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efforts of the King of France—he alone
it was who preserved for his brethren a
lion's heart even under the chains of
glavery, and thus gradually achleved
their deliverance.

The French knew this well ; —well
they knew him who at every moment
shattered the wheels of their triumphal
chariot. Gladly wounld they have rid
themselves of this troublesome guardian
of his country’s weal ; but with the
cunning he combined perfectly the pru-
dence of the serpent. He had raised
up for himself & secure rampar. and de-
fence in the love of his brethren ; and
the stracger well knew that a dire and
blovdy revenge would follow any at
tempt upou him. During the time that
the French ruled all Flanders with the
rod of tyranny, D sconioek lived in en
tire freedom amoongst his townsmen ;
and he was iudeed the master of his
rulers, for they feared him much more
than he feared them.

And now seven thousand Frenchwen
bad on one day atoned with thoir lives
for the oppressions of two long years ;
pot a slogle foreigner breathed within
Bruges, the victorions and free ; the
city echoed the joyous lays wherewith
wondering minstrels celebrated this de-
liverance, and from the water-tower tho
white flag displayed the Blue Lion on
ite waviog flolds., Tnis ensign, which
nad once waved [rom the battlements
of Jerusalem, aud commemorated so
wapy proud achievements, filled the
hearts of the citizens with lofty cour-
age. On that day it seemed impossible
that Flanders should again sigh in the
chains of captivity ; for on that day
the people remembered the blood their
fathers had shed in behall of liberty.
Tears rolled down their cheeks—those
tears which reliove the heart when it
is overfull, when it throbs with too
strong and sublime an emotion.

One would have thought that, now
his great work was done, the Dean of
the Clothworkers would have occupied
himself in the re-coustruction of his
plundered and desolated home. Bat
10 ; he thought neither of the dwelling
nor of the wealth of which he had been
despoiled ; the welfare and the peace
of his brethren was his first care. He
koew that disorganization might soon
follow upon inaction, and therefore, on
that very day, he placed at the head of
each guild, with the concurrence of the
pecple, sn old experienced master. He
was pot chosen to the presidency of
this council, no one devolved #ny duty
oo him ; but le undertook and accom-
plished all. No ons ventured to do
anything without him ; his judgment
was In everything an ipjauetion ; and
without issuing a single command, his
thought was the absolute rule of right
to the republic, so transcendent ani
ail subduiug is the sway of genius,

The French host was, indeed, de-
stroyed ; but it was certain that Philip
the Fair would send fresh and more
numerous troops to Flanders to avenge
the insult put upon him, The greater

part of the citizevs thought little about
this terrible certainty ; it was enough
for them to erj)y the freedom and the
gladnees of the moment. Buit Decon-
inck did rot share the comwon joy; he
had almost forgotten the present in his
schemes for averting future disaster.
He well kuew that the exhilaration and
courage of a people wvanish at the
approach of danger and endeavonred
by every means in his power to keep
alive a warlike spirit in the city.
HKvery guildsman was provided with a
‘' goud day’’ or other weapcn, the ban
vers were put in order, and the com
wand issued thas =11 should be ready
fcr battle at a moment's notice. The
guild of mastons began tc repair and
strengthen the fortifications, and the
smiths were forbidden to forge any
thing but weapons for the people. The
tolls were again imposed, and the ecity
dues collected. By these wise regula-
tions, Dcconinck made every effort cf
the citizens converge to one object and
ue alm; and so he warded off trom his

beloved city the manifold evils which a

great insurrectior, how noble soever

s cause, Is apt to iuflict on a people.
All was as ordcrly as if the new gov-
ernment had ex'sted for years.

Immediately after the victory, and
while the people were dricking inevery
street the wine of gladness, Deconinck
had sent a messenger to the encamp-
ment at Dimme, to recall the remain
ing guildsmen, with the w.men and
children, into the city. Matilda had
come with them, and had been offered
4 magnificent dwelling in the Princes’
Court; but she preferred the house of
Nieawland, in which she had passed so
many hours of sorrow, and with which
all her dreams were associated, She
found in the excellent sister of Adolt
a tender and affectionate friend, into
whote heart she could pour all the
love and all the grief which overflowed
ber own. It is, indeed, a consolation
for us, when our hearts are pierced with
mortal anguish, to find a scul which
can understand our sufferings bucaunse
itself has suffered: a soul that loves
those whom we love, and whose wail-
ings are the echo of our own. 8o two
tender saplings interweave their ten
drils, -and, supported by this mutual
cmbrace, defy the devastating hurri-
cana which bows their frail heads. To
Us mourniog and sorrow are a hurri
cane, whose icy breath chills the life
and wastes the fire of our souls, and
brings down onr head untimely to the
grave, as though each year of unhappi-
uess were reckoned as two.

The sun was rising in glowing splen-
dour for the fourth time over the free
city of Brages. Matilda was sitting in
the same room of Adolf von Nieuw-
land's house which she had formerly
ocoupied. Her faithful bird, the be
loved falcon, accompanied her no more
—1i was dead. Sickness and sorrow
had spread their paleness over the soft
leatures of tho maiden; her eyes were
dimmed, her cheek had lost its fulness,
aud her whole appearance showed that
3 deep grief lay, like a gnawing worm,
in her heart.
=Those who are visited with long and
bitter suffering take pleasure in sad
and gloomy dreams; and, as if the real-

ty were not painful enough, fashion to
themselves phantoms, which appal
them yet more: and thus was it with
the haploss maiden. She fancied that
the secret of her father's liberation had

the warderers, bribed by Queen
Joanna, mingling polsoa with his scanty
food; and then she would shudder con
vuleively, and tears of agony would
stream down her cheeks. Adoll was
dead to her: he had explated, with his
life, his love and his magnanimity.
These heart-rending fancles passed
ever anew before Matilda's soul, and
couselessly tortured the poor maiden.,
At this moment her friend Maria
entered her room. Tae smile which
passed over Matilda's features as she
greeted her friend was like the smile
which, after a death of agai:h, lingers
awhile on the face of the departed ; it
expressed more of pain and profound
s0rrow than the bitterest wailing could
bave done. She looked at Adoll's sis-
ter, and said:

*O.l give me some comfort, some
alleviation of my suffering!”

Maria drew near to the unhappy girl,
and pressed her hand in tender sym-
pathy. Her voice took its softest tone,
and sank like music into the soul of the
sufferer, as she said :

*““Your tears flow in stillness, your
heart is breaking with anguish and des-
pair; and there is nothing, nothing to
lighten your heavy barden! Alas! you
are indeed unhappy.”

‘* Unbappy! say you, my (riend? Oh,
yes! There is a feeling in my heart
which fills it to barsting. Can you
imagine what hideous fancies are ever
floating before my eyes? and can you
understand why my tears unceasingly
flow? 1 have seen my father die of poi
sop; I have heard the voice as of one
dying—a voice that said, * Farewell,
my child; thou whom I have loved.'”’
‘I pray you, maiden,” interpsed
Maria, ‘ banish these gloomy shadows
of your faney. Youn reand my heart
with sorrow. Yoar father is yet alive.
Yon sin grievoasly in abandoning your
sell thus to despair, Forgive me these
words of severity."

Matilda seized Maria's hand and
pressed it gontly, as though she would
e€xpress to her what comfort these
words had given her. Nevertheless,
she continued ber desponding discourse,
and seemed even to find a kind of com-
fort therein. For the wailings of an
oppressed soul are, as it were, tears
which lighten the burden of the hear:.
She continued:

‘““I have seen yet more than this,
Maria : I saw the headsman of the in
homan Joauna of France—he swung
his axe over the head of your brother,
and I siw that head {all on the dungeon
floor!"’

“0 God!" eried Maria, ** what hor-
rible fancies!'' She trembled, and her
eyes glistened with tears.

‘“And I heard his voice,—a voice
that said, ‘Farewell ! farewell !’ "’
Overpowered by these hideous
thoughts, Maria threw herself into
Matilda's arms ; her tears fell fast on
the heaving breast of her unhappy
friend, and the deep sobbing of the two
maidens filled the room. After they
had held each other in a long and
motionless embrace, Matilda asked:

‘““Do you understand my sufferings
now, Maria? D) you understand now
why I am slowly wasting away?'’

*0, yes,' answered Maria, in an
accent of despair, ** yes, I understand

and feel your sufferings. O, my poor
brother!"’

TO BE CONTINUED.

r—— ———— -

THE AMETHYST CROSS.

The sound of the monastery bell
ringing through the lorg corridors
brought Pere Antoine suddenly to his
feet.

The little cell fronted on the strecet,
and the jingling of sleigh beils from
below tempted him to the window. It
was the King-ley sleigh and Mr, Kings-
ley himself was in the rear zeat. Pere
Antoine hastened down to hear the
news which he had expected all day.

He was needed at Hotel Dieu. Roav-
erend Mother had telephoned that the
doctor had grave fears for E.ther, and
wished her father to seo Lar before
night., She had been unconscious at
times during the day, but had rallied
sufficiently to ask that her father bring
Father Anthony to the hospital.

The sun was just settirg in the late
cold afternoon as the sleigh flew over
the deep snow, accumulated daring a
long Quebec winter. Neither of the
men spoke for a while, but at length the
priest broke the silcnce.

*‘ There may be hope yet,’”’ he said.
“ Doctors do not always know.” ** No,
no,’”” was the roply. ‘‘Saie can not
stay with us much longer. What shall
weall do ? She was too beautifal, too
good to remain here long. The Lord is
going to take her, and leave her mother
and myself to pine away in our deso
late old age.”’

‘* And Monsieur, le Corporal,’’ the
priest mused, half to himself. ‘' How
will it be for him ? He grows pale and
thin watching at the hospital doors for
news of her, whenever he is off duty.”

¢ Monsieur le Corporal indeed !
was the reply, ‘‘Let him take care of
bimeelf. It it had not been for his
reckless driving our Esther would not
have been ipjured in a runaway acci
dent ; she would have been well and
happy tc-3ay instead of waiting for
death on a hospital bed.”

With these words he burled himself
more deeply in his fur coat, and once
more taeid was grim silence.

Father Anthony watched anxiously
for the first glimpse of the hospital
walls,

At last the journey was at an end,
and the Sister portress conducted them
to Esther's private room in the accident
ward.

The beautiful white face, nestling in
a mass of tangled golden hair, looked
drawn with pain, bat the girl had re-
vived enough during the afternoon to
talk a little. She was very weak,
however, and it was not long before
the appearance of the nurse at the
door reminded the visitor that they

ust go.
" “r‘Y%u will come to worrow ?'’ Esther
feebly asked. ‘' Oh, Father Anthony,
walt a moment please, I had almost
forgotten. How is little Babette ?"’

Babette was a poor sick girl in the
Lower Town whom Father Anthony
visited oocasionally, usually atter he

would tell her about K:ther, who was
s0on to be released from her sufferings.

die,"”

He had told Esther all about her and
then whenever he saw Babette he

Ho told her t,o ahout the wonderful
golden hair that looked like a crown,
aud the dai'y visits of the heart -broken
French offizer. Always upon leaving
Babette he had said to bimself :
“ Babette will live, but HKsther will
So with the Franciscan as a
mutusl friend a bond of sympathy had
been formed b tween the two girls,
althongh they had vever met,

‘“She improves slowly, slowly, poor
little Babette,”” said the priest, in an

swer to Esther's question.

** Give her thi«,” whispered the girl,
when she saw that her father was en-
gaged in conversation with the nurse,
and she drew a tmall jowel-box from
beneath her pillow, *‘Tell her that
when she is w.ll she must bring it to a
good jeweller and sell it. It is valu
able. With the money she will get for
it perbaps she can do much for the old
grandmother."’

Tears came ivto Father Anthony's
eyes as he stored away the llttle box
in his deep pocket.

The Kingsley's sleigh drew up to the
entrance of their home on Graud Allee
just as the Angelus was ringing clear
and sweet over the snow clad rools.”

A few days later, the same bell toll
ed at solemn intervals while the funeral
procession of Msther Kingsley wcund
its way down the quiet streets.

Next morning a flurry of snowflakes
was whirling against the window-pane
in one of the poorer dwellings in Lower
Town, and whiter even than the snow

flakes was the little face that peered
out at the storm,

Babette was so small and frail that
she seemed to be oaly a child, thongh
she was nearly twenty. *'It is the day
for Father Anthony's visit,”” she told
herself, ‘‘ but he will not come in
the storm,

Her grandmother was vainly trying
to make the fire burn more brightly in
the old - fashioned stove and did not
hear,

In the midst of the roaring of the
wind ouatside Babette thought she
beard a knock at the door. She
listened, and heard it distinetly now.

““ Mon Dieu!” exclaimed the old lady
at the prospect of a visitor on such a
stormy moraoing, and hurrying to the
door she fouad Father Anthony on the
step, shaking the snow from his big
coat.

‘“ And how is it with Babette ?"’ he
asked kindly, as he took the thin hand.
““You are botter, I see my child,”

** I was afraid you would not come,’’
said the girl. ** Surely, you have not
been to the Hotel Dien to day 2"

‘*No, ahmo ! ¥ have not boen there
tc-day—for Ksther is no longer there.
They have taken her away — where she
will need us no longer."”’

‘‘She is dead!” exclaimed Babette,
the tears springing in her brown eyes.
‘“Yes, and you musi pray for her,”
said the old priest, gently. *‘See, she
wished me to give you thi-,'’ and he
drew out a jewelled cross from the case,
and gave her the rest of Esther's mes-
sage, that it was to be sold to procure
some assistance for her grandmother
and herself.

He bad finished his speech, with his
eyes on the threadbare carpet, and
when hé'raised them he saw that Babette
was erying.

‘It is beautiful, beautifu!, but O,
Either!' she was sayiog, * we wonld
rather you had lived to wear it you:
self. I shall never sell it, mon Pere,
unless you make me do it,”’ she sobbed
‘for grandmother's sake. O, I don't
want to sell what belongs to Either.”

The priest wisely leit her to her own
refloctions. At the door he spoke a
few words of parting admonition, as he
saw her fondling the beautifal. orna-
ment.

‘“ Remember, Babette, if you do sell
it, bring it to a good jeweller, for those
are valuable amethyets and the chainis
fine gold. Do not let it go for noth
ing.”

Before be had finished Babette fast-
ened it about her neck and the jewels
were tparkling against the folds of her
black dress.

1 won't gell it at all,"’ she insisted,
‘“ not unless we are starving,'’ and she
repeated her resolution over and over
again long after Father Aathony's rc-
treatiog figure had disappeared down
the narrow street.

A week had passed, and Babette had
hidden the amethyst cross safely away
in a corner of her quaint old walnut
burean, when one afternoon, a stranger
came to the door and asked to sec
Mademoiselle. He was conducted to
the scantily furnished parlor where the
girl war propped in a chair against the
pillows,

He explained in his native tongue
that he was a French officer, though
now in citizen's clothes, and Babette
understood at once that he was ** Mon-
sieur le Corporal,” who had been be-
reft of all his happiness.

He told her his errand briefly ; how
he had trled to obtain some little
token of remembrance, but owing to
Mr. Kingsley's antipathy for him it had
bren impossible. He had known that
Esther had had the amethyst cross
about her neck during her last illness,
had missed seeing it a little before
her death, and when he questioned
Father Anthony he had told him all,
to whom it had been given, e'c. Would
she not, if she were to sell it anyway,
accep’ a liberal offer from him ? He
would like to be of assistance to her,
and in this way feel that he was also
asgisting Esther by carrying out her
beneficient wishes He was not wealthy,
but he would give her anything she
asked. Would three hundred and fAfty
dollars be sufficient ? He knew the
gems were costly, and if nocessary she
could get the estimate of a reliable
jaweller, and he would place the price
of it in her hands that very day. B:
bette at fAirst smiled at his enthusiasm
aud thought what a vast sum of money
that would be. Already she was won-
dering what she would do with it all,
when she suddenly saw once more in
imagination the lovely jewels glinting
out from their setting of Irosted gold
as the oross lay hidden in the hox np-

‘been discovered; she saw In imagination

had called at the hospital to see Esther.

[

‘“You are kind,” she murmured,
““ but I tell you once and for all that I
will not sell it. I wish to keep the
cross thut Esther gave me, and unless
grandmother and [ are driven to beg |
will not part with it."”

The oficer urged her no farther, bnt
told her where she might flud him if
she ever changed her mind and wished
to dispose of her treasare. On certain
nights of the week he was on sentinel
duty at the citadel and for a few hours
of the day also, but these days were
uncertain, She might get word to him
in sowe way, he explained. As he rose
to go, Babette tried to imagine how he
would look in his scarlet uniform, and
thought to hersell that he must look
very gracd indced.

When the last traces of snow had
melted from the remotest corners and
alleys and the long Qiebec winter had
yielded at last to spring, the little
French maiden found hersell restored
to health, but she was unable to find
any work to do. Her grandmother had |
beon ill for several days, and the doe- |
tor told her that unless she could hav
botter nourishment and care she might
unever be well., So Babette was sadly
worried.

The girl would go daily to the fur
rier who had employed her, bnt as the
husy scacon wae over she conld work
& few hours now and then. She began
to think how selfish she had been not
to sell the cross at any price long ago,
rather than have ber good grand
wother want for anything daring her
illness,

80 one evening after she had finished
her scanty meal, having seen with dis
may that her grandmother seemed
weaker ever since morning, she dressed
hastily, and that no one might recog
nize her, threw a black shawl over her
bead, With the box containing the
cross and chain in her pocket she
started up the steep hill towards the
grass-grown fortifications that crowned
the summit, It was a long journey
through the steep and crooked streets,
and she had to stop many times to get
her breath,

I'ne moon was well up in the sky by
the time she neared the top of the hill
and a chill spring brecze was blowing
ber dark hair vigorously from beneatn
the shawl and tinging her cheeks with
the tint of a rose.

It was no wonder that many looked
after her for she was indeed an attrac
tive picture.

Buu Babette saw nu one; her eyes
were straining towards the enclosure,
from whence she heard the measursd
footfall of the guard passing up and
down,

The place was deserted now and the
moon threw queer shadows across the
sidewalk, She crept towards the em
bankment that rose like a green wall
above the white strip of pavement.

It was his night on duty she was sure,
anlese, of course, the men shifted their
hourg, as was frequently done.

As she drew nearer, to see if she
could recognize the sentinel, there was
a halt in his step and ‘* Who goes
there?'’ rang out on the clear alr.
The girl was too frightened to move.
Would he shoot her perhaps if ehe
didn't answer ? She stood as if turned
to stone. The officer seeing that she
was frightened came nearer. 0, cest
tu donc, Mlle Babette Valee!” was his
ealutation,

She was too delighted to answer and
simply drew out the jewel box, *' It is
the cross,’”’ she whispered. *‘I have
decided to sell it,’”” He pushed it to
wards her with a swiit gesture, as he
saw another cflizer turning the opposite
corner. Babetie understood and with
a whispered promise that he would call
the next day the sentry resumed his
military pace, and the girl vacished in
the darkness as she had come.

Their ioterview had Jasted only a
few moments, but long enough for the
soldier to notice that Babette looked
bewitching in the black shawl, with
the breeze blowing the color into her
cheeks ; and long enough also for the
girl, though filled with anxiety for
her grandmother, to remark to herself
upon the corporal’s fine appearance in
his smart uniform.

The next day the cross passed into
its new owner's hands ; and Babette's
grief at parting with it was fully re-
compented by her satislaction in fecl-
ing that she had made this sacrifice for
the poor old grandmother.

The French soldier and Babette met
often until they finally discovered t :at
there was no place to enj)y a summer
evening like the promeuade around
Dufferin Terrace, where music floated
out from the direction of Chateau
Frontenac. Here they would sit, when
he was not on daty, watching the lights
from Levis opposite twinkling out from
darkness and throwiog long rays across
the St. Lawrence far below.

When the maple trees along the
broad avenues were beginoing to take
on their autumn colors Bahette's grand
mother went to her long rest and it
was then that a great wave of pity rose
in the heart of the soldier at the sight
of the girl's desolation.

The loss of Esther had wounded him
deeply, but now he had begun to feel
that if any one could heal the wound
it was the girl to whom Esther had
been a beneiactor.

Among all Babetle’s friends there
was no one so well pleased as Father
Anthony, for the corporal had always
been a dear friend.

So it happened one morning at the
Franciscan friary that Mongienr and
Mademoiselle knelt to receive the
priest's blessing, and as a sign of their
tetrothal the youug clfiser hung the
chain with its beaatitul pendant cross
about Babette's neck. And this time
she felt sure that it was to be hers for
ever.—Charlotte Callahan in Donohue's
Magazine.

The *'singing quality” in tho tone
of every Gourlay piano is a distinguisb-
ing characteristic. It is not due to any
one cause alone, but is rather the result
ol unwearying study, perfect erafts man-
ship, rarest of materials and a deter-
mination to excel no matter what the

stairs.

| which is producing the disintegratior

PROTESTANT REVERENCE I"UR!
PL”ZCES OF WURSHIP,

At times our non Catholie brethren

grow curlously bold enough to visit a

No matter wha! the oceasion, this first | ;
visit is usually a strange revelation
to them, And the thing which seems |
to impress them most is the deep rever-
ence which the worshippers display in
the bouse of God,

This is not' surprising when one
understands the woeful lack of rever
ence which obtains in their own places
of worship. Not long ago a nou Cath-
olie editorin a secular weekly made the
matter s subjeet of eriticism. Con
trasting the conduet of the Catholio
aod non - Catholie congregations he
severely censured the latter, calling
for a halt in its gum chewing, note pass
ing, quiet tittering and

1
coutinaous |

undertone talking, which made of the |
place and of religion a mockery.
I'he picture be draws quite forcibly

sugpests one of the potent canse
of Protestantism spoken of so much |
lately in the Protestant pulpit and |
secular magazine. But the editor above |
referred to merely complains of a con [
dition, I does not seek the actual |
cause. He demands the observance of |
» greater reverence, but fails to indi
cate what that center of reverence is
to be. Religious reverence is not in
stilled by pulpits and pews and preach
ers alone. That is induced by a strong
belief that God is there present in
some especial manner, Where this be
lief is not reverence will not be,
Daring the past week the daily press
gave us two good examples of up-to
date Protestant reverence for the
‘"house of the Lord.”” The frst in-
stance was furnished by 8 .. Joseph, Mo,
To quote from the dispatoh: ** three
live, blooded * * hogs carted in crates
* * into the Congregational Church
at the annual meeting of the State
Association of Congregational Churches
created a sencation, * * The * pork-
ers’ * * * were the gifts of the seventy-
five Congregational Churches of Mis-
souri to Rev. D: A, K. Wray * *
Superintendent of the State Home
Missionary Society * * who has de
cided to retire from active religious
work * * to his farm in Southwest
Missouri, At the psychological mo
ment the doors of the church were
opeved, and down the alsle came men
with the three hogs, the animals and
their crates both gayly decorated,
Dr. Wray was very proud of his gifts,
and io his address of acceptance, said :
**To whom it may concern : | now an
nounce that [ am established in busi-
ness,”’

All this in the ** Houseof the Lord."
Is there any need of comment upon
this display of reverence for such a
place?

The second instance was supplied by
Si. Louis the day following. Again
quoting from the local press report.
**Arrayed In the economical style of
his native land, an ebony cannibal, in
a costume which would not exhaust the
society editor's vocabulary, was led
by a chain into the Cote Brilliante
Presbyterian Church by the Rev.
Ralph Alexander, pastor of the Sec nd
Cbristian Church.

The reason of the alien's visit was
to demonstrate the greater need of
foreign than home missiors in a debate
botween the young people at the Sce-
ond Christian Church and those of the

Hammet Place Church. The former
were for the foreign missions and
brought the cannibal along as evi-

dence." A member of the Second
Church impersonated the ** caunibal.”

What shameful exhibitions these, in
the face of the dictionary reminder
that a church is a building for Chris
tian worship. What wonder that Pro-
testantism is showing unmistakable
signs of disintegration, And yet if
novel, these are none the less good
examples of up to-date P’cotestant re
verence for the ‘*house of the Lord,""—
Church Progress.

e e e

ACKNOWLEDGES NEED OF THE
PRESS,

Religious France is coming to see that
in her neglect of her press she lent a
hand to her enemies, and in a recent
lotter the Archbishop of Toulouse ap-
peals to the Ca'holies to baild it up.

The lamentable conditions into which
we ghave now been plunged for some
years, he says, proceeds directly from
the monstrcus error of s0 many Catho
lics among us, who go to Mass and
make their Kaster duty, and yet vote
without seruple for men who are notor-
lously enemies of religion, thus trying
to reconcile what is most irreconcil
ab’e, the Church and the lodges, light
and darkness, Belial and the Kternal
God. They go to Mase, they plume
themselves on being on good terms with
their pastor, they would consider it an
insult if they were to be called anti-
clerical or Masonle ; but, for some
material advantages which they reap or
hope for, some favors wiich are as un
certain as they are also ephemeral,
these men vote and try to make others
vote for councillors, mayors, deputies,
who are ruimng France by destroying
religion.

Surely there are among these men
hypoerites and traitors, but there are
also vietims and dupes. It is necessary
to onmask the one and to instruct the
other ; to make both these false breth-
ren and these timid ones understand
that a man can not make of himself two
men ; that the Catholic and the oiti-
zen can not, in the same individual, be
in opposition ; that conscience is one ;
and that the duty, racred for the Curis
tian, of remaining steadfast to his
I'sith and of rerving the Church, if he
desires to save his soul, impoges on him,
even though his material interests
should suffer thereby, the obligation of
refusing his vote to the enemies of re
ligion and to those harmful men who, de-
spite their fine promises, are the authors
of all those iniquitous laws of which
Catholics are the victims, It is neces-
sary to proclaim alond his duty ; it is
necessary to make these truths clearly
known to the rank an® file of the
people ; our salvation is to be bonght

oost may be.
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Bat, in order to accomplish all this,
what means shall we take that will be
truly eflicacions ? Shall we proclaim
these thlugs from the pulpit ? Cer-
taloly not ; we should be reproached
for making personal remarks; we should
be accused of patting politios in the
place of religion. Some would not
understand us ; others would take ad-
vantage of the situation to represent us
a3 men of a party, priests devoid of
prudence and of charity,

How then shall the people be enlight-
ened and instructed as to their duties ?
By the press, by the good newspaper.
. » Lot us recall the words of Pins
our beloved Pontiff, when employing
all his resources to fupport his journal,
the Difesa, at Venice. * If the funds
should fail me," he said, * I would sell
my pectoral cross rather than allow
this necesary work to como o naughs,"’

In connection with this Appoal of the
Archbishop, the Sacred Heart Raview
relates & recent occurre nce, which in-

dicates an awake ning on the part of
our French co-religionists. The pro

prietor of La Croix, finding himself
menaced by one of those iniguitous
spoilations, and on the poiat of being
deprived of his property, called upon
his readers to come to the rescue and
help him to continue hls apostolic
work.

He acked for 2000000 francs as
necessary to meet the coming storm.
To many of his doubting frionds a re-
quest for such a prodigions sum seemed
folly ; nevertheiess, within the brief
period of a fortnight, the Catholics of
France sent him 3,500,000 francs ! The
money eame pouring in in gach volume,
that it becawme necessary to arrest the
subseription, as suflicient had been
gathered to redeem the property. This
inoident is a striking proof of living,
active faith, and an evidence that Justi-
fles hope in a speedy regeneration of
the people, and the final trinmph of the
Church in that mach troubled land.

Is not this eratifying circumstance
an object Jesson from which we in this
country may draw a valuable lesson ?
Do we Catholic Americans support the
Catholic press with such abszolute de-
votion, with such magnificent generoa-
ity ? Were the most influential and
deserving Ca'holic newspapers in the
country to fall into Anancial diffisultdes,
and make an appeal to ity constituenoy
to assist it In tiding over the adverse
situation, and to enable it to CATry on
its sacred mission, would the resulting
fund reach such a princely sum as
§600,000, even though the limit were
¢xtended to a year, instead of a forg-
night ?—Catholie Telegraph.
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The felt for the hammers in a Gour-
lay piano is imported at three times the
cost of the felt in an ordinary piano.
It is that best felt, so firm aud lasting
in texture, which will keep the tone as
good for many years after as when the
piano first co ues from the maker,

Let us try to be faithful in little
things ; to be considerate of others ; to
speak kindly to all; to blame ourselves
alone, and not others ; to repeat pleas-
ant things, letting unpleasant things
die with us.

THE SICK MADE WELL
WITHOUT MEDICINE
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No matter what the disease you sufor from,
89 long as no vigal organ is irrep arably injured
you can b oured

Oxydonor will create in your system a
slrong »fllaity for Oxygen in the ae. This ad-
ditlonal Oxygen, ins {lled Kin, mem-
brances and eve ry tissue, will revitalizs your
body and give it power to overcoma all forms

of disease,

You apply Oxydonor
sleep.  No loss of time

Oxydonor is sui
never loses its force,
Mother Agatha, Homa of Our Blessed Lady of
Victory, West Sencea, N. Y., writes : April 22,
1907,

" T eannot tell you how much good OXyYDO-
NOr has done ns, We have five In oonstant
use In this Instation and in every case 16 has
done all yo vm and more for us,

Oaly this morning 1 heard from a young
Sister in the country who has nsed 1t for a fow
weeks, and shoe {s wonderfully well, for her.
Bhe has Heart Trouble, May God bless you
and your workas,”

If you are suff ring write to-day for full in-
formation abont Oxydonor and its remark-
able cures, Address <

“
Dr. H. SANCHE & goO.

t home while you
from work or business
easily applled, and

at this price.

380 St. Catherine St. West, Moutreal




