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* A Confession oo No. 73. *
Father Ridedale, In the gathering 

<j|tf1mess, walked up and down the 
country depot platform, waiting tor 
t^e arrival of the train which waa 
to take him home to hie own parish. 
0e bad been away giving a mission 
fn a parish whose pastor was an old 
classmate in hie long ago seminary 

The mission had been extra
ordinarily successful, and the meet
ing of the old friends long parted 
j*d been an event In the somewhat 
uneventful life of a country pastor. 
Pleasant a» had been this break In 
the rather monotonous career, the 
good priest was nevertheless anxious 
to get home and be once more 
among his own parishioners and Mb 
books.

"Is the train on time tonight ?” 
"No, Father. She’a thirty-five 

minutes late. Since these heavy 
rains set in they have to be more 

-careful for fear of washouts," and 
the operator and station master 
(for the speaker held both posi
tions ), turned to his instrument and 
became for the time oblivious of the 
presence of the priest, who then 
continued his walk up and down the 
platform. Several people had ga
thered on the platform, patiently 
waiting for the express train, among 
them a young Irishman who imme
diately attracted the priest's atten
tion.

The glow and enthusiasm of the 
mission he had just finished was still 
with Father Rtdsdale, and he imme
diately addressed the young man. 

"Good evening, Pat."
"Good evening, sir—good evening, 

Father," said the person addressed. 
"Going to travel?"
"Yes, Father. I'm going down 

the line."
"Been to confession lately, Pat,' 

said the Father suddenly. With e 

priest's instinct he saw at once that 
liis chance acquaintance was a Ca
tholic.

"No—no, not lately, Father."
"How long since, Pat?"
"A good long time. Father."
“A bad long time,. rather, eh ? 

But how long is it, Pat ?"
"OK, a long time, Father."1 
"But how long ?*•
" 'Bout—seven—years," came the 

unwilling acknowledgment.
"Oh! Pa*, and your old mother, 

every night, saying her beads for 
you that you, her boy, may be 
faithful to his God and to his 
Church! "

The chance shot had struck home. 
Father Rids dale knew human nature 
•well, and Irish nature better. Pat 
Sweeney's warm heart was touched, 
and the priest saw he had struck 
the right chord. The young mgn 
hung his heati, and there was some
thing very like a tear on his cheek.

Just then the express came thun
dering into the depot, and every
body made a rush for the cars.

"Come on, my son," said the Fa
ther, and Pat followed him; and 
they sat down together. The con
ductor looked surprised that a gen
tleman In black should prefer a seat 
dn the workingman's car rather 
than in a more luxurious comport
ment, but he said nothing ae he took 
*ie ticket.

When they were left akme, Father 
Ridsdale began again on the ques
tion of confession. He sow that the 
young man beside him was of a na
turally good disposition, and learn
ed that, as a section hand on the 
railway, he was thrown into rough 
and frequently bad company. With 
an aspiration to the Sacred Heart he 
determined to make an effort to 
•convert this soul.

Long and earnestly he talked to 
the young man, and tried to arouse 

to a sense of the danger of his 
etate, but with apparently little ef
fect. Souls that have been dead 
for so long arc not vivified aU at 
once except in special cases. Still 
the priest did not give up. He 
knew that there remained but three- 
quarters of an hour before their 
journey would come to an end.

"Look here, my son, promise me 
this, that for the love you bear your 
old mother you will turn over a new 
leaf and straighten out matters by a

Fat would not give the required 
promise, and Father Ridsd&le then 
took from his pocket a scapular of 
the Sacred Heart.

"If you will not promise to do this 
you will at least do one tJriag for 
me; will you not, Pat ?"

"What is that, Father?"
"Just wear this scapular always 

in honor of the Sacred Heart
Pat Sweeney's faith was not dead. 

He nodded assent, took the scapul
ar and with an almost mechanical 
motion put it to his lips, and then 
put it in his upper vest pocket. Af
ter this the priest remained silent 
for several minutes, earnestly, men
tally praying for tne young man's 
conversion to a better life. In less 
than half an hour he would arrive 
at his destination, and Sweeney 
would get off five miles further down 
the line beyond the big Honey Creek 
bridge.

And Sweeney? Of what was he 
thinking ? He was unwontedly si- 
lept and now his thoughts flew 
back to the feast of the Sacred 
Heart years ago when he had made 
his first communion. How good and 
pure and earnest he was then. And 
now! What a change! Then he 
remembered his going out to work, 
and his first glass of whiskey and 
quickly acquired taste for that li
quor. Ah! that was the cause of 
all his unfaithfulness to his religious 
duties. That had brought him his 
bad name, and lost him first one 
good situation and then another, un
til at last he was fain to work as 
a section hand on the railroad. Hard 
work and little pay and less te- 
spect, and what prospects he had at 
one time entertained! It was all 
too bad—too bad ! Then there 
were the O’Rourke boys. They were 
section hands, too, and yet they 
kept up the practice of their reli
gion. Then his mind reverted to bis 
old mother. Well, at all events he 
had, every month, sent her part of 
his wages. That was in his favor.

"Father," said Pat, timidly, with 
a certain shame-facedness, "do you 
think it likely that my old mother 
prays for me every night ?"

The question was a simple one, but 
there was a pathetic earnestness in 
the voice that at once told Father 
Ridedale that there was a change 
of disposition.

"Why, Pat, there is a moral cer
tainty that she does."

"And do you think those prayers 
do me any good."

"Do you any good ! Of course 
they do."

"Well, I've just been thinking that 
I’m a pretty hard case. I haven’t 
been to mass or confession for se
ven years, and—"

"Is not God’s mercy infinite. One 
word, one sigh up to heaven and 
the evil can all be undone."

If I thought—if I could—if I were 
In church now—I'd — confession,” 
mumbled poor Pat.

Father Ridsdale saw there was no 
time to lose. Beckoning the con
ductor, he slipped a dollar into his 
hand.

"Give me the key of a stateroom, 
for half an hour—be quick," he said.

The conductor looked at first sur
prised, and then noticing the Ro
man collar of the priest, a look of 
intelligence stole over his face 

"This way, sir," he said.
"Come, Pat," said Father Rids

dale.
Pat Sweeney followed in a dazed 

sort of way, half reluctantly, half 
willingly.

Locking the door of the stateroom

"God—sent—you., Father, to—hear 
said the dying-my confession,'

,#I think indeed; and don’t
1douI>t. my son, that he sent me on 

l ™ ' |0n*V ! 0118 train especially for this pur-
pose in answer to the prayers of 
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he came up to the sorrowing wo
man.

"I am, your reverence, and it’s sor
rowful now it is with him, I’m 
afraid.”

"In that you’re mistaken, mother.

and drawing the curtains. Father I 
Ridsdale said, "Now, my son, kneel 
down at that chair, and I will eit 
here, and I will help you make your 
confession."

And Pat, with the help of the 
zealous priest, made his confession 
with tears of compunction and grati
tude. When it was over the priest, 
with his watch in his hand, said the 
penance with his penitent, and after 
this and a few brief acts of thanks
giving were over he found that he j 
had four minutes to spare. It was J 
an express confession, but none the j 
less earnest and sincere for the un- j 
usual circumstances in which it was ! 
made. With a hearty hand-shake and j ^ r'n]r>us’ 
a blessing, the priest stepped off the 
train a minute later, leaving Pat 
on the steps of the car with a 
bright face and a lighter heart. It 
had been a blessed Journey for him.

ECONOMY.
Of course there ere other food 

points shout “SURPRISE" Soap 
l besides the wsy It makes work essy, 
I and one of the best is the economy 
< of It.

“SURPRISE” 1s a pure, hard 
soap, and It takes only a little to do a blf 
lot of work. Some people who use It say 
they don’t know which wears the best, 
the soap or the clothes they wash with It.

And It *s just as food for feneral 
housework as It Is for the laundry; In 
fact, there isn’t a thlnf washable that 
can’t be cleaned with “SURPRISE” Soap, 
better, easier, and cheaper than It could 
be done In any other way.

When this Is understoodgnost 
everybody Is surpriaejFthat 

iTpude - — “SURPRISE” costs no more than
aharde Soap c°mm°n
Surprise

and in a few words he told her all 
that had happened on the night 
down express.

"Oh! glory be to God for this 
goodness ! Sure its a happy woman 
I am now. Patsey’s safe, Patsev’s 
safe! He died in the grace. Glory 
be to God!"

And thosn who knew not her Irish 
faith marveled at her fortitude

She is now Father Ridsdnle’s 
housekeeper, and to this day blesses 
the day when her Pat made the No. 
73 down express confession.—Rev. J.

in the Catholic Sun.
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"Good evening, Dick. I'm glad 
you’ve called. I need you."

"Even a qualified welcome Is bet
ter than to be sent home. How may

Father Ridsdale had scarcely di
vested himself of his travelling 
clothes, and donned his cassock, and 
had sat down to his teatable with a 
sigh of comfort at being home I b® useful? 
again when a heavy and rapid ! Ly making a strenuous effort not
knocking was heard at the front j to wHty, ffrst of all, and then 
door. I by naming those you wish to be in

come. Father, come quick." jVited."
"What’s the matter," said the "I don’t wish anybody to be in

priest, as he ran to the door. | vited. The minimum prescribed by
"The express is down the bank at *aw *s enough for me 

Honey Creek bridge—at least the ! 
engine and one car. There has | niine, sir. Sit down here and'give 
been a washout there this afternoon, me a list of your friends.’ 
and the first span gave way. Hurry,! "Heigh-ho! Put down yourself, 
Father. Take the first hand car. mY mother and- 
The men will pull you up there. It’s "Oh, Dick, please be serious. This 
only three miles. I’m going for the must be done, and you must help 
doctor." and the messenger started do it-’’
off at a run. ! "Why not post it on the dead

The priest took the holy oils and walls in red and yellow—‘Notice !
ran to the railroad track and was The friends of Dick Lane are hereby 
soon rushing into the blackness of notified’—” 
the night. In a few minutes the j "Dick!"
hand-car had brought the priest i "Think how much easier and less
to the scene of the disaster, which : expensive it would be."
was one of the greatest confusion. "Your humor is a trifle ponderous
The moving lanterns and torches and wholly out of place."
showed the blanched faces and trem- j "Lordy! if that is to be the
bling figures. The through coaches penalty I will give you a list ae long
were at the end of the train, and as the tax collector's."
were not derailed, but many of the "I think it isn't at all becoming
passengers were bruised and cut by f°r you to treat the matter so fri-
broken glass. A hurried glance told volouely."
the priest that there was nothing ! "Well, to be candid with you,

NEXT MORNING.

Let s take the tables and chairs 
out under the trees, girls; there 
isn't much breeze, and it will be 
pleasanter. I have a list made, and 
all you will have to do is to fol
low my dictation. I tried to have 
Dick help me make this list, but he 
begged off on the plea that I knew 
all his friends, and now the list 
contains a surprise for him. Without 
saying anything to him, I am mak
ing a special effort to have every 
member of both camping clubs at
tend. They are widely scattered, 
but I think most of them will come.*'

"You had better arrange to have 
police present, too," remarked Kate, 
"If that crowd gets together they 
will forget that there fs a difference 
between the civilization of Providence 
and the wilderness of Echo Lake. 
We have never had a reunion, have

"No, and that is one reason why 
I think they will come."

"I hope Jack Barry comes. Where 
is Jack ?"

“In Boston. I see advertisements 
of ‘Barry & Son, Contractors,’ once 
in a while. You know it was his 
intention to go into business with 
his father when he graduated."

"Who is Jack Barry?” asked El-

"Who is Jack?” exclaimed Kate. 
"He is one of the manliest, Jolliest, 
best chaps in the world."

"My! How did he escape you?”
"He escaped us all. Wc all loved 

Jack, but our Cupid's arrows were
"Your wish shall be governed by forged in the fires of heresy and

were scattered against the armor 
of the Church."

"Was he a Catholic?”
"Indeed he was. He always car

ried a string of beads with a little 
cross attached to them, but nobody 
ever saw him praying to them.”

"Praying to them? The idea! You 
Yankee Protestants can be more ig
norant and insulting about things 
Catholic—and be so ingenious about 
it. Catholics pray only to God and 
His saints, Miss Kate. Please index 
that in your memory, so that you 
can refer to it readily when you are 
again tempted to accuse Catholics of 
idolatry.”

Goodness gracious, Ellen! You 
are just like him. He gave me a 
dissertation about Catholicity once 
because I asked him if ‘Indulgences’ 
was a sacrament. And we had to have not heard 
hold our breaths

"If you ore done quarre lug, we 
might begin writing these ndcicshes/ 
interrupted Margaret.

"I’ve rin^hea. althou^n i shall 
probably say something about hie. 
Patrick or Saint somebody else 
before we get through with this that 
will get me into trouble again I 
wonder if Ellen and Jack won’t find 
something to quarrel about when 
they meet. It is a pity they have 
not met before. Oh, say, Margaret, 
why not assume one of your duties 
artte-nuptially and make a match 
between them ?"

"I wish I could. It would be 
ideal.”

"Of course it would. Try it.”
“What can T do?’’
"Tell him about her when you 

write him—amd~icave the rest to the 
Lord. The Celestial Matrimonial Bu
reau has had a hand in this from 
the dawn of time, and you arc plain
ly its terrestrial agent. It is your 
duty, Margaret.”

"Well, I have formed very rigid 
resolutions about the duties of my 
new state, Ellen, and it would not 
do to begin by shirking them."

"If you say a word about me to 
your old paragon." threatened El
len, "I’ll never speak to you again, 
and I won’t go to your wedding.”

• • • How do you think this 
will do. Kate ?”

• immediate importance to i» doiv. Margaret, this circus parade feature | every time those old beads appeared,

Mr. John Barry, Boston, Mass.
Dear Jack; You will see by the 

enclosed that Mr. and Mrs. Dixon 
formally say they would like the 
pleasure of your presence at the 
marriage of their daughter Margaret 
to Mr. Richard Lane, but informally 
I want you to be sure to come.

I asked Dick to help me send out 
the invitations, but he begged off 
on the plea that I knew his 
friends as well as lie. He is the 
most exasperating man! I do be
lieve he would choose midnight in a 
cemetery as the hour and place if ho 
had the choice. .

Well, now that he has left it to 
me I want to give him a surprise. 
Without saying anything to him I 
am trying to have every member of 
both camping clubs attend. He may 
not expect you, so please do not 
write him.

You don’t deserve to be honored. 
Why have you so utterly forsaken 
us ? Except for an occasional news
paper reference to "Barry & Son." I 

word of or from 
in sheer fright you since you and Dick graduated in

there, and he ran to the front of of it doesn't appeal to me very
the train. Here there were many strongly, even if it is only a one-
broken limbs and much moaning and ring affair."
shrieking. The engfneer lay dead | "Now, Dick, we have been all
under his engine at the brink of the over this, and the matter is not
creek. tThe fireman had escaped open for discussion." 
with a broken leg. He had jumped | "I suppose that is final. But these 
in time to save his life. The priest moments are too precious to spend 
gave general conditional absolution in Hiat sort of drudgery. I have a

W F A K How many women
ffleMIX there are that get no re- 
TIBFH freahment from sleep. 
HIXL.1S They wake in the mom-WOMEN ing and feel tireder than

when they went to bed. 
They have a dissy sensation in the head, 
the heart palpitates; they are irritable 
and nervous, weak and: worn out, and 
the lightest household duties during the 
day seem to be a drag and a burden.

MILBURN’S HEART 
AND NERVE PILLS

to all and immediately looked to the 
more serious cases.

Father Ridsdale looked anxiously 
among the stricken crowd for his 
recent companion of the journey. Pat 
Sweeney could not be seen in the 
vicinity of the upturned coach.

"Pat Sweeney is it, Father ? The 
boy ye took to the stateroom awhile 
agone. Ye needn't mind about him,
Father, for If he’s killed he’s all 
right, and if not, why it's about 
the same, for he be all rfght, for 
whatever ye did to him, in the1 elKe
stateroom of the next car, he came ! wasn’t invited. Be kind to your 
to his seat the happiest man in the i chums. Margaret, and let me off.
train. Ah I sure there he is, pinned That's a good girl. I knew you
down by the . car roof. Sure he would." 
must be past the help we can now

great many more interesting things 
to talk about.^

"Oh! it doesn't matter how much 
I may drudge about it."

"Of course it does, dear; don’t you 
drudge a bit. I'll come over again 
to-morrow evening."

“But the cards should be in the 
mail»? to-morrow evening."

'Well, send them out. You know 
my friends as well as I do. Get 
Kate and Ellen to help. It will 
give them\a chance before anybody

because Sam Dickey tried to be hu
morous about them one day. It 
looked for a while as if we would 
have to bring Sam home on the in
stallment plan. Do you remember 
that day, Margaret?"

"I do not remember what Sam

'96.
But I’ll forgive you if you come 

to the wedding, i will remember 
that building railroads is very busy 
work. Very sincerely yours,

MARGARET DIXON.
Providence, R.I., June 1st, 1906.
P S.—I am very anxious to have 

■ old

to wonder why somebody

3

give him."
Taking a light, the priest went 

to poor Pat. He was seriously in
jured eflld pinioned down by the
car.

"Leave me, Father, and see to the
others first. Thank God I don't ' 
need ye as bad as they, ttoinks be ] 
to your reverence." y j

All saw that death was only a, 
minutes, and Father Rids- 

-tely administered ex- 
The sufferer's tape;

10 P.M.
"My! how time flies when the 

conditions are right. ‘I must be 
off. Good snight."

‘‘The cards go out to-morrow, and 
if any of your friends are offended

"I’ll take the consequences!"
‘‘Oh, by the way, Ellen is not 

be my bridesmaid. Some rule 
her Church forbids her to take part 
in a Protestant ceremony."

said, but I remember that all our you meet Ellen Manning, my 
sympathies were with Jack. Sam’s . school chum. You have never met 
humor was generally as incisive as a, her. She has always worked during 
sand-bag, you know." 'vacation and could not come to

"Yes, but Jack was the other ex- j camp. She is the very, best and
treme. There should be a law for- dearest girl in the world, but she 
bidding Irish to be Catholics. Two " " " "
such causes of combustion and con
flagration should not reside in the 
same body.”

"'England had such a law once, 
but we would not obey it," retorts 
ed Ellen.

"That is because they called it a 
law and had only goldiers and hang
men to enforce it. The Lord might 
succeed if He asked it as a favor."

"That is villifiteation. We believe

is Irish. I have always said, you 
know, that it is a pity so many 
nice people are Irish.

I remember how the wiles and 
charms of us poor heretics were 
wasted on you, but she is a good 
Holy Roman Catholic, and if you 
do not fall in love with tier I shall 
believe you are hopeless. Yours, 

M.D.

THREE DAYS LATER.

"I’m Who will be?"

with the constitution of some States ‘
that 'the doctrine of non-resistance 'Such jolly news, Ellen. Read 
against oppression is slavish and this letter." 
absurd,' and we carry our belief into "Aloud?"
practice; but beyond that we are us "Certainly. You may need Kate's
law-abiding as any otner people. But adv*ce "’ 
there is one law that we always M.
obey-the law of good manners." 188 Margarct lJixon- Providence, 

"There, there, you dear old spit- M H I-
fire; I didn’t mean to offend. It is ? ®ear Margaret: It is very kind 
because you did not obey these laws °f you to include me among your 

to that we like you the most. {oxi selcct‘ and 1 wiU move heaven and 
of should remember that we Puritans earth to 1,0 Present.

would never know the real Irish 1 knew swam to his fate
character if we had not met j-eoplo thftt day when, in fulfilment of 3

do. Good night."

êm

like Jack you. destfny, dutifully fell
"Well, please don’t say jocosely your boat into the

lying people *erl-
of Echo


