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THRERE

John's turn tonight to be out on the
snowplougk—or something might
have happened - a slide !

She thought of Huckleberry Molly,
and eaid to herself. " Obh, why did-
n't I go! Why didn't I go!”

With her hands clasped together
and her heart full of sudden panie,
she walked up and down the room.
Laddie, the big collie, evidently shar
ing her excitemendt, stalked beside
her. She imagined that she heard a
gueer muflled noise~a gliding, rum
bling scund that meant—that could
mean nothing except death !

Suddenly she became aware ol a
rasping sound outside. John! John
digging his way in! Flingiog open
the door she oried out, but only the
ragping sound answersd her. Sud
denly, as she watched with dilated
eyes, two flets broke through the
orust of ice and snow and in a MmO
ment Huockleberry Molly had forced
her way through the wall.

This time she did not stop to talk,
Her big, coarse hande were cut and
bleeding, bat she took no notice.
She shuffled into the bedroom and
oatching wup the sleeping baby,
wrapped him in his blankets. His
little tair head drooped sleepily upon
her ghoulder and she lifted a fold of
the blanket and covered it. Then
she pointed to a heavy coat that
bung on the wall,

“Pat on!" she ordered. " Your
man—he no come home tonight—

-heap big slide—snowplough no
come back. You come now.”

Mechanically Alice put on the big
coat and wound a scarf round her
head.

Huckleberry Molly looked round.
“Money? You got money? You take
‘em | Take clothes for baby—
hurry "

Ag in , a dream Alice Gordon
obeyed. She called the big oollie,
and lighted a lantern.

Then the strange little procession
started. Huackleberry Molly carried
the bundled sleeping baby on one
shoulder and the lantern in her
other hand. Alice followed with a
suitb case hastily stuffed with clothes
for the baby. Behind them came
the dog.

Somehow they clambered up to
the level and out into the open.
Ahead of them a short distance was
the entrance to the snowshed.
Alice looked round. The rain had
ceased. All the world, apparently,
was one great expanse of snow. Not
a house roof was visible! And over
all, high and menacing, towered Old
Eagle !

Suddenly panic seized Alice. It

| grow

seemed to her excited fancy that she |
could see something moving, far up |

there under the" pale light of the
moon. Everything was still, but she
imagined that she heard a distang
muffied sound.

" Oh, hurry! Hurry!” she criad to
the dark figure before her.

Crouching low, they entered the
mouth of the long snowshed, which
the lantern feebly illuminated.
Several times Alice, less sure footed
than the old squaw, fell into the snow
that banked the narrow path.

The baby woke and oried. 4 pro-

| made a false start at home,

jeeting shelf of snow along one side |

had struck him in the face
frightened girl the quarter mile that
they slowly traversed through the

To the |

dark, low shed seemed interminable. |

At last
into a side passage that led from the
main shed. A gleam ot light shone

hrough the cracks round a door,
and the squaw stumbled toward it.
The baby still cried, and Alice was
calling :

“O Mrs. Maloney, open the “door, !
Open the door !’

The door was atonce flung open,
and a broad good natured Irishwoman
looked out

“My soul, 'tis Mes Gordon!" she
eried, "Qome in! Comain!” ,She
caaght the baby from Huckleberry

H icklebarry Molly turned ‘

" You good to me long time,” she
said, with a wide gesture. ''Me?
I good to you little ghort time., Ugh!
Nothing much,”

' Come now,” broke in Mrs, Mal.
oney. “Look at this smokinyhot
breakfast, B8it up to the table, ivery
one of you, and thank heaven you're
alive to eat me good griddlecakes !"”
—Huarriet Crocker Le Roy in the
Youth's Companion,
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ATION 1IN THE
HOME

R
THE FOUNDATIONS MUST BE
ACQUIRED AT HOME

“If only I could give my children
a good education,” laments many a
discouraged mother, " I would gladly
work my fingers to the very bone.
But there is no opportunity in this
place, and we cannot afford to send
them away from home,”

Why look atar for what lies at our
own threshold ; nay, within the nar-
row boundary of our own home ?
Home life is the greatest educational
agency in the world, for good, if the
home is good ; for evil if the home is
bad. In it all physical, all mental,
all moral qualities take root and
It the soil is good, and if the
young plante are tenderly and care-

EDU

fully nurtured by the mother, lhe;
be
|

harvest, with God's help, will
good; but only with God's help.
The home ie the true garden where
children ghould grow up. Not one
helpful feature in the kindergarten
as planned by Froebel, not one help-
ful feature in the kindergarten as in
troduted into our public school
system, nor one helpful feature in
the primary school, that is not ready
at hand iu every simple, well-ordered
home.

Edt cation is not book-knowledge.
Boys and girls ot fourteen g0 trained
that they work intelligently, obey
willingly, are reverent, courteous,
prompt, self-controlled and observ
ing, are educated, even if unable to
pass a sixth grade examination., On
the other hand, the university gradu-
ate who lacks one or more of these
esgentiale ie not educated. It is
neither possible nor desirable that
all become Senatore, but it is highly
desirable and possible to educate
every normal child into a good up
right, trustworthy, God fearing eiti-
zen, To attain this will be worth
any trouble, any anxious care, it may
cause. It will be attained as soon as
parents realize that they are the true
and God appointed educators and fol-
low the maxim, " Train up a child in
the way he should go.”

T'he home, and the home only, can
successfully educate. The school, at
its best, can only build, according to
its lighte, upon the foundation given
by home instruction, supplementing
and developing the teaching given by
wise parents. The school does not,
cannot remodel the child that has
Men and
women are what they are, because
the home trained them aright, or
failed to train them aright, The
teacher.-mother has been, is, and will
ever be the greatest educational assat
of mankind., Every mother
does not have to support her children
should herself teach them until they
are prepared to enter, say, the third
grade in our grammar schools and

| can with credit to the mothers and

themselves, take their places in these
schools.

Now as to the results of suchshome
teaching. It relieves the conjegtion
in the lower grades, just where mass-

| teaching is most destructive ; it pre-

Molly's arms and cuddled him against |

her motherly shoulder. Then she
reached out and pulled Alice into
the warm kitchen. "Come in, Molly,
you, too!” she cried. “Now, then
what does it mean?”

Alice told her.

"My soul alive! ' cried Mrs. Maloney.
“I thought there wasn't a livin’ eoul
up on the hill to-night! I heard you
had left and—"

Mrs. Maloney broke off and held up
her hand. "“What's that! Hark! 'Tis
aslide somewhera!” she oried in great
excitement. "I know the sound—I
was here seven years ago. Listen!”

A long, low, rumbling, sliding,
grinding sound came dully to their
ears—a vibration, a roar—an ever-in-
creasing volume of sound that finally
died away into silence.

The next morning John Gordon,
haggard from lack ot sleep and filled
with terror at the thought of what
might have been, came up from the
station where he had heard the
news, and walked into Mrs. Mal-
oney's warm kitchen, never thinking
to knock. He held his wife and

by in his arms and looked at | b
e S | She learns by teaching.

Huckleberry Molly, who was sitting
beside the stove,

“It's all gone, little wife,” he said.
“There’'s nothing left—everything
buried under tons of snow and rock !
But I never was 8o happy in my life,
At the end of the week a train's
ooming through and I'm going to
take you and the baby out until
gpring. If you had stayed in the
house ten minutes longer—"

He left the sentence unfinished,
and shuddered at the thought that
filled his mind,

Alice went over to the stove and
put her arm round the Indian
woman's shoulders. "I'd be there,
John,” she said. “I'd be there—
now—if it hadn't been for Molly.
She—she—"

Huckleberry Molly's small, black
eyes slione and her swarthy ocheeks
glowed,,

pares the children so that they will |

| advance safely in school because they

4
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have learned how to work and be
cause they understand what they
have learned,

It is tar more important that the
child when enteMing any school
should be well trained, than that the
new teacher should be competent.
Even a poor teacher can teach some-
tbing to one who has been trained to
learn, and therefore wants to learn;
the best teacher cannot teach one
who has not been trained to learn
and therefore does not want to learn.
Natural ability, ambition, eagerness
to excel will not bring success to the
pupil untrained at home. No greater
injustice cam be done the child than
to place it in school before it has
learned how to learn, to obey, to ob-
gerve, to attend, to measure, to an-
swer questions, to memorize, to read,
understand and correctly form simple
sentences, These are the founda-
tions for all ideal, real and practical
education.

But are the mothers qualified to
give such instruction? No mother
who can read, is justified in saying
that she does not know how to teach
her own children. She can learn
how, even though she has had only
primary echooling herself. At work
in her home school, she bscomes
clever a8 she never was clever before,
Her instinct,
her patient and understanding love,
88 she wa'ches her children's growth
and development, guide her to flad
the right way to take her all-import-
ant part in their education. She
does not need a rigid system. She
does not need much theory. She'is
not dealing with theoretical ohildren
but with children as they are,

Here is a test of the mother’s abil-
ity to conduct her own kindergarten
and primary school :

Can you teach your children the
Lord's Prayer ?

Can you teach them to sew on but
tons ? To tie a knot ? To set the
table ? To use & broom ? To draw
a straight line ?

Can you teach them the names of
the birde that visit your yard ? The
trees and flowers growing near your
home ? The common garden vege-
tables ? The six primary colors ?

who |

| be

Can you teach them Mother Goose
rhymes ? The printed ocapital let.
lors ?

Can you teach them to answer the
queetion you agk, and not & question
that you did not ask? Can you
make them think before answering ?
Can you, and this is not so easy,
oan you make them gee things as
they are and describe exactly what
they see ?

It you can do these things, or can
learn to do these things, you can also
learn to do the other things that will
be required of the teacher mother.
The mother need not sacrifice long
hours to give book-insetruction to her
children. As one mother writes : " I
have been teaching my children at
home, but it has taken me such a
little while each day to do what the
teachers epend all day in doing, that
I was afraid there was something
wrong with my teaching” There is
no need to spend money for costly de
vices, patented apparatus and multi-
farious books. The very best teach-
ing a little child can have is that
given by the mother who does her
own housework, The very best les-
sons are those dealing with home
surroundings, the child’s world which
may geem common place to us, but
in the eyes of that ghild are new
and wonderful—John Stevenson,in
America,

TRUTH IS MIGHTY; IT MUST
PREVAIL

ENGLISH JOURNAL CALLS FOR
ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF
DUE

DEBT
IRELAND

From the Westminster Gazette, London

Englishmen who have been accus
tomed to believe that Ireland- has
" done nothing in the war,” and is
sullenly hostile to the Allied cause,
will rub their eyes on reading of the
scenes of enthusiasm reported from
Dublin and many other parts of
Ireland recently.

They are, nevertheless, quite gen
uine, and few Irishmen will be sur-
prised at them. For, in epite of all
the troubles and controversies of the
last three years, Ireland has made a
great contribution to the war.

Out of her population of 4,000,000,
not less than 250,000 men have
fought for the Allied cause, and if
we add the Irish in the Dominion
contineents and the Irish who have
served with the Navy—to say noth-
ing of the Irish who have come over
with the Americans—the total would
probably be not lees than half a
million,

When conscription was proposed
for Ireland, competent judges, who
made fair allowance for the fact that

the great majority of the population |

was agricultural, placed the addi-
tional number that could be ob-
tained by this means at not much, if

thousand.

It would be a gross injustice it the
failure to obtain this last hundred
thousand caused us to forget that
the gFfeat majority of Irishmen did

| their duty as manfully and gallantly

a3 Englishmen,
Welghmen,

The Irish regiments have by com-
mon consent fought splendidly, and

Scotchmen, or

it will be a thousand pities if some |

public opportunity is not taken of
acknowledging
country owes to them,

Nothing could be more embitter-

ing to men who have loyally served |
| to the utmost than to listen to the

indiscriminate abuse which it is

| now the fashion in some quarters to

heap upon Ireland in utter forget
fulness of the part which hundreds
of thousands of her sons
played.

“THE RETURN?”

With a delicate sense of the yearn-
ing of the great world's human heart
at the close of the frightful conflict
which has taken its awtul toll of the
best blood of all races of meun, orn.
saders who have fought that oppres-
sion might end and freedom might
spread from sghore to shore, Scribner's
has placed as the frontispiece of its
first iseue of the New Year, a drawing
which for ite deep epiritual signifi
cance might well have served as a
symbol of the entire life-work of the
Pontiff who died of a broken heart as
the war began, so well does it sum up
his restaurare omnia inChristo. Evea
more forcibly does it corystalize into
a moment of tragic pathos the out
pourings of the soul of the present
Father of Christendom and those of
his children in every land weary with
the suffering of the past four years
and more,

In a little cBapel there rises a
gaunt figure of the erucified Christ
dimly lit by the flickering flame of
some half burned votive candles.. At
the foot of the Croes, clinging to the
wood in a posture of agonized relief,
a lonely, solitary soldier is kneeling;
his head is bowed with the air of one
who has made his way through im.
measurable trial but in the end, be
yond his fondest hopes, he finds
peace, where there geemed mno
hope of peace. Every line of the
drooping soldier tells of inutterable
fatigue and bis whole figure seems to
crying out: “Oh Christ, ' was
there no other way?’ The Saviour
is gazing down with infinitely gentle
compassion on his brother-in-arms,
and seems to be answering; ‘' Hast
thou, indeed, found Me at last 2"’

No other picture has caught with
such tremendous power the suptene
signifiance of the fearful struggle,
mankind floding its way through
much trihulation to the feet of
Christ. Should this lesson be fully
impressed on all men, the pain and

the debt that the |

| 80 exclusively

| this difficulty

have |

the lose will not have been in vain,
Perhaps there was no other way for
wayward, wilful, blinded man to real-
ize the sublimity of the sacrifice of
the Redeemer and his love for His
children, except by treading in His
blood-stained footprinte up to the
summit of Calvary.—America.

.
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DRIVES NINETY MILES TO
MAKE SBICK CALL

The Rev, C. F. O'Farrell, Ractor of
St. Mary's Chureh at Montrose, Colo.,
recently drove an automobileseventy-
six miles, then rode a horse fourteen
miles at night to administer the last
rites to a dying miner. Several
times during his%riestly life Father
O'Farrell has dieplayed remarkable
heroism. On one occasion, during
an accident in construction of a great

irrigation tunnel, he rode an a hand |

car through the tunne! at a time
when every person around sabout
fully expected him to be killed in the
attempt, But the priest merely re-
marked that he would not die at least
until he had given the last Saocra
ments to some men dying at the other
end of the tunnel—men whom he
could not reach in time without

| imperiling his life.—Buffalo Echo.
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POWERS OF DARKNESS

.

The war that tore so many loved |

ones from their families has given a

| new impetus to the fad of spiritism,

It is claimed that we can enter into
communion with the souls of the
dead, hear them, see them, speak to

them and get meesages from them. |

The desire to do so, it it could be
renlized, would seem to be a legit-
imate expression of affection, and
men of no mean distinction say that
it can be done.

Mr. Godfrey Raupert, a member of
the Oxford University, our best
Catholic expert on this subject, who
is now lecturicg in the United
States, says that two things have
been established by psychic research
a8 incontestable facts: the occur
rence of abnormal phenomena, which
allow no natural explanation, and
the existence of extraneous disorgan
ized or spiritual agencies. The

| material gonception of the universe
| has received a death blow.

Hence-
forth no one can be both a scientist
and a materialist,

Quite another’ question
whether these spiritual agencies are
the soule of the dead or something
else. What the scientists, like Sic
Oliver Lodge or Prof. Barrett of Dub

lin, who champion Spiritiem, do not |
tell us are the baneful coneequences |

entailed on those who practice Spir-
itism, They become physical,
mental and moral wrecke. Add to

| this that the answers given by the
at all, more than another hundred |

supposed deceased relatives are

mostly frivolous, often contradicting, |

and ; always mischievous in their
final consequences, Nor has science
been able to raise the identification
of these spirit agencies to any degree
of certainty.

Now apart from many marvelous |

phenomena that seems clearly be-
yond the powers of disembodied
gouls, can such effects as the above

mentioned reasonably be traced to |

them a8 their source, Mr. Raupert
is convinced that they cannot. If

| it is urged that the appearing spirits
identify themselves by their acquaint. |

ance with particulars that transpired

not poss'bly be known to others. For

Mr.,

edge
caannels of information is indelibly
impreeced on our mind.,, What we

do not actually use is kept stored up |

in the receeses of the subconscious
mind, Whether we are able to recall
it upon our effort or not, it is there,
and sometimes bubbles up spontane-
ously or flagshes into consciousness
in a crisis much as a danger of
death,

Under normal conditions the con.
scious mind of man has control over
the subconscious region, opening or
shutting the ‘trap-door’ between the
two at will, But when the conscious
mind has surrendered its control
and become passive—which is a con
dit'on without which there is no
success in spirituslistic experiment
—the subconscious mind ie open for
invasion to spirit intelligences.
There they can read all the impres-
sions, all our past experiences, and
since every encounter of ours with
our departed relatives is recorded
there, it is plain how they ocan
startle us with the rehearsal of situ-
ations that were strictly private.

Sivce then departed souls would
not be parties to the mischief done
to their surviving relatives, and sinoce
all their proofe of ident fica ion are
lacking the force of demonitration,
the epiritists are obviously dealing
with another kind of spirits. That
they are not good spirits is shown by
the baneful «ffects of communing
with them., To the Christian who
has firm faith their messages destruc-
tive of Christianity are proof incon-
testable. We have therefore in Spir-
itism a revival of paganism when the
“prince of this world” had sway over
the hearts and mind+ of men. Christ
the Saviour being discarded, the Liar
from the beginning is coming into
his own again. This is the meaning
o! Spiritiem.

All men, Catholics as well as others,
need to be warned agsinst this fright.
ful danger. It will not do t6 play
with this pestilence. It works like
morphine on the body. Before a man
is aware, he is a slave to a habit he
cannot shake off any more. So by
openiog the mind to the spirits of
darkness man gives them a possession

| Victor Hugo in his

| xather

is thie, |

‘to be amused.

| magazines,
|

| live by bread alone,

| epiritual.

between them and |
it.heir interlocutors that they could | tC .
| Then, too, the innumerable sketch-
Raupert has a |
plausible explanation. All the knowl. |
we get through the various |

from which they will not be ousted.
Mr., Raupert tells us that many in-
mates of ineane asylume, brovght
there in consequencs of Spiritism,
show all the signs of demoniac obses-
sion or possession. In reference to
Spiritiem, then, it is pecessary to
strictly observe the "Hands off I"—8,
in The Guardian,
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AN HISTORIC BELL

Few persons suspect that in the
Cathedral church of Notre Dame,
Parie, is a bell contemporaneous
with Joan of Ave—" the blessed bell”
which soanded the tocsin in August,
1429, and Paris was besieged by the
KEnglish,

This historie bell, referred to by
Notre Dame de
Paris,”” was given to the Cathedral
in 1400 by Jean de Montsign, It
wag refounded in 1686, and then re
baptized under the name of Emman-
uel Louise Theresa of Austria.

So, it the bell is not the same 'bell
which the heroine of Domremy
heard, nevertheless the same metal
vibrates today at the great religious
ceremonies of the metropolitan
church,

In view of later events it seems
more than coincidence that
when all the other belle of Notre
Dame were destroyed by the revolu
tionista Joan's bell should have been
spared.—Catholic Transcript.

RELIGION POPULAR

-

It is very gratifying to hear from
the publishers of religious books that
the American public is buying and
reading their publications to a great-
er extent than ever before. Not only
do the avowedly religious publishing
houses report a great increase in
their sales, but even the secular pub-
lishers report that their sale of re-
ligious titles has shown a marked in-
crease.

In a word, the tendency of the
reading public, at least of that por-
tion of it which is considered
thoughttul, is toward the reading of
religious books, The more oOne
thinks of it the lees surprised he is.
Why should it not be so? We have

| been living in times that tried men’s

souls.

Before the War amusement played
& big part in our life. And that
search for amusement continued into
the realm of literature. People read
The result was an
outpouring of popular books and
The world had for a
long time lost its standarde,

Who remembers many of the books
that a decade ago were hailed as
masterpieces ? They are forgotten.
We lived in a make-believe world,
and our literature of the popular

| kind was a reflection of that world.

But happily a change has come.
Men who have faced sorrow and
sacrifices have had their ideas
changed in regard to life. They
have come to see that man does not
Their thoughts
have been turned to God.

Agaio the master-writers of today
have turned their talents to religion.
One need but instance the spirit of
present day poetry. It is no longar
the fashion of poets to rail at the
The soldier poets especial-
ly have been singing of the eternal
thinge.

A reading public that has appre-
ciated Joyce Kilmer is not ashamed
to be found reading religious books.

books that have come forth from the
war, such as those of Tiplady, Kettle,
Redmond, not forgetting the classic
of the young soldier Borsi, have been
saturated with religion. In a multi-
tude of ways there has been a re-
vival of religion, and it is not strange
taat that revival has been evident in
literature,

Locking at the matter from the
Catholic point of view it is encourag
irg. Catholic devotions, Catholio
d ictrine, Catholic history have been
popularized, Oar Catholic soldiers
have had a chance to get in touch
with the best in their Catholic liter-
ature,

The~ habit has been formed in
many of our people of reading spirit-
ual bool®. They will not readily
give up the habit, for they have
found that apart from the benefit to
their souls from such books there is
nothing more entertaining than lit.
erature.

The future is full of promise for
Catholic literature. It is for us all
to unite in helping the cause. And
the best way to help is to read and
thus create the demand. We have
the writers in abundance ; let us
have the renders.—Boston Pilot,
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TIME

A blade of grass which hag sprung
up amid the sand bends towards the
brook; and each wave, as it passes,
shakes the blade of grass, which falls
and riees to fall once more, . . .
This blade of grass is man, who is
tossed about by the billows of life,
and who ie, in turn bowed down by
trials, and raised again by hope.
The blade of grass yields little by
little to the wave, falling each time
lower, rising each time less high.
The wave draws it, tears it up at last,
ani bears it away, Thus man, that
blade ot grase, toils wearily until he
sucoumbs, That rapid water, which
is called time, tosses him about, up
roots him, and hurries him on toward
the ocean of eternity.—Abbes Roux.

ety
Promises will get you friends, but

non-performance will turn them into
enemies.—~Franklin,

Standard Library

: 60c. Each Postpaid

Aunt Honor's Keepsake, by Mrs, James Sadller. A:
interesting story with a strong moral purposs, Th
charueters are met with in eyery walk of Amer

* can society, in every trade and calling, in ever
nook and corner, They are real,

Alvira, or The Heroine of Vesuvius, by Rev.A..
O'Reilly, A thriling story of the seventeent
century,

Between Friends, by Richard Aumerle Joe Gavn
is & leader among the boys of 5t. Nicholas' board
schgol and the hero of the story. He is an orpha
and, thinking of the past, becomes so unhappy tha
he runs away. He Kas many experiences (n the
City, is arrested as a thief, sent to a reformator
from which he escapes, and finally gets back to §'
Nicholas'
ircus-Rid Daughter, The. By F. von Bracke
A high-class novel—a love story that every reade
will fpel better for having read.

>aptain Ted, by Mary T ggaman, Captain Tec
is & Catholic college boy forced by circumstance,
to leave beloved St. Klmers and plunge into the
battle of life. His youth is against him, but hi
honesty and perseverance win him a place at th
top

“hildren of the Log Cabin, by Henriette Eugen:
Delamare, The story of a struggling home, brigh
thoughtful children, and all the tri als and hard
ships of misfortune, The trips of various places ¢
interest will be found instr ve

Claie Loraine, by “ Lee." Clare's cutting up m
home determines her doting parents to send he
among the gentle nuns, there to e her harum
"scatum propensities sobered, if possible, Clare
not in the conyent twenty-four hours before thing
begin to happen

Freddy Carr's Adventures, by Rev. R. P, Garrold
8. J. This is a fine college story, full of healtn
vitality, and it will amuse all the boys who ar
loversof the adventures of a

Freddy, « arr And His Friends, by
0ld,S. . Freddy ti
lovable boy, togeth
whom these ep
students of a
of their pranks, t
a* sorap

ge A

Rev. R. P, Ga

schievous, reckles

$ companions, t

thets are equal y applicable, ar

t day college, In cor sequent

frequently find themselves |

the clearing up of which teaches the
ful lesson

Harmony ¥lats, The Gifts of &
Fairy by S. S Whitmore. The

ght into the live
' cted children, forced by releg
stances into the poverty anwfsqualor
York tenement house, is w ouderfully true,

Heiress of Cronenstein, The. By Countess Hahu
Hahn. An exquisits story of life and love told i
touchingly simple words.

Honor of the House, The ; by M,
( Mrs, Fraser is a sister of Marion Cr )

How They Worked Their Way ther-8toris,
by M. F.Egan. Short stories, all en ertaining anc
as befits their audience, not too imaginative, nc
too remote from the ordinary surroundings «
child life in the city ana country to fail to hit thel
intended mark

Idols ; or The Secret of the Rus Chaussee d'Antin
By Raoul de Navery The story is a remarkabls
clever one ; it is well constructed and evinces ¢
master hand.

In Quest Of The Golden Chest, by George Bartor
An absorbing tale of real adventure—young, frest
vital. To the boy who laves the romance whicl
broods over ocean pathways as well as the myster
ious lure of tropical forest, a journey * Tn Ques:
of the Golden Chest"” will fire his ambition t
many deeds,

In God's Good Time. By H. M. Ross. This is ¢
story that grasps the heart, stirring in it the live
liest sympathy for what is human and good.

Jack Hildreth On The Nile, by Marion Ame
Taggart. Jack Hildreth, the hero of the story, has
been received as a chief among the Apache Indians
He is the kind of hero that Is dear to the boyish
heart, young and powerful build, fearless and
daring in disposition, and at the same time
thoroughly upright and honest,

Juniors Of St. Bede's, The, by Rev. Thos, H. Bryson
An excellent story in which the rough, poorly bred
bad-minded boy puts himself against the boy of
sterling character to his own disc omfiture, hit
is really & new style of Catholic tale,

Klondike Piccin, A by Eleanor C Donnelly. Hen
we find a camp fitted up with a stove and al
appurtenances for fishing bathing, or otherwis
idling away a holiday, Thesesportsare varied by
the reading of letters from real gold seekers o
the trail to Dawson City,

Lady Of The Tower, The ; and Other Stories by
George Barton and others. This is a collection of
short stories which will please the most fastidious
taste. The volume comprises fifteen stories whic!
are worthy to live in short-story literatur Mos
of them aro delicate little love tales ; the other:
stories of adventure or mystery.

Little Marshalls At The Lake, The. by Mary ¥
Nixon Rzulet. The seven Marshall children spend
a week at a lake side, They have an uninter
rupted series of adventures and fun, Plenty o
motor trips and picnics make life ting 1
them. Fishing and swimming helg make #
success of their holidays

Milly Aveiing, by Sara Trainor Smith. The story of
a helpless young girl's bearing her «
patience and courage. By so doing sh
source of edification and an nspirati
living to those arouud her, The story ought tc
find great favor with lads and lassies,

Mystery of Hornby Hall, The. by Anna T Sadlie:
About Hornby Hall theie hangs a mystery whicl
is unravelled ere the story is finished. In ¢ ntras
to it is Mayfair all brightness, where live the
people who are destined to penetfte the sec rete
that have such a blighting ¢flect on its owner

Mystery Of ( leverly, The by George
of a career of & youth who is thre
resources by the sudden dea
a cloud of suspicic As & t
and downs and some remark
eventually triumphs ov i

Ned Rieder, by Rev
Rieder Father
parochial school and life. The bc
splendid set, interested in their tasks
and not above an occasional bit o

New Scholar At St
Brunowe. A jolly story.
school atmosphers about the
appealing to any one who has sy
time in such a home of kindly
oupils.

Petronilla, and Other
Donnelly. ‘There are eight stories, and nearly
every one of them has a very interesting plof
worked out with dramatic skill

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

Poverina, by Evelyn Buckenham.,
mistic, entertaining story that will appeal to girl
of all ages. In the beg nning of the tale every-
thing is at sixes and sevens, but after passing
through a very dark night, a bright day dawns
for Poverina and her friends,

Queen’s Promise, The. by Mary T. Waggaman
The little heroine in this story, after being takes
from her convent home by her uncle, an inveter
ate bigot against everything Catholic, succeeds
in finding an approach to his iron-bound heart,
She is finally reunited to her father, a supposed

victim of a storm at sea, and her way s opened
to life, love and happiness.

Bhipmates, by Mary T. Waggaman. Pip a boy of
twelve, is lying at death's door, without hope of
relief, in close, unwholesome city quarters. A
shack on the coast is rented, and there the family
tak® up their quarters. How the excursions in
his little boat, which brings back the roses to
Pip’s cheeks, get them acquainted with Roving
Rob, and the results, makes very fascinating
reading.

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

Told ‘n The Twilicht, by Mother M Salome
Mother Salome has gone to the Lives of the
Saints and the volumes of early Church history
and has gathered a great variety of episodes and
adventures. Temptingly they are laid out
hefore us,

Traill Of The Dragon, The; and Other Stories, by
Marion F. Nixon-Roulet and other leading Catho
lic authors, A volume of stories which make very
interesting and profitable reading for young and
old

Transplanting of Tessis, The. by Mary T. Waggs
man. Theinfluence which a little girl, educates
In religious princip'es, may exercise in & circle
where such influences have not previously beer
at work, is the ground idea of the story
most interestingly worked out through a sue-
cession of dramatic incidents.

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

Unbidden Guest, The.
of hearts that
uniquely conceived full of unexpectec
plications, and with heroine who is so

atholic as to be an inspiration,

Winnstou, The Knight, pv
aggart In the present volume Jack Hildreth
goes West, meets Winneton under tragic circam
stances, is captured by him and sentenced to di
How he escapes and how they become fas
friends is shown through chapters of breathless
interest
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A Fair Emigrant, by Ross Mulholland,

A Daughter of the Sierra, by Christian Reld,
Beery Conway, by Mrs, Jas, Sadlier,

BuLu KuG Free. By Jean Conuu

A new » by
a0 author who knows how to write & splendidly
strong book,

Connor D'Arcy's Struggles. By W. M. Bertholds,
A novel that depicts to us in vivid colors the
battles of life which a noble family had to

Wencounter, being reduced to penury through
Improvident speculstions on the part of the father.

Double Knot, A; and Other Stories, by M, T.
Waggaman and others, The stories are excellent
and contain much pathos and humor,

Fabiola. By Cardinal Wiseman This edition of
Cardinal Wiseman's tale of early Christian times
s much more modern and de« idedly more nn.ra

| itive tuan the old editions.

Fabiola's Sisters. Adapted by A. C. Clarke. This
18 a companion volume and a sequel to * Fabiola.”

Fiendly Little House, The ; and Other Stories, by
Marion Ames Taggart and Othes, A library of
short stories of thy K interest by a group of
Catholic authors that take rank with the beet
wiiters of contemporary fiction

Gianetta, by Rosa Mulholland,

Light Of His Countenance, The By Jerome
Harte. A highly successtul story. The plot is
flawless, the characters are natural, their conver-
sation is sprightly and unhampered, and thers s/e
bursts of genuine comedy to lighten the tragio
darker shades.

Marcella Grace. By Rosa Mulholland,

of this story is laid with a skill an
details not always tound in novels of tt
its development bears witness at every
complete mastery of the subject, joine
and force of diction,

Miss Erin. By M, E. Francis. A captivating tale of
Irish life redolent of genuine Celtic wit, love and
pathos, and charming in the true Catholic spirit
that permes tes every page.

Monk's Par The, By Raoul de Navery. As
historica ¢ of the time of King Philip IV
of Spain

My Lady Beatrice, By Frances Cook
of & society girl's develog
& strong man, It is vi
intense in interest

Other Miss Lisle, The. By M. C, Martin. A
ful story of South African life
strong and full of
deal of masterly cr
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Outlaw Of Camargue, The. By A. de Lamotha
This is a capital novel with plenty of *“ go * in it

Rose of The World, By M C. Martin
sweet and tender story, and will appea!
reader through these qualities.

Round [lable of French Catholic Novelists, &
charming selection of brief tales by the foremcet
French Catholic writers,

Secret Of The Green Vase, The By Frances Cooke
The story is one of high ideals and strong chayac-
ters, The “secret” is a very close one, and the
reader will not solve it until near the end of the
book.

Shadow Of Eversleigh, By Jane Lansdowne. it
is a weird rale, blending not a little of the super-
natural with various stiring and excitiag
{ncidents.

A vay
10 the

Memoirs of Margaret
O’Carroll, Isabella of Castile, Margaret Roper
ete. Sketches of six women remarkable in Cath-
olic history.

T,

85¢. Each, Postpaid

Ambition’s Coantest, By Father Faber, The stary
of & young man who starts out in life to be &
statesman, loses all his religion, but finally, through
the prayers of others, receives the grace of God aod
is called to the priesthood.

By Anthon,
Yorke, Illustrated, A story of boy {xla \nh (A’.
downtown section of New York, narrating the
adventures of Billy Glenn and his companions of

The Broken Shutters, a boys' club of their nsigh-

borhood, The book is full of adventures, includ ng

a thrilling rescue of a child from a burning building

by Billy and an exciting trip on & sailing vessal to
the West Indies, It is a rattling good bayy
book. " Pilot

Blind Agnes, by Cecilia Mary Caddell. Few tales
in our language can compare with this sweet
and delightfu) dream,

Boys' Owu Boox., a complete encyclopedia o
sports, containing instructions on the camera,
fencing, baseball, football, gymnastics, rowing,
sailing, swimming, skating, running, bicycling,
etc.. and how to play over fifty other games,

Burden of Honor, The, By Christine Faber, A
story of mystery and entanglements so interwoves
as to create new difficultiss in rapid succession, As
in all Christine Faber's books, the action is draras
tic sudden and severe,

Carrol O'Donoghue, By Christine Faber,
of penal servitude in Australia,

Catholic Crusoe, by Rev. W. H. Anderdon, M, A,
The adventures of Owen Evans, Esq., Surgecn s
Mate, set ashore with companions on & desolats
Island in the Carribean Sea,

Chivalrous Deed, A. By Christine Faber, “ K
ness Begets Kindness and Love Begets Low
the keynote of this tale, interwoven with del
tul del

A story

.
ght-
neations of child life and child character,
Con O'Regan. By Mrs, James Sadlier, Narrating

the experiences of Con O'Regan and his sister
Winnie in an interesting and wholesome manner,
Dion And The Sibyls. By Miles Keon
novel, far richer in ntiment
thought than * Ben H
Elimor Preston, By Mra, James Sadlier, nove
following & young girl through her sorrows nnb

A classir
and sounder im

foys

Fatal Resemblance, A, By Christine Faber, This
is an entertaining romance of two young girls,
and shows how uncertain are the smiles of fortune,

Five O'Clock Stories, or The Old Tales Told Again,
By a Religious of the Society of the Holy Child,

Forgive ano Forget. By Kr e A sweet
and w! olesome love , showing the pcwer of
nobility of Il and tering devotion

Gordon Lodge. By AgnesM, White, A fascinating
Catholic n relating the adventures of am
orphan left in the care of a relative

Guardian's Mystery, The, By Christine Faber, This
is a capital story well fold, It contdins just
enough sensation to make the reading a pleasurs

Hermit of the Rock, The, By Mrs, James Sadlier,
A tale of Cashel,

Leandro* Or, the Sign of the Cross, A Cathol'e
story reprinted from The Messenger of The Sacr &
Heart,

Lisbeth, The Story of a First Communion, By
Mary T. Waggaman, A story of great interes,
strong faith and earnest simplicity,

Louisa Kirkbridge, by Rev. A. J, ‘Fhehnud‘ 8. J.
dramatic tale of New York City after the Civii
War, full of exciting narratives infused with “
strong religious moral tone,

Margaret Roper, A very interesting historical novel
by Agnes M, Stewart,

Moondyne foe. By John Boyle O'Reilly, A thrili-
ing story of heroism, and adventure in which most
of the action takes place in the Penal Prisons im
Australia to which Moondyne Joe has been come
demned for political activity, and from which he
forces his escape through a series of dare-devi
adventures,

More Five O'Clock Stories, by a Religious of the
Holy Child,

Mother's Sacrifice, A, By Christine Faber. A Catho-
lic story of the trials of a widow whose only son is
innocently accused of murdering an enemy of her
family, When all seems lost, the féal murderes
filled with remorse, confesses his crime,

New Lights, A very interesting tale by Mrs, James
Sadlier,

st

O’'Mahony. The Chief of the Comeraghs.
of the Irish Rebellion of 1788, by D. P.
yngham, L. L. D.

Old and New, Or, Taste Versus Fashion,
written in & fascinating manner,
Sadlier.

Reaping the Whirlwind, By Christine Faber. Full
of incidents, strange, startling, sensational and
tragie, which move quickly,

Red Ascent, The. By Esther W. Neill,
fine stirring story.

Rea _ucie, Lue, 5y uerard A, Regnold, A drama
tic story of the Boxer Uprising in China, narrating
the exciting experiences by a group of Europeans
whc band together for self-protection There is n
captivating charm in the way this tale is told, and
it is done with a force that gives the dramatic parts
0 pronounced a realism that the reader feels him-
self a part of the life of this far-oft country, siding
with the unprotected Christian, & real parficipant
in defense of their life and their property.

Refining Fires, by Alice Dease. In this novel Miss
Alice Dease, favorably known through beg
stories of Irish life, has ventured on a new fleld,
and in " Refining Fires,”” heglatest and undoubt-
edly her best book, sets befbre us the life and
fortunes of two French families, the Mauvolsins
and the De Barlis. The plot is very well though#
out. the story is remarkably well told, and is sure
to nold the attention of the reader from the firsd
vage to the last,

by J. Vincent Huntington. This nove ¥
1 written many years ago holds its place
Y 1e beat stories we have to-day,
Southera Catt Story, By Minnie Mary Les. A
erest and example,
. By Minnie Mary Les, A
ic story with a very strong moral,
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