoil
our holiday and make us miserable,
g0 we will not mention them at all.”

“Really, Dot, it is not a bad idea at
all.”

Margaret Courtney stood
window of St. Mary's Convent. How
quiet and peaceful everything
geemed, The trees stood still as
though the mischievous breezes
dared not approach the branches
that bent low with the burden of
scintillant whiteness and the snow,
as yet undisturbed by marring foot-
prints, covered the earth with a
of downy purity. Not a
sound -disturbed the mystic stillness
of the early dawn.

“Christmas morning !"” she mur
mured. Peace on earth to men of
good will.’ " "“A holy, happy peace,
a peace beyond my powers of com-
prehengion has invaded this place, as
it did the poor stable of Bethlehem
nearly two thousand years ago. Can
it be that they are right ? Does this
faith draw them so close to their
Maker that they are filled with a
heavenly peace unheard of, unknown
outside the cloister ? If not, what
has drawn these women, intelligent
and refined beyond the ordinary,
away from all the world holds dear
And what keeps here Why
doesn't the novelty wear off after a
year or g0, as it does with all worldly
pleasures ? ‘Running away from
John,' indeed ! Running to John is
more like it, for every crucifix and
statue, the serenme countenance of
each nun, the chapel and its white
haired priest, all seem to draw me
closer to the religion my brother has
embraced. If it is the true

She sprang away from the window
with a gesture of impatience.

“Of what am I thinking ? Let John
be a Catholie, if he will, but thank
God ! I, at least, am not such a weak-
ling that the outward semblance of
perfect happiness that fills this Con
vent can influence me in any way.'

“Good morning, Miss Courtney
merry Christmas.” Mother Celeste
stood at the door. "Are you coming
to Mass with ue this morning ?

“No, Mother, I think not.”

One glance at the face of her guest
told Mother Celeste the truth, and
she knew that she wae fighting, fight-
ing all the old prejudices that held
her captive, and struggling with the
that sought to tear
aside the barricade her education
had raised against them.

“God and His Blessed Mother help
her !" was the prayer that came
from Mother Celeste’'s heart. Aloud
she said : “One of our little ones was
taken ill during the night, Miss

at the

then

‘Running away from John’ |

Courtney, and while the physician is |

not certain that it is anything con
tagious, we thought it best to estab

children did not go home

| holidays,”

“Onl I am Could I be
of any help ?”

“Thank you, but there is nothing
we can do just now but pray. Sister
Mary Eunice has been with her all
night, and we will make no change
antil the doctor reports. He will be

the anti-toxin

80 Borry.

gerum with him.”

“You fear diptheria ?"

“Yes, Miss Courtney. You will
pray fer the child won't you ?”" Mar-
garet was surprised. Was this nun,
this woman who seemed 8o near unto

God, asking her prayers ? Did she |

consider them worth while ?

Mother Celeste continued :

“It is a very sad case. Little
Marian is just ¢ix and has been with
us since September. Her father, a
devout Catholie, died a year ago, and
her mother, an invalid is not of our
faith. One day, shortly after her
entrance, the Sister.in charge of the
little ones missed her. and after

| quite a search we found her in the
[ ) )
chapel before a statue of the Blessed |

Virgin, murmuring over and
‘Mother Mary, please make
Mother 'Lisbeth a Catholic."’

* ‘You see,’ she explained in child-
ish innocence, ‘Mother Mary lives up
in Heaven where my big daddy-man
| is, and Mother ’'Lisbeth is really,
truly, earthly mamma, and I love
them both so much and think of
think of them so often, that I have
to swy ‘Mother Mary"’ and "Mother
Lisbeth” to tell them apart.’ After
that, whenever the child was absent,
we knew where to look for her, A
| month ago, the mother took a chang»
for the and the child wen
| home. The sorrow of the little one
| at the loss of her mother
lessened considerably by the rweet,

over
my

WOrse,

wes

consoling thought that she became a |

i(‘ntholio before her death and had

| lish & quarantine, a8 many of the |
for the

| tion

to have heightened all worth-while
qualities in its members, I wonder

"No! It is no mask, of that I am
sure. Right or wrong they are at
peace, perfectly satisfied and happy ;
at peace with the world, their Maker

and would that I could say the
same for myself-—at peace within,”

“What am I saying ? Of what am I
thinking ? Why I—if I continue to
indulge such thoughts within a week,
I'll be begging them to invekt e
with their somber habit ! Of course,
I am not in sympathy with them or
their mode of living.

away.'

“And I will go, too, go once,
before I have a chance to change my
mind.’

To decide was to act with Margaret
Courtney and in a few minutes she
wae walking down the stone steps,
wrapped in furs, her grip in her
hand. A note to Dorothy and Mother
Celeste hinted at the necessity of
immediate departure.

“I believe I'll run over and view
the outeide of the chapel once more
It is & splendid piece of architecture,
and I may want to describe it in one
of my stories

At the chapel, she paused, then
irresolutely, went up egeveral steps.

"I won't goin ! No, [ won't ! There
seems some sort of witchery about
that tries to draw me closer and
closer, but, thank God ! I am strong
enough to resist the temptation.

She walked away, down the path,
a prey to the most
thoughts.

"Mother ! Mother

A cry broke the morning stillness
and Margaret started violently.
hasty glance around told
truth. Forgetful of her promise
Mother Celeste, she had taken
left road and stood front
hospital.

“"Mother
mother

au

conflicting

the
to
the
of the

her

in
Mary, please bring my
Lisbeth to m the childish
voice rang out in delirium of fever.

A great wave of pity
Margaret Courtne Perhaps, she
could comfort the little one, render
her sufferings less acute, or
the nun who attended her,

Heedless of danger, she hastened
into the building, and ran through
the corridor, guided by the baby
voice. Quietly turning the knob,
she paused to survey the interior of
the room. On the bed lay a little
white robed figure with flushed face
and unnaturally brilliant eyes.
Without thought of possible conse
quences, Margaret dropped her grip
in the hall and placed her coat and
hat upon it; then she closed the
door behind her and advanced to the
foot of the bed.

"Mother 'Lisbeth! I knew Mother
Mary would bring you to me !

The nun turned in surprise.

“Oh ! Miss Courtney, you should
not be here. Have vou not heard ?

Yes, Sister, I know, and 1 have
come to help you.

" But, the danger! The doctor has
just left and our worst fears are real-
ized.

' Mother ’'Lisbeth, come to
wailed the child.

" Please, Sister, I am not afraid,
and I would not be permitted to
leave now. I might carry the infec-
elsewhere. You must let me
help you!”

" Mother ’'Lisbeth, deax
'Lisbeth 1" begged the child.

" She seems to have forgotten that

swept over

assist

me .

Mother

| her mother is dead,’ explained the

| Dorothy

Sister.

Margaret dropped on her knees be-
side the baby, and slipping an arm
underneath, drew the little body
close, until the curly head was pil-
lowed on her bosom.

" Baby, my dear, dear baby,”
murmured soothingly.

“Mother 'Lisbeth, I knew Mother
Mary would bring you to me, 'cause I

she

| jus’ kep’ prayin’ an' prayin,’ an' all

the time I'd say ' Dear Mother Mary,
Mother 'Lisbeth will love you as I do
and like Big Daddy-man up in Heaven
does, soon as she knows all 'bout
you.' Won't you, dear Mother 'Lis-

| beth ?

" Yes, uweetheart !"" Margie thought
not of the words she uttered. A Her
one idea was to comfort the child.

‘“An’ you'll say the rosary every

| day, won't you, dear Mother 'Lisbeth,
‘cause Mother Mary just loves you to

say them ?”

" Every day, my darling,
day !" promised Margaret.

' Here, I'll give you mine, 'cause I
have 'nother pair.” Her hand felt
among the pillows and at last brought
forth the object of her search, alittle
white rosary.

" Every day, Mother 'Lisbheth, every
day, remember.”

" Every day,'baby dear, every day,”
repeated Margaret, taking the Rosary
and unconsciously pressing
cross to her lips as she had seen
do ere her
prayers at night.

“Is there mno hope, Sister ?”
Margaret formed the words with her
lips rather than uttered them.

every

she started

the |

Sister Mary Eunice shook her head

1| Daddy-man,’ as she always called her ‘ sadly.

| “Her throat is really better, but

the heurt grows perceptibly wesker,
| The doctor says it can not stand the
| strain,”

| Again the child opened her eyes

| and pressed her soft baby hand
‘ against Margaret's cheek,
| " Dear Mother 'Lisbeth,” she mur
| mured, " I'm so happy 'cause you
| promised to say Mother Mary's beads
| an’ I know you will, 'cause you're so
good—and—I—love—you.”
She was not looking at Margaret

| now, but staring towards the corner |

\ where a statue of the Blessed Virgin
stood, her little arms outstretched, a
| 8r rile of wondrous sweetness illumin-

| ating her face.

| "Why, dear Mother Mary, you've |

| got my Big Daddy-man an' my dear
| Mother 'Lisbeth, an'—I'm-—comin’—
| too !”
‘ The arms dropped, the little head
| turned ever so slightly, and with a
| tired, sobbing gasp, the baby eyes

closed forever on earth, to open in

that great Heaven of Eternal Bliss
; where Big Daddy man, mother 'Lis
‘ beth and Mother Mary eagerly await-
| ed her coming.

It was New Year's Day.

[ " Oh! Mother Celeste, is it true?
| Will Margie be with us to-day ?"

| " Yes dear. Everything has been

I am just|thoroughly fumigated and disinfect- |
critical, and I think I had better go | @d, and the doctor says both Miss |

Courtney and Sister Mary Eunice
may leave the hospital to-day.”

“"Oh! I am so very glad, Mother
I have missed her so, Isn't
lovely, Mother ?
decided to leave Christmas morning
and then changed her mind ?”

""She must explain that part of it,
Dorothy. She ie a splendid young
lady, and I had hoped to see quite a
{ good deal of her. I am sorry she
wandered into the hospital and
had to remain until the damnger was
past.

A Sister drew near.

" Father Weston is here, Mother,
and also wishes to see Dorothy.”

"Oh! I amsoglad!” Dorothy fairly
danced in delight Now, he will
meet Margie

" Yes, indeed!” Mother turned to
the waiting nun. " Please go to the
hospital and tell Miss Courtney that
8 gentleman awaits her
the parlor.
= Mother,
not wait patiently for us.
ready in the corridor

“Oh! Un
glad to see you!”

" Dorothy, dear
feeling ' you are
your mother; is

"Very like
deed !

"1 have very much to
dear,” Father continued
have to wait, for
else who impatiently a
coming.’

" Some one else
ed in gurprise

For answer Father James took her
by the shoulder and pushed her
gently into the parlor, closing the
door behind her.

A broad shouldered, handsome man
came quickly towards her with out-
stretched arms

Dorothy dear, won't you say I am
welcome ?

“You here? At the Convent?
With Father James. Dorothy
seemed to disbelieve her own eyes.

“Yes, Dorothy, I have spent much
of the past six months with Father
Weston studying the Catholic relig
ion

“Then you are a Catholic! Oh! I
am so glad. She could no longer
refuse the invitation of his eyes and
arms, Why did you not let
know It would have made me
happy.’

“ Because, for a long time, I was
| not gure, Dot. I knew that you
| would not want me to embrace the
| Catholic religion unless I was thor-

oughly sincere, and I could not run |
| the risk of making you suffer as your
| father had made your mother suffer, |
and so I waited. I was baptized and
received my first Holy Communion
Christmas morning. Father Weston
and Mother Celeste had arranged |
this little surprise as a Christmas |
present for you, but we are a week
late owing to the illness of that
little child. Are you not happy, |
dear ?"

*“Happy, John, I

she

coming in

See Father James could
He is al-

['m
she continued.
Father spoke
wonderfully like
she not Celeste ?
little sister,

James 80 very
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say to
"but I
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your
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Dorothy repeat-

me
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did not know |

whole world
to-day.
gladnes

The

a8 has come to me

door
ey entered. i
¥, brother John
Whatigan this mean ?
“Come!™ John Courtney took a
hand of each of the girlsr and drew
them to a settee
me explain!”
“Don’t be so surprised, Dorothy,
didn't you ever guess that Margie
was the sister of your sweetheart ?"
Dorothy

beside him. “ Let

shook her head, still too

stunned at this unexpected turn of |

affairs to speak. [
* And, Margie, didn’'t you recognize
Dorothy in my description of your
new sister-to be ?”

“Indeed, I did noi You never |
mentioned her name and I thought I
hated her because she had made you
become a Catholic, and, you know, I |
just love Dorothy !"
to our little game,” Dorothy gig
gled.

“Game? What game?’ asked
“We came here playing ‘running
| away from John,' because Margie's
! John had digpleased her by becoming
! a Catholic and my John had made me

unhappy because he did not become
one.”

‘“ And John ran right after the both

I wonder why she |

’I_v Leart is singing with |
opened and Margaret |

|

|

1

. there was so much happiness in this |
|

“ -Dorothy ! |
|

]

‘1

|

|

|

i

|

|

i

[

[
|
|
‘ " Margie, this is a strange ending |
|

[
| John. i

of you, didn't he?"
happily.

“len't it splendid, Margie?
we will never separated
live with us always.'

" Dot, dear, | am not going back !"

‘ " Not going back?’ repeated
‘ Dorothy

i You know the words, dear, ‘and a
| little child ehall lead them?' Well
| it was little Marian and her splendid
belief who shattered the last obstacle
that stood in my path and brought
me to accept the knowledge and
beauty of the Catholic faith, much
of which I had learned from you,
Dorothy. 7This week of seclusion I
have spent in prayer and study, mak-

The man laughed

Now,

b4 You'il

[

child left me"
| rosary.
for me!"

she held up the white
" Tell me you are both glad

So many good things have happened
to-day, I can scarcely believe I am
not dreaming."”

" Ah! my dear sister, I. well knew
that yon could not live with Dorothy
without her planting the seeds of
truth and religi- in your life as she
did in mine.’

" And, my dear ..other and sister,
after I have been reeeived into the
Catholic Church, 1 shall become a
novice here, and devete my life to
| good works as the gemtle nuns do,
| and try in my poor, weak, inctliczient

way to follow their neble example
That evening Margaret Courtney
stood on the broad steps of the Con
vent and bade them farewell, these
two she loved so well, hrother John
and the fair girl so radiontly happy
beside bim.

At the crest of the hill they turned
once more to see her staonding therve
| 80 calm, peaceful and happy, and
even as they watehed she turned
away, back to the cloister of the
convent walls, away from the turmoil
meaninglees toil and comnflict of the
world, full of the pence that thrilled
within her, a sprig of perfeet peace
brought from Heaven and tronsplant
ed here on earth.

[
|
[
[
|
|

————

DIVIDED HOUSES

NS SN———

There is one hopeful sign amid the
present social unvest. It is the
growth of repugnance to the evils of
divorce. Thinking people who have
at heart the future welfare the
country, who knew how to exten
uate the awful evils of to-day, who
know their history and hence can
draw the conclusions a8 to the
mant of fate that will overtake

destroyed earlier stwtes of
civilization, are becoming very Cath
olic in their denunciation of diverce,
To do so means, of course, the getbing
away {rom a fundamental Protestant
principle. For if vhere is anything
for which the children of the Refo:
mation have stood it is the privilege
of private judgment not omnly in
mental conclusions but also in moral
practice. Is it so lomg ago when
divorce was a cardingl doctrine of
Protestants? If you were mno'. a
Catholic you must thereby be in favor
of the divorce pringiple Go over
much of the controversial literature
of the past and what will surprise
you is the prominence givem to the
arguments in favor of the dissolu
bility of the marriage boand. It was
always insisted that Catholic oppos
ition to divorce was & violation of
the liberties gained by she religious
revolt of the sixteenth ecentury.
Bible texts were twisted in the effort
to prove that in defending divorce,
which was so mixed up with the
beginnings of Protestantism, they
were defending Chrisbianity itself.
The Catholic Chureh was in their
minds convicted of error against an
inviolable right of man, and hence
an anti-Christ that, if it tyrannized
over the people in forbidding them
this right, what would it not do in
other thinge ?

And so Protestantism and the right
to divorce have been interchangeable
terms. But now there is even with

of

us as 1

| many strict Protestants a right-about

face. It isn't that they have changed
their faith, it isn't that they are will-
ing to admit that the priuciple was |
wrong from the beginning and hence
a proof of the evil of individualism

| in religion; no, they will not go that

far. They still maintain that divorce
is right in principle but has become
nauseous in many waye beeause it
has been abused. But as we have |
often said the magnitude of the abuse
hags nothing to do with the prineiple. |
If the divorce privilege can be justly
claimed by one man, what is to pre- |
vent a million men elaiming it on the
same grounas as the one man. And
for that very reason the divoree evils
have grown and will grow, as long
a8 men are taught that they can make
their own laws, or what is practically
the same thing, can iaterpret the
| laws of God to suit their own con
venience. Hence the whole thing is
a muddle of principles and all the
disgust at accompanying evils will
never check the abuse, The remedy
lies elsewhere.

Yet in spite of
recognize the fact
| mere cleansing of

being obliged to
that it is all a
the outside of the
cup, we should be glad to see even
that being done. 1t is essentially a
justification of our position and in
time it may be able to draw the
attention of a multitude to the filth
| of the inside of the cup.
|  And when one finds such a staunch
| defender of the rights of private
judgment as Lyman Abbott attack
ing divorce, it gives hope that many
are willing to sacrifice those Protes
tant principles that are now found to
“ bring disorder. “‘Trials for murder,”
| he writes, " are full of brutalities, but
| the divorce cases bring more loath
‘g(nnu details to light: violations of
honor, relations between men and
women from which the spiritual has |
\

ing good use of the legacy the little |

| been wholly eliminated, so that their |

relations becowe appalling profanity
of buman personality, vulgarities
which ure rendered more repulsive
becnuse they are unconscious. These
revelations of the divorce courts are
made by men and women who strip
| themgelves bare in the eyes of the
kwurld_ and yet they do not know
that they are naked. There is no
denth so terrible as this living death,
and to lose the sensc of purity, of
| honor, of spiritual integrity and not
know it, is a living death.”

So it goes, one condemning divorce
the other commending it, or at least
excusing it. It is a house divided,
quite as divided as the family into
which the disease of divorce has
come. Will they never learn that if
the evils which disgust them are to
be remedied the only clear way is by

It is all too wonderful, Margie. | returning to the proved position of

the old Church toward marriage as a
wonderfully sacred thing ?
Pilot

joston

GATES AND DOORS

There was a gentle hostler
(And blessed be his name !)
He opened up the stable
The night Our Lady came,
Our Lady and Saint Joseph,
He gave them food and bed,
And Jesus Christ has given him
A glory round his head,

So let the gate swing open
However poor the yard,
L.est weary people visit you
And find their passage barred.
Unlatch the door at midnight
And let your lantern's glow
Shine out to guide the traveler's feet
To you across the snow.

There was a coutfteous hostler
(He isin Heaven tonight)

He held Our Lady’s bridle
And helped her to alight ;

He spread clean straw before her
Whereupon she might lie down,

And Jesus Christ has given him
An everlasting crown

Unlock the door this evening
And let your gate swing wide

Let all who ask for shelter
Come speedily inside

What if your yard be narrow
What if your house be small

There is a Guest i8 coming
Will glorify it all.

There was a joyous hostler

Who knelt on Christmas
the radiant manger
rein his Lord

morn
Beside
Whe was born
His heart was full of laughter
His soul
When Jesus, on His Mother's lap
Gave him His hand to kiss

was full of bliss

Unbar your heart this evening
And keep no stranger out,

['ake from your soul's great portal
The barrier of doubt.

To humble folk and weary
Give hearty welcoming,

Your breast shall be tomorrow
The cradle of a King

PROTESTANTISM
NOT ADVANCED

SUB——

HAS
ANY

(Lit. of Europe, part ii,

I'he prodigious increase of the
Protestant party in Europe, after the
middle of the (sixteenth) century did
not continue more than a few years.
It was checked and fell back, not
quite so rapidly or completely as it
came on, but so an
tagonistic church secur
1ty

ae

the
in perfect
MACAT

(Essays, vol. iv, p

" We think it a most remarkable
fact, that no Christian nation, which
did not adopt the principles of the
Reformation before tue end of the
sixteenth century, should ever have
adopted them.
have, since that time, become infidel
and become Catholic again; but none
has become Protestant.’”

p. 348, 349

LECKY

Hist. of Rat., vol. i, pp. 185, 186)

" In the sixteenth and t6 a certain
degree in the seventeenth century,
Pretestantism exercised a command-
ing and controlling influence over
the affairs of Europe Dur-
ing the last century all this has
changed. Of the many hundreds of
great thinkers and writers, in every
department, who have separated
from the teachings and practices of
Catholicism, it would be difficult to
name three men of real eminence
and unquestionable sincerity
have attached themselves permanent
ly to any of the more conservative
forms of Protestantism. Amid all
those great semi-religious revolutions
which have unhinged the faith of
thousands, and have so profoundly
altered the relations of Catholicism
and society, Protestant churches have
made no advance and have exercised
no perceptible influence. Of all the
innumerable forms into which the
spirit of dogmatism crystallized after
the Reformation, not one seems to
have retained the power of attracting
those beyond its border.
is lost by Catholicism is
Rationalism
Rationalism

Whatever
gained by
wherever the spirit of
recedes, the spirit of
Catholicism advances.”

Do not
others,

some

expect too much from
but remember that all have
ill nature whose occasional
outcropping we muet expect, and
that we must forbear and forgive, as
we often desire forbearance
forgiveness ourselves.

and

| Miralda,

Catholic communities |

who |

The New York State Council of the
Knights of Colnmbus is maintaining
18 scnolarships in various colleges.

| Phone

117 Yonge St.
Main: 7218

Toronte

CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — we deliver
EF™ Watch our Ads, in Local Dailies Thursday

STANDARD LIBRARY

JUVENILES

35c¢. Each Postpald
50 @opies, $15.00
100 “ 28.00

As True as Gold. Mary E. Mannix

A Summer at Woodville. Anna T, Sadlier.

An Every-Day Girl. Mary C, Crowley.

An Heir of Dreams. 8. M, O'Malley

A Hostage of War. Mary G. Bonesteel,

An Adventurs With the ¥ Apacheo. Gabriel
Ferry

A Book about Real Live American Boys.

W. Reilly
Pilgrim From Ireland

Translated by M. E. Mannix,

Bob O’'Link. Mary T. Waggaman

Bunt and Bill. Clara Mulholland.

By Branscome River. Marion A, Taggart,

A. Melandri

Blessed are the Merciful. A Tale of the Negre
Uprising in Haiti, By Rev. Joseph Spillman,

8. J. Translated by Mary Richards Gray,

Blue Lady's Knight, The. By Mary F. Nixon.

Chiquitan Festival of Corpus Christi Day. A
Tale of the Old Missions of South Ameriea
By Rev. Joseph Spillman, S. J, Transiated
from the German by Mary Richards Gray.

Crosses and Crowns, by Rev. Joseph Spillman
S.J. Translated by Mary Richards Gray.

Children of Mary. A Tale of the Caucasus.
Rev. Joseph Spillmang, S. J

Cupa Revisited, Mary E

Daddy Dan. Mary T

Dimpling's Success. Clara Mulholland

For the White Rose. Katharine Tynan Hinkson

Fred's Little Daughter Sara Trainer Smith

In Quest of Adventure

In The Turkish Camp
Konrad Kuemmel
Ric rds Gray

By L.

A Rev. M. Carnot.

Bistouri

By

Mannix,
Waggaman

Mary E. Mannix

and other Stories. By

From the German, by Mary

Jack-O'Lantern. Mary T. Waggaman,

Religious of the Society of the Holy Child

Laughter and Tears, by Marion Brunowe. It
should be added to all our libraries for the
young

Little Lady of the Hall

Little Missy ary T, Waggaman

Love Your Enemies Tale
Insurrections in New Zealand,
Spillman, 8. J

Maron
A v

Mary

Jack

Nora Ryeman,

of the Maori
By Rev. Joseph

T'he Christian Youth of the Lebanon. By

Amna T

Mary Johnston

Nan Nobody. Mary T. Waggaman

Old Charlmont's Seed-Bed. Sara Trainer Smith

Anna T, Sadlier,

Mary E. Mannix

Prince Arumugam, the Steadfast Indian Convert.
By A. v B. A beautiful little story describing
the obstacles which a Brahman Prince was

forced surmount in order to become »
Christian

I'racy's Fortune Sadlier

Pauline Archer

Pancho and Panchita

cruit Tommy Colline. Mary G. Bonesteel.
Mary F. Nixon-Roulet.

Otto von Schacking.

Seven Little Marshalls
The Bell Foundry
The Berkleys.
The B

Emma Howard Wight

ylvania Post Office. Marion A. Taggart

The Cabin Boys. A Story for the Young. By
Rev. Joseph Spillm 1. 8. J. Translated by
Mary Richards Gray.
1e Children of Cupa

The Dollar Hunt.
Martin.

Mary E, Mannix
From the French by E. G.
The Great Captain. Katharine Tynan Hinkson
Katharine Tynan Hinkson.
The Haldeman Children, Mary E
The Little Apostle on Crutches
Delamare.
The Little
Roberts.
The Mad Knight,
Schaching.
The Madcap
Brunowe

The Golden Lily
Mannix.

Henrietle B
Girl Back East.

From Isabel J

From the German of O. v.

Set at St. Anne's. Marion J

Anna T. Sadlier.
Mary E. Mannix.

The Mysterious Doorway
The Peril of Dionysio
The Queen's Page.
The Queen’s

8J. "™

Katharine Tynan Hinkson

Nephew, By Rev.Joseph Spillmann,

his good little work, an historical

narration from the early Japanese missions, is

another ution to juvenile literature that
a welcome. We hope it will be read by
our boys and girls."

Rock, J,Sandeau.

Shipwreck. A story for the Young.
Joseph Spillman, S. J ‘ranslated from
the German by Mary Richards Gray.

The Trip to Nicaragua. A Tale of the Days of
the Conquistadores. By Rev.Joseph Spilimann,
S.J I'ranslated by Mary Richards Gray.

The Ups and of Marjorie, Mary T.
Waggaman,

The Violin Maker.
Smith

The Young Color Guard. Mary G. Bonesteel.

Three Girls, and Especially One. Marion A.
Taggart

Tom’s Luck-Pot. Mary T. Waggaman.

Tooralladdy. Julia C. Walsh.

Two Little Girls. Lillian Mack.

Three Indian Tales. Namameha and Watomilka,
by Alex, Baumgartner, S, I Tshkq‘ the
Young Indian Missionary. By A.v B. Father
Rene's Last Journey, by Anton Hounder, S,
Translated by Miss Helena Long

What the Fight Was About and Other Stories.

Wrecked and Saved. A story for boys by Mre
Parsons.

4C ¢c. Each Postpaid
50 @opies, $18.00
100 & 35.00

The Captain of the Club. Valentine Williams.

The Countess of Glosswood. Translated.

Drops of Honey. Rev. A. M. Gruesi

Father de Lisle. Cecilia M. Caddell.

The Feast of Flowers and Other Stories. Selected.

The Lamp of the Sanctuary and Other Stories.
Cardinal Wiseman

The Little Lace - Maker and Other Stories.
Taylor

a-Gulls

Downs

Adapted by Sara Trainer

Mise

Cecilia M, Caddell.

Little Follower of Jesus. Rev. A. M. Grussi

Cecilia M, Caddell.

Nanette's Marriage. Aimee Mazergue

Never Forgotten. Cecilia M, Caddell.

One Hundred Tales for Children, Canon Chris-
topher Von Schmid

Lost GenovefTa,
I'he
The Miser's Daughter.

Oramaka, An Indian Story. Translated
Our Dumb Pets,
Selected

Tales of Birds and Animals,
Mrs. James Sadlier
John Talbot Smith
Cecilia M. Caddell.
Raoul de Navery
Rosario. T Sister of Mercy
The Rose of Venice. S.Christopher
Seven of Us. Marion J
Sophie’s Troubles
Stories for
Gruesi
Tales of Adve
The Two Cottages
The Two Stowaways
J ter M. Raphs
rtu and Defects
and at School. Ella

The Catholic Reeord

LONDON, CANADA

The Orphan of Moscov
The Prairie Boy. Rev
The Pearl in Dark Waters
I'he Queen’s Confession

ated by

Brunowe
Countess de S
Catholic

mture

foung Girli at Home

0 Y
M. McMahon




