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THE GIFT OF TEARS. ‘
(By Gqorglna Poll Curtis.)

^ooooooooo°/'oooooooooo *®oooooooooooooooooooo
(Concluded.

•I have to hurry on to C— on inn
portant business," he said. “I may 
Igve to stay three weeks. When I 
yyne back, Helen, I hope you will be 
ready to set our wedding-day."

She turned on him a laughing look. 
r-y0w will Christmas week do ?" 

ihe said. “Would that be a long 
ghort time, or a i&ort long time to
you, Raymond ?,e

"Riddle me no riddles," he answer- 
and then his gaze wandered from 

the lovely face, half earnest, half 
quizzical, before him, to an old-fash
ioned miniature, that lay face up
ward on a small table near Ms chair.

"What is this ?" he saSd. “What a 
«weet face, and how like you, Helen. 
Surely it must be your grand
mother."

"Yes,” said the young girl, coming 
i|o his side. “It is my father’s mo
ther. Charlotte von Haas. My uncle 
and aunt have both seen the likeness 
you speak of, Raymund.

"Wonderfulhe answered-, and 
-then he arose and made Helen a low 
- bow, his laughing i blue eyes full of 
.pridq in her beauty.

"J must congratulate you* " he 
eaid. “No doubt 'Madame von Haas 
was a noted court beauty, admired 

iQy the Emperor, and the toast of all 
4he greet

“As I would be, I suppose, if I liv
ed in Germany*" answered Helen de
murely; and then she came nearer to 
hfm, her dark eyes full of appealing 
.sweetness.

"I have been talking to my uncle 
and aunt, Raymund," she saSdi, “and 
—well—if you wish, they think we 
might be married before the summer 
is over.”

"Help me make a litter. Pedro.” 
he Bald. “We must carry the mam 
back to W—."

They were young and strong, bo 
It was only a little over an hour

j"HK TRUB WITNESS AJTD CATÜOUC, UHBomm.M

with a lover’s

when they reached W-, carrying the» ajxr.g
stranger on an Improvised litter.

August Haas, who had just come 
out of hie store, was locking the 
door Preparatory to going home for 
dinner when the little cavalcade ap
peared. Raymond's doubts as to 
where he should ash for shelter for 
the stricken man/were settled by the 
man himself. Opening his dark eyes 
they fell on Haas.

"August,” he said. And then fol
lowed rapid words in German on 
HW part, with feeble responses 
from the man on the litter, from 
which Raymund, who understood the 
language perfectly. speedily made 
out. to his own astonishment, that 
the stranger was none other than 
Amo von Haas. August's brother, 
«■d Helen's father, who was suppos
ed to have perished at Gettysburg 
eighteen years ago.

m.

father,” and then 
amüety he added:

"Surely Helen is not ill ?" What 
else could explain this strangely 
planned meeting in the canyon ! 
There are those who think that a 
sudden and drastic use of the knife 
produces less pain and is a more ra
dical cure than a nicely planned and 
careful approach to the disease, whe
ther moral or spiritual. Long alter, 
Iiaymund though of this, seeming to 
sçe von Haas as he stood before him

A SALUTARY INFLUENCE.
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-It was half an hour instead of five 
minutes when Raymund again 
mounted his horse and commenced 
Ms ride northward. The Mexican 
boy, more wideawake than moet of 

! lis race, noticed his master’s Joyous 
looks as he waved goodrbye to his 
fiancee.

"We will be married at the Church 
«Î Our Lady of Guadalupe,""thought 
Baymund, "with dear Padre Paul to 
My our nuptial Mass. How happy 
my foster-mothers will be. They both 

;love Helen.”
Pure and untried was the heart of 

<™ boy as he ro<te on through the 
Purple hills. Simple was hie creed" 
but in his simplicity, and the afel 
*»ce ot evil in his past life, lay his 

S «length. Right and wrong were cm- 
ptble Of only one interpretation to 
oaymund.
*............................................................

a mile further on his horse

They bore the injured man to his 
brother's house, and the doctor was 
summoned. He gave the comforting 
intelligence that there was no serious 
injury, and that a few days’ rest 
would probably see the patient him
self again.

"He has had a bad fall, and at his 
age a shock is trying to the nerves- 
but be comforted, Fraulein Helen’ 
thoro is no real injury,” said Dr. 
Amend, as he hurried away.

Helen, who as yet know nothing oi 
the stranger's relation to her, sat 
down in the cool, darkened room 
where the now thoroughly conscious 
man lay. Her orders were to mois- 
tœ the bandage on his head, and 
give him medicine at regular inter
vals. How still he lay ! Was he 
asleep ?

Presently she arose and left the 
room a moment to speak to her lov
er. The motionless figure on the 
bed stirred ever so little; and a cry 
went up from the depths of the man's

"Did I dream ?” he thought. '-No,
I am alive—but that face : It was 
Rose's face, and I thought I was 
dead and she had come for me. Oh 
my God 1 My God !”

Charlotte von Haas had been as 
pious as she was beautiful, and a 
long-forgotten prayqr that she had 
taught her sons, came back to the 
stricken man.

'"Almighty and most merciful God, 
Who, to quench the thirst of Thy

worn. the dark eyes, so like Helen’s 
sunk, deep in their sockets, burning 
with intolerable remorse, the mouth 
set firmly in a fine line of pain. Then 
the mouth relaxed and there came 
forth a cry of supplication and an 
appeal for forgiveness.

‘You have called me Helen's fa
ther." he said. “Know, then, Ray
mund, that I am your father also — 
that the dearest one of your heart is 
your sister."

Ihe whole world seemed to whirl 
around Raymund, and only his vig
orous young manhood saved him 
from losing consciousness; then pride, 
love for Helen, the desire to combat 
this awful revelation, came to his 
aid. Surely the man must be mad!

But alas, no 1 As soon as von 
Haas proceeded, which he did hur
riedly and brokenly, there came over 
Raymund a sickening sense of cer
tainty. His young face lost its 
youthfufness. and by and bye he 
ceased to speak, only listening with 
bowed head and motionless figure 
while von Haas talked on.

Very humbly the man spoke; but 
what passed between them, or what 
was the nature of the elder man’s 
communication about his past life, 
no one hut the boy's foster-mother 
and aunt ever knew. The proofs von 
Haas gave, and claimed, were of such 
a nature that even Mary, heartHbro- 
ken though she was over the wreck 
of Raymund s happiness, could not 
doubt that father and son had found/ 
each other. To adjust themselves to 
the new relation of brother and sis 
ter—that both Raymund and Helen 
felt was impossible—and so they
parted—with prayers and tears.
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water to spring out of a rock, draw 
from our stony hearts the tears of 
compunction, that, effectually be- 
wailing our sins. we may, through 
Thy mercy, deserve to obtain Thy 
pardon for them, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ, Amen.”—(Collect for 
the Gift of Tears. From the Roman 
Missal.)

A stony heart ! Ah, yes, that had1 
boon his too long; but it was not 
yet too late for the gift of com
punction and of tears".

Again Raymund was riding through, 
the, cool, shady canyon; but this time 
he was alone. His business had 
tnined him a month in C—, and now 
he was on his way to Helen, to ar
range for their wedding.

How lovely the warm, southern sun 
that shone down through the tall, 
leafy trees of the canyon. How 
sweet the air, laden with the scent of 
doeens of tropical flowers and truite I 
Raymund involuntarily broke into 
eong. He had a clear, sweet tenor 
voice of unusual power and beauty. 
His horse pricked up his ears and 
arched his beautiful neck. Well 
knew that voice and responded

01° Ü°8leln roth'” be sal* and 
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It is ten years later. In the large 
garden of a southern monastery 
priest paces back and forth—to-mor
row he goes on a mission, to-night 
his mind is concentrated on the ne
cessary preparation. So busily en
gaged was he in deep thought that 
he did not notice that the sun had 
set over the distant mountains. 
Slowly he paces back and forth, 
with a regular, almost rhythmical 
tread; then his meditation was bro
ken by approaching lootsteps, an 1 a 
lay brother drew near,

‘Some one to see you, Father, 
he said. “The Prior told me to say 
I could bring him here if you wish.” 

Yes, please do,” was the answer. 
The priest turned toward the di

rection in which the old lay-brother 
had disappeared, and presently a 
dark, soldierly figure appeared in the 
twilight, and then paused.

“My son," said a well-remembered 
voice, “the Prior told me I could 
seek you here. Ten years ago you. 
could not grant me the forgiveness I 
craved, and I went far away again 
to foreign lands; but I have come 
back to try once more. Do you for 
give me now ?"

In Raymund'e mind was no sur 
prise. He had long expected this. 
Very simply he answered.

"Utterly, entirely, even as I hope 
to be forgiven. I forgave long be
fore I entered here."

In his voice was a tone that his 
younger and unclouded manhood had 
lacked.

"Amen," said von Haas-.
Long they talked—the father and 

soar—separated by ten years, and now 
brought together again.

Overhead the twilight deepened, the 
birds sought their nests, and the 
moon flower opened her pure petals 
to the night winds, but still the 
two men talked on, until softly the 
Angelus bell rang out from the mo-

"I have perhaps more tnan most 
men had more opportunities of not- 
mg the effect of Catholic newspapers 
on the life around us—especially in 
country places. ••• In many 
cases men have told me that the 
Catholic paper kept their faith alive, 
and that their children have remain
ed Catholics mainly through the in
fluence which these papers worked on 
their lives. Away from the vivid 
Catholic life of an American city 
with none of those intellectual or 
social incentives which make the 
practice of religion easy in great cen
tres of civilization these men and 
their families were dependent on the 
weekly paper for the vitalization of 
their faith. It made the atmosphere 
of the home, and very often the same 
paper made the atmosphere of many

" aix boys,' a man whom I met 
in Minnesota in September said to 
me. ‘are all Catholics; they have 
married Catholics; and living as we 
did on a distant farm, far from a 
church, we were kept faithful by 
the Catholic papqr—each of my boys 
get from me, each Christmas, a paid-
up subscription to a Catholic paper. 
My subscription to the old Freeman 
paid me better than anything else 
into which I put my money/

“It is impossible to realize the 
influence of the Catholic press on 
faith and morals unless you get away 
from the cities. There sermons, lec
tures, books, libraries are available; 
orgianizations of all sorts abound; 
but imagine the remote village, the 
far-off farm house, the long winter 
evenings which may be spent in read
ing perhaps but in reading wMch has I 
no relation to those; essential truths 
and rules of conduct which make the 
glory and the grandeur of the faith.

"The priest everywhere finds his 
path made easier by the press. He 
does not have to cultivate reverence 
it exists already where a Catholic 
paper is taken. The paper furnishes 
food for thought, for conversation. It 
is a history of the past, a record of 
the present and an insidious—perme
ative is a better word—power which 
makes day by day for the growth of 
honest, fearless, well formed Chris
tian manhood."—Maurice Francis
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his Journey, but reached Boston only 
to find that the Bishop’s body had 
been hermetically sealed up and that 
his journey was fruitless. Dr. Popper 
the founder of the society, died in 
California, and his brain may be eoen 
with those of many other once fam
ous persona, in the museum at Phila
delphia.

Prof. Gold win Smith has long since 
destined his brain for a friend, a dis
tinguished professor of anatomy, 
and, it is said, the larynx of a 
world-famous singer, the most won
derful and valuable the world has 
ever known, is to go to the museum 
of the Royal College of Surgeons.

A cm FOE GOSSIP.

THE DISEASE OF JEWELS.

PEOPLE WHO BEQUEATH 
THEIR BRAINS TO SCIENCE

he naatery tower, 
to - The father and son hneit down and

Post-mortem disposals of brains are 
growing as common as money be
quests.

Dr. Wilder, of Cornell University, 
has for a quarter of a century invit
ed the world at largv to leave its 
brains for the advancement of 
science. “We want all the brains we 
can get." he says; “but of course 
are most anxious to secure those of 
educated persons. It is for this rea
son that I give out each year a blank 
form of bequest to the students in 
the university and to people through
out the country."

And as a result brains are pouring 
into the Cornell museum—brains of 
all descriptions and from all grades 
of society and intellect. A whole 
side of a large room in McGraw hall 
is filled with glass jars containing 
them, each labeled with full particu
lars of its former owner, and afford
ing very valuable material for scien
tific study of cerebral complexities. 
Dr. Wilder has also secured a trea
sured private collection, to which 
none but highly cultured people harve 
contributed; and at present 50 more 
specimens are promised by men who 
still have use for them, all "educat
ed. moral and superior persons."

Chicago has an “Autopsie club," 
the condition of membership being 
that each member shall pledge him
self to leave his brain to the club 
for the purpoee of science. Some time 
ago Dr. William Pepper, one of the 
cleverest of American physicians, 
founded a society with the same ob
ject. In 1801 a meeting was held 
in his library at which a number of 
prominent men pledged themselves to 
bequeath their brame to the Wistar

Precious stones are subject to sick
ness and some of them die. They be
come pale, lose their lustre, split, 
grow dark, and have several other 
diseases.

Rubies fade when long exposed to 
the light, so does the garnet. The 
topaz, on the other hand, becomes 
darker and loses its brilliancy.

The most sensitive jewels are opals 
and pearls. Opals frequently split. 
They are very sensitive to excessive 
heat, and in fact all changes of tem
perature.

Pearls become almost worthless 
very easily. Fire transforms them 
into lime, acids attack them as they 
do marble. Very acid perspiration 
even may attack them. They, as 
well as opals, ore said to respond to 
a certain extent to the physical con
dition of the one who wears them. 
Pearls are made up of layers like 
skin of an onion, and it is sometimes 
possible to repair them by removing 
the outer layer. This is such deli
cate work that it is seldom attempt
ed.

Diamonds seem to bo the least sen 
sitive, but it is not prudent to take 
them too near the fire. Emeralds 
and sapphires retain their color well 
and do not deteriorate easily.

THE ABILITY TO SERVE.
Much is written about the ability 

to control, but the ability to servo 
seems to be of les» importance in 
the average mind. Yet it is not 
less important nor less dignified. Is 
there no value, no dignity, nothing 
worthy of rommemdation in the per
forming of each day’s duties well ? 
Is thgre no sense of pleasure at the 
close of the day that shows the day’s 
work well executed ? If this thought 
permeated more thoroughly the round 
of duties as they are met in the 
homo, mistress and maid might come 
in closer touch. If the household 
work could only bo looked upon as 
dignified labar Instead of simple 
drudgery, more stress would be laid 
upon the ability to serve, and serve 
well- Perhaps, then, there would be 
more young women willing to serve.

Very few of us In this critical * j: 
are free from the slight propensity 
to what Is called gossip; whar «lore 
the following tittle story may teach 
a necessary lesson :

Once upon a time thgre lived in the 
famous old cloister of Ottobeuro, a 
very dear old priest. His n.m. „a. 
Father Magnus, and he was the fav
orite of the whole monastery und ot 
the parish as well. Ho was utterly 
incapable of speaking severely to 
any human being.

One day he started to go to the 
next village to visit a sick priest, 
and as he left the priest’s house on 
his way home a woman tripped down 
the stops of the adjoining house. 
knew her for one of the villagers, 
and when asked if she might wall* 
along with him, he cordially agreed.

After a bit the woman broke out: 
‘Oh, Father 1, I cannot tell you what 

a wicked womanr-you know her—my 
neighbor 1s."

Ta that true ? Then let us make 
haste to say the Rosary for her, that 
she may turn from the error of her 
ways. In the name of the Father" 
—and so on through the fifteen da- 
cades, Frau Anna Maria making the 
responses.

This carried them about a third of 
thq way home; then the woman 
tool* up the grievance: “Oh, dear 
ather '! how can I ever have patience 

with that woman ?"
Tt is hard to be patient; let us 

say the Rosary for you. In the name 
of the Father"’—and the throe-fold 
Rosary was told again. The poor wo
man had to pray whether she would

But when the last Hall Mary had 
been eaid she felt that her chance 
had come, and she exclaimed’ “Real
ly, your reverence if you could see 
the way that woman makes her hue- 
band suffer."

"Ah* Poor man I We will say the 
Rosary for him."

By tile time this was finished they 
stood before  ̂Frau Anna's door, and 
the baffled gossip made up her mind 
that it would be some time before 
joining Fezther Magnus in another

CANADIAN PATENTS GRANTED 
TO FOREIGNERS.

HelTT” tOW“rd horae a”d rider. I born of long hours of struggle and 
to°' wco*nized «to clear young pein-in the other man the gift of 

voice. Raymond having spent ten t^u-s bad wrought repentance and

peacedeys in the Haas cottage, before go
ing to C—, during which time they 
had become well acquainted. Now

foot’ af ell he given, in place
yOUng soul' Bbud- ™bllme gift of vocation. They found 

d^aml trmnbW ”a higher than happiness, which is
thmTfsL the Tf br°Ught bleseedn»».” Far apart they work-
Haae , ““ and An*° von ed-the prieet, who labored early

”1 have r °!T| I late ,or t1*® Mlvaitdon of souls;
Mr ,,Way on Pun>ose, | and the young mm, whose tender
Wh.t t l ' " *aW" "to meetyou. hands ministered to the sick nnd dy- 

I have to aay i, beet said Ing. To such as these the Church,

I like a true refuge and mother, offers 
that divine consolation In tragedy

'<* ito 1777*7“ 4° 4he mueic r0P®ated aloud the sublime invoca^ I

the ears of a man «77 tiTTh 77 ^ h“rfc 04 ODe burned 0 ! museum and institute of anatomy,
ard horse land ri7 i *"* COneecra'tlon' «nd the society was formed with Dr.

u “«ree ana rider. I bora of loos hours of >tm.d. .«a Lgity as president
Curiously enough, Dr. Letty only 

lived a few weeks to hold the office, 
and his brain was the very first 
which found its way to the museum 

And so, to Raymund end Helen was Bishop Phillips Brooks, one of the
iv«* <- "i— of their love, the greatest preachers the world has

known, was also one of the early 
members, but' by a strange series of 
accidenta the society was robbed of Me 
legacy. The Bishop died at Boston, 
and as soon as the news of his dearth 
reached the society, the curator 
started at once to make the autop
sy. He had scarcely got half way

1 the «ni-,

NO DIVORCE IN IRELAND.

It is not often that Parliament is 
called upon nowadays to dissolve a 
marriage, says Marquis Do Fonteaoy 
in the New York Tribune, and the 
McConnell caee, which has recently 
been engaging the attention of the 
House of Lords, has served to recall 
the fact that Ireland is one of the 
few countries in Europe the courts of 
which do not grant divorcee, a relic 
of the times when all Ireland was 
Catholic. The Irish tribunals, tike 
those of Italy, will grant a judicial 
separation, but no more, and if 
Irishman—that is to say, a citizen 
who has bis legal domicile in Ireland 

-wishes to get a divorce, the only 
manner by which he can do eo la the 
costly and lengthy process of havirç 
a bill passed through Parliament die-

end I .to the 1
I net

when the tealn in which he wee tra- [ solving the union. In the present la- 
■ co,Uded with another end he stance the parties concerned are titi-

“ | ^nnd ^employment in attending to ed people. The petitioner in thecae.

who receir-the M—. ■ einjured and
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Below will be found a list of Cana 
dian patents granted to foreigners 
through the agency of Messrs. Ma
rion & Marion, Potent Attorneys, 
Montreal, Canada, and Washington. 
D.C.

Information regarding any of them 
will be cheerfully supplied by apply
ing to the above-named firm.

Noe.
92,470—Paul Wagret, Escautpont, 

France. Manufacture of bottles, 
flasks and the tike.

92.473—Messrs, dq Lisle & Lutireil, 
Gisborne, N.Z. Branding compo
sition.

92,627—George Jaa. Coles, Durham, 
Eng. Automatic coupling for 
railway and other vehicles. 

92,681—Messrs. Finn & pike, Wel
lington, N.Z. Egg carriet 

92,540—Mrs. Barbara J. Mount, 
Dunedin. N.Z. Draft regulating 
for grates and rangw.

92,607—Hans von Dahmen, Vienna, 
Austria, Explosives.

92,621—Jens H. Christensen, Copen
hagen, Denmark, Process of 
making matches.

92,626—Messrs, Black" & Heigh, 
Christchurch, N.Z. Combined 
laundry iron stands and ironing 
cloth gripper.

92,792—Ignario Sanfilippo. Caetel- 
terminJ, Italy, Ore roasting fur
nace.

92,849—Emil Schleicher, Stolbsrg,
Germany. Machine for the manu
facture of headed pins and the 
like.

Thq Inventor's J 
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