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DECEMBER 5, 1908,

FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH.

The snow was falling thick and fast,
and to him who sat by the fire within
that lonely room, every flake was hurry-
g 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
«tood now. The funeral had taken
ace that afternoon; friends were kind,
very kind; old comrades had pleaded
with him to come to their homes or to
Jet one of them stay with him. But
ith gentle resistance, he had refused
411 their well-meant companionship, and
was according to his desire, alone.
What his plans for the future might bhe
did not matter; for to-night no one
sthould intrude upon his sacred commun-

;. It had happened. Hardly did he
ze it yet, and being a man of slow
pereeption and deliberate action,
needed time and solitude to
nimself to changed circumstances,

Besides, he was not lonely ; no storm
of grief had as yet rent his being, It
may be that he had not felt aright, but

he
adjust

true it was, that not even when they
vrought her in from the street dead,
Wl a tear rolled down his cheek.

Dead ! Why should he say that word ?
‘Why, there she was in her chair on the
other side of the blazing logs : he could
¢ her knitting in the dusk and hear
o say, “ Yes, John dear, 1 think it is
make tes”  Was not that she
pow, moving about in the next room,
tinkling ehina., The kettle was singing
ipon the stove ; was it not awaiting hr

tme to

too ? Yes, and she was coming ; he
uld tell her step in a million ; it was
searce heavier than Inl'l} Years ago.

ar !
ago !

Forty years The hali-burnt log
gave a sudden lurch and he stooped to

fix it. Forty years ago! Why that
was way back vefore the war-—yes, he
remembered now. It was when she

vore that lilae dimity, when her curls
‘¢ sunny brown. A mere slip of a
girl she was then, and slender and frail
Jways, And his daily prayer had ever
n that he should be <pared to proteet
er, that Martha might never be left
Jone. Plants are different, some stand
trongly by themselves, others are of
vining nature. She was of eling-
g kind always. Yes, he had praved
it Martha be never left alone—with-
t him. That was the way he had put

a

the

request, but what the granting of
might mean to him, he had never
tared formulate.  And he never suspect-

1 that her secret supplication was a sim-
ar concern for him,
Never overstrong, for some time back
Martha's heart had fluttered like a
ightened bird, too much aud too fre-
wently.  Still, only
¢ alternoon, seemir
¢ had put
12 soft lavender
b, preparatory

hree days ago, in
v as well

her little bonnet with
velvet and fur
to going down town.

1S ever

on

bow,

" He had protested, for it was bitter eo d
1 a wind was coming up. But Martha
was laughingly rebellious and would

ve her own way, r
m Accompany

‘Why, I'm s

fusing even to let

¥ years young,” she

Jlaimed  with an echo of the old
ithful ring to her voice. Can't [ go

wn street alone and do a little shop-

And she kissed him and called him a
zreat follow off. He could

ee her rh the

ca’, and was

now as she we

had

nxiou

watched

to the

he her adn
) end of t

reet where she stepped upon the car,
by had he let her g, ? Why had he
kept her with him while he could ?
rlaps was better not would
to < lest Martha should
da) » left alone. And having
en her t ar safely, |
rned to his « r fire, wor
zwhat her lit
ud forgotten
t he did not
was not till he

OrWay r-

Iy and

he

thi

€ Was now,

that
think

birthday,

of it even now.

brought her bac

ough the same doorway and laid her

m the old horse-hair sofa—dead.
Dead ! Was it really so? Martha
ead and he alone by the fire ?

He would not re wember his birthday
hien, but they gave him a small parcel
hiat had heen clasped in he

* fell.
graph in
sweet-fae

ghing
At must

arms when
It was a daintly colored photo-
a gilt frame, the picture of a
d g lilac dimity, a
girl with sunny brown hair
have made from that old
erreotype of her, taken a few years
fore the war, a likeness that they had
nehow mislaid and had not been ahle
find for many years back. She must
wve come upon it recently and kept the
~"‘l\"‘)':\

in a

a seeret to have this done as
rthday surprise,

Fhen many things h

had no part.

Ud thi

wppened in which
People came and went,

and said thi but he only

that she laid there cold and st 11.'
her pale face gentle ever, :
rsoft and silvery, wearing the blacl 1
n dress that he had bought her for ‘

1

r silver-wedding
noon they had t

lie

Only this
tken her away, and

was alone.
he face of the girl with sunny-hrown
peeking out at him {rom the oval
L Trame had br ught back many scenes
he mist long-ago, and to-night would
sive them all through again,  No wonder |
Vick Heaton loved her! Any man well
<ty and Richard wasa good man, too,
0d and generous ; he proved it after-
wrde But Martha never loved Dick ;
uever loved anyone but him, com-
won, ordinary John Reynolds, with only
& pair of stalwart shoulders and a good
Seart and soul to recommend him. Noth-
g ol cleverness was there in I'is make-
b5 why had Martha Hadlay loved him

f

80?7 Impossible to tell ; it might have
i;"“ll hecause her people did not wish
€ to ; they were determined that she

shoulq marry Richard Heaton. Dick
Was a good fellow, but Martha did not
love him, S0 much was sure. But she
Was a child of strong and righteous
People, inheriting traits of self-denial
a’ﬂl_lnrlw;\runcu reared in *he spirit of
SE‘,“‘”.‘-: aside desire for duty. She had,
il her life, yielded unquestioning obedi-
(:L(‘x‘ ln.st“l‘n parents, and when they
t(‘l persisted a sufficiently long time in
s-‘.l.l opposition to John Reynolds, she
tf“’“”ﬂln-(.l, and locking her Rose of Joy
ightly within her heart, consented to
Zarry Richard Heaton,

"’{\ml she did so. But to do justice to i
“iton, he did not know—not then.

She, poor child, th ught it impossible
to keep her secret forever, and smile
u'lnl be dutful to her chosen husbhand,
Keep sueh a se a lifetime!  What
task!  Of course he guessed it, but she
did not know that, Aft rward, she
blushed at the hypoerite he must have
thought her when she smiled upon him
daily and suffered his caresses. How
should she know that he had discerned

the truth when his manner remained
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 here and there to the villige
gatherings with her husband. And his
honest face burned and his zood heart
ached that she should suffer the most of
all.  He hushed his own ery of pain,
and even hoped that she might forget
him, for her own sake, and stamo out
his memory from her heart,

He pitied Richard Heaton, too, for
something told him that the man must
one day awaken to the truth. He would
far rather be in his own position, he
loved as he knew Fimself to be, than in
Dick’s although Heaton was her hushand.
twofold in value
when doubled in quantity, but such is
not true of all good things. That
woman is indeed rich who possesses the
love of an honest man : Mart ha, 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 Reyuolds and Dick Heaton obser-
ved ; but neither remarked it ex
his own heart.

Some blessings are

ept in
The gilt-framed picture
of the brown-haired givl had brought it
all back to-night,

The log on the fire crumbling
away. He went to get another, and as
he did so, staggered a little. It micht
have been from the rigidity of his long

was

position, he thought; it could 1 be
from weakness, for he was a strong man.
He had never been ill in his life, save
ter the wound at Gettyshurg, and once
again a few months ago, when he had
sulfered a sort of shock It was that
last sickness of his that had made
Martha's heart palpitate so badly.
He had t beecn just exactly as spry as
usual sin But he 1 strong man
and not seventy yet. The fresh log
crackled and sent out sparks., He set
en in frout of it, for the sparks

set.  fire to Martha's dress,

Where was she ?  He leaned

forward and nlaced his hand upon the
vacant chair. Tl 1e remembered that

she was not there, but in the oval gilt
frame, wearing a lilae dimity and sunny-
brown curls just as in the
he was Richard Heaton's wife,
good wile

always

days before
And a

she was, toy, and 1 bhe

ways,

Dick was the best of b
when the war broke oat,
had to go; Heatons had fought {
turies back and their blood thr

veins. He was made captain of » 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

as they

others wateh-
tramped away. @
him, too, at the same moment ; t

l. Both were full
should never meet
the shadow)
sponti

ing

sure

again on this side of

Illlllll‘l'A weh
ous prayer to God for the
other, What
ther onl
t, but tl

were

ers and
hese thre ear
}

ath march as Capt.,
'\-I'M\‘\ 1 “‘ .

tad
led his e

seemed t

Heaton

Souvthern skies were ho', the e
ic and fever-ladea.
marches, battles, retreat
cannon, shot and shell; wo
wnd death were all about |

he who
Why was he no

was spared,

dead,

might

taken

that brave one falling at his s » Whose
last breath was a prayer for 1
children, whose death me wnoth
widow Il more fatherless ehildren 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 p-
tain was wounded also —wounded unto
death.

But in the letter whieh the kind

younz lady wrote to Martha, there was
a mistake. It told her t John
Reynolds was hopelessly shattered and
could live ind
that Richard Heaton, with a serious but
mortal, wound was
hospital, and a s
to him. Such
to slip in ¢
other ought
knew not the personality

of either! It v
request and wholly unkno

hat
hat

but a few days at best,

in the same
wurce of great comfort
an thing to do,
wh the
the writer

or the

lose by

easy

name b ol

when

e
to bhe,
where
it Heaton's

ntoR wlds

abouts as

that she wrote, and mav God

the pale young wife if, when the t

came to her New sland cotta the

was a gle traitorous or lio

thought, a spirit, even transitc ther
of renunciation ! had
to her husband, devoted and

l
i

|
|

¢; she would remain so, faithiful for a |
life time. But he was dying. Was it
wrong that she flew 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
fer a life time might she not indulge
for a moment ?  Only to place her hand
upon the brow, and look into the eves
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 but 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 he 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 ? Tt was
not so very strange in her confusion that
she kissed two men instead of one ; 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 the other who had never been atght
but kind and devoted to her. And,
when John Reynolds would have moved
away to give hushand and wife privaey,
Heaton's feeble hand was raised detain-
ingly,

* Do not go, John," he said, the words
coming between struggling gasps, * 1
have—something to say. | 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.

Sorey I kept you apart so long, Take
her now John: Martha, give him your
hand and promise me,”

It seemed as if every word he 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 Reynolds had wept with her
too if there were any comiorting 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-and-pins” sensation which he
first experienced a few months ago, Well,
he would sit there a it longer and
finish dream. Since the war was
over, sinee—since then—until three days
ago when he saw her tie on the little
gt ;

t wit)

his

bonn the soft lavender velvet
bow, he had not been from her side a
single day. Why had he not gone with
it was so cold—when she set out

one laughing and saying that she was

sixty yvears young! She came back

they brought her 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 and smiled and

he smiled back through his
answered

smiled beckoned
tears and
that he would come,

In the morning his nearest neighbor,

ho eame in early to be sure that he
had some breakfast, found him in the
hair before a fireless grate.  She called
tgr, for he was but partially con-
scious, who prone ced him to be suffer-
ing with a (¢, due probably to
shoek and grief. In a fe days, they
laid him to rest beside Martha, whose

* had been that John should
Rosemary Hoar in
The Springfield Republican,

secret pra

never be 1 alone,

WIT AND I[HUMOR.

A LITTLE WOMAN,

[ want to get a mitten, please,” said
girl, “if it d cost too
you mean a pair of mittens,

u't you, my child ?"" replied the shop-
keeper,

“ No
ble for

inst only one : one that's suita-

1 boy that's g an’

rted.

nn to propose

DOOLEY ON ATHLETES,

ithlete 2"
wst,”

asked
Mr,

t th’

iver

“1
an' a grand wan, too.
me intellect

an
as w

said

an’ me waist

Hore

th' slower bec me feet, an' 1 » it
Sure, an’ what's th' use 1?
a good thing to be able ist,
I'm as g 1 practica a
annybody ye iver seen in iv
danger, All other things be tal
like courage an' shoes, 1 cud it iy
throuble quic that young fellow
won th ndred meters, Wi
niver know who's th' fastest ru
th' wurruld ontil we have a

re ivry man will be t
{'r th’ occasion n he pursooed
n insane man with run. Who iver

cerd iv a man throw
OXCC !" at LU
Vit twi 't accuratel
shoe he's doin' something {'r
Maybe these here spoorts are good {'r
th' young fellows. They must be or they
wudden't it thim all th' time. But
ye can bet that whin ye hear a man
that's lived he over siviuty tell
he was wanst a gr-reat athlete, ye can
lyin' to ye. Th' lives
longest whose on'y exereise beyant what
he takes f'r a livin' is in openin’ th' win-
dow iv his bedroom at night.”

L hammer sixty
If he
at a horse-

h' wurruld.

can

he

to Ve

bet he's man

A RI

Not long ag
had been badly mangled in an accident
entered the Boston City Hospital Relief
Station in a great hurry.
up to the m
* Is this the
“Yes, What is yoar name ?
Patrick O'Cont

Are you married 2"

ASONABLE DOUBT,

Irishman whose hand

IO an

He stepped
, and inquired :
telief Station, sir 2"

wy, sie”

questioned the

lief Sta-

hand in

is. How many children

But sure, this is the

SALERATUS

IS THE BEST

E. W. GILLETT CO., LTD.
Toronto, Ont.

‘ 4

THIS MEANS YOU- Printing
press, cameras, watches, mov-
ing picture machine, rifles, tea
sets, fooballs, sewing machines,

clocks, silverware,gold bracelets
rings and 500beautiful premiums
given away for OLD SCRAP
RUBBER. Send for catalogue.
ATLAS RUBBER CO.

P. 0. Box 175 London, Ont.

“Yes, it is,” replied the ofticial, grow-
ing a little angry at the man's persist-
ence,

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

DO HOGS pAY ?"

was asked :

A Georgia editor “ Do
hogs pay ?" He replied “ A good
mauny do not. They take the paper for

several years and then have the post-
master to mark it * refused * or * removed
and present address unknown,'

THE

BISHOP AND THE BOY,

MeFanl foud of children
and he prides himself on knowing many
of the
parish
parish
and his
tions,
The Bishop tells the story on himself,
The other he
the school yard,
manly
nat
Reilly,”
sure.

Bishop is
of his cathedral
He was formerly curate of the
where he now resides as Bishop
to two

school children

boast extends genera-

day was passing through
when met a fine,
voungster., * What your
the prelate, Jimmy
answered the lad with compo-
nd who am L' continued
sishop, “1 don't know,”
“Well, T am the
"said His 1

know

he
is

asked

the
replied
shop, Bishop
rdship, “and how is
“ How is it you
came the quick re-

g 1
good 1

Jim

McFanl,

you don't
didn’t me?
sponse, as the Bishop hurried on, laugh-
ing heartily

know

Some t
phia rl

ime azo a little West

went to Tioga to

Philadel-
the

spend

day w her aunt, and while they were
seated in the den the family eat rambled
in and began to wash herself with her
paws after the manner of the feline
species,

o3 , Bess said the
ih;: t he cat “pu 8
'nll'{'.

“ No, she isn't,” st itly as
Bessie,

“Wh returned the aunt in
a surprised tone, * what is she doing
then ?

“Sh ishing her feet and wiping
them on her was the prompt re-

ly of the youngster.
Pl 3

WHEN THE DEVIL WAS FOOLED.

Onece u there was a (
lie young had been to a
college. At the end of hi
his professors for a whole brought
under voung man's notice the anti-
religious opinions of Mill and Spencer,
and—oh, ever so many others, from the
redoubtable Tyndall and
Huxley wn to a smaller person whom

v tim atho-

man who rood
course there
yeat

t he

Professors

the yo man thought rightly called
Bain.

It was, as has been said, a good college
to which the young man went, and
everybody ere, especially the profess-
ors of |r)1.|< knew that the teach-
ing of some of these much-quoted people
is about as luable in itself as the
Esquimaux la ge.

But even E maux is handy when
vou want to ta t cople who live in
snow houses, as so many do ab present
shut out from the w th and light of

| the house of God.

So our g m 18 shown the Es-

1aux and found that
they wouldn't par roan e, and
were altoget 1 st

But he was taug repeat the
“Adoro Te” by 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 curtly in foot Auinas.”
This last, he always thought, was like
their cheek,

One fine

notes as

summer morning, after this

repeat the “Ador adding at the
end of each ver of St. Thomas the
lovely refrain of some other holy poet:

\

Adauge
Liturgical writers—a fierce say
that it is naughty to make this addition.

race

But that isonly their rubrical fun. In
private devotions they use it them-
selves,

Now when a young man—our young
man, or any other—is oceupied thus,
the devil is hurt very much. lle 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 :

To sell
Vision

present oc
\ COMPAN

voung man had been out in the world
and earning his livit for about ten
years, he fo him at early Mass
without a prayer boc So, having the
free run of the organ because he
was a member of the choir he quiet-
ly left his seat at the back of the chureh
and stole upstairs just before the offer
tory to get one of the peany prayer
books used by the choir boys.

I am really liged to add that he
gave something to the collector at the
foot. of the stair r you would thin
th he meant to dodge tl plate,

Upstairs the z man found him |

elf (but not t D er | ks, v .."
were under lock and key) ext ely |
comfortable in the cool and ¢ e
loft, and decided to remaii '
the end of Mass, Still bookless, he i
said the beads till the Elevation, and

from that onwards began very slowly to

THIS ELEGANT
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Hitherto he had felt as well as be
lieved that our Lord was within twenty

paces of him.  And then, click! elack!
without a second's warning, the devil
turned his  einematograph upon the

young man's brain,

OfF course, then and there, he ceased

to feel that he believed. But he had
not been trained in vain, He took no
notice of that,

It was annoying, though, when, “no
lens volens,” the voung man was forced
to become aware that the devil's impu
dent game was to disturb his faith in

the Blessed Sacrament, Films, terrible
fllins, were recled off at lightning s
showing scolling 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 he
endured,  The young man bore the tor-

ture stolidly, if ruefully. He had a cer-

tain econsciousness, too, born of the graces |
in the past, that it could not last much | !

longer. It was too swift, too furious,
How he wished that he had
his prayer book with him! How ac utely
the devil had noted his empty hands and
pocket! He was praying; praying. But
a book is a help.
“A thousand difi

L single

ult

ies do
The great (

not
doubt,

brought |

make |

h |
[

{
|
|

i

wdinal's |

words cannot be cited too often, so pro- |

foundly true they are., But a single
difticulty will sometime rathousand
gibbering phantoms, evil plied
the young man well with dificulties;
t th have been raised in boo

W others too foolish for words,

Young man knew the answers, but S
too wary to argue in the middle of a
fight. He hit out with Hail Marys i1
st wd signed for a prayer book—a

one, with colored pictures in it.

I'he devil played a ding-dong game
hostile to the ha
Leibnitz to the other, in an un-shut-out-
gallanty show. it all,
audible

Locke one

Throughout
wud celear,

the devil’s voice was whispering

“You say you believe, but do you he-
lieve

Does your * sub-conscious self’

believe 2 You say you believe, but do

vou believe 7 . and so on,
drearily 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 :

He went over this verse many times,
breathing rather than humming the win-
ome air to which it was sung at colle
This did him good. Sinee the days of
David and Saul, the evil one hates holy

ng when he wants to instill gloom, ¢

So the young man, in foothall phrase,
began to get his second wind, The “Do
you believe ent it hurt less,
wind he could ask « to look mer-
cifully upon his b imaginatioa

d make it bebave itself. Shortly all

went well, hen he became aware that

people were going to Holy Commuuion,
He could not see them from where he
sat without standing up, but he heard
their footsteps approaching the alta

At the first “Corpus Domini nostri .
Christi " he |
spivitual Communion,

The next moment he found himself on
feet, in every limb and
gazin nxiously at the sanctuary.

There had the sound of a soft
stumble, and the faint elink of metal,

owed his head and made a

his quivering

heen

id, friendly

f
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Had the priest let the
ment fall ?

Ab, no, thank God ! A near thing, but

the particles still reste
the golden rim.
swilt

step, a 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 oecurred, and been retrieved so
swiftly 5 the priest himself beyond a
deep flush and an air of increased

recollection, seems unpe
God again !
But

his nerves a-ti ¢ in their deepest

centers now that they have ceased to

tremble, 1
It is the young man in the organ .
llery as he kneels down to thank

God and our Lady from his heart for

showii him that his faith is deep root-

od, *omen hout faith do not ?
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We should try to impart to the atmos-
phere of our earthly homes some trace
of that heavenly home where our Father
abides.
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