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lazy of late,” she added carelessly.

“Lazy ? What do you mean ?”
“Oh, you never go out with the 

Audobon Society any more.”
“1—I have been too busy,” Henry 

hastened to explain. “I really 
wanted to go. I haven’t had a good 
walk in a long time.”

“1 think I'll ask you to take a walk 
with me tomorrow afternoon then,*1 
Grandmother said, smiling. She 
was Buffering from a rheumatic knee 
and limped a little, and it was her 
privilege to claim the arm of a con 
venient relative whenever she wished 
to take the air. “1 want to go over 
to St. James church to see that new 
picture of the Flight into Egypt, in 
the Lady Chapel, and while there I’ll 
just take the opportunity of going to 
confession.”

“I’ll be delighted, Grandmother,” 
Henry assured her at once.

“Isn’t that too far for you to walk, 
Gran dear ?" Rose asked solicitously. 
“If you like—you know Reg Earring 
ton would be glad—”

“No, thank you,” Grandmother re
torted with some asperity ; “no 
flyabout for me. Besides, I want to 
walk—and so does Henry. I have a 
matter 1 want to consult him about,” 
she added as an afterthought.

“Oh, very well,” Rose looked 
offended. “I was about to offer to 
go along, but if you and Henry have 
secrets—”

“Oh do come, Rose 1” implored 
Henry ; but the girl had already 
turned away with a suspiciously high 
color and she left the room without 
vouchsafing him even a glance.

“Let her go !” exclaimed Grand 
mother wrathfully. “The spoiled 
piece ! To talk that way to her grand 
mother. . . Never mind, Henry,”
as she caught his rather piteous look, 
“never mind. We’ll have our walk 
anyhow.”

But strangely enough this did not 
comfortowlienry as much as it did 
Grandmother.

The sunshine was very soft and 
clear as the two left the church the 
next afternoon, after confession and 
a cateful inspection of the picture. 
Grandmother had been charmed 
with the picture and they had lin
gered in the Lady Chapel a lung 
time.

1 think it's about the most beauti
ful picture of the Blessed Virgin that 
1 have ever seen,” she remarked to 
Henry as he helped her down the 
steps.

“Yes,” the young man responded 
musingly, “it’s a wonderful face. 
There’s an elusive expression there 
that 1 can’t quite make out. Bravery, 
1 think it is—a sort of high inspired 
courage mingled with the sweetness.

“Maybe that’s it,” Grandmother 
agreed, taking his arm as they 
started off, for think what courage 
she had to have.”

“And St. Joseph, too,” Henry went 
on his mind still on the picture,
* did you notice how the artist 
brought out that serious, tender look 
of responsibility—and courage ? He 
had courage, too, of a high order—’

“Ah !” energetically from Grand
mother, “I believe you ! There was 
bravery—the finest the world has 
ever seen. Think of the courage 
he had, that poor, ignorant carpenter, 
unknown, no longer young, to ask 
the most beautiful and perfect of all 
women to share his humble lot. 
Just think of it !”

There was a queer undertone of 
significance in Grandmother’s tone, 
or so it seemed to Henry. The arm 
she was leaning on shook a little.

“But—but he was directed, Grand
mother,” after a quick breath.
,' “Aren't we directed ?” Grand
mother turned on him sharoly. 
“Aren't we directed ? What's love 
for ? And didn’t God give us common 
sense ?”

“Do you mean—” Henry began. 
Then he paused in an odd confusion 
of mind. Of coarse she couldn’t— 
“Do you mean—’ he began again.

“I don’t mean anything 1” crossly 
. . . “Some young men are fools 1” 
Grandmother confided to the air in 
front of her.

“They haven’t enough courage, I 
suppose you mean,” Henry hazarded, 
after another moment’s cogitation of 
the question.

“Cowards !” the old lady enuncia
ted briefly. “In my day—”

“Oh, it’s different now, Grand
mother,” Henry interrupted impa 
tiently. “A man made a different 
start in those days. Girls—they 
didn’t expect so much. Nowadays, 
you know, they are reared so differ
ently and they have a right to ex
pect—”

“I don’t care what they expect,” 
Grandmother's resolute voice broke 
in, “they can’t get any more than the 
best affection of a good man’s heart. 
If they have that—let me tell you, 
Henry Brown, nothing else matters 
much. But without that, all the 
other things, fly-by-night contrap
tions or what not—they don’t amount 
to a row of pins. I’ve seen ’em—I 
know !” And Grandmother shook her 
head vigorously.

Henry’s thoughts were in a whirl, 
but his heart was beating with an 
odd happy excitement.

“Ah,” he half murmured, “if I 
thought love counted for that much. 
. . . Do you think it does with—
with—every one, Grandmother ?”

“How do I know ?” tartly. “I’m 
not the one to ask.” Then she 
changed the subject abruptly, and 
proceeded to ask Henry’s opinion on 
a matter of interest to them both 
connected with her farm holdings.

Rounding the corner, near home, 
they saw Rose coming down the 
steps, a dignified and rather remote 
young lady, still chill and aloof.

“I hope you had a pleasant time,” 
she said stiffly.

“Yes, we had,” Grandmother 
stated.

“Fine !” from Henry, with the 
heartiest emphasis.

Rose looked her surprise, but be 
fore she could sfreak Henry said 
eagerly • “Wouldn't you like to see 
the picture, Rose ? It's beautiful— 
I'd like to have you come with me to 
see it.”

Something she had not seen in 
Henry’s eyes for a long time checked 
the refusal on Rose’s lips.

“Run along, dearie,” Grandmother 
urged in her comfortable, soft voice.

“Well,” Rose dimpled, “if you both 
insist—”

And though Grandmother had to 
toil up the steps as best she might, 
she was curiously content.

It was quite two hours later when 
they stole into Grandmother’s sanc
tum, too strangely transfigured 
young people, who knelt humbly at 
her knee.

“Give us your blessing, Grand
mother,” Henry whispered.

Grandmother wiped away a few 
tears as she kissed and blessed them.

“Rose says she won’t mind being 
poor," Henry announced smilingly a 
few minutes later. “After all, 
Grandmother, -it is love that counts, 
isn’t it ?”

“ Course it is,” answered Grand 
mother tersely. “I told you it was. 
Why, in my day—”

“Grandmother,” interrupted Rose 
shyly—she was still on her knees 
with her head on the ample bosom 
that had never refused her sanctuary 
or sympathy—“Grandmother, we’re 
going to begin just like you did, in a 
little brown house—the one you 
showed me in the country, you know, 
where you first went to housekeeping 
with Grandfather ? A dear little 
house just like that. We ll find one 
won’t we, Henry ?”—Helen Moriarity.

A RECK NT VISIT 
RHEIMS

TO

Rev. William A. Hemmick, of the 
American Red Cross, in a letter from 
Paris gives an interesting account of 
hie visit to Rheime :

“A few days ago I went on a visit 
to Rheims, where I stayed with the 
dear old Cardinal Lucon, who is un
doubtedly the most heroic and touch
ing figure of the war ip France. 
Words cannot describe the utter 
desolation of the place, and the price
less Cathedral, the pride and joy of 
France ! Never shall I forget, as 
long as I live, the first impression as 
I stood in front of the wonderful 
facade and gazed up at the lofty 
towers, all chipped and smashed, and 
wandered through the aisles filled 
with the heaps of fallen stones. Oh, 
the pity of it and the shame ! I was 
blinded by tears. It is a great 
wound that has been inflicted in the 
side of France. In this sanctuary, 
piled now with heaps of ruins, the 
kings of France were crowned ; 
through these golden gates the gor 
geous procession passed ; here, too, 
the very spot where Joan of Arc 
stood when Charles VII. was 
crowned and she had saved France 
and led her troops to victory. 
Every stone, every bit of carving, is 
mute witness to the great ages of 
Faith that had built this glorious 
shrine with loving care. And the 
windows that had gleamed like great 
jewels with sunlight streaming 
through them, all broken and empty. 
I can’t begin to tell you the over 
powering sense of sorrow it all 
caused me. While I gazed in dumb, 
hopeless misery, an air battle was 
going on overhead, and through the 
broken arches and great gaping hole 
in the roof I watched the white puffs 
of bursting shrapnel in breathless 
wonder.

“ But what shall I say of the dear 
old Cardinal ?” He still lives on 
amid his ruined city. As I knelt 
to kiss his ring in his room which 
looks out on a neat little garden, he 
raised me up and embraced me in a 
most touching and fatherly fashion, 
calling his Auxiliary Bishop, who 
also lives with him. We sat and 
talked on the subject of the ruined 
churches, and all the time the air 
was rent with the sound of the 
bursting shells. Not long ago one 
fell in the garden, but the Cardinal 
escaped miraculously. In the gath
ering dusk in the simple room I sat 
and listened to the tale of suffering 
and misery from the lips of the 
saintly old man who has known so 
much of pain and has given an ex
ample of such courage. His hospi 
tality was most touching and he in
sisted upon my staying the night. 
They do not sleep on the upper floor, 
for fear of the shells ; so a bed was 
fixed up for me on the ground floor. 
The little Sister who looks after the 
house bustled about and made me 
quite comfortable. Brave little 
souls, they stay on to be near their 
beloved Cardinal. In true French 
fashion, they got an excellent din
ner. What a picture that table was 
—the Cardinal, with his snow-white 
hair and red cap ; the Bishop, in 
purple, and myself. All through 
dinner the bing-bang went on, but 
they don’t seem to mind it. Then 
afterwards we had night prayers in 
the little chapel and I turned in to 
try to sleep.

“In the morning, early, with the 
rays of sunlight gilding the ruins of 
the Cathedral, I served the Cardinal’s 
Mass. And what a privilege it was ! 
He is a real saint, with all the sweet
ness and simplicity of a child. Soon 
afterwards I left. He gave me a 
photo, signed, and I knelt for his 
blessing, which I feel will linger for 
me all my life. It is only a question 
of time when they will get him. But 
one likes to think of that brave, 
fearless old man laying down his life 
in the martyred city.”—The Mission
ary.

SEVEN WONDERS IN 
ONE

THRBH

The Seven Wonders of the ancient 
wotld were the Pyramids of Egypt, 
the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the 
Temple of Artemis at Ephesus, the 
Statue of Zeus by Phidias, the Maus
oleum of Halicarnassus, erected in 
memory of her husband by (jueen 
Artemisia, the Colossus of Rhodes, 
and the Pharos of Alexandria.

More stupendous than any of these 
wonders is the modern press. It is 
seven wonders in one.

Pile up, in solid blocks of paper, 
bale upon bale, the sheets and reams 
of printed matter that even in a 
single day are issued from the presses 
of the world, and you would soon be 
able to build new pyramids outrival- 
ling that of Cheops.

The lighthouse on the Isle of 
Pharos could cast its rays but a 
short space across the foaming 
waters that lay beyond the Alexan
drian port ; but over all the land, on 
to the most distant town and hidden 
village, the modern Pharos of the 
press is daily flashing it messages of 
truth or falsehood, advancing virtue 
or promoting vice.

What are the Hanging Gardens of 
Babylon, the Artemisian monument, 
the Temple of Artemis, the Statue of 
Jupitor or the bronze colossus of 
Appolo, the remaining Five Wonders 
of the ancient world, compared with 
the countless marvels in the broad 
realm of literature ?

But while such is the mighty 
power of the press, how much of 
those pyramids of printed pages is 
devoted to evil and how little to the 
service of God and, the salvation of 
souls 1 How ominous, too often, are 
the rays cast forth from that modern 
Pharos of the secular press ! What 
licentiousness abounds in so many of 
those printed books and papers that 
frequently vie in sensuousness with 
the Babylonian gardens ! What Art
emisian pride ! What modern infi
delity and atheism are there defend
ed, more debasing even than the 
idolatrous cults of Zeus, Appolo and 
of Artemis !

How, then, can we fail to see the 
need of everywhere promoting the 
diffusion of our Catholic literature 
to counteract these evils and to 
defend the Faith against the attacks 
that on all sides are made upon it ?

Men will read, men should read, 
men must read. How important, 
then, that we place into their hands 
the only literature that can mentally 
and intellectually safeguard them 
from evil ! Where else can they be 
taught the truth, the full truth and 
nothing but the truth ; where else 
can they be surely guarded against 
all the vices and immoralities of the 
modern world, than in the reading of 
our splendid Catholic literature ?

The Catholic wno shows no inter
est in his Catholic press is but half 
a Catholic, or else is centuries behind 
the time.—By Rev. Joseph Husslein 
in Our Sunday Visitor.

FIFTEEN BRITISH CATHOLIC 
CHAPLAINS KILLED IN 1917

The Westminster Cathedral Chron 
icle publishes the following list of 
Catholic Chaplains in the British 
Army who met death at the front 
during the year 1917 :

Rev. Peter Grobel (Salford Dio
cese,) Jan. 1.

Rev. Herbert J. Collins (Westmin
ster Archdiocese,) April 9.

Rev. Matthew Burdess (Hexham 
Diocese,) April 18.

Rev. James Lecson (Liverpool 
Archdiocese,) April 24.

Rev. Joseph Strickland (Jesuit,) 
July 15.

Rev. Simon Stock Knapp (Carmel 
ite.l D. S. O., M. C„ Aug. 1.

Rev. W. J. Doyle (Jesuit,) Aug. 17.
Rev. Michael Gordon (Glasgow 

Diocese,) Aug. 27.
Rev. Stephen Clarke (Kilmore Dio

cese,) Oct. 4.
Rev. Michael Bergin (Jesuit,) Oct.

11.

Rev. Patrick Loodby (Liverpool 
Archdiocese,) Oct. 27.

Rev. Laurence O’Dea (Franciscan 
Capuchin,) Nov. 4.

Rev. Robert Montieth (Jesuit,) 
Nov. 28.

Rev. Bernard Kavanagh (Redemp- 
torist,) Dec. 21.

Father McMenamin, New Zealand.
Of these Leeson and Knapp were 

twice mentioned in despatches.
It is a remarkable record, says The 

Tablet, of sacrifice and devotion on 
the part of men who were non com
batants and whose presence in the 
fire zone was due solely to their 
desire to bring spiritual help to the 
wounded and the dying. Of the 
fifteen priests whose deaths are thus 
recorded during a single year of the 
War, we believe all but two were 
killed by the fire of the enemy.

FRUITS OF OUR FAITH

It is not without reason that 
thoughtful non-Catholics recognize 
the great Church of twice a thou 
sand years as the salt that will save 
America, says Truth. If you lotfk 
for a religion that bows in spiritual 
matters to an authority beyond fac
tion, beyond party, beyond the civil 
state, to an authority subservient to 
no power on earth, it is the religion 
of the Catholic Church.

If you want a religion that, with 
its tremendous and acknowledged 
authority, commands its members to 
be loyal to the Government of their 
country even to the sacrifice of life, 
so long as its laws shield and pro
tect them it is the religion of the 
Catholic Church.

If you want a religion that com 
mande its members to live chaste 
and moral lives, that condemns 
every principle and theory incompat
ible with the law of God, it is the re
ligion of the Catholic Church.

If you want a religion that incul
cates chastity and honor among men 
and women, a religion to which the 
babies come in greater numbers 
than to any other, it is the Catholic 
religion.

If you want a religion that in time 
will combat and overcome the politi
cal and moral diseases that afflict 
the nation today, it is the Catholic 
religion, the religion destined in the 
yet unborn years to r eign supreme 
in the love and loyalty of the Ameri
can people.

A STORY OF A ST. 
ANTHONY LILY

The following story concerns a 
humble carpenter, Charles Coventry, 
toiling at a house in Saranac Lake, 
Canada.

It was on Saturday afternoon 
about C o'clock, September 4th, 1915, 
when the carpenter was about to 
finish his labors for the day. In at
tempting to drive a nail the blow 
failed of effect, the nail falling to the 
ground. A second attempt met with 
a similar failure and resorting to 
more force he delivered a third blow. 
The blow was a glancing one, the 
nail rebounding under the force and 
penetrating his eye.

He sought medical aid at Saranac 
Lake, and for three weeks smffered 
great pain. Upon the advice of his 
physician he came to Montreal and
interviewed Dr. B------at his office,
who advised him to enter a hospital.

He accordingly pntered the Jloyal 
Victoria Hospital on Wednesday, and
the following Friday Dr. B------, and
Dr- T------, of the hospital staff, a
well known eye specialist, made an 
examination in full, with the result 
that Coventry was advised to remain 
under treatment until October 5th. 
On that day, he was told, definite in
formation regarding the state of his 
injured eye would ba forthcoming. 
The eye showed alarming symptoms 
ofc failing sight.

On Sunday, October 8rd, a well 
known Montreal detective, who was 
a patient at the hospital and who was 
a devout Catholic, was ep aking to 
Coventry, when he became aware of 
their similar religious persuasions. 
The detective, who had received 
Holy Communion in the morning, 
had in his possession a Lily of St. 
Anthony, and he had faith in its mir
aculous powers. He had gone to the 
hospital and was told that his eye 
would never he the same again, and 
when he met Coventry, he was on 
the road to recovery, due to the mir
aculous lily, He told the carpenter 
that, what St. Athony through the 
lily had done for him, he would do 
for the carpenter. The carpenter’s 
faith was not less than that of his 
detective friend, and he placed the 
lily on the injured eye that night and 
slept the sleep of a child. It was the 
first night’s rest undisturbed accord
ed him since the accident four weeks 
previous.

On learning that the detective was 
leaving the hospital Monday and was 
taking the lily with him, Coventry 
became downhearted and begged 
him to leave a piece of the lily, 
which request was granted by his 
fellow-friend of the hospital. Won
derful results followed the placing of 
the lily on the eye Monday night. 
On Tuesday morning he was given a 
light breakfast, and when the noon 
hour arrived he was given no dinner, 
which indicated to the patient that 
he was being prepared for an opera
tion on hie eye.

He made known his suspicions to
Nurse K------, informing her that if
they thought he was going to lose 
his eye they were all mistaken. He 
persisted in saying his eye . was all 
right, until the nurse called Dr. J. 
W——, who made an examination of 
the injured eye and found it wonder
fully improved.—St. Anthony Mes
senger.

CONVERT PHYSICIANS

Dr. James J. Walsh, writing in the 
Catholic Convert, describes the con
version of three notable American 
physicians, Dr. Thomas Dwight, late 
of Harvard university ; Dr. Thomas 
Addie Emmetof New York and Dr. Hor
atio Storer of Newport, R. I. Of Dr. 
Emmet he says :

“ His conversion is interesting be
cause of the simplicity of it. His 
wife was a Catholic and Emmet fre
quently went to church with her. 
He had no special attraction for 
Catholicity, however, and indeed felt 
that he would probably never have 
any special interest in religion. 
That seemed to be a good thing for 
women and perhaps for certain men 
of mystical tendencies, but scarcely 
for practical individuals intent on 
doing what good they could in the 
world for others, and at the same 
time making their way for them
selves and their families. He lived 
not far from St. Stephen’s church, 
New York, on the East Twenty- 
eighth street. On one occasion he 
knew there was a mission there, but 
paid no particular attention to it. 
It happened one day during the 
mission, however, that when he was 
coming home at noon he found hirç- 
self passing St. Stephen’s church 
when the midday services for work
ingmen were'about to begin. Having 
a few minutes before his own lunch 
and curious to know what the work
men should find in the noon service 
that interested them so much as to 
take them inside in large numbers, 
he entered and listened to the in

struction given by the Redemptoriet 
Father Gross who afterwards became 
Archbishop Gross of Portland (Oregon 
city.)

“ That little instruction was des
tined to have a very great effect on 
Dr. Emmet's life. He was very 
simple and I suppose would scarcely 
be expected to have had the effect it 
really did. The missionary was talk
ing about mysterits. He said that 
life was full of mysteries and science 
was full of mysteries and that science 
was multiplying rather than solving 
mysteries. With so many mysteries 
in the world around it could scarcely 
be expected that God would be with
out mysteries. A great many people 
declared that they could not accept 
religion because they could not bow 
their heads and accept things that 
they could not understand. If man 
were able to understand God, how
ever, he would really bo greater than 
God. For to comprehend a thing is 
to be able to embrace it in its entirety 
and to be above and beyond it as it 
were. Necessarily then there were 
mysteries in religion. So far from 
being an objection they were actually 
added evidence for the truth of re
ligion. So far from it being un
worthy for man to bow his head and 
accept them it was a tribute to his 
intellectual understanding that there 
must be a Being above him.

“Here was the simple, direct an
swer to th£ one difficulty that bad 
kept Emmet out of the Church—the 
difficulty namely that there were so 
many mysteries that he would have' 
to accept without understanding. 
After the instruction he went back 
to consult Father Gross, told him his 
state of mind and how now all his 
doubts had been solved and his hesi
tancy eliminated and Dr. Gross, find
ing him well instructed, said that he 
would be glad to baptize him and re 
ceive him into the Church if he 
would come with the proper witnes
ses. So he went home to lunch with 
another man, $old his wife what 
had happened to him and asked 
her if she would not come back to 
St. Stephen’s with him in the after
noon and be sponsor for him. His 
great career as a scientific physican 
was then just opening. Now he has 
lived lo be past nipety and h's nine
tieth birthday was celebrated by the 
Catholic university sending a delega
tion headed by its president to confer 
on Dr. Emmet at his home—since he 
was unable to go to Washington on 
account of a recent illness—the de
gree of LL. D. Science and faith have 
net only not disturbed each other, 
but Emmet’s faith has grown with the 
years and he has been a great rep
resentative Catholic physician of New 
York.”

THE KINDLY IRISH 
FACES

O the kindly Irish faces we meet in 
different places,

And the kindly Irish smile that’s at 
our call ;

And the trusting and the humor, 
faith a liar’s not Dame Rumor, 

For I’ve met them in their cabins 
one and all !

And just start with tender theming 
and you’ll see the Irish 
dreaming

And the little moistening teardrops 
in the eye ;

And the hand will* firmly press you, 
an Irish tongue will bless 
you—

I know it ; do not ask the reason 
why.

God 'has made His different crea
tures, different faces, different 
creatures ;

But just meet a one at morning and 
on his way to Mass,

And the light you see reflected tells 
one, God is not neglected,

And the eyes of blue are telling he is 
Irish, as you pass.

Let him stand above a coffin where 
myself has too, and often,

And the tender bit of tribute you see 
reflected there ;

Sweeter than the flowers, mind you ! 
yes, a bond shall ever bind 
you,

As you talk to him in Heaven in 
your prayer.

From the “ black north ” boys of 
Derry, where the Bouchais are 
so merry,

Till you strike the love of Cork be
side the sea,

There’s the mellow smile before you, 
and the eyes you’d think adore 
you,

And the blarney on the tongue, and 
wit is free.

At a wedding or a sheeling where 
the music shakes the ceiling 

And the rafters seem to laugh and 
hold their sides,

Sure the Irish eyes go dancing, and 
the Irish feet are prancing,

But the sweet and tender look is 
there besides.

My mother’s face I’ve watched it— 
old ago fltire never blotched it, 

When she came to greet a neighbor 
at the door,

No smirking smile would screen it, 
’twas plain to see she’d mean 
it

When she tendered one a welcome, 
yes and more.

O, the kindly Irish faces, they shine 
in many places,

And ’tis safe to say in Heaven they’ll 
be there,

And there’s one I’ll seek to kiss her, 
for sadly have I missed her,

My mother’s kindly face and sil
vered hair.

—Dr. James Henderson

The person.that always says just 
what he thinks, at last gets just 
what he deserves,
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mother thro gh death and is separated from hei 
father, f-he starts in search ot a situation as serv
ant in the castle of the Enemy, and the account ol 
her experience and hardships make tho book one 
of great interest.

Eliane, by Madame Augustus Craven. Translated 
Vom tlie French by Lady Georgiana Fullerton 
An exceedingly interesting story of Catholic Life 
in France, telling of the many good works ol 
Eliane for the poor and afflicted.

Fair Maid of Connaught The. and other Tales foi 
Catholic Youth, by Kate Duval Hughes This 
book contains ten stories of great interest! which 
always delight the boys and girls. This work ii 
most respectfully dedicated, to His Eminence 
Cardinal Gibbons, by the author.

Old G ay Rosary The, “Refuge of Sinners ” by 
Ann» H. Dorsey The scene is laid in Virginia 
and a very strong interesting story of the Catholic 
Faith, is given to our readers, both young and old

RELIGIOUS BOOKS
60c. Each Postpaid

Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque, by Rev. Geo 
Tacknell, S. J

Divine Life of The Blessed Virgin Mary, by Ven. 
Mary of Jesus of Agieda.

Dove of The Tabernacle,or the Love of Jesus in The 
Most Holy Eucharist by Rev. T. H. Kinane.

Duty of a < hristian Towards God. by St. John the 
Baptist De La Salle. Here nothing is left 
unexplained no point unnoticed, of all the grand 
and beautiful system of religion from the most 
sublime mysteries of our Faith, to the amplest and 
most trivial practices of devotion.

Great Saints, by John O'Kane Murray. Over thirty 
saints/ including the Blessed Virgin Mary, St 
Joseph, St. John the Baptist, St. Agnes, St. Patrick 
St. Bridget, St. Columbkille, St. Francis Xavier 
etc. Beautifully illustrated.

Internal Mission of The Holy Ghost by Cardinal 
Manning.

Irish Martyrs, by D. P. Conyngham, LL. D.
Irish Saints from St. Patrick to Lawrence O’Toole, 

by D. P. Conyngham, LL. D.
Life of St. Monica by M. L’Abbe Bougaud. Vicai 

General of Orleans. From the French, by Rev, 
Anthony Farley.

Life of St Paul Of The Cross, by the Rev. Father 
Pius, Passiomst.

Life of Our Lord Jesus Christ, by St. Bonaventure. 
With 106 engravings.

Maidens of Hallowed Names, Embracing the lives of 
St. Agnes. St Gertrude, St. Rose of Lima, St 
Catherine, St. Genevieve, St. Teresa, St. Cecilia 
etc. By Rev. Charles Piccinllo. S. J.

Martyrs The. This is the famous history of the last 
persecutions of the Christians at Rome, by Viscount 
de Chateaubriand.

Martyrs of 1 he • oliseum, or Historical Records of 
the Great Amphitheatre of Ancient Rome. By 
Rev A. J. O'Reillv, D. D.

Our Lady of Lourdes, by Henry Lasserre. A com 
plete history of the apparition, together with a 
number of authentic miracles performed at the 
Grotto of Qur l ady- of Lourdes.

Popular Life of St. Teresa, by Rev. M. Joseph.
Sin And Its Consequences, by Cardinal Manning.
St Aloysius Gonzaga of the Society of Jesus, bj 

Edwa d Healey Thompson.
St. A lphonsus M. Liguori, Bishop of Agatha bj 

Bishop Mullock,
St. Angela Merici, with history of the Order of St 

Ursula in Ireland, Canada and the United States 
by John Gilmary Shea.

St. Augustine. Bishop. Confessor and Doctor of the 
Church, by Rev. P, E. Moriarty, O. S. A.

St. Benedict the Moor, the son of a slave. From the 
French of Canon M. Allibert.

St. Bernard, by M. L'Abbe Ratisbonne.
St. Charles Borromeo. Edited by Edward Healey 

Thompson.
St Catharine of Sienna, by Blessed Raymond of

St. Cecilia, Virgin and Martyr, By Rev. Fathei 
Gueranger.

St. Elizabeth of Hungary, by Montalembert. /
St. Frances of Rome, by Lady Georgianna Fullertofi 

with an eesa» on the saint’s life.
St. Francs de Sales. Bishop and Prince of Geneva, 

by Robert Ormsby, M A.
St.^Francis Assisi, Social Reformer. By Rev. Leo

St. Ignatius of Loyola, founder of the Society of 
Jesus, by Bartoli. Two volumes. 50c. each.

St. Ignatius and His Companions — St. Francis 
Xavier, Peter Faber, Simon Rodriguez, etc

St. John Berchmsns of the Society of Jesus, and mir
acles after his death, by Father Rorgo S. J.

St. Joseph. F rom the French of Abbe Boullan.
St. Margaret of Cortons. Translated from the Italian 

by lohn Gilmary Shea.
St. Mary of Egypt. The example and model of a 

true penitent.
St. Patrick, by Right Rev. M. J. O’Farrell, Bishop of 

Trenton
St. Rose of Lima. By Rev. F. W. Faber, D. D.
St. Ftanislius Kostka of the Society of Jesus, by 

Edward Healey Thompson.
St. Thomas of Villanova.
St. Teresa. Written by he-self. Tiaoslatedby Rev 

Canon Dalton.
St. Vincent de Paul, by Rev. Henry Bedford.
Temporal Mission of The Holy Ghost by Cardinal 

Manning.
True Devotion to The Blessed Virgin, by the Blessed 

Louie-Mar e, Grignon de Montfort. Translated 
from the French by Rev. Frederick Wm. Faber,D.D.

True Religion And Its Dogmas, The; by Rev, 
Nicholas Russo, S. J., formerly Professor of Philos
ophy in Boston College,

Vatican Council, and Its Definitions, by Cardinal 
Manning.

Victims of The Mamertine. Picturing the trials and 
martyrdom of the saints of the early Church. By 
Rev. A. J. O’Reilly, D. D.

Year With The Saints, a Short meditations foi 
each day throughout the year on different virtues 
with examples taken from the lives of the saints.

Year of Mary. Seventy-two chapters on exercises 
of devotion to the Mother of God.

Names that live in Catholic Hearts. Memoirs of 
Cardinal Ximenes, Michael Angelo. Samuel de 
Champlain. Archbishop Plunkett, Charles 
Carroll. Henri de Larochejacquelein, Simon de 
Montfort. By Anna T. Sadlier. No more 
delightful reading can be placed in the hands 
of Ihe people than this volume. In devotion to 
duty these men far surpass the heroes of 
romance, and the story of their lives, with their 
trials and triumphs, can not fail to excite inter
est in every heart.
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Bond and Free. By Jean Connor. A new story by 

an authoi who knows how to write a splendidly 
strong book v 7

Connor DArcy’i Struggles. By W M Bert hold* 
A novel that depict* to us in vivid colors the 
battles of life which a noble family had 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. Tne stories are excellent 
and contain much pathos and humor.

Fahiola. By Cardinal Wiseman. This edition of 
Cardinal Wiseman’s tale of early Christian time* 
is much more modern and decidedly more attrac
tive tnan the old editions.

Fabiola’e bisters Adapted by A C. Çlarke. This 
is a companion volume and a sequel to" Fabiola."

Fondly Little Hou*e, The ; and Other Stories, by 
Marten Ames Taggart and Others. A library of 
short stories of th tiling interest bv a group of 
Catrolic authors that take rank with the beet 
witters of contemporary fiction

Light Of His Countenance, The. By Jerome 
Ilarte. A highly successful story. The plot ie 
flawless, the characters are natural, their conver
sation is sprightly and unhampered, and there are 
bursts of genuine comedy to lighten the tragic 
darker shades. *

Marcella Grace. By Rosa Mulhollaod The plot 
Of this story is laid with a skill and grasp of 
detatls not always found in novels of the day, while 
its development bears witness at every page to s 
complete mastery of the subject, joined to grace 
and force of diction.

Miss Erin. By M. K. Francis. A captivating tale of 
Irish life redolent of genu ne Celtic wit, love and 
pathos, and charming in the true Catholic spirit 
that permeates every page.

Monk’. Pardon, The. By Raoul de Navery. An 
historica! romance of the time of King Philip IV. 
01 bpain.

My Udy Be.lr.ce. By Pence. Cooke. The .lory 
of a society girl's development through the love of 
a strong man. It is vivid in characterization, and 
intense in interest.

Other Mu L.»le, The. By M. C. Merlin A power- 
ful story of South African life It is singularly 
strong and full of action, and contains a great 
deal of masterly characterization

OuWaw Of Camargue, The. By A. de Lamothe. 
This is a capital novel with plenty of “ go " in itRow ol The Wo ld. By M C Martin.8 A very 
sweet and tender story, and will appeal to the 
reader through these qual ties.

Round Table of French Catholic Novelists A 
charming selection of brief tales by the foremoat 
F rench Catholic writers.

Sw-ret Of The Green Vase, The By Frances Cooke. 
The story is one of high ideals and strong charac
ters. The *• secret ” is a very close one; and the 
book1 Wil1 DOt 801 ve 11 1111111 near the end of the

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

75c. Each, Postpaid
Dion An1 The Sibyls. By Miles Keon. A classic 

novel, far richer in sentiment and sounder in 
thought than " Ben Hur,"

Forgive and Forget. By Ernst Lingen. A sweet 
and w oesome love story, showing the power of 
nob.lity of soul and unfaltering devotion.

Tempest Of The Heart. The By Mary Agathe 
Gray. A story of deep feeling that centers around 
a young monk n usician.

Tum 11,6 Tide, The By Mary Agatha Gray 
There is a complexity in the weaving of this story, 
thakwid keep ihe reader in suspense till the very

Catholic Crusoe, bv Rev. W. H Anderdon, M A. 
The adventures of Gwen Evans. Esq.. Surgeons 
Mate, set ashore with companions on a desolate 
Island in the Carrioeun Sea.

Louisa Kirkbndge, by Rev. A. J. Thebaud, 9. J. A 
dramatic tale of New York City after the Civil 
war, full of exciting narratives infused with • 
strong religious moral tone

Rosemary, by J. Vincent Huntington. This novel, 
though written many years ago holds its place 
among the beat stories we have to-day.

85c. Each, Postpaid
Ambition’s Contest. By Father Faber. The story 

of a young man who starts out in life to be a 
statesman, loses all hts religion, but finally, through 
the prayers of others, receives the grace of God and 
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 of 
The Broken Shutters, a boys’ club of their neigh- 
^fhood. The book is full of adventures, including 
* thrilling rescue of a child from a burning building 
by Billy and an exciting trip on a sailing vessel to 
the West Indies. “ It is a rattling good boys' 
book."—Pilot 1

Boys’ Own Book A complete encyclopedia of 
sports, containing instructions on the camera, 
fencing, baseball, football, gymnastics, rowing, 
sailing, swimming, skating, running, bicycling, 
etc., and how to play over fifty other games.

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

Carrol O’Donoghue. By Christine Faber. A store 
of penal servitude in Australia.

Chiva'rous Deed, A. By Christine Faber. « Kind
ness Begets Kindness and Love Beget. Love," ie 
the keynote of this tale, interwoven with delight
ful delineations of child life and child character.

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

Elimor Preston. By Mrs. James Sadlier. A novel, 
ioy?Wing a 7011118 girl throu«h her sorrows and

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

Gordon Lodge. By Agnes M, White. A fascinating 
Catholic novel relating the adventures of an 
orohan left in the care of a relative.

Guardian’s Mystery, The. By Christine Faber. This 
is a capital story well told. It contains just 
enough sensation to make the reading a pleasure

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

Leandro- Or. the Sign of the Cross. A Catholic 
sto^treprinted from The Messenger of The Sacred

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

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

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 in 
Australia to which Moondyne Joe has been con
demned for political activity, and from which he 
forces his escape through a series of dare devil

/ adventures.
Mother’s Sacrifice, A. By Christine Faber. A Catho

lic story of the trials of a widow whose only son is 
innocently accused of murdering an enemy of hei 
family. When all seems lost, the real murderer 
filled with remorse, confesses his crime.

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

O'Mahony. The Chief of the Comeraghs- A tale 
of the Irish Rebellion of 1799. by D. P. Con. 
yngham. L- L. D.

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

RedCircle, The. By Gerard A. Reynold. A drama 
tic story of the Boxer Uprising in China, narrating 
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 parts 
so pronounced a realism that the reader feels him- 
eeI1*.Ak>art of tlie llle ol this far-off country, siding 
with the unprotected Christian, a real participant 
in defense of their life and their property.

Refining Fires, by Alice Dease. In this novel Miss 
Alice Dease. favorably known through her 
stories of Insh hfe^ has ventured on a new field, 
and in Refining Fires.” her latest and undoubt
edly her best book, sets before us the life and 
fortunes of two French families, the Mauvolsins 
and the De Barlis. The plot is very well thought 
ont. the story is remarkably well told, and is sure 
to hold the attention of the reader from the first 
page to the last.

Southern Catholic Story. By Minnie Mary Le* A 
novel full of interest and example.

Straved from the Fold. By Minnie Mary Lee. A 
solendid Catholic story with a very strong moral.

Towers of St. Nicholas, The. By Mary Agatha 
Gray. A story of the persecution of Catholics 
during the reign of Queen Elizabeth.

Trinity of Friendships, The. By Gilbert Guest. A 
new star has entered the galaxy of story writers 
in the person of Gilbert Guest. In their search and 
inquiries for Gilbert Guest, let them not forget that 
this gifted writer knows as much about girls as 
Father Finn knows about boys.

Within and Without the Fold. By Minnie Mavg
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