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{1 IS THIS DEATH?

cifix to my' quivering lips.

blurred and shadowy.

of mine. There was a feeling
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with golden bands encircling
brows. Their hands, outstretched

on my left wore a stern, cold,

but they seemed sealed. Again I

and through my eyes I sought to
ask what my lips refused to do.
The angel on my left gave no sign;
his visage remained inscrutable. The
one on my right raised a finger to
his lips and gravely, nay, sadly, in-
clined his head onwards.

Yet there was solace in the
rious, radiant light through which
we floated; solace in the darkness
beneath, fast fading from our sight.
Surely we were leaving all sorrow
and suffering behind. I wondered,
wondered in a half-dreamy, dazed
condition, where purgatory could
be. Tt could not be very close, for
the air was balmy and buoyant, the
temperature was mild and soft. Yet,
that sad, pensive expression on
face of the angel on my right was a
disturbing factor in this restful re-
verie of mine, nor was there any
consolation to be derived from the
impassive features of the one on my
left. There was no doubt that I
was #in good, if somewhat sad, com-
pany. Somehow their faces did not
lead me to think that they shared
this feeling.

glo-

%
III. A CHANGE OF SCOENE. e
Imperceptibly we glided from these
clouds of dazzling brilliancy
those of vivid violet, at first lus-
trous and luminous, but momentari-
ly closing in upon us and shutting
out the glorious sunshine. They grew
in intensity and depth as if the hea-
vens were veiled for Ient. Suddenly
we ceased to move. Two angels
barred the way to what appeared to
be a‘rift in the purple pall enshroud-
fing us. There came through its va-
porous mists occasional gleams = of
deep yellow light—not a gladsome
light, but a dim, awe-inspiring light,
Again my eyes sought those of my

celestial guides. The one on my
left was conversing with the two
barring our further progress. The

one on my right was still close to |
me, and even now pensive, gazing at |
me from time to time with sad and
concerned mien. But there was
something soft and sympathizing in
those bright, gentle eyes as they left
mine to gaze into the rift in the
clouds before us.

IV. BEFORE ST. PETER.

The rift suddenly grew larger; the
clouds parted and lifted. We moved
slowly forward into regions of, dark-
er, duller hue, of color deep violet,
with yellow rays of light gleaming
on us from above. Seated immedi-

ately before me was St. Peter,
glothed in robes of white and vio-
let. His visage was solemn al-

mdst to sternness. At his feet sat
two angels supporting a ponderous
volume, closed and clasped. On its
cover, in letters clear and bold, I
read my name. On St. Peter’s right
weré a pair of wondrous scales; one
of dazzling gold, the other of dulled
lead. 'Their balance was even uand
equal.  Near them stood an angel
arrayed in white, a blood-red sash
across his breast. Before him with-
in ‘easy reach, ' lay, in two heaps

‘|apart, weights of gold and weights

“To the left sat two more
an open volume
with pages of immacul-
the other also held a.

cover was of black,

m

pages were of

. (By Austin Oatds, K.

The last thing I seemed to remem-
ber was Father —— pressing the cru-
Fivery-
body and everything around me was
A I knew my
mother was in the room and by my
side, for her feyerish hand glowed
within the damp and chilly coldness
of
stiffness and numbness creeping over
body, a heaviness
and
painful intervals heavily drawn and
the
remember the begin-
ning of the last—it seemed to break
off in a fit of faintness, for all then

Up—up—up! I seemed to be soar-
ing through clouds of wondrous bril-
fin their radiancy.
dark

s
with wings expanded,
clothed in soft, white, trailing robes,

their

utterance to what was agitating my
mind—Whither were they taking me?

glanced at those mystic countenances

into |

/4

and weak in bed,
scarce sufficient' to make

forehead, and to |

attached. . .,
of a church; in long robe

of Holy

Church. . .

of lead rose slowly,
sank gently.

with spotless leaves was

beside his mother’s knee,

”and his little

scales and the golden one

lehem. . .
the
innocent heart full of sorr
childhood’s  waywardness
with hope and confidence
sweet and gentle mercy an

tears, with soul and heart

watch over and guide

Picture succeeds picture,
incidents long lost to mem

of the cross on the Ppuckered
Ppass over that
lumpy, podgy little neck a white and
blue ribbon with Our Lady’s medal
. There is the interior
creamy
Whiteness trimmed with silken rib-
bons of skyblue hue, with neck and
chest bared, he is seen held over the
'baptismul font to be made a

was dropped into the scale

hands clasped together, held in

beseeching the Divine Redeemer

8. G., in Rosary Magazine. )

of

writing.

his

loving,
oW

me was slowly unclasped, and on its
contents my eyes were instinctively
and instantly riveted. Then {1
before me with' a vividness and dis-
tinctness of actual life pictures
startling interest and realism.
There is a puny infant receiving
mother’s first kiss, as she 1

ashed

of

The angel of the book

! The infant has become the child
in the following picture. He kneels
tiny
hers,
rosy lips are prettily

DA * | lisping out a prayer that God ma;
seemed more to be guiding my body | make him a goody boy, and "blesz
than supporting it. I scanned with ‘;de&r dadda and mamma.”
awesome and furtive glance their | Again somethi : A ST e
bright, pure faces. That of the one ' & omething is dropped into the

sinks gent~

im- | ror 3
passive air, while that of the angel igt]}:’(}x‘nm.}ie’is se{n\tge‘t;nox:h](:gr [;;i) ;1?;
on my right, whose presence I felt | curly head nestled to her breasr.;' she
to be closer than that of the _oneTI—s gazing wistfully into a book of
onmy left, bore.a sad and ANXIOUS | nany pictures and he listens with
expression. My lips sought to gwe]’

wondering face to the story of. Beth-
Again in church, beside
confessional, his little

for

3 aglow

in

the

d com-~

united in
to

that boy - of
hers through life’s perilous journey.

Again the golden scale sinks
as the child leaves the confessional,
and the angel of the book with spot-
less leaves is busy writing.

&
VI. CREEPING SHADOWS.

revealing
ory. He

leaves home for college, struggling

the | to keep back the tears which those

streaming down his mother’s sweet,

| sad face
|ing all he does to try to
| father bids him be, a man.

i college now, where little

force to his, notwithstand-

be, as his
He is at
troubles,

; trials and temptations come first as
| creeping shadows o’er the bright and

joyous pictures of schoo
| But soon to be shadows n

lboy life
o longer,

| but specks like unto those of dust

|

and dirt, dimming and blurring the
sunshine of a life but yesterday

8o

| pure and full of promise. The angel

of the scales is busier now.
| the golden scale rises; the one
| lead sinks slowly but surely,

Alas!
of
and

| the angel of the book of gruesome

i yellow tint is writing fast.

| the violet, vaporous mist, close

Through
to

the angel of the scale, a horrid face

| of cadaverous hue laoms in

to sight.

| His eyes are of fire, fierce and pierc-

|ing in the awful
{ which they watch the rise
" of the swaying scales. No
[ with devilish glee, as weigl

intensity with

and fall
w aglow
ht  after

| weight falls into the fast-descending

| leaden scale; now hatefully

| as the golden scale seeks feebly

| sink.

trembling
picture-record of my life.
&

VII. GATHERING
CLOUDS.

OF

such a way!

ture reveals neglect of God
age and service to Himself,
to myself, to my neighbor.
self—self—self! My service

and lisped at my mother’s

never passed my lips. My
confraternities? Memories

times vicious. My duty to

in the world. Work? Yes,

A Mass begrudged on Sundays,
sisted at more for' the sake of ap-
pearances than for aught else. Those
morning and night prayers learned

glaring,
to

Look on that face I cannot,
| T dare not; I turn again in fear and
to that endless, pitiless

THE

Launched on life’s way now. Aye,
Through other
now, from other standpoints, do I
view those scenes once so bright and
fascinating and alluring. Every pic-

eyes

in hom-~
in duty
All s
to Him?
as-

knee no

longer found a place in my heart,

college
of the

past, choked and crushed by an all-
absorbing love of and indulgence in
pleasures, selfish, sordid, and often-

myself ?

To stand well wrth the world and

for it
“OF

brought , and y
My duty to my neighbor?
use of him if wealthy and

‘was not.
ries!

Will they never

To ‘nn.ka'
keen on

pleasure, to leave him alone if  he
Pleasures! What mocke-

1 * 01 ,"m' D, t4e
VII. A RAY OF SUNSHINE.

passion of his Saviour. His mother
kneels behind him, her eyes bathed in

E

e the rifts of
thering and

Scafice a thdught of God,

of my fast-passing life.
—sel

lat!
lo
g0o

T there

cause,
5
not auar

to

nfe from warm, g

hearts beat for

true, very sad, doubtless,
quite in my lipe.’”
across those pit

eolls calls

the degradatio:
the brightening

of the

Sthll mor:
They show

only: grown cold and callo
rity towards the

do these pictu

of relatives, loving,'a
against the warnings
and steadfast. Dehs 1o
to everybody.

ing but self.

racked with bodily pain,
with mental anguish
at last. Oh, God be than
pierces that fearsome

down, fervent, sobbing
her lips that God may
ciful.

pra
I

yet

*
XI. THE STORM.
The book is clesed.

how hang they? No need

the vaporous mists, with Ic
arms oufstretched towards
in a voice of

‘“He’s  mine! he’s mine!
Look! The scale doth give
me.” All head§ are bow

All eyes turned from me sa

checked to clutch me
reel.

Back
I sink, and sinking,

firm, strong grip of the angel

my side, and then—

XII.
““Come in.
ther —?2 It

k
AWAKENING.
What, is that
i3 but seldon

that the heart has

A yell of fiendish| glee bursts
upon the solemn {ilence. That hide-
ous, cadaverous fece breaks through

of the monster as he advances

SKIES.

e pages turning. Dark-
do they become. Few-
light in the clouds,
growing darkness.
e scarce one
for ¥lis service and His poor, illum-
inp $hose pages, soiled and stained,
All for self
Time and money. Of the
dribbles accasionally g
coin, spared and given to some
some importunate
»  lLecause its absence would
the pleasure of the hour.

and appéals poured in upon
‘@nerous souls whose
those whose lives

are embittered, g langered, and bro-
ken through ins, wrong-doling,
and misfortunes others is: “‘Very

but not

for help in

child | the saving of 5 s ul; the snatching

- Something | of a young and promising life from
s. The one | vice and sin: the u‘lwu'nq of

as that of gold | honest but il starred family = from

workhouse; : 3
. 5 s it s stake. Our Rlescue Societ;
of a sick bed with g | faith is at stake ur Rescue Society

cheery word and o timely ’will take %hu children, and we must
“Not i » " i it | help our St. Vincent de Paul So-
Ot in my line Monuy! Yes—if | viety in tl elief ti " 1
there is any left from last night’s 'Lyxf yLl;I “"x‘l\;l,, ({l‘\'_l 1f|t(‘m N h),
distractions and enough for to-day’s, | 871t to poor Mrs. Cochrane. ow

res reveal.
not.
us in cha-

young and helpless,

: 1 W llecting distr s 3
Shesdestitute and abandoned, the H,éng tﬁc‘LILIL(:;;j If"'lljxtxxllv n:lzu-xw\vcgl:'
poor and suffering; that it has be- . X % X £

stoslad ol e also to give a hand in the manage-
b '\(.' y,‘ d ag xr.mt; the Word ' and ment of your Boys’ Club? Who is
grace of God; against the entreaties

1 sorrowing ;

ends, true
1. Defiant

All'is yet self—noth-
1

It

X. A RIFT IN THE- STORM.
But one more picture remains.
shows me on

my bed of sickness,
distraught
There’s light
It

ked!

darkness, it
comes from the crucifix held to my.
lips by Father - It falls upon
my mother, as, with head bowed

yers leave

be mer-

Those scales,

to look.
in

ong, bony
me, and

thunder hurls forth:

Look!
him to
ed down.
ve those

Oh, I know, you don’t know him
He was the door-keeper at

Children fund, g
Family,
workers I had in the Boys'

rest his soul!
he gave really to God in one
work or another.
fast observance of his self-imposed
duties was praiseworthy in the
treme and productive of good

that
few can realize.

A truer, more ge-

« « « | Searce igtlure o it |ed-
; a | brings L_‘“’I_'JC u‘): mli)zfl&snléu‘ c;:" ‘““He .]‘ouv(*s. a sick wife—put up
ue lies pale |'countless phgsek of suffering,  sor- |YUUI Purse for a uomeny| and - heax
with strength | row and distresy. The answer, heart- ,".w oug=and tive rhyldrvn;' the eldest
the sign |lessly, callously! | returned to the Gl eight, _the youngest six months.
little | trealties Something must be done for

them.
The mother, unfortunately, is not a
Catholic, nor are her people. They

have dffered to provide for three of
the children, but that means they
will lose their faith. Poor Tim

would turn_in his grave if they went

. : there, and T could never < hi
It is writ clear | L 1ld never look him in

|the face in heaven if I let them go
{ there. He .begged hard enough for
| other little children, destitute and
| in- danger of losing their faith, in
(his lifetime; we ‘cannot do less for
| his, now that he is dead and their

you can open your purse.'’

' “So Tim Cochrane found time to
give you practically all his Sunday
mornings and evenings; also to cov-

going to take his place?

him, I should think.’’

““Miss him—yes—heaven ‘knows i
shall. There are¢ not many Tim

Cochranes in my parish. more’s the
| pity.”

‘“‘Are the duties hard?"

‘“Hard? Not if the heart is in the
work. It is not the work for a self-
ish man to think of, nor for a man
who seeks praise and prcstige,. but
|it is one in which much good may be
done in a quiet, unostenraticus way
—good to the man who does it and
good to those for whom he does
it.  Well, what will you give me?"’

“I will give you something every
month, regularly. More than that,
if you care to have me, I will take
poor Tim’s collecting round, and his
place in the Holy Family Confrater-
nity and at the Boys’ Club. If I
come a cropper you have but to send
me about my business—bu: 1'il stick
to it until you do.”

“You must be joking? All this is
not in your line. You have so often
told me.”’

“‘Quite true, it was not, but L
hope to make it ‘my line.” ’’

‘“‘But .will ryou, as you say you
will, stick to it? No good will be

You'll miss

un-
, back I
feel the
by

yau, Fa- |

|
|
l
1 you fa- |

vor me with a visit. Pray sit |
dowr."”

“I am afraid I have awakened you
from a nap

“Well, yes, I was asleep, and
dreant a ‘am-1 would not care to
dreann again if I lived a hundred
yeare.’’

‘“Liver out of order,

said Father -

““No, it wasn’t the liver. But what
ire of your visit?
2

giver me the plea
To ttold or to beg?
my RTaster duties!””

“It is a relief to hear you
My visit should be to scold,

ITave.

you it is generally a waste of time.
To heg is not quite so forlorn a |
Tim Cochrane has Just  died.

hope.

perhaps,”’

been  to

1 say So.
but with

Sleep was '

~Impossible

ALMOST DRIVEN TO DESPAIR UN-
TIL CURED WITH USE OF

DR. CHASE'S NERVE FOOD

No symptom of nervous
tion is more to be dreaded
inability
for considerable time witho

but without sleep, and the restora-
tion which it brings, he soon
comes & mental and physical wreck.

look to

o

you cannot sleep

them
y became

worse and

She was

Anterest in life.

dvised the use of Dr.
ve Food.

to sleep. Man can exist

the nervous system and re-
¢ that lasting cure can oply be
ined from such treatment as Dr.
8 Nerve Food, which natural-
Iy and gradually restores the
g nerves to health and vigor.
« Wm. Graham, Atwood, Ont.,
tes: — ‘My wife had been ill
time with nervous prostration
we had two of the best

we could get, but neither
did her any good. She gra-

d not sleep, and lost energy and,
wing up in despair when a  friend

prostra-
than the

ut  food,
be-

and rest

ex-

for

doc-
of

worse,
almost
Chase

| on a graveside, but these of

done by taking up all these things

ex-

nerous-hearted Catholic never breath-

| AT WORK IN 3 WEEKS

church, collector for the Crusade of
member of the Holy
besides being one of the best
Club.
Well, poor fellow, *he has gone. God
Every spare moment
good
His steady, stead-

$4 Worth of Father Morriscy’s “No, 7"
Gured Her of Inflammatory Rheumatism,

——

Mrs.Agnes Edgar,of Grand Falls,N.B,,
had a terrible time with Inflammatory
Rheumatism.  Anyone who has had
this most painful disease will understand '
her suffering—and her joy when she
found Father Morriscy's ““No. 7" had
cured her, She says:

‘‘Itook Father Morriscy’s Prescri ption
for Inflammatory Rheumatism, I had
suffered everything with it, but in three
weeks after starting Father Morriscy’s
Prescription I was able to do my work,
aud after taking four dollars worth of
medicine X was well, I highly recom-
wend it any sufferer with Rheumatism,"

Rheumatism comes from bad kidneys,
The poisonous Uric Acid which the;
should remove stays in the bloo
accumulates in joints and muscles, an
Causes agony. Father Morriscy’s
‘‘No. 7" puts the kidneys right. removes
the Uric Acid from the blood and the
whole systery,and curesthe R heumatism,
Soc. a box at your dealer’s, or from
Father Morriscy Medicine Co, Itd.,
Chatham, N.B, £ 63

with the Kaiser’s political enemies?
That is  what a hundred secret
agents of the imperial court are
trying to find out. But Teddy will
not permit any restrictions to be
placed on his conduct in Berlin or
Rome. He is the enfant terrible of
the world; will William make him
subside as did Pius? When on one
occasion the King of England had
Sheridan with him at table he ex-
pected the Irishman to entertain the
compary with his matchless wit and
wonderful repartee. Sheridan was
glum and refused to be drawn out;
whereupon the King slapped him in
the face. Not in the least ruffled
the Irishman slapped his next neigh-
bor, in like manner, and told him to
““pass it on; His Majesty sent it.”
Teddy slapped the Young Egyptians
in Cairo; he cuffed the Methodists in
Rome; he jabbed the French in Paris
—will' the treat be passed on to
the Germans? Like O'Loughlin, we
cannot go bail for Teddy's good be-
havior, and however much we should
regret a refusal of the Kaiser to see
him, ‘we do not see how without a
previous pledge an audience can be
accorded. After the visit to Ber-
lin we can form a better estimate of
Teddy’s independence. But if he de
livers his lecture to the phlegmactic
Teutons he can come home with the
proud boast that he bearded the po-
litical European lions in their royal

dens, just as he brought down the
African lions in their jungles; but
one regret he will carry to his
grave, and that is, he missed the
chance of  his life to lecture the
Pope. Opportupity knocked at

Teddy’s door once, and then passed

only to chuck them a week or two
later. Good resolutions, you know,
are easily made, easily broken.’’

““Yes, Father, I know. They quick-
ly fade and wither away as flowers
mine
shall not wither and fade away this
time, please God—you and I helping.
Come, I will walk back with vou
to the presbytery. You shall hear
that dream of mine, and you will
then agree with me that it is not,
the liver that is out of arder.

That Speech in the Sorbonne.

Father  Phelan, of the Western
Watchman, has his view concerning
Teddy Roosevelt’s visit to France
and his speech in the Sorbonne. We
say the good priest-editor ‘‘has his

view,”” but it is one we like. He
deals with the Mighty Hunter of
America (and Zululand) as fol-
lows:

““Our Teddy is incorrigible. The

man the Pope cannot reform is be-
yond reclamation. That was a
piping hot speech he made to the
French over in Paris, We are glad
it was spoken. Every word of it
was true, and every sentiment was
driven home. France was told that
she was murdering her innocents.
She was charged with a tyrannical
contempt of the rights of the mi-
nority. She was held up to scorn
for her persecution of the Church
and her intolerance of religious opi-
nion. The present Republic had her
guilty conscience ruthlessly examin-
ed for her. But was it becoming ?
Was it polite? Was it good man-
ners? A guest is not expected to
lecture his generous entertainers-
He is expected to say and do only
pleasant things. If he has not a
good opinion of his host he should
not accept an invitation to his hos-
pitality. If he has a good opinion
he should voice it and stop . at
that. But Teddy saw many little
round heads before him and he could
not resist the temptation to hit
them. His, ““policies’’ he had left
behind in the care of Mr. Taft; but
his theories of government and his
principles of political economy he
took with him. He saw a splendid
opportunity to exploit the latter in
his speech at Sorbonne and he let
g0 with both barrels. It was great;
but it was not etiquette,
has some ideas on religion,
world can ‘now burst 4n
of them, since
The

on never to return more.’

King Edward’s Visit to French Nuns

e

Last week it was noted that a
fortnight before his death King IEd-
ward was a visitor at Lourdes,
where his respectiul attitude made g
very favorable impression upon the
pilgrims assembled there.  During
the same sojourn in the South of
France, the late monarch of Eng-
land visited the Monastery of Notre
Dame at Anjlet. His Majesty was
most anxious to Lknow all the de-
tails of the community life, and
was extremely’ kind and gracious in
his manner. The superioress show-
ed the King the chapel and the
workrooms where embroidery is so
skilfully executed by the nuns and
interested the royal visitor by ex-
hibiting various articles in fur made
by the Sisters after directions given
to them by the late Queen Victoria.
Her Majesty then remarked the fine
white rabbits of which the commu-~
nity possessed such a large number,
and she inquired what was done
with the fur of these animals. Mo-
ther Isabelle said it was sold as a
thing of little value, whereupon the
Queen herself gave the community
full instructions as to how the fur
could be converted into most useful
articles suitable for wear. Since
then the nuns, by following these
directions, have been most successful
in manufacturing ties and stoles out
of the fur of the rabbits.

At the conclusion of his visit to
the Monastery of Notre Dame his
Majesty walked across to the con-
vent of the Bernardines.

On the occasion of Queen Victo-
ria’s visit to this convent she ar-
rived as the nuns were going to Ves-
pers. She assisted at the office,
and was 80 impressed by thg
ing of the Litany that she  asked
the Sisters to send her a copy of the
music. She then visited the chapel
known as ‘‘La Chapelle de Paille,
and prayed ' there also.

the chant~




