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And Cftllendar answered : “ 69 just 
pulling out of upper yard. Too late 
to stop her. What's the matter ?"

Callahan struck the table with his 
clinched fist, looked wildly about 
him, then sprang from the chair, ran 
to the window and threw up the 
sash. The moon shone a bit through 
the storm of sand, but there was not 
a soul in sight. There were lights 
in the roundhouse a hundred yards 
across the track, lie pulled a re- 
▼olver— every railroad man out there 
carried one those days—and, cover
ing one of the roundhouse windows 
begin firing. It was a risk. There 
was one chance maybe, to a thousand 
of hie killing a night man. But 
there were a thousand chances to one 
that a whole train load of men and 
woqaen would be killed in side of 

' thirty minutes if he couldn’t get 
help. He chose a window in the 
machinists' section, whv/e he knew 
no one usually wont at night. He 
poured bullets into the unlucky case
ment as fast as powder could send 
them. Reloading rapidly, he watched 
the roundhouse door ; and, sure 
enough, almost at once, it was cau 
tiously opened. Then he fired into 
the air—one, two, three, four, five, 
six—and he saw a man start for the 
station on the dead run. He knew, 
too, by the tremendous sweep of bis 
legs that it was Ole Anderson, the 
night foreman, the man of all others 
he wanted at that instant.

way oars from Ogalallaover the bluff
Bucks.

The words flew cff hie fingers like 
spaik», and another message crowd
ed the wire behind it:

To Go to east switch and set
for passing track. Flag 69. and run 
her on siding. If can’t get 59 into the 
clear, ditch the runaways. Bucks.

They look old now. The ink is 
faded, and the paper is smoked with 
the fire of many winters and bleached 
with the sun of many summers. But 
to this day the original orders, Just as 
Bucks scratched them off, hang there 
in the despatcher’s office in the new 
station. But in their present swell 
surroundings Bucks wouldn't know 
them. It was Harvey Reynolds that 
took them off the other end of the 
wire- a boy in a thousand for that 
night and that minute. The instant 
the words flashed into the room he 
instructed the agent, grabbed an axe, 
aod dashed out into the waiting- 
room, where the sheriff, Ed Banks, 
sat with hie prisoners, the cowboys.

‘ Ed," cried Harvey, ‘ there are run
away cars irom Ogalalla coming down 
the line up in the wind ! If we can't 
trap ’em here they’ll knock 69 into 
kindling wood. Turn the boys 
loose, Ed, and save the passenger 
train. Boys, show the man and 
square yourselves right now. I 
don't know what you’re there for; 
but I believe it's to save 59. Will 
you help ?"

The three men sprang to their feet; 
Ed Banks slipped the handcuffs off in 
a trice. "Never mind the rest of itl 
Save the passenger train first 1" he 
reared.

"Which way ? How cried tl^e cow
boys all excitement.

Harvey Reynolds, beckoning as he 
ran, rushed out the door and up the 
track, his posse at his heels.

"Smash in the tool house door," 
panted Harvey.

Ed Banks seized the axe from hie 
hands and took command.

"Pick up that tie and ram the door," 
he cried.

Harvey and the cowboys splintered 
the panel in a twinkling and 
Banks, with a few clean strokes, cut 
an opening. The cowboys, jumping 
together, ran in and began fishing for 
tools in the dark. One got hold of a 
wrench ; the other a pick. Harvey 
caught up a olawbar, and Banks 
grabbed a epikemaul. In a bunch, 
they ran for the point of the curve on 
the house-track.

But it is one thing to order a con 
tact opened, and another and very 
different thing to open it, at two in 
the morning on Deo. 25th, when the 
men know no more about track cut
ting than about logarithms. Side 
by side and shoulder to shoulder the 
man of the law and the men out of 
the law, the rough-riders, and the 
railroad boy, pried and wrenched and 
clawed and struggled with the steel. 
While Harvey and Banks clawed at 
the spikes, the cowboys wrestled with 
the nuts on the bolts of the fish
plates. It was a baffle. The nuts 
wouldn’t twish, the spixes stuck like 
piles, sweat covered the assailants, 
Harvey went into a frenzy. "Boys, we 
must work faster," he cried; but 
fiesh and olood could do no more.

"There they come—there are the 
runaway cars—do you hear ’em? 
I’m going to open the switch, any- 

Harvey shouted, starting up 
the track. "Save yourselves 1"

Heedless of the warning, Banks 
struggled with the plate-bolts in 
silent fury. Suddenly he sprang to 
his feet. "Give me the maul 1" he 
cried.

Raising the heavy tool like a tack- 
harnmer he landed heavily on the 
bolt nuts : once, and again ; and they 
flew like bullets over the bluff. The 
taller cowboy, bending close on his 
knees, raised a yell. The plates 
were loose. Springing to the other 
rail, Banks stripped the bolts even 
after the mad cars had shot into the 
gorge above them. The pick was 
driven under the loosened steel, and 
with a pry that bent the olawbar and 
a yell that reached Harvey, trembl
ing at the switch, they tore away the 
stubborn contact and pointed the 
rails over the precipice.

The shriek of a locomotive whistle 
cut the wind. Looking east, Harvey 
had been watching 59 s headlight. 
She was pulling in on the siding. 
He still held the switch open to send 
the run aways into the trap Bucks 
had set, it the passenger tram failed 
to get into the clear ; but there was 
a minute yet—a bare sixty seconds— 
and Harvey had no idea of dumping 
ten thousand dollars’ worth of equip
ment into the river unless he had to.

Suddenly, Harvey got the all right 
signal from the east end. The 101 
was coughing noisily up the passing 
track—the line was clear, 
and the cowboys, waiting breathless, 
saw him with a determined lurch 
throw the switch for the main track.

In the next breath the coalers, with 
the sweep of the gale ip their fright 
ful velocity, smashed over the switch 
and on. A rattling whirl of ballast 
and a dizzy clatter of noise, and be
fore the frightened crew of 69 could 
see what was against them, the run
away train was passed—gone 1

" 1 wasn’t going to stop here to
night," muttered the engineer, as he 
stood with the conductor at the 
operator’s desk a minute later and 
wiped the chill from his forehead 
with a piece of waste. " We’d have 
met them in the canon."

Harvey was reporting to Bucks. 
Callahan beard it coming: "Rails 
cut, but 59 safe. Runaways went by 
here fully 70 miles an hour."

it was easy after that. Griffin is 
the toot of the grade : from toere on 
the runaway oars had a hill to climb 
Buck had held 250, the local passen
ger, sidetracked at Davie, thirty miles 
farther east. Sped by the wind the 
runaways passed Davis, though not 
at halt their highest speed. An in

stant later, 250’e engine was cut 
loose and started after them like a 
soared collie. Three miles east of 
Davie they were overhauled by the 
light engine. The fireman, Donahue, 
crawled out of the cab door along the 
footboard, and down on the pilot, 
caught the ladder of the last car, 
and, running up, crept along to the 
leader and began setting brakes. 
Twenty minutes later they 
brought back in triumph to Davie.

When the multitude of orders was 
out of the way, Bucks wired Ed 
Banks to bring his cowboys down to 
McCloud on 60. . Sixty was the east- 
bound passenger due at McCloud at 
6:80 a. m. It turned out that the 
cowboys had been arrested for lasso 
ing a Norwegian homesteader, who 
had cut their wire. It was not a 
heinous offense, and after it was 
straightened out by the intervention 
of Bucks—who was the whole thing 
then—they were given jobs lassoing 
sugar barrels in the train service. 
Ona of them, the tall fellow, is a pas 
senger conductor on the high line 
yet.

At firat night it would «earn that 
the war baa been the ruin o( Oatho 
liolty in France and Belgium. Some 
who think that France before the 
outbreak of hoetilitiea wag atheistic 
and incredulous will say and believe 
that no religion will be felt after the 
war. This is a great error. At first 
sight, indeed, seeing the churches 
bombarded, seeing priests killed by 
hundreds I cannot tell how many 
have been killed in the war already, 
but one knows that between twenty 
and thirty thousand priests of differ
ent orders are at war at present- 
one could understand such a point 
of view.

that night, with only a couple of 
candles to give a feeble light.

The second Mass (the Catholic 
priest is required to say three Masses 
on Christmas) l said in a sort of hut 
covered with branches for fear of 
being seen by army airplaines. It 
was very cold, so cold indeed that 
my Ungers became numb, but the 
soldiers stood through the Maes 
without moving, as if quite comfort
able. The third Mass i said between 
two big guns. One had injured 
many. The wind was so high that 
I had to keep my fingers on the Host 
for fear it would blow away. Still 
one fell that it was Christmas.

After Mass I went up with one of 
oilicers and ate my Christmas dinner 
with him out of a tin box. He spoke 
of hie mother, he spoke of his sister, 
and he said that Christmas was not 
Christmas so far from home. I did 
my beet to cheer him that lonely 
Christmas Day.
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Aunt Honor’s Keepsake, by Mrs. James Sadlier. Aa 
interesting story with a strong moral purpose. Tb 
characters are met with in every walk of Amen 
can society, in every trade and calling, in evei 
nook and comer. They are real.

A Fair Emigrant by Rosa Mulholland.
A Daughter of the Sierra, by Christian Reid.
Bessy Conway, by Mrs. Jas. Badlier.
Bohu anu Free, by Jean cobuu. a new story by 

an author who knows how to write a splendidly 
strong book.

A icy’s Struggles. By W. M. Bertholda. 
A novel that depicts to us in vivid colors the 
battles of life which a noble family h»d to 
encounter, being reduced to penury through 
improvident speculations on the part of the father.

Double Knot, A ; and Other Stories, by Mary T. 
Waggaman and others. T ne stories are excelle** 
and contain much pathos and humor

Fabioia. By Cardinal Wiseman This edition of 
Cardinal Wiseman's tale of early Christian 
is much more modern and decidedly mote attrat 
t've tnsm the olei editi -

Z
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O'Reilly, A thrilli
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Between Friends, by Richard Aumerle Joe Gava 
is a leader among the boys of bt. Nicholas’ board 
school and the hero of the story. He is an orphat 
and, thinking of the past, becomes so uuliappy ttii 
be runs away He lias many experiences m tto 
city, is arrested as a thief, sent to a reformatory 
Nicholas *** WCapee’and filia,1i «•*» back to 8t 

ByJLCircus Riders Daughter. The. 
A high-class novel—a love st 
will feel better for having rea

REVIVAL OF FAITH IN FRANC8

But such a viewpoint is entirely 
erroneous and false as judged by
perience in the war. Before the__
the Catholic religion had been grow
ing in France. There had been for 
the last ten, twelve, fifteen years or 
even more, a Catholic revival in 
Prance. And this war has increased 
this revival and brought out the true 
religious feeling of the nation, so 
that after the war religion will have 
a new strength and a new spirit, 
l' or war has certainly increased re
ligion and devotion in France.

1 remember the beginning of the 
war. At that time I was on a short 
holiday in a little village in Brittany, 
a most interesting spot and restful 
for all those who live in busy cities. 
At that time I did not dream for a 
moment that war would break out 
in a few weeks, and I was like count 
less others, for nobody in France be
lieved it. One day while sailing 
Brest—one of the great balbors that 
could protect a whole fleet if 
sary—with a member of the French 
foreign office, a man who ought to 
know something about foreign mat
ters, I remember him pointing to a 
man of-war in the harbor. (The 
man of war was La France, which 
later carried M. Poincare on a visit 
to Petrograd) Said my friend,

What is the use of such a waste of 
money for men in building ships for 
a nation that would never dream of 
declaring war?" And this only a 
few days before war was declared. 
We were not preparing for war, be
cause we never thought war would 
be declared on us. However, when 
I knew from advance information 
from a private source that Austria- 
Hungary would declare war, I hur
ried home. A few days later 
the posting of bills, and we knew 
that a geneial mobilization had been 
decreed.
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Captain Ted by Mary T. Waggaman. Captain Tr>< 
is a Catholic college lioy forced by circumstances 
to leave beloved St. Elmers and plunge into tb# 
battle of life. His youth is against him, but hii 
honesty and perseverance win hun a place at tin

Fabiola's Sisters Adapted by A. C. Clarke. Thie 
is a companion volume and a sequel to" Fabioia ’ 

Fiendly Little House. The ; and Other Stories, by 
Marion Ames Taggart and Others. A library ol 
short stories of thrilling interest by a group of 
Catholic authors that take rank with the best 
wiiters of contemporary fiction.

Gianetta. by Rosa Mulholland.
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CU,. uor.ine, by " La" Cl»..', cuttinf up ». 
home determine her doling parents to send he 

gentle nuns, there to have her harum 
a propensities sobered, if possible. Clare i. 

not in the .-onyent twenty-f<*ir hours before thing 
begin to happen.

Fr5dd,y V/r ' Adventures, by Rev. R. P. Garrold. 
S. J. This is » fine college story, full of heal in- 
vitality and it will amuse all the boys who ar# 
lovers of the adventures of a college boy.

And Hil Friend*. bv Rev. R. P. Gai 
I», Frec,dF lhe "K*1 mischievous reckless 
lovable boy together with his companions, i 
whom these epithets are equally applicable, ar 
students of a Jesuit day college. In consequent 
of their pranks, they frequently find themselves it 
a scrap, the clearing up of which teaches then 
many a useful lesson.

Light Of His Countenance, The By Jerowe 
Harte. A highly successful story. The plot la 
flawless, the characters are natural, their conver
sation is sprightly 
bursts of genuine

SHOT AT MABB

I remember one day a colonal and 
a captain, attending Mass in a trench 
were shot by the same shell. Do you 
know what was left of the colonel, 
one of the beet and the bravest of 
men? We found just a piece of his 
arm, not larger than my hand, and 
of the captain just a leg. We put 
the relics together very carefully in 
a small coffin no larger than a child's 
coffin, and buried them.

Not only in the trenches but be
hind the trenches we have Mass for 
the soldiers, and when we can 
gather them into a church they come 
in crowds, for anything even for the 
recital of the rosary. 1 managed to 
have the roeary said every day for 
six months, for I knew the soldiers 
would be there, and knew that if I 
failed to get there the soldiers would 
say it without me.

And I am only one of hundreds 
and thousands of chaplains in the 
French army. Their example of 
charity, kindness, and heroism has 
been of great help in making soldiers 
come back to their faith.—Catholic 
Transcript.
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is laid with a skill and grasp ol 
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witness at every page
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Celtic wit. lo 

- true Catholic spirit

pored, and there sie 
lighten the tragicBit was 8 o’clock that morning—the 

25th of December in small letters, on 
the West End—before they got things 
decently straightened out ; there 
so much to dô—orders to make and 
reports to take. Bucks, still on the 
key in his flowing robes and tumbling 
hair, sent and took them all. Then 
he turned the seat over to Callahan, 
and getting up for the flret time in 
two hours, dropped wearily into 
another chair.

The very first thing Callahan re
ceived was a personal from Pat Fran
cis, at Ogalalla, conductor of 69. It 
was for Bucks :

" Your mother was aboard 59. 
She was carried by McCloud in the 
Denver sleeper. Sending her back 
to you on 60. Merry Xmas."

It came off the wire fast. Callahan 
didn’t think Bucks heard ; though 
it’s probable he did. Anyway, Calla 
han threw the clip over toward him 
with a laugh.

" Look there, old man. There's 
your mother coming after all your 
kicking—carried by on 59." As the 
boy turned he saw the big des 
natcher’s head sink on the table. 
Callahan sprang to his side ; but 
Bucks had fainted.—Ambition.

Marcel la Grace, 
of this story 
details not always tc 
its development beats 
complete mastery of the 
and force of diction.
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Mise Erin, fly M. E. Francia. 
Irish life redolent of genuine 
pathos, and charming in the 
that permeates every page.
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Monk’s Pardon, The. By Raoul de Navery. A» 
historical romance of the time of King Philip IV.“Ole," cried the despatches wav

ing hie arms frantically as the giant 
Swede- leaped across the track and 
looked up from the platform below, 
" go get Bucks. I've got a runaway 
train going against 69. For your 
life, Ole, run 1"

The big fellow was into the wind 
with the word. Bucks boarded four 
blocks away. Callahan, slamming 
down the window, took the key and 
began calling Rowe, ltawe is the 
first station east of Jackson; it is 
now the first point at which the run
away cars could be headed.

“ R-o, R-o," he rattled. The oper
ator must have been sitting on the 
wire, for he answered instantly. As 
fast as Callahan’s fingers could talk, 
he Yold Rowe the story and gave him 
orders to get the night agent (who 
he knew must be down to sell tick- 
ets for 59 ) and pile all the ties they 
could gather across the track to de
rail the runaways. Then he began 
thumping for Kolar, the next station 
east of Rowe, and the second ahead 
of the runaways. He pounded and 
he pounded, and when the man at 
Kolar answered, Callahan could haze 

he had been asleep—just from 
the way te talked. Does it seem 
etrange? There are many strange 
things about a despatcher’s senses. 
4‘ Send your night man to west pass
ing siding and open it for runaway 
cars. Set brakes hard on empties in 
there, so as to ditch runaways if pos
sible. Do anything and everything 
to keep them from getting by you. 
Work quick."

Behind Kolar’s O. K. came a frantic 
call from Rjwe. “ Runaways passed 
here like a streak. Knocked the ties 
into toothpicks Couldn’t stop them 
—impossible."

Callahan didn’t wait to hear any 
more. He only wiped the sweat from 
his face. It seemed forever, before 
Kolar

many a use
armonv FUtt The Gifu of a Tenement Hout 
Fairy by S S Whitmoie. The author's sympathy 
tir insight into the lives and characters of little 
neglected children, forced by relentless circnm 
stances into the poverty anu squalor of a Nev 
York tenement house, is wonderfully true

Heiress of Cronenstem, The. By Countess Hahn
KSSidi? .”mpir;,ry *nd *°™ ",,d "

Honor of the House. The; by Mrs. Hugh Freer . 
( Mrs. F raser is a sister of Marion Crawford.)

Bow They Worked Their Way; and Other Stories 
°y u ». Ef<an. Short stories, all entertaining anc 
as bents their audience, not too imaginative, no 

/ro™ the ordinary sut roundings o 
child life in the city and country to fail to hit theii 
intended mark.

Mois : or The Secret of the Rue Chauseee d’Antie 
By Raoul de Navery. The story is a remarkabh 
clever one ; it is well constructed and evinces * master hand.

In Quest Of The Golden Chest, by George Bart or 
An absorbing talc of real adventure—young freak 
vital. To the boy who lives the romance whicl 
broods over ocean pathways as well as the myster 
toi» lure of tropical forest, a journey - Tn Quasi 
of the -olden Chest" will fire his ambition b 
many deeds.

In God’s Good Time. By H. M. Rosa This «- - 
story that grasps the heart, stirring in it the

, li®et,*7™pa™y for what « human and good.
Jack Hildreth On The Nile, by Marion Ame 

Taggart. Jack Hildreth, the hero of the story, ha, 
been received as a chief among the Apache Indians 
He is the kind of hero that is dear to the boyisl 
heart, young and powerful build, fearless and 
daring in disposition, and at the same time 
thoroughly upright and honest.

Juniors Ot St. Bede's, The. by Rev. Thoe. H. Brysos 
An excellent story in which the rough, poorly bred 
bad-minded boy puts himself against the boy ol 
sterling character to his own discomfiture. This 
is really a new style of Catholic tale.

Klondike Piccin, A by Eleanoi C Donnelly. Hen 
we find a camp fitted up with a stove, and all 
appurtenances for fishing bathing, or otherwi* 
idling away a holiday. These sports a re varied bi 
the reading of letters from real gold seeker, «» 
the trail to Dawson City,

Lady Of rhe Tower, The ; and Other Storiee bj 
George Barton and others. This is a collection of 
short stories which will please the most fastidious 
taste The volume comprises fifteen stories whirl 
are worthy to live in short-story literature Moe 
of them aro delicate little love tales ; the other.

heHm My Lady Beatrice. By 
ot a society girl's devel 
a strong man. It 
intense in interest.

Other Misa Lisle, The. By M. C. Martin A 
ful story of South African life. It is singularly 
strong and full of action, and contains a greet 
deal of masterly cnaraoterixation

Outlaw Of Camargue, The. By A. de Lamothe 
This is a capital novel with plenty of “ go " in it

Rose of The World. By M C. Martin. A very 
sweet and tender story, and will appeal to the 
reader througd these qual.tiee.

Round Table of French Catholic Novelists A 
charm nig selection of brief tales by the foremost

Secret Of The Green Vase! The. By Frances Cooks. 
The story is one of high ideals and strong charac
ters. The “ secret " is a very close one. and 
reader will not solve it until near the end of the

Frances Cooke. The stoiy 
opment through the love of 

vivid in charai tnriration, end

near

neces

the

Shadow Of Eversleigh. By Jane Lansdowne. It 
is a weird tale, blending not a little of the super
natural^ with various stirring and evrtHeg

1rs of Margaret
le, Margaret Roper 
remarkable in Ceth-

Women of Catholicity. Memo 
O'Cerroll, Isabella of Castile 
etc. Sketches of six women 
olic history.

WHAT ISAIAS 
SUGGESTS

Is t
hve

85c. Each, Postpaid
What shall the New Year's resol

utions be this time ? Perhaps the 
old ones are s till quite serviceable 
and need but to be taken down from 
the shelf where they have been rest
ing since last February or March. 
With a little furbishing no doubt they 
can be made as good as new. For 
last year most of our readers probably 
determined to take practical means 
to become prayerful, kind, cheerful 
and busy during the coming twelve 
month, and the happiness aod peace 
they enjoyed through the year now 
closing can be quite accurately gaged 
they will own, by the measure of 
their success in keeping those résolu 
turns. Wisely determining to re re
solve once mere along similar lines, 
let those who are thus facing courage 
ouely the year 1919, tarn to the Pro
phet Isaias in search of fresh grounds 
for steadfastness and confidence and 
they will not be dieappo nted. He 
calls out, for example, from his fifty- 
eighth chapter :

"Deal thy bread to the hungry, 
and bring the needy and harborless 
into tby house: when thou sbalt see 
one naked, cover him, and despise not 
one of thy own flesh. Then shall 
thy light break forth *s the morning 
and thy health shall speedily arise, 
and thy justice shall go before thy 
face, and the glory of the Lord shall 
gather thee up. Then sbalt thou call 
and the Lord shall hear: thou sbalt 
cry and He shall say, Here I am. If 
thou wilt take away the chain out of 
the mi .1st of thee, and cease to stretch 
out thy finger, and to speak that 
which profiteth not; when thou shalt 
pour out thy soul to the hungry, sat 
iefy the afflicted soul, then shall tby 
light rise up in darkness, and thy 
darkness shall be as the noon
day. And the Lord will give thee 
rest continu dly, and will fill thy soul 
with brightness, and deliver thy 
b mes, and thou shalt be like a water
ed garden, and like a fountain of 
water whose waters shall not fail. 
And the places that have been desol 
ate for ages shall be built in thee: 
thou shalt raise up the foundations of 
generation and generation: and thou 
shalt be called the repairer ot fences 
turning the paths into rest."

In this striking past age is enjoined 
the practice of virtues that will do 
much to make the year 1919 a serene 
and prosperous one. For tne many 
deeds of charity we do those in need 
will render our prayers so strong that 
abundant graca will be given us to 
avoid unkind and unprofitable words; 
from fervent prayer, too, will come 
the gift of being to others a source 
of joy and comfort, and persistent 
prayer will likewise win the virtue 
of cheerful diligence which so won 
derfully strengthens and beautifies 
the character. It would be wise, 
theref ire, to let the Prophet Isaias 
suggest some of onr New Year’s 
resolutions.—America.

Ambition'! Contest. £ Faber. The star»
ng man who start* out in life to be a 
i. loses all his religion, but finally, through 

the prayers of others, receives the grace of God aod 
is called to the priesthood.

Billy Glenn of the Broken Shutters. By Anthony 
Yorke. Illustrated. A story of boy life in the 
downtown section of New York, narrating the 
adventures of Billy Glenn and his companions ot 
The Broken Shutters, a boys' club of their neigh
borhood. The book is full of adventures, including 
a thrilling rescue of a child from a burning building 
by Billy and an exciting trip on a sailing vessel to 
^6^VVest> Indies, “It is a rattling good boys’

ABBE FLYNN etal
thecame

IN FRONT LINE TRENCHES FOR 
ALMOST TWO YEARS

The following graphic narrative is 
from the pen ot the brave French 
army chaplain, Rev. Abbe Patrick 
Flynn, who is a member of the French 
government commission that is now 
visiting this country.

" I have been at the front, I come 
from the front, and, when I say the 
front, I do not mean ten or fifteen 
miles back from the front, in large 
cities. I mean the first-line trenches. 
I have been in the trenches almost 
two years, only a few hundred yards 
from the German lines, in flret aid 
stations. I was at Verdun for five or 
six months, and five or six months at 
Verdun is a very long time. You can 
hardly imagine how long even a 
week is at Verdun. When we 
were called, I remember the staff 
officer told us. " Leave your horses, 
your baggage, behind. You cannot 
stay more than 21 days at the front. 
So come just as you are.” We came 
ju*t as we were, and wo stayed five 
or six months. And it was certainly 
hard, but I am glad to have been 
there.

Before going to Verdun I was sta
tioned at Arras six or seven months 
—Arras with its beautiful cathedral 
falling to pieces 1 When we walked 
through the aisles—or what 
were aisles—of the cathedral we 
were always afraid lest some huge 
stone would become dislodged and fall 
upon our heads and crush us. One 
can pick up frag nents of stained 
glass all over.

But indeed when I came to Verdun 
I saw much worse. Verdun was ter
rible, not only on account ot the 
roaring of cannon all day long and 
all through the night, but on account 
of the terrible dangers encountered 
on all sides. I have helped many 
soldiers to die, most of whom were 
shot by rifles, the bullet m tking so 
small a hole it could barely be seen ; 
bvt too often the soldier has been 
hit by high explosive shells. Then, 
indeed, it is piteous. Well do I re- 

ber one day they brought in on 
a stretcher a man who had been 
wounded; they said they did not 
know whether he was dead or 
wounded, but brought him in as 
quickly as they could. I uncovered 
the body to see where the wound lay, 
and disclosed a headless body. An
other time I was trying to help one 
of those poor wounded men off the 
stretcher to carry him to the a-nbu 
lance and found that he had no legs 
—just his uniform, bat no legs.

WARS AND WARS

I have often been asked by sol
diers, " What is the doctrine of the 
Church on war? How is it that the 
priest blesses soldiers that are going 
to kill each other ?" The doctrine 
of the Church is not ot war but of 
peace. The Church is for peace, but 
the Church knows that as long as 
there are men, as long as there are 
passions in men, war will be inevita
ble ; and so when a war is declared, 
when a just war is to be fought, 
then the Church comes and says, 
" Do your duty in war, but try to 
lessen, to soothe, the calamities of 
war.’/ Then the Church sends 
priests with those who are going to 
fight, to encourage them, and asks 
every one to do his duty toward 
those who are out there fighting for 
a just cause. That is the doctrine 
of the Church.

THE PARTINGsworn
Then all of a sudden crowds came 

into my little church, not nervous 
but quiet and decided, full of 
and prayer. They came at all hours 
and all day long and some churches 
could not be closed for several nights 
so many people were there. In the 
morning on Sunday, at High Mass, I 
went up into the pnlpit as was my 
custom every morning. I told roy 
parishioners that I considered it my 
duty to leave ; their husbands, their 
brothers, fathers, their children 
going to war ; some were destined to 
fall in battle, and I considered that I 
could be mpre useful there at the 
front: I felt that I must be the 
father in fact as well as in name of 
those who had left their home to go 
and fight, and I am sure that my be 
loved fijek understood my feelings.

So I went to war, thinking I would 
be sent to the front at once, but it 
was several months before I finally 
reached there The number of priests 
who volunteered as chaplains 
great that they could not all be ad 
mitted at once. Hundreds and 
thousands flocked to the

faith
Blind Agnes, by Cecilia Mary Caddell- 

in onr language can compare with 
and delightful dream.

Boys Owu txjua. a complete encycloped _ 
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.

Few tales 
this sweet

is Of

V
k

ad'stones of adventure or mvstery.
Little Marshalls At The Lake The by Mary i 

Nixon Rvulet. The seven Marshall children spenf 
a a lake side. They have an uninter
rupted seres of adventures and fun. Plenty <r 
motor trips and picnics make life interesting foi 
them. Fishing and swimming help to m»V 
success of their holidays

MiUy Ave'mg, by Sara Trainor Smith The sto 
a helpless young girl’s bearing her cross 
patience and courage. By so doing she becomes a 
source of edification and an inspiration to bettei 
living to those around her. The story ought tc 
find great favor with lads and lassies.

Mystery of Hornby Hall, The. by Anna T. Sadliei 
About Hornby Hall thete hangs a mystery whicl 
is unravelled ere the story is finished. In contrast 
to it is Mayfair all brightness, where live the 
people who are destined to penetrate the secrete 
that have such a blighting effect on its owner.

Mystery Of i leverly, The by George narton. Telle 
of a career of a youth who is thrown upon his owi 
resources by the sudden death of his father undei 
a cloud of suspicion as a thief. After many upi 
and downs and some remarkable adventures, hi 
eventually triumphs over adverse fate.

Ned Rieder, by R«v. John We-s. Around Nef 
Rieder Father > ehs has built a beautiful story o 
parochial school and family life. The boys are * 
splendid set, int*rest»d in their tasks and garnet 
and not above an occasional bit of mischief.

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

KÏ Carrol O’Donoghue. By Christine Faber. A story
Catholic Crusoe, by Rev. W.*H. Anderdon, M. A, 

The adventures of Owen Evans. Esq.. Surgeons 
Mate, set ashore with companions on a desolate 
Island in the Carribean Sea.

were

Chivalrous Deed, A. By Christine Faber. "Kind- 
ness Begets Kindness and Love Begets Love," Is 
the keynote of this tale, interwoven with delight
ful delineations of child life and child character.llOW.spoke again. Then it wae only 

to eay : "Runaways went by here bo- 
fore n gbfc man could get to switch 
and open it.’’

on O'Regan. By Mrs. James Sadlier. Narrating 
the experiences of Con O'Regan and his sistef 
Winnie in an interesting and wholesome manner,

Dion And The Sibyls. By Miles Keon. 
novel, far richer in sentiment and 
thought than " Ben Hur."

Eliinor Preston. By Mrs. James Sadlier. A novel, 
following a young girl through her sorrows aad

Fatal Resemblance. A. By Christine Faber. This 
is an entertaining romance of two young girls, 
and shr>ws how uncertain ar» the «mil** of fortune

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

Forgive anu feorg.i By Riust Cingen. a „tet 
and w olesome love story, showing the pewer ot 
nobility of soul and unfaltering devotion.

Gordon l odge. By Agnes M. White. A fascinating 
Catholic novel relating the adventures of an 
orphan left in the care of a relative.

Guardian s Mystery, The. By Christine Faber. This 
is a capital story well told. Ii contains jost 

ugh sensation to make the reading a pleasure
Hermit of the Rock, The. By Mrs. James Sadliei.

Leandro - Or the Sign of the Cross. A Catholic 
storyjeprinted from The Messenger of The Sacred

Lisbeth. The Story of a 
MaryT. Waggaman. A story of 
strong faith and earnest simplicity.

Louisa Kirkbndge, by Rev. A. J. Thebaud, 8. J. A 
dramatic tale of New York City after the Civil 
War, full of exciting narratives infused with e 
strong religious moral tone.

Margaret Rojet^ A very interesting historical novel

Moondynejoe. By John Boyle O'Reilly. A thrill
ing story of heroism, and adventure in which most 
of the action takes place in the Penal Prisons ig 
Australia to which Moondyne Joe has been con
demned for political activity, and from which he 

through a series of dare-devP

sounder InWould Bucks never come ? And it 
he did come, what on earth could 
stop the runaway cars now? They 
were nearing the worst grade on tUe 
West End. It averages one per cent, 
from Kolar to Griffin, and there we 
get down off the Cheyenne hills with 
a long reverse curve, and drop into 
the canon of the Blackwood with a 
three per cent, grade. Callahan, al
most beside himself, threw open a 
north window to look for Bucks. 
Two men were flying down Main 
street toward the fetation. He knew 
them : it was Ole and Bucks.

Bit Bucks 1 Never before nor 
since was seeu on a street of Me 
Cloud such a figure as Backs, in his 
trousers and slippers, with hia night
shirt free as he sailed down the wind. 
In another inetaut he was bounding 
up the stairs, three steps at a jump.

" What have sou done?’’ he pant
ed, throwing himself into the chair. 
Callahan told him. Bucks held hie 
head in his hands while the boy 
talked. He turned to the sheet — 
Bfeked quick for 59.

" She’s out ot Callendar. I tried 
hard to stop her. I didn’t lose a 
second ; she was gone l"

Barely an instant Bucks studied 
the sheet. Routed out of a sound 
sleep af er an eight-hour trick, and 
on such a night, by such a message 
—the marvel was he could think at 
all, much less set a trap that would 
save 59. In twenty minutes from 
the time Bucks took the key the two 
trains would be together—could he 
save the passenger ? Callahan didn’t 
believe io.

A sharp, quick call brought Griffin. 
We had one of the brightest lade on 
the whole division at Griffla. Calla
han, listening, heard Griffin answer. 
Backs rattled a question. How the 
heart hangs on the faint, uncertain 
tick of a sounder when human lives 
hang on it !

" Where are your section men ?" 
aek*-d Bucks.

‘ in bed at the section house.”
“ Who's with you ?"
" Night agent. Sheriff with two 

cow-boy prisoners waiting to take 59."
Before the last word came, Bucks 

was oack at him :
To Opr.: Ask sheriff release hie 

prisoners to save passenger train. 
Gj together to west switch-house 
track, open ai d set it. Smash in 
section tool house, get tools. Go to 
point of houne-track curve, cut the 
rails, and point them to send runa

z

wae so

New Scholar At st Anne's, The. by Marion J 
Bmnowe. A iolly story. There is a convert 
school atmosphere about the narrative that s 
appealing to anv one who has spent even a shott 

home of kindly interest in the

army, not I 
to be officers, bat just to be permitted 
to go to the front and help serve the 
wounded and dying.

appealing to any 
time in such a ; 
ouoils.

Petronilla, and 
Donnelly Th

once Stones, by 
eight stories 

m has a very 
dramatic skill.

Eleanor C 
ries, and nearlj 
interesting plot

uonneiiy mere are 
every one of them haiAfter a few months I was allowed 

to go to the front. I must say that 
the army corps in which I was serv
ing was not considered one of the 
best in France, far from it. When I 
was about to leave Paris, my friends 
said: " Indeed, it is a good thing for 
yon to go there. The French govern
ment was very wise to send a chap 
lain to that army corps ; they cer
tainly need one badly." Yet in thit 
army corps l have helped hundreds 
and thousands to die, and not one, I 
eay not one, has ever refused the 
sacraments I was offiring. Some of 
them were unconscious — I cannot 
say for them—bat all who were con
scious accepted all that I offered as 
a priest and thanked me for it.

dout with

boy. who is a millionaire twice over, for ransom 
How the plotters are captured and the boy res- 
™,,orr'which \

First CommcaioB. Be
of great interest.r pverna, by F.velyn Buckenham. This is an opti

thing is at sixes and sevens, but after passing 
through a very .lark night, a bright day dawn" 
for Povertna ant1 her friends.

\

from her convent home by her uncle, an inveter 
ate bigot against everything Catholic, succeeds 
In finding an approach to his iron-bonnd heart 
She is finally reunited to her father, a supposed
*,iïï.’iév1e'^™^p7n..‘.nd 1'"

Shipmates, by Mary T. Waggaman Pip e boy ol 
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 
tok up their quarters How the excursions In 
his little boat, which brings back the roses tc 
Pip s cheeks, get them acquainted with Rovlne 
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 savin» 
of the famous Connecticut charter : preserver 
the town of Hartford from an Indian massacre 
and is taken prisoner

Told n rhe Fwilixht, 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 
before us.

Trad ->f The Dragon, The; and Other Stories, bj 
Maron F Nixon-Roulet and other leading Catho 
lie authors. A volume of stories which make vert 
interesting and profitable reading for young and

Transplanting of Tessie. The by Mary T- Wagga 
man The influence which a little girl, educated 
in religious princip es. may exercise in a circle 
where such influences have not previously 
at work, Is the ground idea of the story 
most interestingly worked out through 
cession of dramatic incidents.

Treasure of Nugget M .untain, The. bv Marion A 
Taggart. The ride for life from the lake ot 
petroleum with horse and rider clogged by th« 
fierce unreason of the boy Harry, i» a piece of 
word-painting which has few counterparts Ir 
the language

forces his escape 
adventures.

More yFivc O’Clock Storiee. by a Religious of the

Mother’s Sacrifice, A. By Christine Faber. A Catho
lic story of the trials of a widow whose only so* i» 
innocently accused of murdering an enemy of her 
family. When all seems lost, the real murderer 
filled with remorse, confeases his crime.

mem
MASS WITH AIRPLANE OVERHEAD

We have M tea in the trenches, and 
Maee in the trenches is one of the 
most devotional things i know ot in 
the world. We dig a little hole, aod 
erect a little shelter overhead to pro- 
teot the alïar. We carry with us 

ything necessary to say Mass. 
The pries e'e robe, the altar cover, the 
obailee, the boob, the candlee and 
candle-sticks, the cross, etc., all are 
fitted into a wooden box 18x12 inches. 
The offloere and eoldiere will line up 
against the w»V8 of the trenoh, hide 
ing as much as they can, and it an 
enemy airplane is sighted, everyone 
has to disappear tor a few minutes 
while the airplane hovers above— 
then Mass recommences. What faith, 
what piety, in hearing Maee under 
such coaditiona !

MASS ON CHRISTMAS DAY

I have said Christmas Mass often 
in my life, but never have I said such 
a devotional Chrietmar Mass as on 
Christmas, 1916. The first Miss 
in a trenoh, a sort of dugout, with 
just enough room for the altar, and 
lined up against the walls were the 
soldiers and ofiioers who had all 
oome to confession the day before. 
When 1 turned, at the gospel, to 
speak to them, it reminded me of the 
Grotto at Bethlehem. Never had we 
oelebrated Christmas so well

NeWfLighfa. A very interesting tale by Mr». Jamee

raghs. A tale 
by D. P. Coe-

O’Mahopy. The Chief 
of the Irish Rebell 
yngham, L- L- D.

and New, Or, Taste Versus Fashion. A novel 
wrrtten in a fascinating manner. By Mrs. Jamee

of the Come 
ion of 1798.Banks

Old

Reaping the Whirlwind. By Christine Faber, 
of incidents, strange, et»riling, sensational 
tragic, which move quickly.

Red Ascent, The. By Esthe 
fine stirring story.

Re u virtu

Full

r W. Neill. It 1» ■

sssja 'Ziiïsï'i.tâœëL, î»ïh;
the exciting experiences by a group of Europeans 
whe band together for self-protection There is a 
captivating charm in the way this tale is told, and 
it is done with a force that gives the dramatic parte 
so pronounced a realism that the reader feels him- 
•elf a part of the life of this far-off country, siding 
with the unprotected Christian, a real participant 
in defense of their life and their property.

beer
It I.

b^AMoe Dense In thU novel Miss

edly her best hook, sets before”** Bthe°ltoMuii 
fortunes of two French families, the Meuvolsln» 
and the De Barils, The plot Is very well thonghl 
ont the story is remarkably well told, and Is snre 
to hold the attention of the reader from the firs! 
page to the last.

An important event in the annals 
ot the Church and civilization should, 
it the times allowed, be oelebrated 
this year. For it was in 1868 that 
Cardinal Lavigerie laid the founda
tions of his Congregation of Our 
Lady of Africa for the conversion of 
the Mohammendans and the eman
cipation of their slaves. Although 
no celebration of the golden jubilee 
can take place, 1918 will be marked 
in the history ot the congregation by 
the inception of an undertaking ot 
far-reaching importance.

Discretion in speech is more than 
eloquence. When you doubt abstain. 
—Bacon.

Unbidden Guest, The. By Frances Cooke A tai 
of hearts that love, suffer, aud win. It is i 

quely conceived tale, full of 
plications, and with a heroine 
Catholic as to he an inroiration.

Winner ou, The Apacbt- Knight, by Marte 
Taggart In the present volume Jack Hil 
goes West, meets Winnetoo under tragic cii 
stances. Is captured by him and sentenced i 
How he escapes and how they become fast 
friends is shown through chapters of breathlesi 
Interest.

ted comunexpec
R oseraary, by J. Vincent Huntington. This no- e 

though written many years ago holds its plact- 
among the best stories we have to-day.drettwns

em Catholic Story, By Minnie Mary Lea A 
el full of interest and example.

Shewed from the Fold. By Minnie Mary 
solendid Catholic story with arerystron

Lee. A 
g moral.
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