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FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH.

The snow was falling thick and fast, 
bod to him who sat by tlm fire within 
that lonely room, every Hake was hurry- 
•nig relentlessly down to cover a new- 
made grave. It was twilight, the hour 
when she was ever wont to sit beside 
him, in summer upon the porch, and in 
this sort of weather, on the other side 
of the open grate where the empty chair 
j-tood now. The funeral had taken 
place that afternoon; friends wore kind, 
very kind; old comrades had pleaded 
with him to come to their homes or to 
let one of them stay with him. But 
with gentle resistance, he had refused 
all their well meant companionship, and 
was according to his desire, alone. 
What his plans for the future might be 
did not matter; for to-night no one 
should intrude upon his sacred commun
ing. It had happened. Hardly did he 
realize it yet, and being a man of slow 
perception and deliberate action, he 
needed time and solitude to adjust 
himself to changed circumstances.

Besides, he was not lonely ; no storm 
oi grief had as yet rent his b *ing. It 
may be that he had not felt aright, but 
true it was, that not even when they 
brought her in from the street dead, 
had a tear rolled down his cheek. 
Dead ! Why should he say that word ? 
Why, there she was in her chair on the 
ether side of the blazing logs : he could 
sec her knitting in the dusk and hear 
her say, “ Yes, John dear, 1 think it is 
time to make tea.*1 Was not that she 
now, moving about in the next room, 
tinkling china. The kettle was singing 
upon the stove ; was it not awaiting h *r 
too ? Yes, and she was coming ; he 
could tell her step in a million ; it was 
scarce heavier than forty years ago. 
Forty years ago ! The half-burnt log 
gave a sudden lurch and he stooped to 
fix it. Forty years ago ! Why that 
was way back uefore the war—yes, he 
remembered now. It was when she 
wore that lilac dimity, when her curls 
were sunny brown. A mere slip of a 
girl she was then, and slender and frail 
always. And his daily prayer had ever 
been that lie should lx- pared to protect 
tier, that Martha might never be left 
alone. Blunts ar<‘ different, some stand 
strongly by themselves, others are of a 
twining nature. She was of the cling
ing kind always. Yes, he had pra; ed 
that Martha be never left alone—with
at him. That was the way he had put 

■ tie request, but what the granting of 
it might mean to him, he had never 
dared formulate. And he never suspect
ed that her secret supplication was a sim
ilar concern for him.

Never overstrong, for some time back 
Martha's heart had fluttered like a 
frightened bird, too much and too fre
quently. Still, only hree days ago, in 
the afternoon, seemingly as well as ever, 
sue had put on her little bonnet with 
th* soft lavender velvet bow, and fur 
coat, preparatory to going down town. 
Hi- had protested, for it was bitter co d, 
and a w-inl was coming up. But Martha 
was laughingly rebellious and would 
have her own way, r fusing even to let 
him accompany her.

“ Why, I'm sixty years young,” she 
exclaimed with an echo of the old 
youthful ring to her voice. Can't I go 
down street alone and do a little shop
ping ?"

And she kissed him and called him a 
great follow ca‘, and was off. He could 
Hie her now as she went through the 
doorway ; he had watched her admir
ably and anxiously to the end of the 
street where she stepped upon the car. 
Why had he let her g» ? Why had he 
not kept her with him while he could ? 
V> r' aps it was better not -lie would 
try to think so —lest Martha sh mid 
some day be left alone. And having 
seen her take the car safely, he re
lumed to his chair by the fire, wonder
ing what her little surprise was now. 1 le 
had forgotten that it was his birthday, 
and he did not think of it even now. 
It was not till he brought her back 
t hrough the same doorway and laid her 
upon the old horse-hair sofa—dead. 
Bead ! Was it really so ? Martha 
dead and he alone by tiie fire ?

lb- would not re ember his birthday 
'•"hen, but they gave him a small parcel 
that had been clasped in her arms when 
she fell. It was a daintly colored photo
graph in a gilt frame, the picture of a 
sweet-faced girl in a lilac dimity, a 
laughing girl with sunny brown hair ! 
It must have been made from that old 
daguerreotype of her, taken a few years 
before the war, a likeness that they had 
somehow mislaid and had not been able 
to find for many years back. She must 
have come upon it recently and kept the 
discovery a secret to have this done as 
a birthday surprise.

Then many things happened in which 
- had no part. People came and went, 
dal things and said things ; hut he only 
knew that she laid there cold and still, 
with her pale face gentle as ever, her 
h ur soft, and silvery, wearing the black 
sa‘in dress that he had bought her for 
their silver-wedding day. Only this 
afternoon they had taken her away, and 
îii-w he was alone.

The face of the girl with sunny-brown 
peeking out at him from the oval 

gdt frame had br light back many scenes 
' f the mist long-ago, and to-night would 
dve them all through again. No wonder 
Pick Heaton loved her ! Any man well 
toight, and Richard was a good man, too, 
S°°d and generous ; he proved it after
ward. But Martha never loved Dick ; 
she never loved anyone but him, com
mon, ordinary John Reynolds, with only 
® f)a*r of stalwart shoulders and a good 
tieart and soul to recommend him. Notli- 

of cleverness was there in bis inake- 
llP ; why had Martha Hadley loved him 
?° ? Impossible to tell ; it might have 
been because her people did not wish 
her to ; they were determined that she 
should marry Richard Heaton. Dick 
was a good fellow, but Martha did not 
°ve him. So much was sure. But she 

Was a child of strong and righteous 
People, inheriting traits of self-denial 
ana forbearance reared in the spirit of 
all h?? aside desire for duty. She had,

* her life, yielded unquestioning obedi- 
nce to stern parents, and when they 
ad persisted a sufficiently long time in 
on- opposition to John Reynolds, she 

and Iockiug her Rose of Joy 
ltly within her heart, consented to 

Richard Heaton.
Hr. 11(* s*le S0, But to do justice to . 

•aton, he did not know—not then.

THE CATHOLIC RECORD
Slio poor child, thought it impoaaible 
to keep hor accrut forever, and untile 
and he «lut fill to her choacn husband, 
keep such a secret a lifetime: What a 
task: (If course he guessed it, but she 
did not know that. Afterward, she 
blushed at the hypocrite he must have 
thought her when she smiled upon him 
dai 13- and suffered his caresses. How 
should she know that he had discerned 
the truth when his manner remain'd 
unchanged? Poor artless girl! The 
unwonted dissimulation was beginning 
to tell upon her; John Reynolds knew 
it, for he saw her from time to time as 
she went lien-and there to the villigo 
gatherings with her husband. And his 
honest face burned and his good heart 
ached that she should suffer the most of 
nil. He hushed his own cry of pain, 
and even hoped that she might forget 
him, for her own sake, and stain . out 
his memory from hor heart.

He pitied Richard Heaton, too, for 
something told him that the man must 
one day awaken to the truth. He would 
lar rather be in his own position, be
loved as he knew himself to be, than in 
Dick s although Heaton was her husband. 
Some blessings are twofold in value 
when doubled in quantity, hut such is 
not true of all good things. That 
woman is indeed rich who possesses the 
love of an honest man ; Martha, with the 
love of two, might as well, or better, 
suffer a dearth of affection. The lilac 
gown faded and was hung away, and the 
pretty timid face faded, too, as both 
John Reynolds and Dick Heaton obser
ved ; but neither remarked it except in 
his own heart. The gilt-framed picture 
of the brown-haired girl had brought it 
all back to-night.

The log on the lire was crumbling 
away. He went to get another, and as 
he did so, staggered a little. It might 
have been from the rigidity of his long 
position, he thought; it could not be 
from weakness, for he was a strong man. 
He had never been ill in his life, save 
after the wound at Gettysburg, and once 
again a few months ago, when lie had 
suffered a sort of shock It was that 
last sickness of his that had made 
Martha's heart palpitate so badly. 
He had not been just exactly as spry as 
usual since. But lie was a strong man 
and not seventy yet. The fresh lug 
crackled and sent out sparks. He set 
the screen in front of it, tor the sparks 
might set fire to Martha's dress. 
Martha! Where was she ? He leaned 
forward and placed his hand upon the 
vacant chair. Then he remembered that 
she was not there, but in the oval gilt 
frame, wearing a lilac dimity and sunny- 
brown curls just as in the days before 
she was Richard Heaton's wife. And a 
good wife she was, too, and meant to be 
always—always.

Dick was the best of husbands, but 
when the war broke out, of course ho 
had to go; Heatons had fought for cen
turies back and their blood through his 
veins. He was made captain of the vil
lage company in which John Reynolds 
was a private. And at least one 
woman's prayerful benediction followed 
both into battle. Reynolds saw her on 
the street in the midst of others watch
ing as they tramped away. S’, e saw 
him, too, at the same moment : that was 
all. Both were full sure that they 
should never meet again on this side of 
the shadowy border; each sent up a 
spontaneous prayer to God for the keep
ing of the other. What were the feel
ings of the other onlooker* and soldiers 
we know not, but these three hearts 
seemed to beat a death march as Capt. 
Heaton led his company away.

Southern skies were ho , the marshes 
sickening and fever-laden. Forced 
marches, battles, retreats, thundering 
cannon, shot and shell; wounds, groans 
and death were all about him, yét he 
was spared, lie who might be better 
dead. Why was he not taken instead of 
that brave one falling at his side, whose 
last breath was a prayer for wife and 
children, whose death meant another 
widow and more fatherless children in 
the world? It was not until the last 
day at Gettysburg that he fell, and 
strange to say, it was not until that 
same day that the gallant young cap
tain was-wounded also -wounded'"liut-o 
death.

But in the letter which the kind 
young lady wrote to Martha, there was 
a mistake. It told her that John 
Reynolds was hopelessly shattered and 
could live but a few days at best, and 
that Richard Heaton, with a serious but 
mortal, wound was close by in the same 
hospital, and a source of great comfort 
to him. Such an easy thing to do, 
to slip in one name where the 
other ought to be, when the writer 
knew not the personality or the where
abouts of either! It was at Heaton’s 
request and wholly unknown to Reynolds 
that she wrote, and may God forgive 
the pale young wife if, when the letter 
came to her New England cottage, there 
was a single traitorous or rebellious 
thought, a spirit, even transitory, other 
than that of renunciation ! She had 
been loyal to lvr husband, devoted and 
true; she would remain so, faithful for a 
life time. But he was dying. Was it 
wrong that she llew there fast as trains 
could take her, fuming with unwonted 
impatience at every delay and obstacle, 
praying God to spare him breath until 
her arrival. What she had renounced 
1er a life time might she not indulge 
for a moment ? Only to place her hand 
upon the brow, and look into the eyes 
she loved once more ! Then, it would 
be over all for ever.

Small wonder if John Reynolds con
cluded that he must have been suddenly 
taken with some sort of illusioning fever, 
when, as sitting with great effort—for 
his own wound was painful enough, by 
the cot of Richard Heaton, trying to 
solace him whose life had all bub gone, 
he discerned advancing the one loved 
face and form that was always present 
in his waking and sleeping dreams. 
Could Dick see it, too, and was it a 
vision sent to solace his dying moment ? 
Could it be that lie was awake and 
heard aright when the nurse was telling 
Richard Heaton that his wife had 
arrived and was then waiting outside 
the door for the announcement to be 
gradually and gently made ? It was 
not so very strange in her confusion that 
she kissed two men instead of 011c ; no 
wonder she wept and smiled and blushed 
and sighed and wept again, for emotions 
followed swift upon one another, joy for

the one when she perceived the very 
evident mistake, and sincere concern 
for ( Ik* other who had never been aught 
but kind and devoted to her. And, 
when John Reynolds would have moved 
away to give husband and wife privacy, 
Heaton’s feeble hand was raised detain
ing^.

“ L)o not go, John," he said, the words 
coining between struggling gasps, “ 1 — 
liave—-something to say. 1 want you to 
take care of Martha when I am gone. 
She loves you—I was blinded- Aid not 
know—until too late. She has been 
true and kind to me—will be to you. 
Sorry 1 kept you apart so long. Take 
her now John; Martha, give him your 
hand and promise me."

It seemed as if every word lie uttered 
shortened his life a space ; the struggle 
was painful to him and them. The 
pledge given, he had no more to say 
save, "Comfort her !" when he saw his 
wife's slight frame shaking violently 
with sobs.

And John Rejniolds had wept with her 
too if there were any comforting in that. 
Wept. He was weeping now, in the 
lonely room before a lightless grate. 
His own great sobs aroused him; he was 
cold and numb; his arm had that 
“needles-aud-pins" sensation which he 
first experienced a few months ago. Well, 
lie would sit there a bit longer and 
finish his dream. Since the war was 
over, since—since then—until three days 
ago when he saw her tie on the little 
bonnet with the soft lavender velvet 
bow, he had not been from her side a 
single day. Why had ho not gone with 
her—it was so cold—when she set out 
alone laughing and saying that she was 
sixty years young! She came back—■ 
they brought lier back—her and the 
lilac-dimity girl in the gilt-frame—and 
both were with him still. One had 
silver curls and the other sunny brown ; 
both smiled and smiled and beckoned 
—he smiled back through his tears and 
answered that he would come.

In the morning his nearest neighbor, 
who came in early to be sure that he 
had some breakfast, found him in the 
hair before a fireless grate. She called 

a doctyr, for he was but partially con
scious, who pronounced him to be suffer
ing with a stroke, due probably to 
shock and grief. In a few days, they 
laid him to rest beside Martha, whose 
secret prayer had been that John should 
never be left alone.—Rosemary Hoar in 
The Springfield Republican.

WIT AND HUMOR.

A LITTLE WOMAN.

“ I want to get a mitten, please," said 
the litle girl, “ if it don't cost too

44 Oh ! you mean a pair of mittens, 
don't 3'ou, my child ?" replied the shop
keeper.

“ No, just only one ; one that's suita
ble for a boy that’s goin* to propose an’ 
be rejected."

MR. DOOLEY ON ATHLETES.

41 Were ye iver an athlete ?" asked 
llinnissy. 14 I was wanst," said Mr. 
Dooley,41 an* a grand wan, too. But th* 
more me intellect an' me waist developed 
th' slower become me feet, an’ I give it 
up. Sure, an' what's th" use iv it all ? 
It's a good thing to be able to run fast, 
an* I'm as good a practical runner as 
aunybody 3 e iver seen in th* face iv 
danger. All other things bein’ equal, 
like courage an’ shoes, I cud get out iv 
th rouble quicker thin that young fellow 
that won th’ eight hundred meters. Wo 
will niver know who’s th’ fastest runner 
iv th' wurruld ontil we liave a race 
where ivry man will be dhressed suita
ble f'r th* occasion whin he is pursooed 
be an insane man with a gun. Who iver 
lieerd iv a man tbrowin’ a hammer sixty 
feet except at a circus ? If he can 
throw it two feet accurate^ at a horse
shoe lie's doin' something f'r th’ wurruld. 
Maybe these here spoorts are good f'r 
th’ young fellows. They must be or they 
wudden't lie at thim all th’ time. But 
ye; can bet that whin 3*0 hear a man 
that’s lived to be over si vint,y tell ye 
lie was wanst a gr-reat athlete, 3’e can 
bet lie's lyin’ to ye. Th’ man lives 
longest whose on’y exercise bey ant what 
he takes f'r a livin’ is in openin' th' win
dow iv his bedroom at night."

A REASONABLE DOUBT.

Not long ago an Irishman whose hand 
had been badl.v mangled in an accident 
entered the Boston City Hospital Relief 
Station in a great hurry, lie stepped 
up to the man in charge, and inquired :

“ Is tliis the Relief Station, sir ?"
“ Yes. What is yo.ir name ?’’
" Patrick O'Connor, sir."
“ Are 3'ou married ?" questioned the 

officer.
“ Vis, sor, but is this the Relief Sta

tion ?" lie was nursing his hand in 
agony.

41 Of course it is. How many children 
have you ?’’

41 Eight, sir. But sure, this is the 
Relief Station ?"
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“ Yes, it is," replied the official, grow
ing a little angry at the man's persist
ence.

44 Well," said Patrick, 44 sure, an’ I was 
beginning to think that it might be the 
pumping-station !"

44 DO BOOS PAY ?"

A Georgia editor was asked : 44 Do 
hogs pay?" He replied: “A good 
many do not. They take the paper for 
several years and t hen have the post
master to mark it4 refused ' or 4 removed 
and present address unknown.' ”

THE BISHOP AND THE BOY.

Bishop McFaul is fond of children 
and he prides himself on knowing mau3r 
of the school children of his cathedral 
parish. He was. formerly curate of the 
parish where he now resides as Bishop 
and his boast extends to two genera
tions.

The Bishop tells the story on himself. 
The other day ho was passing through 
the school yard, when he met a fine, 
manty 3'oungster. 44 What is your 
name?" asked the prolate. 41 Jimmy 
Reilly," answered the lad with compo
sure. 4,And who am 1," continued the 
good Bishop. 44 I don’t know," replied 
Jimmy. ‘‘Well, I am the Bishop, Bishop 
McFaul," said His Lordship, “and how is 
you don’t know 1110?" 44 How is it you 
didn't know me?" came the quick re
sponse, as the Bishop hurried on, laugh
ing heartily.

Some time ago a little West Philadel
phia girl went to Tioga to spend the 
da\r with her aunt, and while they were 
seated in the den the family cat rumbled 
in and began to wash herself with her 
paws after the manner of the feline 
species.

“ Look, Bessie," said the aunt, point
ing to the cat ; 44 pussy is washing her 
face.’
“No, she isn't," stoutly asserted little

44 Why, Bessie," returned the aunt in 
a surprised tone,44 what is she doing 
then ?"

44 She is washing her feet and wiping 
them on her face," was t!:e prompt re
ply of the youngster.

WHEN THE DEVIL WAS FOOLED.

Once upon a time there was a Catho
lic young man who had been to a good 
college. At the end of his course there 
his professors for a whole year brought 
under the 3’oung man’s notice the anti- 
religious opinions of Mill and Spencer, 
and—oh, ever so many others, from the 
redoubtable Professors Tyndall and 
Huxley down to a smaller person whom 
the young man thought rightly called 
Bain.

It was, as has been said, a good college 
to which the young man went, and 
every bod\’ there, especially the profess
ors of philosophy, knew that the teach
ing of some of these much-quoted people 
is about as valuable in itself as the 
Esq 11 i m a u x 1 a 1 ig u age.

But even Esquimaux is handy when 
you want to talk to people who live in 
snow houses, as so many do at present, 
shut out from the warmth and light of 
the house of God.

So our young man was shown the Es
quimaux grammar books and found that 
they wouldn’t parse or analyze, and 
were altogether very nasty.

But he was taught to repeat the 
“Adoro To" 113* heart in the original 
Latin as St. Thomas wrote it. And he 
knew that Sir Thomas was a greater 
philosopher than all the Mills, the 
Spencers, the Huxleys and the Tyndalls 
that ever were, to say nothing of Bains 
upon Bains “in solid phalanx rolled," or 
the book-writing people who referred to 
him curth' in foot-notes as “Aquinas/’ 
This last, he always thought, was like 
their cheek.

One line summer morning, after this 
young man had been out in the world 
and earning his living for about ten 
years, he found himself at early "Mass, 
without a pra\-er book, So, having the 
free run of the organ gallery because he 
was a member of the choir lie quiet
ly left his seat at the back of the church 
and stole upstairs just before the offer
tory to get one of the penny1' prayer 
books used by the choir boys.

I am really obliged to add that he 
gave something to the collector at the 
foot of the stairs, or 3rou would think 
that lie meant to dodge1 the plate.

Vpstairs the young man found him
self (but not the prayer books, which 
were under lock and key) extremely 
comfortable in the cool and empty choir 
loft, and decided to remain there till 
the end of Mass. Still bookless, he 
said the beads till the Elevation, and 
from that onwards began very slowlx- to 
repeat the “Adoro To," adding at the 
end of each verse of St. Thomas the 
lovely refrain of some other holy poet:

“Avc, Jesu, Pastor fidelium,
Adauge fidem omnium in Te sper.intium."

Liturgical writers—a fierce race—sa3r 
that it is naughty to make this addition. 
But that is only their rubrical fun. In 
private devotions they use it them-

Now when a young man—our young 
man, or any other—is occupied thus, 
the devil is hurt very much. lie is 
annoyed; he is vexed. And God some
times lets him signify the same in his 
usual manner.

Thus it was this particular bright 
summer’s morning with the young man 
when he reached the triumphant coup
let :
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Hitherto he had felt as well as be
lieved that our L »rd was within twenty 
paces of him. Ami then, click! clack! 
without a second's warning, tile devil 
turned his cinematograph upon the 
young man's brain.

Of course, then and there, he ceased 
to feel that ho believed. But lie hud 
not been trained in vain. He took no 
notice of that.

It was annoying, though, when, “no
lens volens," the young man was forced 
to become aware that the devil's impu
dent game was to disturb his faith in 
the Blessed Sacrament. Filins, terrible 
films, were reeled off at lightning speed, 
showing sculling pictures of great world
ly-wise materialists, scorning the young 
man as one in more evil case than the 
hopeless lunatic in Bedlam.

What cannot be cured must needs lie 
endured. The young man bore the tor
ture stolidly, if ruefully. He had a cer
tain consciousness, too, born of t he graces 
in the past, that it could not last much 
longer. It was too swift, too furious.

How he wished that he had brought 
his prayer book with him! How acutely 
the devil had noted his empty hands and 
pocket! He was praying; praying. But 
a book is a help.

“A thousand difficulties do not make 
a single doubt." The great Cardinal’s 
words cannot be cited too often, so pro
foundly true they are. But a single 
difficulty will sometimes raise a thousand 
gibbering phantoms. The devil plied 
the young man well with difficulties; 
those that have been raised in books, as 
well as others too foolish for words. The 
young man knew the answers, but was 
too wary to argue in the middle of a 
fight. He hit out with Hail Marys in
stead, and signed for a prayer book—a 
big one, with colored pictures in it.

The devil played a ding-dong game— 
hostile Locke to the one hand, friendly 
Leibnitz to the other, in an un-sliut-out- 
ablo gallanty show. Throughout it all, 
audible and clear,

As if to the outward ear,

the devil's voice was whispering :
44 You sa3r you believe, but do you be

lieve ? Does your 4 sub-conscious self ’ 
believe ? You say you believe, but do 
you believe ?" . . . and so on, 
drearity da capo.

The young man saw on the floor a 
couple of leaves that had fallen there 
from some ill-bound hymn book. He 
picked them up with avidity. The top
most thumb-worn leaf began with 
Faber’s pleading lines :

“ Mother Mary, to thy keeping 
Soul and body we confide,

Toiling, resting," walking, sleeping,
To be evci at thy side, 

fares th.it vex us, joys that please us,
Life and death we trust to thee 

Thou must m ike them all fur Jesu-,
And for all eternity !"

He went over this verse many times, 
breathing rather than humming the win
some air to which it was sung at college**. 
This did him good. Since the days of 
David and Saul, the evil one hates hqly 
song when he wants to instill gloom. t

So the young man, in football phrase, 
began to get his second wind. The 441 )o 
you believe ?" went on, but it hurt less, 
and he could ask our Lady* to look mer
cifully’ upon his badgered imagination 
and make it behave itself. Shortly’ all 
went well. Then lie became aware that 
people were going to Holy Communion. 
He could not see them from where he 
sat without standing up, but he heard 
their footsteps approaching the altar. 
At the first “Corpus Domini nostri Jesu 
Christi " he bowed his head and made a 
spiritual Communion.

The next moment he found himself on 
his feet, quivering in every limb and 
gazing anxiously at the sanctuary.

There had been the sound of a soft 
stumble, and the faint clink of metal.
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Coinmnri.i! course l.itesf business college features, 
ili'h > bool oi .use - preparation or matriculation 
'id piofi-.-ion.il studies. College o: Arts course— 

preparations for degrees and seminaries. Natural 
Scii'Hi't' Ciiaim‘ thoroughly equipped experimental 
1 ah," Holies. Cu tira I English Litmature receives 
special attention. First-class boatd and tuition only 
$150,00 uei annum. Send for catalogue giving fufi 
particulars.

REV. A. L. ZINGER. C. R . President.
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The Canada Business College
CHATHAM. ONT.

IT STANDS IN A CLASS BY ITSELF 
Fall term is the best time to start an students mar 

enter at any time. 1
♦ i«*) saved ; railway fare paid ; magnificent build-

graduated, is what it means to attend '

Canada's Greatest School of Business
Railways bring our long distance students and 

Like them ; .-m- again for half rate, while we make a 
further allow.nice up : « > fsooon travelling expenses. 
5.*. STUDENTS IN ATTENDANCE DURING 

YEAR
< atalogue C tells of the work at Chatham. 
Catalogue H tells how we can train you at your 

home in Book-keeping, Shorthand and Penmanship

Worth its weight 
gold to your 

girl.

OZ/z

In 50 page form for 
home study, at

Our Penmanship has been largely instrumental m 
building up this great school.

Write for what you want, mentioning this paper, to 
D. McLACHLAN «% CO., CHATHAM.

Had the priest let the Blessed Sacra
ment fall ?

Ah, 110, thank God! A near thing,but 
the particles still rested secure within 
the golden rim. A11 over-long alb, a false 
step, a swift grasp of the altar-rail 
and a deft genuflection, all has been 
saved but the faint touch of the cibor
ium against the polished wood. There 
is no movement in the congregation ; all 
has occurred, and been retrieved so 
swiftly ; the priest himself beyond a 
deep flush and an air of increased 
recollection, seems unperturbed. Thank 
God again !

But one of those present still feels 
his nerves a-tingle in their deepest 
centers now that they have ceased to 
tremble.

It is the young man in the organ 
gallery as he kneels down to thank 
God and our Lady from his heart for 
showing him that his faith is deep root
ed. For men without faith do not 
quiver like startled deer when a cupful 
of bread is like to fall on the floor.

Reaction told for a while, and he 
wept a little. Then he dried his eyes 
as the congregation left the church and 
smiled to himself.
“For a subtle fiend," he said, “the 

devil is au awful fool !"—John lveviu 
Magner in The Magnificat.

We should try to impart to the atmc 
pheve of our earthly homes some tra 
of that heavenly home where our Fath 
abides.
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oin ENGLISH CLOTH of finest quality «md 
_ m.ni'' by i\\ pert tail, 11- Fir Gi \ it a nth ko. Great 

laving. Patterns and full particulars sent post 
^ ' bj I lrov« - .<• I ind< ) 63 < "loth Hall ^

Sfeof, Huddersfield,Etig.
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Nothing Like the Viclor-Berlincr Gram-o-phone lor 
Christmas and the Long Winter Evenings

Did you ever know of a family who had tried a Victor-Berliner 
Gram-o-phone that was willing to give it up ?

No, the house would seem dull and lonesome without it.
There is no other way in which a family can get so much 

real pleasure and entertainment for a small expenditure—
A delightful 'Xmas present for any family who has a 

Victor Berliner would be a selection of the New Double Skied 
Records—two different records on one disc, which makes 
them cost only 90c or 45c for each record.

If you have a talking machine of any kind and will send us the 
factory number of it (it will be stamped on the machine somewhere) 
we will send you free^ of any charge, a handsome colored litho of 
the celebrated picture "His Master’s Voice" well 
worth framing, also special catalogue of the new 
Double Sided Records and our regular catalogue 
of over 3000 records.

Berliner Gram-o-phone Co. of Canada Limited 

Montreal. ..


