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THE ST PRAYER
From the French of Charles Foley.

4By Alys Hollard, in The Criterion.)

They bad pvi us in what used to be
w chapel belon-ing to the Carmelites,

sand it was so damp that the water

Jkept dropping rom the arched roof
.ssand oozing ovt of the bare walls.

There was ouly a faint light from

she high, narrow, stained-glass win-
dow, which’ was all covered with dust
and had an iron grating before it,
and we slept .n sacks with scarcely
“any straw in them.

Once a day the heavy door of the
#fittle chapel was opened and the jail-

»-ougr,-standing on the threshold, called

«=put the name of one of us, and

~mte, but

we
.sall knew that the one who was called

* »swould never be seen again by the rest

ol us,

The jailer's visit only lasted a min-
we lived through all the
sother hours of the day and night in
#horror of just that minute.

Such was our state of misery when
#he two sisters, Solange and Delphine
#ul'Halancourt, were thrust in among

e

'. - .ssw=sach other, both of them with

They came in with their arms round
fair

¥ Mair and pink and white complexions.
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wsssearched, Delphine had managed

> H]

«= wentre of our group, and,

~~wuresembling each other as one spring-

“time resembles another amd lighting
~~up our damp, gloomy prison like a
sunrise. 1t took us quife a week to
wdistinguish them apart, for they were
50 much alike. On Delphine's beauti- |
lul face, though, there was an expres-
sion of playfulness, whilst a gentle
smelancholy seemed to be more natur-
w«al to Solange. Their voices, too,
«swere diffierent. Delphine spoke in a
fively, quick way, whilst the voice
~@f Solange was grave and penetrat-
Ang.

We grew so accustomed to seeing
“%hem always together with their arms
smyound each osher that we never
“‘ghought of them apart, and it never
sspccurred to us to give the preference
““%0 one or the other. If by chance they
Shappened to move away from each
sother for a moment, we felt instinct-
#ively that something was wrong as
“Stong as they stood alome, so ideal
~swas their mutual devotion.

Somehow, when they first came am-
weng us, we felt for them something
wof that adoration which men who
““have been shipwrecked in the night
< st feel for a distant sail they dytch
asight of when they day begins® to
Whreak. We were not deceived in our

ssxpectations, for they brought us re-
Tdiel in the midst of our distress.

*When the two sisters had been
to
“#nide her prayer-book, and now every
vday, just before the jailer arrived to
#detch the condemned prisoner, she and
*wshe sister went across the little chap-
«weml and took their place so that the
#@nint light from the high stained-

. simgiass window fell on them.

We all followed and grouped our-
wamplves around them, the most valid
wamongst us kneeling down on the

stone floor and the others sitting on
Bheir straw mattresses. Arm in
sarm, as fair and beautiful as sym-
‘%ols of' faith and hope, the two sis-
“#ers alone remained standing in the
lding the
4precious little book in her delicate,
wwhite hands, Sc'ange, in her deep,
«solemn voice, wlich went straight to
~mgur hearts, began to read the burial
‘smervice.

Witerly deprived as we had hitherto
‘#een of the consolations which we
~amight get from any kind of religious
mservice, nothing was more calculated

%o stimulate our moral courage and
“Wortily our souls like those sacred
wwords. They gave us just the

samtrength which we needed and which
*mwould enable us to meet our execu-
#Rioners without fear or anger, and to

“swalk with head erect to the scal-
“#old.
: Nevertheless, when the jailer flung

““&he door open with the butt end of
‘“%is gun by giving it a kick with his
~smabot, and then called out the name
‘sl one of the prisoners in a brutal
#yoice, which echoed under the vaulted
“wool, our gentle Solange was obliged
“%0 wait a few minutes, and a tumult
“ hich we could not control interrupt-
wi our devotions. We knew that the
wne who was leaving us would gnever
smwturn, and at this thought, sobs and
Sroken words or silent gestures of
Savewell would counteract all
efiect of our prayers, and ex-

- " sggusable though our agitation might

‘8o in the midst ol such heartrending
woenes, yet it seemed to us unworthy
4ol our religion. We therefore agreed
‘smapimously to subscribe all the
mmoney which we had left in order to

. ambtain from our jaller a favor which
# “would have been nothing at any other

and to u W
the little grated of
that Solange d'Halancourt
than anyone else should not
hat took so should
interrupted our
service, we that she

turri- her back to the door.

the

one who had been called lightly on
the shoulder. The martyr rose, and,
without disturbing the others, disen-
gaged himsell from the little group,
and, crossing the prison as noiseless-
ly as the messenger of death had just
done, disappeared through the terrible
doorway, and invariably, as long as

their steadfast expression and his lips
continued to murmur the words ol
the service.

Sometimes a slight change in the
voice of Solange, or the way in which
we instinctively bent our heads still
lower, indicated the fact that we
knew one of us was about to die,
but at other times we entered so
thoroughly into the service—carried
away by the sublime devotion which
Solange put into the words she re-
peated — that we neither heard nor
saw what went on around us, and it
seemed to us for the time being as
though we were in another world.
world. Anyone would have to have
lived through those terrible times in
order to understand the grandeur and
proud serenity of such heroic silence
during these fearful separations. One

as more sinister than all the others—
our feelings got the better of
our efforts for self-control. ‘
On that day—I remmeber every de-|
tail as though it were only yesterday |
—Mme. de Faucigny, trembling in ev- |
ery limb, took her turn at the little
grated window which looked into the
vestry whilst we all grouped our-
selves as usual around our beloved
Solange. Standing up in the midst |
of us, with a halo of light falling |
round her from the stained-glass win-

sion from St. John's Gospel, and as|
she read it seemed as though her |
whole soul were in her voice. Del-|

head resting on Soldnge's shoulder. , |
As we looked at them thus together |
in their white dresses, with their fair |
curls intermingled, and the chaste ex-
pression of faith and hope on their
sweet faces, they reminded us of two
innocent doves, and never had their’
affection for each other appeared to|
us more touching, never had they |
looked so united and so lovely, so in- !
finitely above all the infamies of this |
world, carried away by the divine
rapture of their prayers,

An almost imperceptible noise at-
tracted my attention, and, glancing |
at Mme. de Faucigny, I saw her bend- |
ing towards the little open window to |
hear the fatal news. Accustomed as I
was to this incident, which was of
daily occurrence, I do not know why |
my heart should have commenced to
beat so fast on this paricular occa-
sion, My emotion increased in a
most painful degree when I saw that
Mme. de Fauc{%ny, looking deadly
pale and tiptoeing, instead of passing
by the two sisters, to lay her finger
silently’on one of us, stopped just be-
hind them. il

The poor womah had raised her
trembling hand and was just about
to lay it on Solange's shoulder, when
Delphine, warned undoubtedly by one
of those strange presentiments which
come tq us sometimes when anything
is about to happen to those whom we
love, turned her head slightly and
saw the hand raised just over her
sister. With a look she made Mme.
de Faucigny understand that she was
not to touch Solange nor to disturb
the service.

We were all gazing in breathless
anxiety, but Delphine’s eyes implored

With the utmost precaution Delphine
gently took her arm away fiom her
sister's waist, and, obeying her mute
supplication, Mme. de Faucigny sub-
stituted hers. This was all done so
silently and so naturally that So-
lange continued reading in a clear
voice. Delphine then lifted her head
from her sister's houlder, but this
movement startled Solange and she
gazed anxiously into her sister’s
face. We were all trembling with
suspcnse, but the brave girl, in that
supreme moment when she was leav-
ing forever her adored sister and go-
ing to face death in her stead, gath-
ered up A1l her strength and smiled
back so sweetly and with such a look
of peaceful confidence that Solange,
reassured, continued her reading:
The whole of this little drama,
which stabbed us to the heart with
such anguish that prayer died away
on oyr lips, took place promptly and
siggply, in the most tragic silence.
Mme. de Faucigny continued to obey
Delphine’s mute signs, and the latter
first moved quietly back a few steps,
and then, without turning round,
walked in the direction of the little
grated window with her quick light

step.
Through the half-open door we could

see nothing but gloomy darkness. The
white dress fluttered through the
opening, then the door, closing again,
scemed to swallow her up in its
shadow. That was all, and Solange
continued reading. ‘When ‘she came to
those heartrending words—‘‘My God!
My God!" Why Hhast thou forsaken
me?"’—she pronounced them with such
an accent of distress that it was as
though her-own voice startled her.
Shuddering, she looked down anxious-
ly into the face near hers, and where

she expected to find Delphine she re-
cognized Mme. de Faucigny. The poor
girl undersgood tely the atro-

cious thing that had taken place. All
at once terrible sobs rose in her
throat and nearly choked her;  she

feli back stifi and helpless into the
arms that were supporting her. Her
|eyes closed, and in her terrible -

her fingers I their hold of the
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day, however—a day that stands out |

all |

(the wells

| planning fresh devices for the water-

our silence and we remained dumb.'

y ;
lol us together, from our very souls,
repeated those sacred words of con-
| solation which she had so often said
ifor us. She stood up again, and,
| holding fast the little book, which
|had nearly fallen from her hands,
sublime in her turn, she tried to fin-
'ish the words of Christ. *Father, in-

he was in the chapel, his eyes kept | to Thy hands I commend my spirit.””

But with the last words her strength
| gave way, and bitter tears fell on the
1‘puge, which she could not finish this
;time.
|

POPE LEO AS A FARMER

What the Holy Father Has Done for
His Native Carpineto.

As Pope Leo continues his wonder-
ful reign, seeming as the days pas
to grow even more robust, people de-
light in relating stories about his
innumerable hobbies and sell-imposed
duties.

. As a writer of polished Horatian
verses he is well known, but not
many people know that he is a keen
farmer. He owns a great quantity of
'land at Carpineto Romanto, being
indeed, the biggest proprietor of the
district. When he came to the Papal
throne he determined, in order to
show his aflection for his country
home, to supply the whole of Car-
pineto with good drinkable water.
The Popes have always been celebrat-
ed for their water-works, as witness
the innumerable fountains of Rome,

world. !
Accordingly, the Pope sent for t.he|

|

phine was standing by her, with her hydraulic engineer, Giuseppe Olivieri, we see signs
arm round her sister’s waist and her  and ordered him to dig. Water was|‘‘Don’t rut the road,” or ‘‘Keep

found at a depth of 300 meters]
(roughly, 900 feet), but not in suffi-

cient quantity for the needs of the
country. Accordingly, Olivieri, with |
the Pope's permission, bored two la-|
teral galleries. These brought forth
water in abundance. But when the
summer came the earth. dried up to
such an extent that water escaped
through the gaping pores of the gal-
leries, rather than into the gaping
mouths of the peasants.

Then the Pontiff caused galleries
and main bore alike to be lined with
concrete. But even this hardly proved
satisfactory, iwithout reckoning that
have cost already over £12,-
000. ‘Pope Leo is a little sore about
the poor success of his schemes, but
he keeps on daggedly, and is even now

iing of his people.
| His property is admirably managed,
{and its peasant population is wonder-
|fully free from want and sickness.
{Pope Leo regularly sends for his
|agent, examines all the books, knows
to a lira what his ground has pro-
'duced, and what improvements it
|needs, and spends the larger part of
{the income derived from the land in
better it and in building new cot-
'tages for the peasants.

| He has the fondest memories of his
|estate, where he possesses a very
! beautiful villa, surrounded by chest-
;nut, trees, among which he always
'spent his holidays during his legiate
'days, and later, during his Cardinal-
ate, any time that he could snatch
from the affairs of state. And he

Chats With
Young Men

AN IMPRESSION OF MARCONI.

The Scientific American brings Mar-
coni into perhaps the most familiar
li}ght in which cold type can repre-
sent him. His character is a lesson

in modesty for young men to study:
Only five years have passed since the
public first heard of Marconi.

tists, to be sure, had known of

him as a young man who was carry-
ing on the work of Hertz and his
immediate successors. When, how-
ever, Marconi, made his first success-
ful experiments in transmitting mes
sages for - short distances without
wires, the newspaper man scented a
good “‘story,” and proceeded to write
him up for a sensation-loving world
in their best and most flaring style.

o

PATHS BETTER THAN RUTS.

If a man is driving along a country
road, he may need to keep the wheels
of his wagon out of the ruts. If he
does not, he is likely to wrench his
wheels or to have them drag heavily
all the time. But il a man is walk-
ing along a country road, he is glad
to know that he is in the right path
and then he moves on confidently.
There is all the difference in the world
between a “rut” and a ‘“‘path.” This
is as true in study and daily conduct
and in every phase of human life, as
in country and traveling. A ‘‘rut”
is a track that has been too ‘much
traveled and that has been too ex-
clusively used, to the neglect of the

dow, she was reading our Lord’s Pas- | which is the best watered city in the |Foad on either side of it. A “path”

is a course which can be safely fol-
lowed on foot without the neglect of
the main thoroughfare. Sometimes
on a country road,
in
the path.” It is well for us to bear
in mind the lessons of such signs in
our daily life course.
oo
THE VALUE OF POISE.

Rigidness destroys grace. In en-
deavoring to stand up straight and
acquire a good bearing some men as-
sume a stifiness that is detrimental
to natural harmony of motion. In
exhorting their sons to stand straight
fathers will say: ‘‘Hold yourself
erect,”” but no one can hold one’s self
properly erect without being taught
correctly to do so. It aoes not
mean throwing the shoulders back and
carrying the head high, with the chin
thrust out. It means guch a complete
control of the body that a perfect
erectness is acquired without any ap-
parent effort. Some men are too in-
dolent to bother themselves about
taking a correct posture while sit-
ting, walking or standing, Conse-
quently, they soon lose their youth-
ful suppleness, for unless the muscles
of the body are well trained, they
will show the eflect ol advancing
years upon them.

He is now one of the most “inter-
viewed’’ of public men. Reporters
hunt him; and when they drive him
to cover, they haunt him. Hardly a
day passes but he is talked at, ques-
tioned as to his work, and begged to
{give some exclusive bit of informa-
|tion. He has been photographed in
lall possible positions. He has been
interviewed at all possible times, and
sometimes at impossihle times. Clear-

' knew his tenants well, and -used to
(visit them in their homes, where,
{great prince of the Church that he
was, he would sit chatting about the
' baby’s teething and the old man’s
' rheumatism.

| Once, not long ago, a timber mer-
|chant made a proposal to buy some
|of the oldest chestnuts. This roused
| the Pope, for his trees are his dear-
|esy possession. And the audacious
| merchant was driven from the Vati-
can, with the assurance that never,
so long as the Pope lived, should one
of his trees be touched.—Rome Letter
to London Leader.
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Were Easily Disposed of by
Dodd’s Kidney Pills

W. Q. Cragg, of Dresden,'had In-
flammatory Rheumatism, and
was Cured slitk and Clean.

Dresden, Ont., Feb. 9.—(Special.)—
“Dodd’s Ki Pills cured me slick
and clean 8t tism,”’ says W.
G. Cragg, ex-reeve ol this. town. ‘‘It
was the Inflammatory Rheumatism I
had, 1 think Dodd’s Kidney Pills
are as a remedy for that as I
want. I af as sound as a bell now as
far as Rheumatism is concerned.”

This is Mr. Cragg's experience, and
it is the same as many others. ,Peo-
ple generally here are learning that
Rheumatism is simply a result of
Kidney Disease—that if the kidneys
do not do their duty and the
uric acid frem the blood, it erystal-
lizes at the museles and joints and
causes ‘those tortures too many peo-
ple know too well.

“I had been troubled with Inflam-
matory Rheumatism for eight years,”
continues the ex-reeve. ‘' I could
scarcely get around to do my duties
in my gtore. I tried doctors and medi-

boxes: cured me.
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ly Marconi has learnt that fame is
lits own pubishment; and that he must
submit to the delicate torments of

|the inquisition instituted by the
lmodern press. No wonder that he
leaves the impression of being in-
tensely wearied by interviewers. At

best he is
with them.

but pleasantly unhappy

<
When you meet him for the first
time, you know that he is not a cor-
dial man; and yet you feel that he
will not rebuff you, that he will prob-
{ably do for you what he can. His
manner is that of chilly reserve.

For a successful inventor Marconi
appears the least joyous of men. His
features are melancholy in expression.
They are those of a man fast ap-
proaching forty—not those of a ' man
of twenty-eight. His face is impas-
sive, his eye almost cold. When he
smiles he half shuts his eyes, wrinkles
the muscles of his cheek, and draws
up the corners of his mouth. It is
nof a pleasant smile.

L

If you visit Marconi with the expec-
tation that he will do the most of
the talking, you wi.l find that you
are grievously mistaken. You' must
do the talking yoursell. To be sure,
he answers questions frankly and
fully; but he will not converse volun-
tarily. You discover quickly enough
that his reticence is the reticence of
modesty. When he discusses the Mar-
coni system of wireless telegrapght,
he refers to it as ‘“‘our” system, not
as “my” system. He praises where
praise is due, recognizing fully that

ACIE FRA

which he uses to describe the possi-
bilities of his invention. He frankly
admits that it is not his purpose to
render submarine cables useless; he is
satisfied if he can successfully com-
pete with them; or if he can only
make them cut down their present
rates.
L3

And he talks of his system with a
certain air of east confidence, which
leads you to infer that il any man
will ever succeed in outdoing the sub-
marine cables, it is Guglielmo Mar-
coni. It is not often that he pro-
phesies; and when he does, you feel
that he knows; or as he himsell puts
it, “It is not my policy to make a
statement before I am absolutely
sure of the facts.”

<

Any sensible young man ought to

know that he can't be up late nights
abusing his stomach and be in full
possession of his faculties for busi-
ness the next day. And he ought to
know, also, that a man must be
clear-headed and in full possession of
his faculties to hold his own in the
keen competition of life. Your ‘‘good-
fellow’’ is popular for the time being,
but when his money is gone and he
has lost his job and is on his uppers
the ‘‘good-fellow’’ business doesn't
get him anything. It's ‘‘poor fellow”
then. Another good man gone
wrong, and ‘‘the boys'’ are ready to
kill another ‘‘good fellow” who has
the price.
The young man who gets the sleep
his system needs, is temperate in his
habits, lives within his means and
shows up for work in the morning
with a clear eye and active brain —
that’s the man business men are
looking for. They want employes
they can trust. Having worked hard
and laid by a competence they want
to throw some of the burdens oft, and
they won't throw them off on | the
employe who is too much of a ‘‘good
fellow.”

UN EMPEROR’S HUMANITY.

One arm of the Danube separates
the City of Vienna from a large su-
burb, called Leopoldstadt. A thaw
inundated this suburb, and the ice
carried away the bridge of communi-
cation with the capital. The popu-

lation of Leopoldstadt began to be
in the greatest distress for want of
provisions. A number of boats were
collected and loaded with bread; but
no one felt hardy enough to risk the.

ly dangerous by large bodies of ice.
Francis II., who was then Emperor,
stood at the water’s edge; he begged,
exhorted, threatened and promised
the highest recompence, but all in
vain; whilst on the othersshore, his
subjects famished with hunger,
stretched forth their hands, and sup-
plicated relief. Their monarch’s sen-
sibility at length got the better of
his prudence; he leaped singly into a
boat loaded with bread, and applied
himselfi to the oars, exclaiming:
“Never shall it be said that I made
no effort to save those who would
risk their all for me.” The example
of the sovereign, sudden as electri-
city, inflamed the spectators, who
threw themselves in crowds into the
boats. They encountered the current
successfully, and gained the suburb
just when their intrepid morarch,
with the tear of pity in his eye, held
out the bread he had conveyed across
at the risk of his life.

THE BEST.

There is an old song, one verse
which runs:

of

“If 1 were a cobbler, it would be my
pride
The best of all cobblers to be;
It 1 were a tinker, no tinker beside
Should mend an old kettle like me.”

The writer of that song evidently
believed .in honoring one’s occupation,
no matter how humble that occupa-
tion might be.

He was like a poor, ignofant wo-
man, who once came to the writer's
house seeking work as a char-woman.

“I do beautiful scrubbing,” said
she, ‘‘beautiful scrubbing. Nobody can
scrub a floor cleaner than I cany And
I never leave a spec on windo 1
clean.”’

She honored her work, humble
though it was. She had the spirit
that should characterize every work-
er. There was as much honor in do-
ing her work well as there would have
been in some far more ambitious
task. She made full use of such ca-
pacity as God had given her, and this
was all he asked of her. It is all, is
it not, He asks of any ol us?

Never do anything by halves,® my
boy. Better to leave it undone. Cul-
tivate a spirit of absolute thorough-
ness and accuracy in the performance
of even trifling things. Nothing less
than perfection will do if you are true
to yourselfl and to those by whomyou
are employed. Slovenly work is worse
than no work at all.—Young Reaper.
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Office and Yard
FRONT ST., NEAR BATHURST
Talephone No, 449

Head Office

Estab.ished 1858

Office and Yard

PRINCES> STRERT DOCK

Telephone No. 199

P. BURNS & CO.

Wholesale and Retall Dealers in Coal and Woeod

‘38 King 8t. East
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A SMALL PILL, BUT POWER-
FUL.—They that judge of the powers
of a pill by its size, would consider
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills to be lack-
ing. It is a little wonder among
pills.. What it lacks in size it makes
up_in potency. The remedies which it
carties are put up in these small
doses, because they are so powerful
that only small doses are required.
The “full strength of the extracts is
secured in this form and do their

work thoroughly.
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_ORDINATIONS IN OTTAWA.

At the Church of St. Jean Baptiste,
Ottawa, last week, six young stu-
dents were ordained priests, four re-
ceiving minor orders and two the
tonsure. All were members of - the
Dominican Order. The ordinations
were conducted by Archbishop Du-
hamel, assisted by Rev. Father Rou-
leau, prior of the Dominican Order;

INDIA SPECIAL,

JUBILEE,

CROWN SPECIAL,
XXX PORTER and
HALF-AND-HALF.

Thelabove brandsican be had at all
first-class”dealers.

Rev. Jourdain Charron, Vercheres.
Rev. Jean Dominique Daziel, of
»

THE DOMINION BREWERY CO0., Limited

FMANUFACTURERS OF THE
CELEBRATED

¢ Label Ale

Their other brands, which are very

The newest, the neatest, and the

sweetest thing is

COWAN’'S

Swiss Milk

CHOCOLATE

ey

It is nice indeed.

N
Try it.
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