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Jîon=Catholic
Ministers
Join
The Church.

From St. Andrew's Magazine 
|! take the following article:—

"Gone over to Rome" is a phrase 
familiar to all; it is said of some 
person almost daily, said with sur
prise, regret or contempt, according 
to the views and temperament of the 
speaker. "Gone over to Rome" is a 
phrase without a parallel, just as the 
fact it indicates is unique. " Gone 
over to the Church of England," or 
"Gone over to Dissent," and the 
like have a strange and unusual 
sound; nobody deems such utterances 
to be worthy of attention; philo
sophers pay no heed to them; they 
occasion no long and anxious dis
cussions; they are not the theme of 
any literature. But it is otherwise 
when the text is "Gone over to 
Rome;" philosophers find speculation 
irresistible; historians write the rec
ord and pass judgment thereon; the 
fact is made the motive of many no
vels; whole religious bodies protest, 
blame and condemn. Yet in spite 
of all the theories and all the out
cry of the world, men and women 
from every rank of society and from 
every form of religious belief or dis
belief still go over to Rome. The 
fact that so many conversions to the 
Catholic faith occur both at home 
and abroad in the fields of mission 
axy labor is a testimony to the 
truth of the Catholic Church which 
can hardly be overrated. It should 
have great weight with our country
men who stoutly maintain that facts 
are facts and that they should not 
be ignored.

When the English people are con
fronted with the long list of schol
ars who have sacrificed much or all 
for the Catholic faith, the rejoinder 
made by them is to the effect that 
there are more scholars equally pi 
ous and zealous who remain in the 
religion of their fathers. This ar
gument has been used by men 
note, both for piety and learning, 
and it has often sufficed to soothe 
doubts and to quell inquiry. Yet 
when looked at closely it proves to 
be a very weak argument. For 
considering the actions of men we 
rightly take into account all possi
ble human motives; taste, imagina
tion, prejudice, learning, position 
fortune, education, loss, gain and 
all other circumstances which can 
and do influence men should be 
weighed so far as possible.

Now, it is no libel on human na
ture to say that a man who finds 
himself born into good society, pos
sessed of talents and influence, equip
ped with the best education his coun
try provides, with fame, fortune, 
ease and comfort waiting to em
brace him, should deem himself jus
tified in remaining where circum
stances have placed him. If he acts 
on the homely principle that "a roll
ing stone gathers no moss," the 
world, and especially his own parti
cular world, applauds his sound 
sense. But if such a man voluntar
ily throws away all his opportuni
ties, if he dares to cast aside his 
reputation for learning, dares to 
grieve all who know him and hold 
him dear; if he embraces obscurity, 
discomfort and poverty, the major
ity of men are perplexed, troubled 
and angry. The average clergyman 
of the Church of England is such a 
man when he "Goes over to Rome."
Is it not plain that he is a very dif
ferent man when compared with his 
fellow-clergymen who remain? And 
when a man who so acts is not mere
ly an occasional eccentricity, not a 
surprise sprung upon the public once 
In a year, but a spectacle of such 
frequent occurrence as to be a 
source of constant alarm on the one 
side and of expectant rejdicing on 
the other, is it n-ot obvious that 
there must be some, powerful motive 

work, some importunate call 
some irresistible drawing which 
merely human considerations cannot 
battle against?

Owing to the position of the Cath
olic Church in England at the pre
sent day, stripped of cathedrals, 
universities, colleges, wealth and 
social standing, no motive can be 
reasonably assigned for an English 
clergyman going over to Rome, save 
the one and all-sufficing reason that 
he has discovered that the Catholic 
Church is alone the Church of God, 
and that if he will be saved he must 

/Join that Church. For this he must 
turn hie back on his family, his uni
versity, the glorious cathedral, the 
historic home endeared by a thou
sand sacred memories, the match
less version of the English Bible,

# possible fame and position, and often 
lured wealth, ease and comfort.

Those who remain keep their hold 
upon all these things, and granting 
that they are pious, devoted and 
zealous, they must be allowed to 
lack one thing which their convert 
brethren possess in a marked degree, 
namely, heroism in religion.

These converts are the sort of men 
who in times of persecution become 
martyrs and the leaders of mar
tyrs, and it is fitting that we should 
think of them at this time, the 
month in which we especially honor 
St. Peter. Such a sheaf as that giv
en below, gathered from the fields 
white unto harvest, is something to 
rejoice over, something that should 
make daily prayer for the conversion 
of our country more earnest and 
more importunate; it is a sign that 
this, our land once so devoted to St. 
Peter and the Holy See, is returninj 
to its allegiance. St. Peter was 
made the chief of the Fishers of Men j 
because he loved Christ above all 
things, because he confessed the Di
vinity of his Lord, because he was 
obedient and subject to discipline, 
because in a time of perplexity he 
turned to his Master and said:— 
"Lord, to whom shall we go? Thou 
hast the words of eternal life." The 
names of the men we give below are 
in their measure like the great Ap
ostle; for Christ’s sake they have 
left all things and followed Him.

Our remarks have been suggested 
by a perusal of the following list of 
some of the non-Catholic clergymen 
who within the last eighteen months 
have joined the one Holy Roman 
Catholic Church.

Boys
And

SATURDAY, AUGUST

1901.

Rev. C. H. Arden, late curate of 
St. Philip's, Giriington, Bradford, 
was received into the Church on 
Monday, July 1, at St. Marie’s, N 
folk row, Sheffield.

Rev. Hugh Nanncy Smith, of Walk- 
ley, Sheffield, received into the 
Church at St. Gregory’s, Longton 
Straffordshire.

Rev. Martin Cave, curate at the 
Church of St. John the Baptist 
Derby.

Rev. F. T. RoydS, of Heysham, 
near Morecambe.

Rev. Mr. Charleston, moderator of 
the Established Presbytery of Pais
ley.

Rev. John Charleson, vice-president 
of the Glasgow Ecclesiastical Socie
ty.

Rev. J. R. McKee, M.A. (Oxon), 
formerly curate of St. Agnes and St. 
John Baptist’s, Tuebrook, Liverpool, 
and of Cowley, St. John’s, Oxford, 
was received in Church of St. James 
Spanish place, W.

Rev. F. G. Lee, for thirty years 
vicar of All Saints’, Lambeth.

1902.

Rev. Arthur Whitcombe Taylor, B. 
A., Worcester College, Oxon.

Rev. Cyprian Browning, B.A. (Eat
on and King’s College, Cambridge).

Rev. John Russell, late of St. 
Paul’s, Cwmtillery, Monmouthshire.

Rev, A. C. Heartley, curate in 
charge of St. Mark’s, J arrow.

Rev. J. T. Gorman, curate of St. 
Clement's, city.

Mr. M. G. Dunlop, chairman of the 
bishopsgate branch of# the English 
Church Union.

Rev. Arthur Napier Morgan, B.A., 
of St. Paul’s, Barking.

Rev. James Fraser, late incumbent 
of the Episcopalian Church, Banch
ory, N.B.

1903.

Rev. Cecil Francis Norgate, lately 
curate of St. John’s, Sutton-on- 
Plym.

Rev. Charles Walton Davey, B.A., 
King’s College, Cambridge.

Rev. William Wheler Hume, lately 
curate of St. Michael’s, Shoreditch.

Rev. Edgar Lee, lately Vicar of 
Christ Church. Doncaster.

Rev. George Steward Hitchcock, 
minister of the Unitarian Church, 
Chatham.

Rev. H. M. M. Evans, late vicar of 
St. Michael's, Shoreditch.

Rev. Edward Dudley Elam, M. A., 
Oxon. For the last two years Mr. 
Elam has acted as curate at St. 
Augustine's, Archway Road, N.

MONTREAL’S POPULATION.

The population of the city, estim
ated up to the middle of 1902, as 
contained in the annual report of 
the City Health Department, shows 
that there are in Montreal 277,829 
souls. The religious denominations 
are: French Catholics, 169,165; 
other Catholics, 40,549; Protestants, 
68,115; making a total of 277,829.

SYMINGTON’S
MinDMI

COFFEE ESSENCE

THE LEGEND ON THE LOCKET. 
-From the most interesting volume 

"Mostly Boys" from the pen of Rev. 
Father Finn, S.J., we take the fol
lowing:—"I was In my first sleep 
when the sound of the door-bell 
wakened me, whereupon I, sprang 
from my bed, and after a few hur
ried preparations, hastened to throw 
open the door."

It was a bitter cold night in Janu
ary, and without the moon threw 
its pale light over the wan and spec 
tral snow-covered landscape. The 
sharp gust that swept into the hall 
as I opened the door made me pity 
the delicate looking child who stood 
at the threshold.

Her hair gleamed with a strange 
and rare effect in the moonlight 
long golden hair that fell in graceful 
ripples about her shoulders. She was 
lightly dressed, this little child 
she stood gazing straight and frank
ly into my eyes with an expression 
at once so beautiful and calm and 
earnest that I shall not soon forget 
it.

Her face was very pale, her com
plexion of the fairest. The radiancy 
about her hair seemed to glow 
some weird yet undescribable fashion 
upon her every feature.

These details 1 had not fairly tak
en in when she addressed me:

Father, can you come with me at 
once? My mother is dying, and she 
is in trouble.’

'Come inside, my little girl,' I 
said, ‘and warm yourself. You must 
be frozen.’

‘Indeed, Father, I am not the least

1 had thrown on my coat and hat 
as she made answer 

‘Your mother’s name, my child?’ 
'Catharine Morgan, Father; she’s a 

widow, and hâs lived like a saint 
And now that she's dying, she is in 
awful trouble. She was taken sick 

few hours ago/
‘Where does she live?’
‘Two miles from here, Father, on 

the border of the Great Swamp; she 
stranger in these parts, and 

alone. I know the way perfectly; 
you need not be afraid of getting 
lost.'

A few minutes later we were tramp
ing through the snow, or rather I 
was tramping; for the child beside 
me moved with so light and tender 

step, that had there been flowers 
instead of snow-flakes beneath our 
feet I do not think a single petal 
would have been crushed under the 
airy fall of her fairy feet.

Her hand was in mine with the 
confiding clasp of childhood. Her 
face, for all the trouble that was at 
home, wore a gravely serene air, 
such q§ is seldom seen in years of 
sprightly, youthful innocence.

How beautiful she looked! mor^ 
like a creature fresh from the perfect 
handiwork of God than one who 
walked in the valley of sin, and sor
row, and trouble, and death.

Upon her bosom I observed a lock
et fashioned in the shape of a heart.

She noticed my glance, and with 
quick movement oi her fingers re

leased the locket and handed it to

‘It's a heart,’ I said. ‘Read what’s 
on it, Father.'

T can’t, my little friend; my little 
friend; my eyes are very good, but 
are not equal to making out reading 
on gold lockets by moonlight.'

‘Just let me hold it for you, Fa
ther—now look.’

How this mite contrived, I cannot 
say; but certain it is, that at once, 
as she held the locket at a certain 
angle, there stood out clearly, em
bossed upon its surface, the legend—

! pine-trees.
I pushed open the door, which 

hung loosely upbn its hinges, and 
turned to wait her entrance. She 
was gone. Somewhat startled, I was 
peering out into the pallid night, 
when a groan called me to the bed
side of the dying woman.

A glance told me there was no 
time to lose. The woman lying in 
that room had hardly reached mid
dle life, but the hand of Death had 
touched her brow, upon which stood 
the drops of sweat, and in her face 
I read a great trouble. I was at 
her side in an instant; and God be 
thanked for it, soon calmed and 
quieted the poor creature. She ruade 
her confession, and in sentiments of 
faith and love such as I have rniely 
seen received the Last Sacraments of 
the Church.

Standing beside her, I suggested 
those little prayers and devices so 
sweet and consoling at the dread 
hour. I noticed as the time passed 
on that her eyes frequently turned 
toward a little box at the farther 
end of the room.

Shall I bring you that box?' I 
asked.

She nodded assent.
On placing it beside her, she opened 

it with trembling hands and took 
out the dress of a child.-

Your little daughter's dress?’ I

She whispered, and there was love 
in her tones: ‘My darling Edith’s.’

‘I know her,' I continued.
'She brought me here, you know.’
I stopped short and caught my 

breath. The woman half rose in her 
bed; she looked at me in wonder that 
cannot be expressed. I, no less am
azed, was staring at a golden, heart- 
shaped locket fastened to the bosom 
of the child's dress which the wo
man was holding in her hands.

Madam,’ I cried, 'in the name of 
God, tell me, where is your daugh
ter? Whose is that locket?’

‘The locket is Edith’s. I placed it 
here on the bosom of her dress when 
my little girl lay dying a year ago 
The last thing my darling did was 
to hold this locket to her lips, and 
say:—

8, 1903.

DENTIST.

Walter Kennedy
TDzntizï,

883 Dorchester gtreet. Corner Mansfield

INLAND NANIGATION.
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AMERICA’S INCOMPARABLE SCENIC AND PLEASURE ROUTE
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'Cease! the Heart of 
bus is with me.’

oo-ooo-oooooooooSooooooo

very

oooooooooooooooooooooo

‘Cease! the Heart of 
sus is with me.’

She died a year ago.’
Then the mother’s face grew 

sweet and very radiant.
Still holding the locket in her 

hands,* she fixed her eyes straight be
fore her.

‘Edith, my dear Edith, we r.re at 
last to be united in the Sacred 
Heart. I see you, my darling; 
Cease! the Heart of Jesus is with

Her voice faded with the last syl
lable into silence. Edith and she 
were again united.

SUMMER HOTELS »

THE MIHOli RICHELIEU
MURRAY RAY, OU*.

THE TiDOEC,
TADOUSAC, QUE

Owned and operated by tbe 
Company, and charmingly 
situated on the Banks of the 
St- Lawrence...........................

iE.Knin««ntRochester 
*te.l eie.ro.r. RUUlCMier, lUIig,
l.enve Toronto far ClsytOfl "ntd

on
Intermediate Port,

Embracing a delightful sail across Like Ontari. . , 
through the fascinating scenery of the ThouMnd lmed.Kî 
Venice of America), and the exciting descent V ii .^ 
marvellous rapids to * mug nascent of all.th,

MONTREAL (the Metropolis of Canada).
Where connection is' made for oool andride to the famous old walled city of refmlmi »W

QUEBEC (America’s Gibraltar)
Werld-s renowned Saguenay River fthe scenery of this remorkable^vnr i^uneouali1 d’l 011 
grandeur and variety. steamer BEAUPRE is opsn for charter for Pilgrlmweî and E d wild' 

Poe Fiibtbkr Pabticularb, Apflt to and Kxnnrs,on,■

. FOSTER CHAFFRF, W.P.A , 
2 King St. E., Toronto, Can

JO?. F. DOLAN, C.P A .
128 St. James St.. Montreal, Can.

Or to THUS. HENRY, Traffic Manager, Montreal,Can.

L. H MY RAND, 
Dalhouiie St., Quebec

oooooooooooooooooooooo

aak« délitions in a moarat. Be tremble
■•wests, in small ssd large bottles from nil

«Miâmii puke.

‘Mamma placed that upon my bos
om one year ago, when I was very 
sick, Father.’ And kissing the lock
et, the child restored it to its place.

We went on for a time in silence. 
I carried the Blessed Sacrament with 
me; and, young as she was, the girl 
seemed to appreciate the fact. When
ever I glanced at her, 1 observed her 
lips moving as in prayer, and her 
eyes seemed to, in very truth, fixed 
upon the place where rested in His 
sacramental veil the Master of Life 
and of Death.

Suddenly the girl’s hand touched 
my sleeve—oh, so gently!

'This is the place, Father, ' she 
said in soft tones that thrilled me 
as they broke upon the stillness; and 
she pointed to a little hut standing

GOOD RÇADERS.—The following 
incident conveys a lesson to girls 
which may prove profitable. A writ
er in Harper’s Bazar tefls it.

On a trans-Atlantic and trans- 
Mediterranean crossing not long ago 
one of 'the passengers, a delightful 
woman, whom the entire ship’s com
pany had promptly admired on ac
quaintance, was stricken speechless, 
about the third day out, by a hard 
cold which also affected her eyesight. ; 
She could not speak for several 
days, but was fairly well otherwise, 
and when the situation was under
stood, her new friends made on ship
board proceeded to minister to her 
pleasure Ly reading aloud to her. 
Every day she was established on 
the warm side of the ship in a quiet 
corner, and readers in- turn sat at 
her side to relievo the monotony of 
the hours with Looks. These kindly 
friends were of different ages and 
both sexes, and a listener near not
ed that only one of the dozen or 
more officiated was a really good 
reader. Weak or expressionless 
voices, nasal or otherwise bad tones, 
faulty pronunciation of common 
words, careless slurring of syllables, 
clumsy handling of sentences to 
cloud or sometimes, quite miss their 
meaning—these were attributes of 
most of the readers. Their listener 
must have needed all her sense of ap
preciation of -their good intentions, 
to endure the infliction of some of I 
them. Among the number were three j 
or four young women, and with grief. 
it is said that they combined in each |

respect, and if she cannot read aloud 
to the satisfaction of some reason
able critic, resolve that the defect 
shall be promptly remedied. Begin 
by reading aloud a little while every 
day, fifteen minutes at first, if no 
more time can be spared. Let noth
ing interfere with this. Increase 
the time as you can. Watch if the 
effort tires you, and if it does, try 
to take a few lessons from some 
good téacher of voice culture to 
learn how to place the tones of your 
voice for ease and strength. The at
tempt to become a good reader will 
bring a train of rewards. The speak
ing voice will be greatly bettered, 
your conversation will improve in 
manner .certainly, if not in matter, 
throat and lungs will be strengthen
ed, and a beautiful pleasure-giving 
accomplishment will be yours.

Se, OO.

Closed at 12.49 P M. Saturday 
During August.

August 
Remnant Sale.

inn8ILK REMNANT8
Beautiful equaree and urntri for faeey work. A 
Fnlendid lot. Pwwtpwld for 1<'c- Cat. free.
Address Fwney Silt Co., 53 Veeey streets 
New Terk-

ALL SAILOKS WELCOME
Concert Every Wednesday Evening

.To. make room for new goods, we will, 
»s usual, devote the forepart of the month 
of August to clearing out Bemnants, Odds 
and Ends and Broken Lines in the various 
Departments at exceptional Bargain prices. 
The following will be found on the first

All Local Talent Invited; the finest 
In the City pay un a visit.

MASS at 9.80 a.m. on Sunday. 
Sacred Concert on Sunday Even

ing.
Open week days from 9 a.m. to 10 

p.m.
n Sundays, from 1 p.m. to 10

Tel. Main 2161.

ST. PETER and COMMON Sfs.

Remnants of Colored DressGoods 
Remnants of Blaok Dress Goode. 
Remnants of Blaok Silks. 
Remnants of Colored Bilks. 
Remnants of Fancy Silks. 
Remnants of Fancy Muslins. 
Remnants of Beat English Prints 
Remuante of Scotch Ginghams, 
Remnants of Art Muslins. 
Remnants of Art Denims. 
Remnants of Bleached Table

Damasks!
Remnants of Unbleached Table

Damasks,
Remnants of Table Napkins. 
Remnants of Glass Linens. 
Remnants of Linen Crashes. 
Remnants of Roller Linens. 
Remnants of Colored Flannelette 
Remnants of Plain Sateens. 
Remnants of Fancy Sateens. 
Remnants of Pillow Cottons. 
Remnants of Bleached Gotten

Sheetings)
Remnants of Unbleached Cot.

ton Sheetings,

Wanted to Borrow
ST. MICHAEL’S PARISH.

THE FABRIQUE AND TRUSTEES OF 
8T. MICHAEL’S; of this City, are desirous 
of borrowing money in sums of One Hun 
dred Dollars or more, at four and a half per 
cent per annum, to be used in the construc
tion of their new church on 8t. Denis street 

For further details apply to
of their performances more of the 
faults mentioned than any of the 
others. To read aloud intelligently 
and acceptably is not a difficult ac
complishment to acquire, but it 
seems to be a rare- one among the 
rising generation. It needs, first, a 
little .concentration of thought on 
the subjefct matter of the printed 
words to get their drift quickly, then 
practice. I wish every girl who reads

back in the dim shadows of throe f this page would try herself

Rev- John P- Kiernan, P P„
1808 8«. D.mi. atre.t,

MONTREAL

Cowan’s
PERFECTION

flu III HIKES.

JOHN SURPHViCO.
•*. UsOirlns etrewl, earner • 

■•lealfe linsl.

T-irm, Ossh............. Telephone Dp, 1M»

SUPERIOR COURT.
PROVINCE OF QUEBEC,

District of Montreal.
No. 2976.

Dame Josephine Leonard, wife 
common as to property of Damase 
Tardif, grocer, of St. Leonard de 
Port Maurice, District of Montreal, 
has instituted an action in separa
tion as to property against her said 
husband, this tenth day of July, 
1908:

Montreal, July 10th. 1908. 
LEONARD A LORANGER, 

Attorneys of tbe Plain tie.

pastoral
Letter
Of
Bishop ï 
On
Death of 
Pope Lee

We have before us a 
admirable pastoral let 
by Mgr. Emard, Bishc 
field, to the clergy se< 
ular, the religious coi 
all the faithful of his c 
occasion of the death
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Sovereign Pontiff, 1 
have had several pi 
the same grand an 
Ject, but owing to 
ner in which the t 
-forcible pen of Bis] 
traced the life-wo 
Pontiff, we deem it 
late it for our r< 
thus:—

"The painful ever 
feared, in deep ang 
days past by the i 
arrived. After quit 
which you. with us, 
dread and in hope, 
Father the Pope q 
the Lord and retui 
great soul of Pont 
Until his last breat 
the world with the 
intellectual lucidity 
eclipse, and a strei 
was invincible am 
ingd in such a frail 
«uch a weak body, 
full possession of h 
in a supreme actioi 
aignation, still see 
Church and on the 
ing® that so abund 
heart.

'In his last mom 
rounded by his bre 
nais of our Holy Cl 
^ the prayers of t 
until the last |«* 
that God might 
«kya of that b 
^RI- no longer )
thtiL
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