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a great crucifix and, before he ex
tinguished the lights. Bernard 
knelt a moment In front of It. 
“ Lord, I am not worthy,” he 
said, *' 1 am not worthy.” A 
memory came to him. “Rosa 
Mystica ora pro me," he whispered.

Close to the chief entrance was the 
chapel door. This Bernard locked 
and hid the key, then, sword In 
hand, he stationed himself against 
it. They were all about the place 
now, wrenching at the shutters, 
hammering at the door, and soon 
one of the panels split open and 
gaped. He knew rather than saw 
that a hand was thrust through as 
if groping for fastenings. In the 
dark he slashed at it and heard 
with satisfaction a howl of rage 
and pain. There was a pause out
side, and suddenly a flash atfd re
port. Someone had fired a miisket 
through the opening.

Bernard sank slowly to the 
ground, his back still against the 
door cf the chapel. Though he was 
enduring pain greater than any he 
had believed possible, his mind was 
intensely clear and alert. He 
heard the high note of a bugle in 
the distance. Presently it came 
again, nearer this time, and surely, 
was not that the rolling of drums ? 
A warning cry rose from those at 
the gate. There was a scuttling of 
many feet running from the house, 
and a sudden stillness at the door. 
Above the crucifix, set somewhat 
high in the wall, was a small 
stained-glass window. Either by 
accident or design it had been so 
arranged that by day the light 
piercing through it made cf the 
rich medley of tints a glowing 
aureole for the head of the Christ. 
As Bernard lay there, head slightly 
thrown back that his strained ears 
might miss no note from without, a 
slender shaft of light broke 
through the dim panes, and tipped 
to a pale flame the spikes of the 
thorny crown, then deepened and 
spread, till the whole droop of the 
bowed Head was bathed in a glory 
of silver radiance. And as Bernard 
watched, it seemed to his fa .cin 
a‘ed gaze that the sorrowful eyes 
looked down at him with a wonder 
of yearning and tenderness, and the 
pale arms outstretched beckoned to 
him with the triumphant appeal of 
love. And so looking up at his 
crucified Lord he died. For the 
eyes that leered at him through 
the panel has seen the glint of a 
flame where the moonlight touched 
the diamond heart of the rose. 
And the brain behind the eyes had 
shrewdly guessed that the gleam 
shone on a human breast. And 
presently there welled up in the 
heart of the rose, above the young 
girl’s kies and the old woman’s 
tears, a little crimson jet that 
flecked the white ruffles and stained 
the pale petals with the tint of a 
darker hue. So he died betrayed by 
the silver rose ? Nay, saved by 
the silver rose. “ For greater love 
than this hath no man than that he 
lay down his life for his Friend.”— 
Annals of Our Lady of the Angels.

A NON-CATHOLIC 
THRILL

The Catholic News found an arti
cle recently in which it tells that 
a leading noncomformiat journalist, 
Frederick C. Spurr, contributes 
both to the British Weekly and the 
Christian World his impressions of 
a visit to Cologne. On a Sunday 
morning (unlike so many British 
tourists who only look into cur 
churches abroad late in the day) he 
made a round of visits to several 
churches during the early Masses. 
Between 7 and 9 o'clock he visited a 
number of them, and he writes : 
"To my astonishment I found each 
of them crowded to excess at 7, 8 
and 9 o’clock. Large churches they 
were, too. In no case was a seat 
obtainable. I had to stand in lobby 
or aisle in the midst of a deeply- 
packed throng.” At 11:80 he went 
to the Cathedral. He found it 
“packed from end to end." He 
tells how just before the Mass 
began, “5,000 people at least were 
massed together, the ofeat major
ity of whom stood, unable to move, 
so dense was the throng. They 
stood like statues. A silence 
reigned over the multitude as if it 
were under a spell. Never before, 
so far as I remember, did I appre
ciate as in that hour the full mean- 
ing of ’atmosphere’ in a religious 
service.” What impressed him 
when the service began was the 
congregational singing. He re
marks that three-fourths of those 
present were men, and, he says : 
“It was an ocean of human voices 
breaking in a torrent of worshipful 
song. The memory of that service 
will haunt me for many a day to 
come.” And he compares it with 
what he has heard in Anglican 
Cathedrals in England, and writes : 
"I have never heard any congre
gational singing like it. In Cathe
dral worship it must be unique. 
As I stood, thrilled in every part of 
me with those waves of sound, 1 
could not resist making a compari
son between this particular service 
and Cathedral services in general. 
Not by the utmost stretch of 
imagination would it be possible to 
conceive of an English audience in 
any English Cathedral singing as 
those 5,000 Germans sang that 
Sunday morning." A concluding 
remark he makes is that "It is cer
tain that since the War Catholicism 
has made great strides in Germany. 
It is making a herculean bid for 
power." Tne first of these state
ments is true. The second is a mis
take, based on a popular English 
idea of what Catholic aims and 
ideals are. The Church’s aim is not

"power,” in the political sense, but 
a deepening of the spiritual life of 
her own people and the winning of 
more and more of those outside the 
fold to the one faith, for the 
greater glory of God and the happi
ness and salvation of mankind.— 
Catholic Transcript.
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The bestial love of every man 
for himself, of every class for itself, 
of every people for itself alone, Is 
even more blind and gigantic after 
the years wherein hate covered the 
earth with fire, with smoke, with 
trenches and with bones. Since the 
universal and common ruin, self- 
love has added to hate a hundred
fold ; the hate of the little for the 
great, of the discontented for the 
restless, of the servant-masters for 
the masters-enslaved, of the rising 
for the decadent classes, of the 
ruling for the vassal races, of the 
peoples under the yoke for the 
peoples that have yoked them. The 
glut of the too much has begotten 
the lack of the necessary, the foul
ness of pleasure, the pangs of 
torture, the mania for liberty, the 
tightening o( shackles. Within these 
latter years, humanity, which was 
already tossing in the delirium of a 
hundred fevers, has gone mad. The 
whole world re-echoes with the crash 
of walls that fall in ruins, columns 
are buried in duet, and the very 
mountains hurl down from their 
summits, avalanches of stones, 
making of the whole world one hide
ous level. Even the men who had 
remained uncontaminated in the 
peace of ignorance, have been 
dragged by force from their coun
try associations, to be piled up in 
the. fierce confusion of the cities to 
pine and suffer.

Everywhere a chaos in commotion, 
a murmur without hope, a swarm 
that makes the foul air stink, a 
restlessness discontented with every
thing and above all, with its own 
discontent. Men, in the sinister 
drunkenness of every poison, wear 
themselves out while seeking to 
overwhelm their brothers with 
penalties, and, that they may escape 
from this inglorious suffering, they 
seek death in every shape. Ecstatic 
and aphrodisiac drugs, the pleasures 
that waste but do not satisfy, 
alcohol, games, weapons carry off 
daily, by the thousands, those that 
have survived the inevitable decima
tions.

For four whole years the world 
has been stained with blood in order 
to decide who shall have the largest 
flower garden, the greatest zoo. 
The servants of Mammonhavechased 
Caliban through interminable oppos
ing trenches to enrich themselves 
and impoverish the enemy. This 
frightful experience, however, has 
helped no one. Poorer than before, 
hungrier than before, every nation 
has come back to the clay 
feet of the God Commerce, to 
sacrifice to him peace and the life 
of others Divine Business and 
Holy Money absorb them that are 
carried away thereby, even more 
than of old. Who has little wants 
much.whohasmuchwantsmore, who 
has most wants everything. Used 
to the destruction of the devastating 
years, the sober have grown greedy, 
the honest have turned to robbery, 
the most chaste, to impurity. Under 
the name of commerce, usury and 
embezzlement are practised, and 
under the banner of Big Business, 
the piracy of the few, to the injury 
of the many. Cheats and rascals 
haVe the public money in their keep
ing and extortion is part of the rule 
of every oligarchy. Robbers left to 
themselves to observe justice, do 
not spare, in the general robbery, 
even robbers. The ostentation of 
the rich has fixed firmly in every
one’s head, that on this earth, set 
free at length from heaven, naught 
counts but gold and what can be 
bought or spoilt by gold.

In this foul filth all faiths perish 
and wither away. The world 
practises but one religion, that which 
recognizes the most high trinity of 
Wotan, Mammon, and Priapus : 
Force, whose symbol is the sword 
and whose temple, the Barracks, 
Riches, whose symbol is gold and 
whose temple, the Stock-exchange ; 
Pleasure, whose symbol is Phallus 
and whose temple, the Brothel. 
This is the religion reigning over all 
the earth, practised with fervor, in 
deed if not always in word, by all 
the living. The family as it was 
formerly is broken to pieces ; matri
mony is destroyed by adultery and 
bigamy ; progeny seems to many a 
curse and they avoid it by various 
frauds and voluntary abortions ; 
fornication exceeds legitimate love, 
Sodom has its panegyrists and its 
houses of ill-fame ; women of bad 
life, public and secret, reign over an 
immense people, broken down and 
diseased.

There are no longer monarchies 
nor republics. Every order is but 
glitter and imitation. Plutocracy 
and Demagogy, sisters in spirit and 
in aim, fight for domination over 
the seditious orders which are ill- 
served by salaried Mediocrity. 
Above both armies in the field, 
Coprocracy, an effective and uncon
tested reality, has subjected the 
High to the Low, Quality to Quan
tity, Spirit to Clay.

Thou knowest these things, Christ 
Jesus, and Thou scest that again is 
come the fulness of time wherein 
this feverish and bestial world

deserves either td be punished by 
a deluge of fire, or saved by Thine 
intercession. Alone Thy Church, 
the Church founded by Thee on the 
Rock of Peter, the only one that 
deserves the name of Church, the 
unique and universal Church which 
speaks from Rome with the infalli
ble word of Thy Vicar, emerges 
once more, strengthened by assaults, 
made greater by schisms, rejuven
ated by the ages, from the furious 
and muddÿ sea of the world. But 
Thou who dost assist her with Thy 
Spirit, knowest how many, how very 
many, even of them that were born 
to her, live outside her laws.

Thou didst say once : " If one Is 
alone, I am with him. Roll back 
the stone and thou wilt find 
me there. Cut into the wood and 
here am I.” But to find Thee in the 
stone and in the wood there must be 
the will to seek Thee and the power 
to see Thee, And today, men have 
neither the will to seek Thee, nor 
the eye to see Thee. If Thou makest 
not felt Thy hand above their heads, 
Thy voice within their hearts, they 
will go on seeking themselves only, 
without finding themselves ; for no 
one possesses himself who does not 
poi sees Thee. Wherefore, we pray 
Thee, O Christ, we the renegades, 
the guilty, tfie born out of time, we 
who still remember Thee and try to 
live with Thee, but always too far 
from Thee, we, the last, the des
pairing, the rescued from perils 
and precipices, we j>ray Thee to 
come back, once again, amongst 
men who slew Thee, amongst men 
who seek to slay Thee, to give back 
to us, assassins in the dark, the 
light of the true life.

More than once Thou didst appear 
to the living after the Resurrection. 
To them that believed that they 
hated Thee, to them that would have 
loved Thee even hadst Thou not been 
the Son of God, Thou hast shown 
Thy face, and hast spoken with Thy 
voice. The ascetics hidden amongst 
the cliffs and the sends, the monks 
in the long nights of the cenobia, 
the Saints on the mountain tops, 
saw and heard Thee, and from that 
day they asked only the grace of 
death that they might be with Thee. 
Thou wert light and word on the 
way of Paul, fire and blood in the 
cave of Francis, intense and perfect 
love in the cells of Catherine and 
Teresa. If Thou didst come back 
several times for one, why wilt 
Thou not come back once for all ? 
If they deserved to see Thee by 
right of their own passionate 
hope, we can invoke Thee by 
right of our forlorn desperation. 
They drew Thee by the power of 
innocence, our souls call Thee from 
the depths of weakness and humili
ation. If Thou didst satisfy the 
ecstasies of the Saints, why shouldst 
Thou not hasten at the lamentation 
of the damned ? Didst Thou not 
say that Thou wert come for the 
sick and not for the strong, for him 
who was lost and not for them that 
remained. And lo. Thou seest that 
all men are stricken with the pest 
and throbbing with fever, and that 
everyone of us, in seeking himself, 
has gone astray and lost Thee. 
Never as today has Thy message 
been necessary, and never as today 
was it forgotten and spurned. The 
Kingdom of Satan has now reached 
its full maturity, and the salvation 
which all seek, groping, can be 
found in Thy Kingdom alone.

The great experience approaches 
its end. Men. departing from the 
Gospel, have found desolation and 
death. More than one promise and 
more than one threat has been ful
filled. Now there remains to us, in 
our despair, only the hope of this 
Thy return. If Thou comest not to 
awaken the sleepers crouching in 
the stinking filth of our hell, it is a 
sign that the chastisement seems to 
Thee still too short and too light for 
our betrayal, and that Thou wilt 
not change the decrees of Thy laws. 
And may Thy will be done, now and 
forever, in heaven and on earth.

Yet we, the last, await Thee, we 
await Thee every day, notwith
standing our unworthiness and 
every impossibility. And all the 
love that we can wring from our 
devastated hearts, shall be for Thee, 
O Crucified, Who wert tortured for 
the love of us, and Who now dost 
torture us with all the strength of 
Thy implacable love.

The End.

TRIFLING WITH FAITH
Too many Catholics hold their 

faith too lightly, and do not appre
ciate at anything like its true value 
this most precious of all gifts. 
They are proud of being Catholics, 
ready to boast of being Catholics, 
ready sometimes to fight for their 
faith, when they do not show its 
influence on their lives. They re
gard it as a kind of inheritance 
come down from a long line of 
ancestors who preserved it amid a 
thousand trials and persecutions, 
and which, as a matter of course, 
they are to transmit unsullied to 
future generations. But here is 
the fallacy—it is no heirloom, 
entirely at their behest and under 
their control. It is a precious gift 
from the garden of God, His gift to 
man, that will live in this cold 
world of ours only by constant care, 
that can thrive and blossom only by 
the most zealous and anxious 
watchfulness. Those who are ever 
ready to criticize the Church and 
its teachings, to arraign priest, 
Bishop, and even the Vicar of 
Christ himself before the court of 
their judgment, are playing a 
dangerous game. Their faith is in 
danger. Those who neglect their 
religious duties, who sympathise 
with every rebellion against the

constituted authority in the Church, 
have a faith that is rapidly dying 
and that needi a miracle to save 
and restore it. Men live and men 
die, but the Church remains. You 
cannot sever faith from the Church. 
Cut off from the Church, faith is 
lost .in this land, where vice and 
error in every form and under every 
seductive guise menace our faith, 
we need especial watchfulness. 
Every parent should implant Into 
the heart of his children a love for 
the faith and a high Idea of Its 
value that through life they may 
look upon the very idea of losing it 
as the greatest of perils. They 
should instil it into their minds that 
loyalty to the constituted author
ities, above all, to the Vicar of 
Christ, is one of the greatest guar
antees of faith.—Southern Cross.

A LESSON FOR 
CATHOLICS

A trolley car is a good place in 
which to study men.

The other day a young fellow, 
dressed in the latest fashion and 
fitted out in the latest tonsorial 
style, with sideboard trimmings, 
sat next to a middle-aged working 
man on a trolley car in Washington. 
The middle aged man had a Holy 
Name button on the lapel of his 
coat. The car passed a Catholic 
Church. The middle-aged man 
lifted his hat reverently. The 
young man dashed his hand to his 
hat and withdrew it quickly. It 
was a salute-like movement. The 
middle-aged man was proud to 
show his reverence to his God. The 
youog fashion-plate wanted to pay 
his respects, but evidently did not 
have courage to profess his Catho
licity openly before his fellow-pas
sengers.

The incident cited tells Its own 
story. It reminded us of another 
incident which had been told to us a 
few days before.

There was a traveling salesman 
who had been selling goods for his 
firm in the South for many years. 
His name was not a typically Cath
olic oqe and he had never discussed 
religion with any of his customers.

One day one of the salesman’s 
best customers in a Southern town, 
presuming that the salesman was a 
non-Catholic, told him of an anti- 
Catholic lecture that had been given 
in the town the night before. The 
merchant told the salesman that 
the lecturer had certainly given the 
Catholics a black name, branding 
them as un-American and con- 
scienoeless. Themerchantindicated 
by his talk that he had swallowed 
everything the lecturer had said- 
hook, line and sinker.

The salesman was not a spineless 
fellow. He was a real Catholic and 
a diplomat as well.

“Haven’t you any Catholics at all 
in this town ?” he asked the mer
chant.

“Only a few of them,” replied 
the merchant.

“Are they pretty decent fellows 
or are they a worthless lot ?"

“Well, I must say,” answered the 
merchant, “they are a pretty decent 
lot. There’s Dr. Doe ; he’s a fine 
fellow. He is a good citizen of 
splendid character. Everybody 
likes him."

The merchant thought of some 
few others in town who were Catho
lics, and he gave a good name to 
each of them.

After the merchant had gone over 
the short, but respectable, list of 
Catholics, the salesman said :

“Mr. So and So, you have known 
me a long time. 1 want you to 
tell me what you think of me. ft 
you think I have been on the square 
with you and have conducted my
self decently, I want you to say so. 
If you think I am no good, go ahead 
and tell me."

The merchant laughed. "Jack,” 
he said, “you know I think the 
wrfrld of you. I have been dealing 
with you for twenty years and I 
never would think of buying your 
line of goods from any other fellow. 
What makes you talk that way ?"

“Well, I am a Catholic,” respond
ed the salesman. “1 live many 
miles from here. I believe the 
same things the Catholics in this 
town believe. There are some of 
us who are no good, but I think 
most of us will pass muster. Why 
do you believe this stranger who 
comes to your town and blackens 
the character of your neighbors ? 
Look over the list of Catholics you 
know and base your opinion of Cath
olics on your knowledge of them.”

The traveling salesman still 
counts that merchant among his 
best customers. No more anti- 
Catholic lecturers are invited to the 
merchant’s town. The salesman 
knows that besides selling his 
employer’s goods he has planted the 
seeds of good-will in a town that 
was ready to receive the seeds of 
bigotry.—Catholic Review.

AMERICANS AT DUBLIN HORSE 
SHOW

Dublin, Ireland.—Many American 
visitors have flocked into Dublin for 
the great Dublin Horse Show.

The name of the event gives no 
idea of its range, for it covers every 
phase of Irish life industrial, social 
and artistic. This year the artistic 
section is specially important. 
There is a wonderful display of 
work in oil painting, embroidery, 
sculpture, wood carving and metal 
designs, as well as in stained glass 
and pictorial culmination. The 
extent to which the subjects are 
based on religious themes is a proof 
that the Irish Catholic Church is

the chief national patron of art.
Father Conefry of Killoe, County 

Longford, is at the show with a 
model village of Irith peasants who 
unconcernedly go through their 
ordinary day’s work and then amuse 
themselves singing and dancing—all 
in the presence of the eight-seers. 
This very human exhibit reveals 
how far the Initiative of one priest 
has sufficed to revive the home arts 
of weaving and clothes making, so 
that the peasants of his parish now 
supply virtually all their own 
needs.

The famous Irish outside cars 
have been a vanishing curiosity in 
latter years, but the show has tried 
to give them new life. One of its 
quaint spectacles is a procession of 
such vehicles eight miles long, all 
drawn by first-class horse flesh.

A Pageant of Irish Industry is 
the closing attraction.

SAVES CATHOLIC PAPER

Paris, France.—About one month 
ago the Courier du Pas-de-Calais, a 
Catholic paper published in Arras, 
found- itself in serious financial 
straits as a result of the increased 
coat of labor and paper. Suspen
sion of publication seemed imminent. 
Filled with anguish at this prospect, 
Abbe Laroche, the son of a great 
social leader who for thirty years 
had been a member of the Adminis
trative Board of the Courrier, went, 
on the feast of Pentecost, to the 
grave of his father to pray. Here 
he received the inspiration to send 
out a cry of alarm in favor of the 
paper. He asked for 1,000,000 
francs to buy the printing presses 
and newspapers of the society which 
was about to fail. ,

Although the population to which 
he addressed his appeal was not 
rich, every heart was touched. 
Abbe Laroche writes as follows of 
the result of his energetic action : 
“ In a few days I have received 
600 responses from the poor and 
humble, from priests whose cassocks 
are green with age, from laborers 
who earn their bread by the sweat 
of their brow, from clerks earning 
only 300 francs a month, from men 
in workmen’s blouses who have 
brought me notes for 100,500 and 
even 1,000 franca—notes which have 
already made a total of 500,00(1 
francs. Here already is half of 
the million asked for. TheCourrier 
will live !

Mother is the 
Health Doctor

She knows that dust and dirt 
contain dangerous disease 
germs. So she guards the 
health of her family by the use 
of Lifebuoy. Its soothing, 
creamy lather carries a wonder
ful health element deep into 
every pore, removing all im
purities from the skin.
The odour vanishes but the pro
tection remains.
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from a Bone Spavin, Ring Bone, 
f £ Splint, Curb, Side Bone, or similar 

troubles and gets horse going sound, | 
It acts mildly butouickly and good re» ! 
suits are lasting. Does not blister 
or remove the hair and horse can 
be worked. Page 17 in pamphlet with 
each bottle tells how. $2.50 a bottle 

delivered. Horse Book 9 R free. t « 
ABSORBINE, JR., the antiseptic liniment 
for mankind, reduces Painful Swellings, En
larged Glands, Wens, Bruises, Varicose Veins» 
heals Sores. Allays Pain. Will (ell you ! 
more if you write. $1.25 a bottle at dealer!
•r delivered. Liberal trial bottle for 10c «tamp*.
W. F. YOUNG hc^ V Lyman. Bide.. Montreal. Can.’ j
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Proved safe by millions and prescribed by physicians for 
Headache Neuralgia Colds Lumbago 
Pain * Toothache Neuritis Rheumatism

„ “Bayer” package 
which contains proven directions.
Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets 
Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 

Aspirin is the trado mark (registered In Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetlc- 
acldester of Sallcylicacid (Acetyl Salicylic Acid, “A. 8. A.”). While it is well known 
tnat Aspirin means Buyer manufacture, to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets 
or Bayer Company will be stamped with -their general trade mark, the "Bayer Cross."

Assumption College
SANDWICH. ONT

AFFILIATED WITH THE UNIVERSITY OF WESTERN ONTARIO 
CONDUCTED BY THE BASILIAN FATHERS

Boarding School lor Men and Boys
College Course leading to the degree of Bachelor of Arts

conferred by the University of Western Ontario.
High School Course fitting students for Matriculation.
Business Course, Junior and Senior Fourth Classes.
Private Rooms for students desiring same.
Gymnasium, Swimming Pool, Hockey Rink, Ten-acre Campus for Foot

ball, Baseball, etc.

The 561b Year Begins Tuesday, September 8th
For Catalogue and further information address,

REV. D. L. DILLON, C. S. B„
President.

St. Jerome’s College
KITCHENER, ONT.

Commercial, High School, College and 
Philosophical Departments

Large Gymnasium, Swimming Pool.
Comfortable Sleeping Rooms. Good Board.

Board and Tuition Per Year $250.00

Address :
REV. W. A. BENINGER, O. R., President.
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Fop Your Trip 
To Rome

OR ANY PLACE
DOMINION EXPRESS 
TRAVELLER’S CHEQUES
furnish you with identification and 
insure you against the loss of your 
money. Banks, Tourist Agents and 
Stores cash them —You can cash 
them at Piazza S Pietro (St. Peter’s 
Square).

' --------- - — vw. vuiicopic
dents In Rome to take care of 
the Pilgrims. If you want 
comfort—and you do—carry 
Dominion Express Travellers 
Cheques—they are the best 
travel funds.

Issued In denominations of |10— 
$20 —$50—$100 —and $200 : and 

cost 75c per $190.
Get them from 
Agente of the 
Canadian 
Pacific and 
Dominion Ex- 
Vreee Company
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Equipment

We are not a Jobbing House. We manu
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