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Chapman was surprised how well

informed Father Fisher was concern
ing the affaire of the world. He ex
pected him to be an authority in hie 
eacred calling, but he wondered how 
he found the time to learn bo much 
about current affaire. He touched 
on many topics and he illuminated 
and clarified every subject he dis 
cueeed. In the midst of their talk 
there wae a call from the little office 
adjoining the study. The door be
tween the rooms was not entirely 
closed as the priest went to answer 
the summons, and Chapman could 
not help but see and overhear. A 
young woman in black, with a shawl 
drawn over her head, was speak
mg :

“ Oh, Father,” she said, “ they’ve 
taken Ann to the Municipal Hospital 
and 1 don’t know whether she’ll ever 
come back. She cried to see you 
before she left, but they wouldn’t 
wait.’’

“ What was the trouble ?”
“ Diphtheria, and in an advanced 

stage. She may not last until morn
ing, and no priest to console her !”

Father Fisher pulled out his watch 
and looked at it.

“ It's past the usual hour,” he said, 
more to himself than to the woman, 
“ but I know they'll let me in.”

In five minutes he had excused 
himself to his callers, put on his hat 
and coat and left the house. At the 
door he paused to speak a word of 
comfort to the woman in the shawl, 
and promised to let her know the 
condition of her child, Chapman and 
Higgins left the house at the same 
time and started homeward.

“ Think of that man going to the 
pesthouee,” said Chapman. “ Why, 
he’s taking his life in his hands !”

Higgins smiled.
“ It's all in a day's work with 

Father Fisher—and with every other 
priest.”

Chapman was silent all the way 
home. He was thinking profoundly 
and v^ien he said good night it was 
in an absent-minded way.

But in spite of the young man’s 
alarm, the priest came out of the 
visitation unscathed, as he had so 
many times before. The child in the 
hospital recovered too, so the inci
dent was not depressing by any 
means. «*..

In the meantime Chapman absent
ed himself from the Higgins' home. 
Agnes and her father wondered it 
they had unwittingly offended him.

“ You havn't quarreleçl with him 
about religion have you ?” asked 
Higgins.

“ No,” replied Agnes, with opened 
wonder. “ 1 followed your advice 
and never touched on the subject 
—after the first time.”

At the end of six months Chapman 
appeared, bringing a great bunch of 
roses to Agnes. She was glad to see 
him — more so than she cared to 
confess.

“Agnes,” he said, and the sound of 
her Christian name from hia lips wae 
very musical indeed, “ I’ve some news 
which I think will please you.”

“ What, for instance ?"
“ I’ve been received into the Cath

olic Church.'
She grasped both his hands impul

sively, her eyes sparkling with joy.
“ You’ve surprised and made me 

very happy indeed.”
“I thought I would, and now I 

want you to make me very happy."
“ How ?”
“ By becoming my wife. Please 

say tljat you will.”
He could scarcely hear her reply, 

but he knew that it was the word he 
had hoped would come from her dear 
lips. After some moments she looked 
up shyly.

“ John—what sort of argument 
ever brought you into the Catholic 
Church ?"

He beamed on her.
“ It wasn’t argument at all—al

though during my period of proba
tion, I’ve satisfied my reason per
fectly— but action. I’ve watched 
Father Fisher in his work, day by 
day, and I am fully convinced that 
the Church which can produce men 
of that kind must be a divine insti
tution. And my only wonder now is 
that I’ve been blind to the truth 
so long.” — George Barton, in the 
Magnificat.

MOTHERHOOD
No more deserved and touching 

tribute could be paid to any class of 
individuals than was paid to the 
mothers of the nation Sunday, May 
12. In their hands is the construe 
tionof our civilization. Their strength 
is the measure of the nation’s 
strength, as their purity and integ 
rity is the measure of the fidelity of 
the nation to the ideals of morality, 
justice and right.

Well might the country turn to 
them and do them honor at all times, 
but particularly now, when the world 
is passing through its Gethsemane 
and the sacrifices and deaths of their 
children are writ large on the pages 
of immortal history. To fight and 
die for one’s country has always and 
in all lands been esteemed an honor. 
And in this glory the mother natur
ally shares. For the child is the 
parent’s very own, and the honor 
that comes to him is refiected like
wise on her.

The mother’s part in the making of 
brave soldier lads is incalculable. 
Her courage and fortitude have 
nerved them to the performance of 
the mightiest deeds. Her example 
has been a tower of strength to her 
sons when the heat of battle has 
brought exhaustion and life seemed 
not worth the living. The thought 
of home and mother, of the day 
when all will be united in the hap
piness of unending peace now stimu
lates the soldier at Picardy and 
tieicheprey, as it did those who

fought and fell àt Vimy Ridge or in
the valley of the Somme.

Again, on the mother devolves a 
groat work of conservation. By sav
ing food, fuel and all that the Gov
ernment asks she is building mighti
ly for her son in the trenches. 11 has 
been said and truthfully that food 
and fuel will win this War. And the 
mothers are saving food and fuel for 
those sons. They are employing sub 
stitutee for coal and food so that 
their sons in faraway France, fight
ing for the boon of freedom and the 
preservation of human rights, may 
not suffer from the severity of the 
elements or from lack of invigorating 
food. Here the mothers are doing a 
high and noble duty, and with a light 
ness of heart and nobility of spirit 
that well become the best traditions 
of honorable and self sacrificing 
motherhood.

On distant battlefields the greatest 
safeguard to morals, outside religion, 
and the greatest spur to upright con
duct is the very thought of that 
mother at home, laboring, sacrificing, 
waiting. All untoward acts are 
nipped in the bud as the thought of 
mother and the honor of her family 
rush into the balance against the de
sire to do evil. Truly, God has 
blessed motherhood, and the honor 
men do to them will be refiected in 
national vigor and be rewarded by 
the God of battles.—Boston Pilot.

THE SOLDIERS AT THE 
ALTAR

TOLD BY LIEUT. MARCEL DUl'ONT, OF 
THE FRENCH CHASSEURS

Now one morning after countless 
ablutions with hot water and a clean 
shave, I was going, with brilliantly 
shining boots, down the steep foot 
path which led to the little house of 
our good Monsieur Cheveret, when 
my attention was drawn to a small, 
white notice posted on the door of 
the church. It ran :

“ This evening at six o’clock 
Benediction of the Most 

Holy Sacrament.”
It occurred to me at orftfe that 

this happy idea had been conceived 
by the chaplain of the ambulance, 
for until then the church had been 
kept locked, as the young parish 
priest had been called up by the 
mobilization. I made haste to tell 
our captain and my comrades the 
good news, and we all determined to 
be present at the Benediction that 
evening.

At 5:30 o’clock our ears were de
lighted by music such as we had not 
been accustomed to hear for a very 
long time. In the deepening twi
light some invisible hand was chim
ing the bells of the little church. 
How deliciously restful they were 
after the loud roar of the cannon 
and the rattle of the machine guns ! 
Who would have thought that such 
deep, and also such solemn notes 
could come from so small a steeple ? 
It stirred the heart and brought 
tears to the eyes, like some of Chop
in’s music. Those bells seemed to 
speak to us ; they seemed to call us 
to prayer and preach courage and 
virtue to us.

At the end of the shady walk I 
was passing down — whose trees 
formed a rustling wall on either side 
—appeared the little church, with 
its slender steeple. It stood out in 
clear relief, a dark blue, almc^t 
violet silhouette against the purple 
background made by the setting sun. 
Some dark human forms were mov
ing about and collecting around the 
low, arched doorway, Perhaps these 
were the good old women of the dis
trict who had come to pray in this 
little chqroh which had remained 
closed to them for nearly two 
months. 1 fancied I could distinguish 
them from where I was, dignified 
and erect in their old-fashioned 
mantles.

But as soon as 1 got closer to them 
I found I was mistaken. It was not 
aged and pious women who were 
hurrying to the church door, but a 
group of silent artillerymen wrapped 
in their large blue caped cloaks. 
The bells shook out their solemn 
notes, and seemed to be calling 
others to come, too ; and I should 
have been glad if their voices had 
been heard, for I was afraid the 
chaplain’s appeal would hardly be 
heeded and that the benches of the 
little church would be three-parts 
empty.

But only gently pushing the door 
open, I found at once that my fears 
were baseless. The church was in 
fact too small to hold all the soldiers 
who had come long before the ap 
pointed hour as soon as they heard 
the bells begin. And now that I 
have no fears about the church 
being empty, I wondered Il&w I was 
going to find a place myself. I‘ stood 
on the doorstep, undecided, on tip
toe, looking over the heads of all 
those standing men to see whether 
there was any corner unoccupied 
where I could enjoy the beauty of 
the unexpected sight in peace.

The nave was almost dark. The 
expense of lighting had no doubt to 
be considered, for for several days 
past no candle or taper was to be 
had for money. And no doubt the 
kindness of a motorist of the Red 
Cross had been appealed to for the 
supply of all the candles which lit 
up the altar. This was indeed re
splendent. The vestry had been 
ransacked for candlesticks, and the 
tabernacle was surrounded by a 
splendid aureole of light. All this 
increased the touching impression I 
felt on entering.

Against the brilliant background 
of the choir stood out the black 
forms of several hundred of men 
standing and looking toward the 
altar. Absolute silence reigned over

the whole congregation of soldiers.
And yet no discipline was enforced ; 
there was no superior present to im 
pose a show of devotion. Left to 
themselves, they all understood 
what they had to do. They crowded 
together, waiting in silence and with 
out any impatience for the ceremony 
to begin.

Suddenly à white figure came 
towards me through the crowded 
ranks of soldiers. He extended his 
arms in token of welcome, and 1 at 
once recognized the chaplain in his 
surplice. IIis face was beaming 
with pleasure, and his eyes shone be
hind his spectacles. He appeared to 
be supremely happy,

“ This v/ay, Monsieur l’Offlcier, 
this way. I have thought of every 
thing. You must have the seat of 
honor. Follow me.”

I followed the holy man, who 
elbowed a way for me up the crowd
ed aisle. He had reserved all the 
choir stalls for the officers. Before 
the War they had been occupied, at 
High Mass by the clergy, the choir, 
and the principal members of the 
congregation. He proudly showed 
me into one of them, and I felt 
rather embarrassed at finding my
self suddenly in a blaze of light, be
tween an artillery lieutenant and a 
surgeon-major.

The low vestry door now opened 
and a very unexpected procession 
appeared. In front of a bearded 
priest walked four artillery tnen in 
uniform. One of them carried a 
censer, and another the incense box. 
The other two walked in front of 
them,, arms crossed and eyes front. 
The whole procession knelt before 
the altar with perfect precision, and 
I saw beneath the priest's vestments 
muddy gaiters of the same kind as 
those worn by the gunners.

At the same time we heard, quite 
close to us, strains of music which 
seemed to us celestial. In the dim 
light I had noticed the harmonium, 
but now I could distinguish the 
artist who was enchanting us by his 
skill in drawing sweet sounds from 
a poor worn instrument. At once 
all eyes were turned toward him : 
we were all enraptured. None of us 
dared to hope that we should lift 
our voices in the hymns.

The organist seemed unconscious 
of his surroundings. The candle 
placed near the keyboard cast a 
strange light upon the most expres
sive of heads. Against the dark 
background of the church the strik
ing features of a noble face were 
thrown into strong Belief : a fore
head broad and refined, an aristocra 
tic nose, a fair moustache turned up 
at the ends, and, notably, two fine 
blue eyes, which, without a glance 
at the fingers on the keys, were fixed 
on the vaulted roof as though seek
ing inspiration there.

The chaplain turning to the con
gregation, then said : ” My friends, 
we will all join in singing the ' O 
Salutaris.’”

The harmonium gave the first 
notes, and I braced myself to endure 
the dreadful discords I expected 
from this crowd of soldiers—mostly 
reservists—who, I suppose had come 
together that evening mainly out of 
curiosity.

Judge of my astonishment 1 At 
first only a few timid voices joined 
the chaplain’s. But after a minute 
or so a marvel happened. From all 
these chests came a volumes sound 
such as I could hardly have believed 
possible. Who will say then that 
our dear France has lost her faith ? 
Who can believe it? Every one of 
these men joined in singing the 
hymn, and not one of them seemed 
ignorant of the Latin words. It was 
a magnificent choir under a lofty 
vault, chanting with the fervor of 
absolute sincerity. There was not 
one discordant note, not one voice 
out of tune, to spoil its perfect har
mony.

Who can believe that men, many 
of them more than thirty years old, 
would remember all the words unless 
they had been brought up in the 
faith of their ancestors and still held 
it?

I could not help turning to look at 
them. In the light of the candles 
their faces seemed to be wonderfully 
transfigured. Not one of them ex
pressed irony or even indifference. 
What a fine picture it would have 
made for a Rembrandt ! The bodies 
of the men were invisible in the 
darkness of the nave, and their heads 
alone emerged from the gloom. The 
effect was grand enough to fascinate 
the most skeptical of painters ; it 
soothed and charmed one and wiped 
out all the miseries that the War had 
left in its wake. Men like these 
would be equal to anything, ready 
for anything ; and 1 myself should 
have liked to see a Monsieur Homals 
hidden away in some corner of the 
church.

Meanwhile the sacred office was 
preceding at the altar. At any other 
time we might have smiled at the 
sight of the soldier-priest served by 
choristers of thirty-flVe in uniform : 
at the cermony it was inexpressibly 
touching and attractive, and it was 
especially delightful to see how care
fully and precisely each performed 
his functions that the ceremony 
might not lack its accustomed pomp.

When the singing had ceased the 
chaplain went up to the holy table. 
In a voice full of feeling he tried to 
express his gratitude and happiness 
to all those brave fellows : 1 should 
not imagine him to be a bnliant 
speaker at the best of times, but on 
that occasion the worthy man was 
completely unintelligible. His 
happiness was choking him. He 
tried in vain to find the words he 
wanted, used the wrong ones, and 
only confused himself trying to get 
them right. But nobody had the 
least desire to laugh when, to con
clude his address, he said with a 
sigh of relief :

“ And now we will tell twenty 
beads of the roeary; ten for the 
success of our arms, and the other 
ten in memory of soldiers who have
died on the field of honor....................
Hail ! Mary, full of grace. . . ,**

I looked around the church once 
more, and everyone’s lips were mov 
ing silently accompanying the 
priest's words. Opposite us 1 saw 
the artillery captain take a rosary 
out of his pocket and tell the beads 
with dreamy eyes; and when the 
chaplain came to the sentence, 
“ Holy Mary, Mother of God . . . .” 
hundreds of voices burst forth, deep 
and manly voices, full of fervor 
which seemed to proclaim their faith 
in Him Who was present before 
them on the altar, and also to prom 
ise self sacrifice and demotion to 
that other sacred thing, their 
country.

Then after the Tantum Ergo had 
been sung with vigor, the priest held 
up the monstrance, and I saw all 
those soldiers with one accord kneel 
down on the stone door and bow 
their heads. The silence was im
pressive; not a word, not a cough, 
and not a chair moved. I had never 
seen such devotion in any church. 
Some spiritual power was brooding 
over the assemblage and bowing all 
those heads in token of submission 
and hope. Good, brave soldiers of 
France, how we love and honor you 
at such moments, and what confi
dence your chiefs must feel when 
they lead such men to battle !

ANOTHER DRIVE ON 
THE POPE

One of the distressing by products 
of the War has beén a violent out
break of anti clerical, sectarian and 
Protestant hatred against the Pope. 
Wild talk has been revived con
cerning the temporal power, although 
the last vestige of it has been in its 
grave these many decades. Deep- 
seated antipathy has taken alarm at 
the prestige of the Vatican and has 
protested in surprised indignation at 
the immense spiritual authority evid
enced by the lonely prisoner in Rome, 
whom it thought long since dis
credited. But this is not all. A 
campaign of calumny has been set 
afoot, it would almost seem system 
atically organized, and bigotry and 
hatred have had an ugly recrudes
cence. All of which, apart from the 
indignation it has caused millions of 
Catholics, is seriously hurting the 
common cause. It is incredibly 
shortsighted, to say the least, now 
that some measure of success is 
assured by long-hoped-for unity of 
military command, to raise the cry 
of “ No Popery!” and to try to effect 
a breach in the unity of citizens.

>Vhat lies behind the wide public
ity given to false statements and 
wholly unfounded rumors concern
ing the acts and plans, past, present 
and future, of the Pope, which are 
being recklessly disseminated inltaly, 
France, Great Britain and the 
United States, without a shred of 
evidence and with no respect for the 
truth ? How comes it that a word 
derogatory to the Jews is sufficient to 
put a man in prison, whereas the 
Pope is considered legitimate prey for 
any chance reviler who may care to 
take a fling at him, no matter how 
poisoned it may be with falsehood ? 
How is it possible that the very 
papers which pride themselves on 
the loftiness of their principles, as 
contrasted with Germany’s, throw 
ethics to the winds when there is 
question of the Pope ?

It is inconceivable that any well- 
informed, fair minded man should 
write these words, recently printed in 
the Wall Street Journal :

“Already the failure of the German 
drive in the west in securing any of 
its objectives has revived peace 
activities from a new angle, or rather 
from one which had been discarded. 
The Cologne Gazette, which correct
ly forecast the Pope’s first effort to 
secure a German peace, predicts 
another attempt of the kind about 
the middle of this month. If this is 
correct nothing but failure can re
sult. The attitude of the Vatican as 
disclosed in Ireland, Belgium, Austria, 
Germany and in Italy itself puts 
such mediation out of the question.”

What is the purpose of these con
temptible insinuations? The writer 
speaks of “the Pope’s first effort to 
secure a German peace.” By the 
same token he implies, unless he is 
hopelessly illogical, that President 
Wilson, in his address to Congress 
on January 8, 1918, advocated a Ger 
man peace. For even in so anti
clerical an assembly as the Italian 
Chamber the substantial identity be
tween the principles outlined by the 
Pope and those insisted on by the 
President was openly proclaimed. 
No chicanery can call the Pope’s 
peace proposals a German peace with
out stigmatizing the President’s four
teen articles in like terms.

The truth is, of course, that neither 
one nor the other was in any sense 
pro German. By what stretch of 
imagination can the Pope’s proposals 
be called a German peace, seeing 
they would exact from Austria Hun
gary the renunciation of the occu
pied territories of Serbia, Montenegro 
Rumania, Russia and Italy; from 
Germany the abandonment of the 
conquests in Belgium, France and 
Russia ; from the former, concessions 
in the matter of the Italian-speaking 
provinces along the Adriatic, and 
from the latter a just settlement of 
the vexed question of Alsace-Lor
raine? The truth is, as has been 
repeatedly asserted by the Vatican, 
stated without contradiction in Eng
land and Italy, that the Pope's note, if 
it seems to favor one side more than 
the other, looks to the interests of 
the Entente rather than those of the 
Central Powers. The veiled accusa

tion about the Pope's attitude to
wards Belgium is equally ut variance 
with the facts. The kingdom of Bel 
gium, the Belgian Government and 
Cardinal Mercier have all officially 
expressed to the Vatican their in
tense gratitude for the Pope's atti
tude towards Belgium. If these 
three unimpeachable and competent 
witnesses are satisfied, what show of 
justice has the complaint of the Wall 
Street Journal ?*

Furthermore, only crass, inexcus
able ignorance or deliberate suppres
sion of facts can explain the echo of 
the false reports to the effect that 
the resistance to conscription in Ire
land is the result of Papal pressure. 
Before the Wall Street Journal made 
its calumnious insinuation there had 
appeared in the New* York Times, 
and every well-informed person was 
aware of it, this deliberate denial 
from Cardinal Logue :

“ I don't suppose you yourself 
need telling, but if you think any
body else needs telling, then tell 
him from me that it is nonsense. 
The Irish Bishops have received »o 
instructions and no suggestions from 
the Vatican, about their attitude 
toward conscription. If they had, it 
is surely myself who would know, 
and 1 do not know anything of the 
kind. But everybody knows that 
the Catholic Church has sons on 
both sides in this horrible War, and 
everybody ought to know that so far 
as the Vatican is concerned, it has 
been neutral throughout. The Vati
can could have been no other.”

Why did the Wall Street Journal 
ignore this statement ?

The Italian calumny, which the 
same editorial repeats, was chal
lenged by the Cardinal Archbishop of 
Westminster as soon as it appeared 
in the London Morning Post, and its 
author, so far from substantiating it, 
failed to produce proof and was com
pelled to lapse into inglorious sil
ence. Cardiùal Gasparri at once 
contradicted it and characterized it 
as “an atrocious calumny;” his 
statement has not been disproved. 
The Italian Government, which was 
most concerned, so far from assert
ing the odious charge, went out of 
its way to pay a high compliment to 
the loyalty of the Italian clergy and 
Hierarchy.

The writer, therefore, in the Wall 
Street Journal is confronted by an 
awkward dilemma. Either he was 
not acquainted with the facts, in 
which case his ignorance is inexcus
able ; or he was acquainted with 
them, but deliberately suppressed 
them, in which case his conduct is 
beneath contempt.—America.

FEAST OF THE SACRED 
HEART

Two lights on a lowly altar ;
Two snowy cloths for a Feast ;
Two vases of dying roses ;
The morning comes from the east, 
With a gleam for the folds of the 

vestments
And a grace for the face of the 

priest.

The sound of a low, sweet whisper 
Floats over a little bread,
And trembles around a chalice,
And the priest bows down his head ! 
O’er a sign of white on the altar—
In the cup o’er a sign of red.

As red as the red of roses,
As white as the white of snows 1 
But the red is a red of a surface 
Beneath which a God’s blood Hows ; 
And the white is the white of a sun

light
Within which a God's flesh glows.

Ah ! words of the olden Thursday! 
Ye come from the far away !
Ye bring us the Friday’s victim 
In His own love’s olden way ;
In the hand of the priest at the altar 
His Heart finds a home each day.

The eight of a Host uplifted !
The silver-sound of a bell !
The gleam of a golden chalice.
Be glad, sad heart ! 'tie well ;
He made, and He keeps love’s 

promise,
With thee all days to dwell.

From his hand to his lips that 
tremble,

From his lips to his heart a thrill, 
Goes the little Host on its love-path, 
Still doing the Father’s will ;
And over the rim of the chalice 
The blood flows forth to fill

The heart of the man anointed 
With the waves of a wondrous grace; 
A silence falls on the altar—
An awe on each bended face—
For the Heart that bled on Calvary 
Still beats in the holy place,

The priest comes down to the railing 
Where brows are bowed in prayer ;
In the tender clasp of his fingers 
A Host lies pure and fair,
And the hearts of Christ and the 

Christian
Meet there—and only there !

Oh 1 love that is deep and deathless ! 
Oh ! faith that is strong and grand ! 
Oh ! hope that will shine forever, 
O’er the wastes of a weary land ! 
Christ's Heart finds an earthly 

heaven
In the -palm of the priest’s pure 

hand.
—Rev. Abram J. Ryan

In Holy Communion, we reverse, 
in a manner, that token of love and 
friendship which passed between 
Jesus and St. John at the last Sup
per ; for there the disciple leaned on 
his Master’s bosom, but here the 
Lord condescends to repose in the 
breast of His unworthyy servant. 
Oh! how pure and brightly clean 
should we keep the couch on which 
He thus deigns to rest.—Cardinal 
Wiseman.
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from the French by Lady Georgiana Fullerton 
An exceedingly interesting story of Catholic Life 
in France, telling of the many good works of 
Eliane for the poor and afflicted.

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

Old Giay Rosary The. " Refuge of Sinners " by 
Anna H. Dorsey The scene is laid in Virginia 
and a very strong interesting story of the Catholic 
r »ith, is given to our readers, both young and old

RELIGIOUS BOOKS
60c. Each Postpaid

Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque, by Rev. Geo 
Tacknèll, 8. J.

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

Dove of The Tabernade.or the Love of Jesus In The 
Most Holy Eucharist, by Rev. T. H. Kmane.

Duty of a Christian 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 simplest 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. Vicar 

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 100 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. Bjr Rev. Charles Piccirillo. S. J.

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

Martyrs of the Coliseum, or Historical Records of 
the Great Amphitheatre of Ancient Rome. By 
Rev A. J. O'Reilly, 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 Our Lady 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, by 

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

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 

- v Thompson.
SL ^Catharine of Sienna, by Blessed Raymond of

St. Cecilia, Virgin and Martyr. By Rev. Father 
Guerahger.

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

with an essay on the saint’s life.
St. Francis de Sales. Bishop and Prince of Geneva, 

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

D. Louis.
St. Ignatius of Loyola, founder of the Society of 

Jesus, by BartolL 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 Borgo. S. J.
St. Joseph. F rom the French of Abbe Boullan.
St. Margaret of Gortons. Translated from the Italian 

by John 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. Stanislaus Kostka of the Society of Jesus, by 

Edward Healey Thompson.
St. Thomas of Villanova.
St. Teresa. Written by heielf. Translated by Rev 

Canon Dalton.
St. Viocer
Temporal 

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

Louis-Marie, 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. 7

Year With The Saints, a Short meditations for 
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,

Name* that live in Catholic Hearts. Memoirs of 
Cardinal Ximenes, Michael Angelo. Samuel de 
Champlain, Archbishop Plunkett. Charles 
Carroll. Henri dc Larochejacquelein, Simon de 
Montfort By Anna T. Sadlier. No more 
delightful reading can be placed in the hands 
of the people than this volume. In devotion to 
duty these men far surpass the heroes of 
romance, and the story bf their lives, with their 
trials and triumphs, can not fail to excite inter
est in every heart.
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Paul, by Rev. Henry Bedford.
of The Holy Ghost by Cardinal

60c. Each Postpaid
Bond and Free. By Jean Connor. A new story by 

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

Connor D'Arcy's Struggles. By W. M Bertholde. 
A novel that Tîepicts 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. The stories are excellent 
and contain much pathos and humor.

Fabiola. By Cardinal Wiseman. This edition of 
Cardinal Wiseman's tale of early Christian time® 
is much more modern and decidedly more attrac
tive than the old editions.

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

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

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

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

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

Monk's Pardon. The. By Raoul de Navery. An 
historical romance of the time of King Philip IV. 
of Spain. v

My Lady Beatrice. By Frances Cooke. The story 
of a society girl's development through the love of 
a strong man. It is vivid in characterization, and 
intense in interest.

Othç, Mi» Lisle, The. By M. C. Marlin. A power- 
ful ftoiy of South African life. It is singularly 
strong and full of action, and contains a great 
deal of marerly characterization

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

Ro** ol The World. By M C. Martin. A eery 
sweet and tender story, and will appeal to the 
reader through these qualities.

Round Table of French Catholic Novelists A 
charming selection of brief tales by the foreinoet 
French Catholic writers.

Secret Of The Green Vase, The. By Frances Cooke. 
The story is one of high ideals and strong charac
ters. The " secret " 19 a very close one, and the 
reader will not solve it until near the end of the

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

75c. Each, Postpaid
Dion And 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 wt o'.esome love story, showing the power of 
nobility of soul and unfaltering devotion.

Tempest Of The Heart, The. By Mary Agatha 
Gray. A story of deep feeling that centers around 
a young monk musician.

^ O*. The Tide, The. By Mary Agatha Gray
1 here is a complexity in the weaving of this story, 
that will keep the reader in suspense till the very 
end.

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 theCarribean Sea.

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

Rosemary, by J. Vincent Huntington. This novel, 
though written many years ago holds its place 
among the beet 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 his 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
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 
the West Indies. “It is a rattling good boys' 
book."—Pilot

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 m rapid succession. As 
>0 all Christine Faber's books, the action is drama
tic sudden and severe.

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

Chivalrous Deed, A. By Christine Faber. " Kind
ness Begets Kindness and Love Begets 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, 
foflowmg a young girl through her sorrow? 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 
story^reprinted from The Messenger of The Sacred

Lisbeth. The Story of a First Communion. By 
MaryT. 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 1798. by D. P. Con
yngham. L- L. D.

Old and New. Or, Taste Versus Fashion. A novel 
wririen in a fascinating manner. By Mrs. James

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
self 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.

Refining Fires, by Alice Dease. In this novel Miss 
Alice Dease, favorably known through her 
stories of Irish life, has ventured on a new field, 
andin ' Refining Fires." her latest and undoubt
edly her best book, sets before us the life and 
fortunes of two French families, the Mauvoisine 
and the De Barlis. The plot is very well thought 
out. 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 Lee. 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 Mary
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