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41 don't care! I just wish they'd
expel me too, and then we could go
to some other school #ogether.”

“ Don't wish that. You wouldn't
be very glad when it happened.”

Florange knew her friend was only
saying those things to be loyal.

“ Any other Sister but ours would
have bushed up the matter and
puniehed it in her own class room."

“ You're very good fo say those
thinge, but there's no excuse for me.
It's my fault and I must suffer the
consequences.’

“ Do you know what ? I'm going
down to Mother Superior's office and
beg for yeu myself ! You're not &s
black ae Sister Innocentia paints
you.” [Elizabeth eprang up, but
Florence detained her.

“ It's no wee, Betiy, I tell you, she
won't listen. It's no usee !"”

“Let go! She doesn't know what
we girls know—how you gave that
poor man all your pockeb money, apd
did without candy for a month, and
giving his wife one of your coats,
and—"

“ For Heaven's sake, Befty, don't
tell her that! I'd be mortifled to
death—"

The
Sigter Innocentia, terror of wrong
doere, stood there.

“ Elizabeth, who gave you leave to
come here ? Anyone ?"

* No Sister,” blushing.

“ Go down to the study-room, and”

800 lines
Commentariee, ftrans-

have ready before supper
of Cwmsar's
lated !”

“ Sister, I—,” began Elizabeth,

“ Not a word ! At once !”

When Elizabeth wae gone, the nun
inspected the packed trunk, and find
ing it eatistactory, drew a report-
card out of her sleeve, and handed
it to Florence.

“You have at least one consola-
tion,” she said, " Your average for
daily work and exam's is 96.”

Florence received the oard in
gilence. ' That won't make Granny
feel ony better,” was her inwerd
comment.

“ It gurely is too bad,’ continued
the Sister. ‘' Mother Superior would
rather have kept you with guch
excellent echolarehip.”

“ Then why dceen’t she ?
try so hard !

“ It ie too late: You've had your
chance, and you threw it away. She

annot go back on her word It

14 be bad policy in its effect on
rer etudente.’

Florence turned
tears were sagein
her eyes, from the
hearts.

Sister Innocentin was etern, but
her heart was pot of stone, and ghe
yearned to make some reparation
for the hurt she bad given her
pupil, some mortification tq wipe
out.any poseible etain to her auetere
soul, that might have accrued from
her unbounded anger of the after-
noon. She held out her hand to
the girl. .

* Florence,

I would

awa Bitter
bling up to

sorest of sore

bul

ghe said kindly,
are not angry a$t me ? Come, Eay
good-bye. I may not have the
chance again, as I will be in clags
tomorrow morning when you leave,”

The grief-etricken glrl turned, the
tears sireaming down her face, and
unhesitatiggly put her hand in that
of the nun., She never harbored a
grudge, Unable to repress herself,
she exclaimed :

“Oh, why did you tell Mother
Supsrior ?”

you

ge, my dear girl, it was
my dut; Would. you 'have me
neglect my duty to gain popularity
with the girls ?"

Duty ! Always, Sister Innocentin
had been a stickler for duty, thought
Fiorence, mnd her etickling bed
brought her, Florence, to this paes.
Yet somewhere in the nooks and
orannies of her brain, a small voice
wae repeating : “ Mea culpa! Mea
culpa !" and it was unanswerable.

* Good bye,” eaid the nun.

“ Goodbye,” ecarcely articulated
Florence and the Sister went her
way. )

It was night, and one by one the
convent lights went out, until the
entire edifice, with its cluster of addi-
tions and outbuildings, séood, a dark
pile on the hill, silhouetted against
the starlit eky. Only in the chapel,
n tiny pulge of throbbing flame hung
puspended in midair, outlining a pale
cirele of light on the arohed ceiling of
the sanctuary, and throwing, through
ite ruby glase a faint red glow on the
white and gold tabernacle, whers
Love's Captive dwelty silent and
alone.

Up in the fourth divieion dormi
tory, where rows of little white beds
held the eleeping forms of some 40 or
50 girls, it was very dsrk and very
gilent®, except for the soft breathing
of the two-score and ten eleepers
Yet, one pillow held a restless head,
and two brown eyes were wet with

much weeping, and sleep refused to.

press down, with kindly force, the
red, ewollsen lids.

Florence tossed from gide to eide,
while the hours passed with slow,
leaden feet, tortured by endless repi
tition of her bitter thoughts, which
refused to be banished. But sud.
denly ghe eat bolt upright and sniffed
the air. Surely there was in it a
suspicious, acrid odor! Climbing
goftly out of bed, she crossed the
length of the dormitory, gliding like
o shadow in her bare feet and gown,
and opened the door at the farther
end. Even as sbe did, an overpow-
ering weall of smoke buret upon her,
gnd in one swift glance, she observed
down at the end of the corridor
where the stairs were, a dull, red,
flickering glare, coming from below.
Quickly she closed the door again
upon the stifling fumes, and going to
the Sister Guardian's bed, woke her

door suddenly opened, n.ndi

and explained the gituation in a tew
words,

“Dress quickly, and then whisper
to each girl to do the same. Don’t
alarm then,” said the nun,

When all the girls were roused,
they were marched in orderly flle to
the window, which Sister Guardian
threw up, snd without the lenst
panic, they climbed out and down
the fire escppe.

But Flordnce was thinking of the
others. Slipping out unnoticed, she
croesed the corridor, and pounded on
every door and gave their ocoupants
warning, but seeing that the glare
was every moment growing brighter,
a quicker method must be used.
Flying down the stairs, which were
ptill sate, she pressed each hall bell
ns she passed, and then ran to the
poriress' room, grasped the bell rope,
and pulled with all her might.

Soon the whole place was buzzing
with voices and the noise of running
feet, and the rosr and crackle of the
flames could be heard above all. For
full fen minutes Florence rang the
convent bell, and then, feeling sure
everyone was aweke by that time,
| she fled outeide to safety herself.

It wne & beautitul spring night,
agd not cold in the lemst. Already
someone had ’'phoned to the fire
department in the nearky city, for on

the altars, she placed it before the
tabernacle, first shutting the heavy
oak door of the sacriety to keep the
flames away o little longer. That
fittesn-minute battle seemed like
years to hep. Mounting the stool,
she knelt, moviog her lips io frantic
prayer that help might come, Mean-
while the flames crept nearer and
nearer, until they were licking the
lower altar step, nlbeit the taste of
the chemicals was not much to their
liking. A great weakness suddenly
overcame her, and she laid het head
on the altar, and stretched one arm
on either side of the tabernacle,

“Dear Jesus,’ she whispered,
“I'm not vety good, but before the
flames devour Thee, they will have
to take me "

Black circles and little white
lights began to'dance bewilderingly
before her eyee, and a great gound as
®f rushing waters wae in her ears.
Thinking her end at hand, she
made an act 'of contrition aloud
and then the black waves closed
over her head, and ehe lay silen)
and motionless.

The sound of rushing waters that

| the still night air could be heard the |

distant gound of sirens and fieebells, | broken
But the convent stood gome dietance | The nuns were marshalling their
out from the city limits, and it would | charges into
take them fifteen or twenty minutes, | marching to a place of eafety.
at top most speed, to reach-there, | Euddenly a voice cried out ;

The girls and nuns stood huddled in

home being consumed before their
very eyes.
moved their lips in prayer,
were conversing in awed fones.

danger to her beloved friend.
denly Elizabeth's finger
upwerd,

“Leok | The chapel !”

she cried.

small groups, watching their beloved | Murray ?"

\

Some were crying, some | in, vain for
some | Search was

|

| Florence thought ghe heard was not
| & myth, for in reality
i had

the firemen
and were pouring
water through the
blackened windows.

arrived,
streams of
and
line, to
Bat

preparatory

" Florence ! Florence

Where's
It was Elizabeth,
her
mede,
nowhere to be found.

who hed waited

but ghe
Heedlegs of

Florence stood watching in one of | the nun’s protests, she ran back and |
these groups, her arm closely linked ‘ sought among the crowd of ocurious
in that of her chum, Elizabeth, who | on-lookers for the missing girl, but
held on to her as if she fesred some | she was not there

burning building for
her friend

“I'm sure you wi!l find her there!

| Florence lookéd, and indeed, the | she said.

| beautifal stained glaes windowe were |

| being lighted
| lames within. |
“Ob, Batty, the
" ment |’ st said
| Lord mustn't
| Eather Hayeoer ?"
1 Saying which, she broke away from
her friend, and eped betwesn the
l buildings, acroes the moonlit campue,
to the lit

| convend

up by the dreedful

Blegsed
excitedly.
burn up!

Sacra
“Our

tle cottdge where dwell the
chaplain. To her intenee
| was
] back, with but one purpoee.

t “Our Lord muet not be left alone!

out on a eick oali, so she ran

Avoidicg the side where the hud
| dled groups stood, she derted into a
| dark door-way,
lhn.cemenb of the
along the wall, she grasped the
switch and turned if. Luckily the
| lights burned, and it was & matter of

chapel. Feeling

| glaes, and himeelf ascendec

| digappointment, ehe was told that he |

| and ran to oall you.

which led in%o the |
| flames were under conirol,
| chapel

'\only a moment to reach the small |

| stone room beneath the sanctuary,

~ where the Mass wine was kept. From |
| thence, a flight of rock steps led up

to the encriety. These she mounted,
and entering the sacristy,
| hagtily about. There on the wall
| hung an emergency tank of chemi-
cals. Thie she took down, and turn-
ing on the valve, sprayed the sanctu
ary floor, the altar steps, even the

However, this was soon exhausted,
| and alrendy the flames were devour-

toward tbe railing.

She did not know that in case of
guch dire extremity she might have
taken the Bleesed Sacrament in her
own hends and carried it to a place
of eafety. She had alwaye been

taught ex!reme veneration for the |

Eushariet, and dared not touch it
with her own unworthy hands. So

there remsined only one other thing |

to do, and that was, to keep ths
flames away until help came.

Abandoning the empty tank, she | hand.

| hunted about for eomething in which
to put water.

looked |
| charred

| taking out the Blessed Sacramant. |

"“"Whereabouts ?"’

“Look in the chapel

Without heesitation
ordered a ladder raised

he

the
to one of the

| charred, gaping windows, now bereft |
Where's |

of ite beautiful legend in etained
game fime, Father Hayes was seen
hastening to the ecene, having but
just arrived. To him Eliz
and cried :

“"Oh Father,
migsing! She
Bleseed Sacrament

abeth ran,

Florence Murray is
was afraid the
would burn
But.she hasn't
returned, and we cannot flnd her.”
Without & word, the priest followed
the chief up the ladder, and climbed
in through the window

was a maes of steam and
smoke and dying embers.

By the fittul light of the Iasé
flames in their death struggle, they
found her. All about her was a
black, emoking ruin, but the
alter was intact. Tenderly the chief
litted ber in his arms, and
pleking his way oarefully amid the
ruins, climbed out, and
descended the ladder.

Meanwhile, Father Hayes was

| with tears in his eyes and his lips
| nltar itself, which were all of wood. |

ing the pswe, and oreeping steadily ‘

Rummaging in the | hlasphemy ?" she asked weakly.
sacriety lockers, where the vestments, |

moving in prayer—of thanksgiving
for her rescue, and anxiety for bher
well-being

Two weeks she lay in the infirm-
ary, sufferiog from the effects of her
experience, while nuns and girla
alike stormed” Heaven for her re
covery. Her nume was on gvery

tongue, afid the girle emptied their |

purses, and vied with each other
in sending their offerings — small
though they, were—of
candy and fruit and books,

Mother Francis stood
when ehe regained
wept, and

over her
conscioueness,

“Mother, have 1 atoned for my

“Surely, surely Our Lord accepted

altor vases, and flowers were kept, | it ag such, my brave girl !”

| she discovered a glass pitcher. This

ghe filled at the hydrant in the little l most

Siegter Innocentia was
devoted visitors,

one of her
and her

room beyond, and drenched every- | tender anxiety for her late refractory

thing in the vicinity of the alfar.| pupil’s
Back and forth she eped, while the | Florence's heart.

heat grew flercer every moment,.
Iast she was obliged to drench her-
self, to keep from being blistered.
The emoke was becoming so dense,
she breathed with difficulty, Wetting
her handkerchief, she tied it benoath
her eyes, with the aid of her hair
ribbon, and this gave her some ralief.
Every time the flames sought to
encroach upon the sanciuary's holy
ground, she dashed them back,
momenftarily only, for the flerce heat
gsoon dried everything in sight, and
the hungry tongues were soon lap-
ping at $heir prey again. She was
fast becoming exhausted by her

welfare completely won

But the real story

At | did not come out until, in exploring

the ruins, they found fthe empty
chemical tank on the sancluary floor
and the ocracked glags pitcher on the
altar steps. Being queskioned, Flor-
ence said but little : —" I did what I
could to eave Him,’—but the mute
evidence epoke volumes.

At lagt, one balmy aféernoon in
early May, Sister Innocentin was
geen in close conference with the
Sister Infirmarian. Socon she ap-
pronched the girl, who had been
watching her a little anxiouely.

 Sigter thinks you are pratty well
mended,” she said smiling, “ so you

girenuous task, and the steam mand | may come down and unpack your
heat and smoke were making hel‘.hruutr,”

deathly sick. Yet she stumbled on
and on, back and forth, although she
wae weging o loging battle.
Suddenly, on one of her trips back
for more water, she found the flames

* Sister !

* Such
orders.”

Florence leapsd up with some of
her old impetuosity, grabbed Siséer

Am I #o remain ?"
are Mother Superior's

had burst out in the litile room, | Innocentin about the waist and gave

cufting her off from the hydrant and
her only meane of escaps, and were
faet approaching the eacristy from
both gides. Then there was nothing
more to do. She might make a dagh
for it, and yet rench She stone steps,
but ae she stepped forward, and
measured her chances something
geemed to draw her baock, Wistfully
she looked back at the tabernacle
with its imprisoned Capiive.

“Can 1 bear to leave Him ?”
asked herself., The fire-bells
sirens were very close now.
they would arrive in
moment.

Dragging forward a high stool,
which the Sisters used in trimming

she
and

Surely
another

her a resounding kiss.

“ Sigter, I'm so happy, I could fly !”

Together they proceeded down to
| their class-room, where upon enfer
ing, the girls rose literally " as ons
man "’ and oheered.

But from that day, Florence was a
changed girl. Never again did she
‘require the emallest word of correc
tion from her superiors.

Writling home to her grandmother
of the dienstrous fire, she told of the
almoet total destruction of the
chapel, in consequence of which,
several daye later, Mother Frances
found in her mail a check for $2,000
toward the rebuilding of the chapel.
The news of this donation spread,

friend's return. |
was |

Accosting the |
Sud- \ fire-chief, she begged him to esarch
pointed | within the

questioned. |

chief

At the |

| light will teach you

up, |

Already the |
and the |

| ment of

high |

| to Him ; He restore

flowers and |

stroked her bandaged |

with the result thal numbers of
others wrote home, and checks soon
began coming in, helping materially
toward the re-building of the
destroyed-parte.

Two years later, Florence gradu-
ated with the highest honors, and
after the summer vacalion was
ended, she bade her beloved grand.
mother farewell, and, true to her
early resolve, entered the novitiate
in her well loved convent of St. Mary
of.the Cedars,

g —

A TRIBUTE FROM THE GERMANS

We imagine that, if he sees fit to
pregerve them all for future refer-
ence, the Oardinal Primate of Bel-
gium will be obliged to set apart
rather generous archives for the
written tributes of esteem and appre
ciation of which, during the past few
years, he has been the reciplient.
Those of German origin, would not
it ie sate to eay, need any groat epace,
yet it is interesting to note that they
would not be altogather among the
misefng. In “Osrdinal Mercier's
Own Story,” in which the author sets
down his "experiences in their most
tense und vivid reality,” we find one
document which gived evidence of
the respect which te Belgian church.
man commanded even from hie polit.
ical enemiee. 1t is & note handed
to the Oardinal on October 17, 19018,
by Baron von der Lancken, in the
name of the
the Berlin Government, and containg
the following mssurance: "You are
in our estimation the incernation of
occupled Belgium, of which you are
the venerated and trusted pastor.
For thia reason it is to you the
Governor 1)4:1)8:&1 and my Goverp-
ment also cotamissioned me to come
and to announce that when we
evacuate your soil we wish to hand
over to you unasked and of our own
free will the political prisoners serv
ing their -time either in Belgium or

! in Germany, a8 well as those who
have
|

been
[ranscript

deported.—Catholie

TAUGHT BY THE
SACRED HEART

On
)
the

the subjsct of
Sacred Heart (
wrote:

“If you love the Blessc
the Blessed Sacrs I

devotion fto

rdinal Manning
saorament

and
the
will open itself, and
will teach use to know Its owr

acher. We shall know allTis

the love which is from eternity to
ebernity; the love ineffable, Divine
fervour, of unspeakable human ten:
derness ; the Love that died for us!
We shall know, too, the command-
that Love when Hs was
about to die for us. And we shall
learn not only His love, but also His
patiensce ; for He abides in the midet
ofus. Sinners as we are — He still
dwe!lg in themidst of usin His humil.
ity, veiled, out of sight, elighted, and

love the Sacred H
Sacred Heort

art

| disbelieved, passed without a sign |
of recognition by the multitudes that |

go by Him., There He ie in His

generopily, giving away grace afle r|
We become bankrupt through |

grace.
our own fault and sin; we go back
s to us the grace
that we have lost ;
He pours down upon us even mnre
grace than we have wasted; for
His generosity is inexhaustible.
does not ‘break the bruised reed’ nor
‘qusnch the smoking flax. He has
waited for you from childhood and
in your youth and in your manhood ;
in all your wanderings He has been
waiting for you etill, trying to
draw you towards Him, that some

| day, at last, you may cdomé to true

repentance, and that some day
before you die you wmay be His
disciple. And in all this I see what
I may call His unsugpiciousness.
Friends suspect
form rash judgments of one another,
they are always harboring hard
thoughts of each other; they draw
to themselves pictures and char
acters of other men, and seldom
in their favor. How does the Sacrsd
Hoart deal with us? He _ knows
everything that is in us, and yet

Governor General and |

more than this, |

He |

one nnother, they |

‘%ery Q¢
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He speaks to ue with the eame
unchangesble Jove and the same
unalterable potience as if we were
within sltogether what we ehow our-
gelves withont. What a perfect love,
then, is this Divine and human love
of our Master !

“But it we love Him, we must bear
truite that are like Him. ‘The fruit

of the Spirit is charity, joy, peace. |

(Gal., v. 22) These
of the Sacred
He bears to us
our neighbors.
| be to our neighbor what His mind
is to ue.
a love ot the crose, for that was
the crowning perfection of the Sacred

i)lsnrt.

pre the fruits
Heart, The Heart
we must bear to

tradictione, slights,
ties, failures,

BOXIowa,
vexations. We

| fret o1l the day long, if anything
goes wrong, call ourselves disciples
of the Saored Heart, and yet we
bhave not a8 much as the will to bear
the cross, much less to love it.
‘1 We must learn to be forgiving, to be
| patient, to be severe

| least sin, not in others

{ bear with them in ¢

for their ealvation—but in cureelves.
Be a8 sherp a8 you will with your-
selves, and bear with the
| Jeast in your own temper; give no im-

we must

hority,

do mot

faults. These are
the true di

Heart.'
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College Re-opens Sept. 9th
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University of
St. Franeis

Xavier’s College

ANTIGONISH,
NOVA SCOTIA

COURSES IN ARTS
SCIENCE, ENGINEERING
AND LAW

School Opens Sept. 16th, 1920

Terms moderate. Apply for Calendar

Rev. H, P. MacPherson, D.D.
PRESIDENT.

&

Ursuline College
| “THE PINES”

CHATHAM ONTARIO
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Bt. Rev. M. ¥, Fallon, D.D., Bishop of London.

Residential and Day School for
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Ursuline College
of Arts

The Ladies’ College and
Residence of the Western
University, London, Ontario
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~ o A < Entrance ta™

| College Department Normai Sehools
end Faculties of Education, Matriculation and
Special Courses,

Under the patronage of His Lordship
The Right Rev, M. F. Fallon, D.D.
Bishop of London.

Preparatory Department pon s
voted attention given to the training and
teaching of young children

N f - i\l

School of Music g Conservators.
Full courses in Piano, Violin, Singlog, Theory,

ete.

vetin Qrlanprp —Cooking, Sewing,
Domestic Science ot oract:

All Courses Leading
to Degrees in Aris

cally in all the classes.
Y :
School of Business

Full Commenr-
cial courses In
writing, ete.

Fall Term Opens Sepl. 6th
App'y for lllustrated Prospectus to the
Rev. Mother Superior

For information, apply to the

Ursuline Collego
“The Pines”, Chatham, Ont.
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i Book-Keeping, Bhorthand, 1'ype
|
|
|
|
|

Our whole mind muet |

And to thie we must add |
It is not easy to love con- |
anxie- |

who |
murmur and repine and strive and |

againsy the |

bhoping !

St. Jerome’s College

KITCHENER, ONTARIO

Excellent Commercial, High School
and College Departments

The Largest
Running Track, Swimming Pool, Shower Baths.

FIRST- CLASS BOARD
COMFORTABLE SLEEPING ROOMS

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO STUDENTS PREPARING
FOR MATRICULATION EXAMINATIONS

New Buildings, with Latest Hygienic Equipments
Gymnasium in Canada.

the tokens of |

THE PRESIDENT

‘\ punity to yourselves or to your own |
|
|
|
|

N7
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C}olle 86 e

Montrea

Conducted by the Jesuit Fathers

FULL ARTS’ COURSE — Also

Boarding and Day School.

High School and Preparatory Departments.

Ideal, healthful location. Spacious grounds Beautiful, new,

fireproof

REV. W. H. HINGSTON, 8. J., Rector.

umption College
SANDWICH, ONT

AFFILIATED WITH WESTERN UNIVERSITY
CONDUCTED BY THE BASILIAN FATHERS

Boarding Sch{ml for Young Men and Boys

with the following courses :

College Course leading to the degree of BACHELOR OF ARTS,
and offering a complete foundation for the study of the professions, and
especially designed for students preparing for the Priesthood,

High School @ourse fitting students for Matriculation into Amer-
ican and Canadian Universities.

@emmercial Course equipping students for a business career.

Preparatory Department for younger boys.

Good Staff ;

Swimming Pool ; Running Tr

ball and Baseball Grounds ;

Good Buildings ; Good Equipment ;
'k ; Handball Alleys ;
Acres of Campus.

New Gymnasium ;
Tennis Courts ; Foot-

Private Room accommodation for one hundred students.

The 51st Year Begins Tuesday, Sept. 6th

For catalogue and particulars address :
REV. T. V. MOYLAN, C.:S. B., Principal.

ST. MICHAEL'S COLLEGE

TORONTO

The Catholic College of me University of Toronto

All Courses Leading to Degrees in Arts -

REV. H. CARR, C. S. B, Superior

REV. F. D. MEADER, C. S. B.,, Registrar

ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE SCHOOL

HIGH SCHOOL DEPARTMENT
PREPARATORY DEPARTMENT

COMMERCIAL DEPARTMENT




