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Should be u«ed. If It Is desired to mr.ke the 
I'inrai < bthN of «eitiH—Rolls,Biscuit, Par- 
vHies, Johnny Cakes, Plo Crust, Boiled 
Paste, etc. Light, sweet, snow-white and db 
gestlble food results from the use of « v or't 
Friend. Guaranteed free from alum. Ask your 
grocer for WcUren’s Cook’s Frieuil.*

----- OBJECTS OF THE-----

lew York Catholic Agency
The object of this Agency is to supply. *t Un 

regular dealers' prices, any kind of goo is im 
ported or manufactured in the United States. 

The advantages and conveniences cf tbi; 
gency are many, a few of which are :
1st. It is situated in the heart of the whole 

?aleJtTadeof the metropolis, and has oomolettt 
?uch arrangements with the leading maiiufko 

nd importers as enable it to purchase in 
any quantity at the lowest wholesale rates, thui 
getting its protits or commissions from the im 
porters or manufacturers, and h

2nd. No extra commissions are charged it* 
patrons on purchases made for them, and giving 
them besides the benefit of my experience aud 
facilities in the actual prices charged.

3rd. Should a patron want several different 
Articles, embracing as many separate trade! 
or lines ot goods, the writing of only one lettoi 
m this Agency will Insure the prompt and cor
rect filling of such orders. Besides, there wit! 
be only one express or freight charge.

4th. Persons outside of New York, who naj 
not know the address of houses selling a partie- 
alar line of çoods, can get such goods ill the 
same by sending to this Agency.

5th. Clergymen and Religious Institution! 
and the trade buying from this Agency art 
allowed the regular or usual discour

Any business matters, outside of buying ani 
selling goods, entrusted to the attention ot 
management of this Agency, will be strictly 
and conscientiously attended to by your givinx 
me authority to act as your agent. Whenevst 
you want to buy anything send your orders to
THOMAS D. EGAN,
Catholic Agency^«^BarelajT St. New York.
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DUNN’S
BAKING
POWDER

THECOOK’SBEST FRIEND
____ Largest sale m Canada.
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The O’Keefe Brewery CD. of Toronto, Ltd.
SPBCIALTIK# !

Hÿlvclass English andiBavarian Hopped Ale», 
XXX Porter and Stout.
PilsenerILager of world-wide reputation.

efr, w. Hawke,
Pres. Vice-Pi

E. ’OKk J. G. Gibson, 
Sec-Trea

POST & HOLMES,
°fflCtri~ Rix,“s,2' Manning

King at, west, Toronto. Also in
*. A.PoflTQeR"iAei3l00k-Whlibyw.

Houtei
the

Holms

P.P.6 sent to any address nu receipt 
ot 6c. in stamps. By dozen, 
4c. By hundred,8c. Address 

| Thos. Coffey, The Cat bolls 
^Record, London,Ont.

TRY THAT
MOST DELICIOUS

NOM» ONLY BY

James Wilson & Co.
3S3 BteSaoad Street, Lends-,

Telephone 850.

CÎ7C0EBIA VI2ÎE7AEBÎ
SANDWICH. ONT.

BEHEST OÏBADOT & COj
Alter Wine a Specialty.iÜSSSHSîS

For prices and information address,
E. G IRA DOT A CO.

tiacdwloh, Ont.

ÛL AYER'S 
Hair 

VIGOR

fn
? ■■ j 

:
/’ ,4'cx
n f. ftiseviXm Restores natural 

cola-x to tha hair, 
ar 1 also prevents 
it falling out. LIrs. 

^ . . JX. W. Fenwick of

,W;-A little h 
than two year.- .. ,
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one Ixittle of Ayer’s Unir Vi g u 
hair was restored to its oric ti 
color and ceased falling nut. 
occasional application l:as sine. 
the hair in good condition.”—:
IL F. Fenwick, Diguv, X. s.
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"I have used Ayer’s Ilair V _ r 
for three years, arid it has rest - | 
hair/ivhieh was fast becoming v, 
hack to its natural color.”—1: 
Haselhoff, Ijaterson, K. J.

Aïer’s Haïr Vigor
rnEi'-utn, i;y

Cil J. C. AYER & CO., LOWELL MASS., U S A

Christian Unity.

An organization of clergymen of all 
denominations to be called the 1'nited 
Religious Association, has been formed 
at Ayer, Massachusetts. Its members, 
so far, are thirty-one Protestant minis
ters and one Catholic priest. Its ob
jects are : “ fellowship and aquaiut- 
auce with each other’s religious doc
trines, local co-operation with each 
other on the basis of love to God and 
man, and to the furtherance of all 
social reforms and the bringing into 
the kingdom of God.” At its first 
meeting, the Keverand Mr. William J. 
Ifatt, of Concord Junction, spoke of 
the need for unity among Christians 
and referred with praise to the letter 
of Pope Leo of June 17, 1894, the 
writer of which he said was one of the 
first and most influential workers for 
the removal of divisions. He thought 
that that letter should be answered, 
and he added : “ What should be the
characteristics of such reply ? First it 
should be irenie from beginning to 
end, and we should bo careful that not 
one discordant note be struck ; second, 
it should be a grateful reply. The 
Pope should see that we are sincerely 
grateful to him personally for his letter: 
third, it should be an expression of our 
gratitude for this appeal, regarded ns 
a providence : fourth, the reply should 
bo written on as high a plane of 
thought as that upon which the Pope 
has written ; it should be as broad, as 
statesmanlike (if wo may use that 
term and as Christian as is the letter 
of the Pope : fifth, it should contain 
strong expression of our personal de
sire for n larger unity. Catholic 
priests and Protestant ministers now 
live together and yet they live apart : 
it is certain that good Catholic priests 
and good Protestant ministers will 
draw together bye and bye ; we have 
the same ideals, the same great stan
dards, and substantially the same work 
to do in the world. Sixth, it should con
tain some expression of the faith we 
have that something will come about 
by the grace of God, from the great 
number of movements that are abroad 
in the world to day, especially that 
noble letter of the Pope, for the greater 
union of all Christian people.” Why 
should not the llev. Mr. Bact be se
lected to write out the answer to the 
Pope's letter that he has so well out
lined ?—Catholic Review.

Knowledge and Religion.

Speaking to the members of a read
ing circle, Archbishop Ryan said, re
cently :

“ The last one to fear knowledge is 
the consistent Catholic, who believes 
religious truth most firmly because it 
is a revelation from God. The Catho
lic has a perfect fearlessness of scien
tific truth. If I have only an opinion, 
then, I have to fear the revelations of 
science and of historic fact ; I must 
move timidly : if I am not quite sure 
of my religious convictions, then there 
is a ground for timidity ; but if I have 
absolute certainty, then I say welcome 
to scientific truth, it is only the ignor
ant who fear. Like the great Leo, 
who throw open the Vatican Library 
to the world, saying, 1 Come and read 
the secret doctrines of the Church ; we 
are not afraid of the light. ’ In the 
brilliancy of the truth which goes out 
from God there is no fear.”

Science has made yet no discovery 
that conflicts with religion, 
scientists have put out theories against 
the truths of revelation, but theories 
are not demonstrated facts. No, the 
truths of creation and the truths of 
revelation all come from God. 
will be found to harmonize, 
man’s ignorance that makes them seem 
to clash.

Some

They 
It is

If wo only knew how much 
actions in supreme moments in life— 
in times of crisis—depend on the little 
thoughts and acts that preceded them, 
we should keep vigilant watch on the 
little foxes that make way through the 
gaps in our hedges !—M. F. Egan.

our

A
New
Shortening

If you have a sewing machine, 
a clothes wringer or a carpet 
sweeper (all new inventions of 
modern times), it’s proof that 
you can see the usefulness of 
new things.

Wfae
Is A kfav SHORTENING, and every 
housekeeper who is interested in 
the health and comfort of her 
family should give it a trial. It’s 
a vegetable product and far su
perior to anything else for short
ening and frying purposes. 
Physicians and Cooking Experts 
say it is destined to be adopted 
in every kitchen in the land. 
This is to suggest that you put 
it in yours now. It’s both new 
and good. Sold in 3 and 5 

pound pails, by all grocers.
Mad» only by

THE N. K. FAIRBANK 
COMPANY,

Wellington and Ann Sts,, 
MONTREAL,
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MAROIOTTA’S LEMMI.

VI.
For the Catholic Record.

The infamous Lemmi labors night 
and day not only to destroy the Catho
lic Church hut to erect on its ruins the 
temple of Lucifer. Pope Leo XIII. 
always knew what was planned, and 
raised his warning voice frequently 
and strong. The liberal press en
deavors to convince the world that the 
Holy Father is exaggerating. But 
Lemmi and his fellow Masons are in 
dead earnest, and the king, as well as 
his Prime Minister, Crisp!, are nothing 
but tools in their hands. As a proof 
of this behold the following authentic 
document, or secret circular, issued by 
A. Lemmi. as chief of the Grand Orient 
of Rome, to all the Italian lodges :

Valley of the Tiber, Oct. 10, 1890.
To the Venerable Brothers of the 

Italian Lodges :
‘‘The edifice which the brothers of 

the whole world are now erecting can 
not be considered well built as long as 
the Italian brothers have not com
pleted the ruin of the institution of our 
great enemy (the Church).

11 Our work is progressing quickly 
in Italy and the Grand Orient of the 
Valley of the Tiber was able to pro
claim on the anniversary of 1789 that 
in Italy the laws are made in the light 
and spirit of universal Freemasonry. 
We are about to apply the chisel to the 
last refuge of superstition, and the 
fidelity of tho brother at the head of 
the political power is for us a sure 
guarantee that the Vatican will fall 
under our vivifying hammer.

“ But in order that this work 
proceed without truce 
absolutely necessary that at the ap 
preaching electionsnt least four hundred 
brothers enter the Legislative Cham
ber. Now we have there three huu 
dred brothers. This number is insuf
ficient for the coming work; because 
the work of delivering humanity 
must at last be completed, and our last 
efforts will meet with the greatest 
obstacles from the part of the chief- 
priest (Pope) and his miserable slaves

“ Tho Lodge of the Tiber (Rome , in 
agreement with the numerous Italian 
lodges, succeeded in obtaining that its 
Venerable Crispi prorogued the dis 
solution of the chamber, in order that 
we might be able to draw up a complete 
list of our candidates for the national 
representation. Our lists are ready, 
and I forward a copy to all the Italian 
lodges. All the candidates, without ex
ception, are willing to follow Crispi, 
who, in his turn, submits himself to 
and receives orders from the Lodge of 
the Tiber, the depositary of all the 
Italian and foreign lodges. At the 
same time our candidates will never 
lose sight of the Pact of Home which 
was agreed upon for the good of 
democracy. Indeed the programme of 
the present Government must give 
place to a more progressive one.

“Hence the brothers of the various 
lodges must work upon the Prefects, 
who, for the most part, belong to us : 
upon the Departmental Councils, and 
upon influential persons generally, for 
the triumph of our candidates. The 
priests, the press of darkness and the 
irregulars who attacked us in the 
last session of parliament, on 
account of the Tobacco question, 
must be placed in such a position 
that they cannot harm us. We also use 
this occasion to remind you that the 
means of making money for a fruitful 
propagauda of our principles are leg
itimate and that these means will 
always be employed for the interest of 
the order.

mav 
. it is

“The Grand Orient invokes the Gen
ius of Humanity in order that all the 
brothers may labor with all their 
strength to scatter the stones of tho 
Vatican in order to build up the temple 
of Emancipated lleason.

“ Givon at the Grand Orient of the 
Valley of the Tiber

' Adrian Lemmi, 3:Srd. ”
The elections of 1890 were there

fore held at the dictation and under 
the direction of Lemmi. The govern
ment officers all over the country were 
his agents. The money which Lemmi 
received by millions from Berlin and 
America, and the millions which 
Lemmi and Crispi forced from the 
coffers of the Roman and other Italian 
banks, formed tho greatest bribery 
fund over known to ancient or modern 
politicians. No wonder, then, that the 
legislative hall ot Rome was filled with 
a body of men—malefactors, whose 
place should have been in the peniten
tiary ! No wonder that tho “ Pious 
Works ” were secularized and that a 
largo number of impious laws were 
enacted by the parliament, elected and 
directed by Lemmi ! No wonder that 
such a parliament could not investi 
gate the Tobacco and Bank scandals of 
its supreme chief, A. Lemmi and com
pany !

Vet its glory did not last long. 
Crispi fell. But he had the satisfac
tion of plundering the chest of the 
secret funds at the disposal of the Gov
ernment so thoroughly that his 
cessor did not find a cent in it. How
ever the new Minister and Lenjmi still 
had a rich and handy mine to draw 
from, in the person of M. Taulongo, 
the manager of the Roman Bank, who, 
nilly willy, furnished GOO,000 francs, 
at least, for the new elections.
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bearly everyone needs a good tonic at this 
season. Hood s Sarsaparilla is the one true 
tonic and blood purifier.

Still Another Triumph—Mr. Thomas S. 
Ilullen, Sunderland, writes : '■ Kur fourteen 
years I was afflicted with Piles ; and fro- 
quentiy 1 was unable to walk or sit, but four 
years ago I was cured by using l)r. Thomas’ 
Eclectnc Oil. I have also been subject to 
(Juinsylior over forty Years but Eclectric Oil 
cured it, and it was a permanent.cure in both 
cases, as neither the Piles nor Quinsy have 
troubled me since.”

George und Kathleen will break their 
hearts laughing at me. But no mat
ter—I often settled them before. "

It was now poor Emily’s turn to get
pale.

“Sister Gertrude, did you say I put 
that into your head ?"

“Certainly—no one else ; but what 
are you so frightened about ? 1 am 
only a novice. I have no vows, and I 
have what you have not—would to God 
you had! —a dear father and mother 
and a happy home, as holy as a con
vent.”

“My God!” said Emily, “ was I 
born for misfortune ? Trouble never 
lights on earth but it lights on me ! 
This is the greatest of all the crimes I 
have committed !"

“Crime?" said Sister Gertrude. 
“ What crime ?"

“To take you from your God and 
Spouse—to destroy your holy vocation. 
Only a few weeks ago I shed tears of 
joy when they took all your finery 
away, cut oft' your beautiful hair and 
brought you in before the altar in 
your novice's habit. 1 shall never 
forget with what emotion I heard you 
say that God was your portion forever, 
and now I have ruined it all ! Oh, 
Sister, " she said, and the color came 
back to her face, “I feel as if the hand 
of God had touched mine eyes. How 
good He is to me in this moment of 
peril. My pride is fallen, and I bless 
and thank Him for sending you to me 
as an angel of mercy. Sweet Jesus, I 
have found Thee again !”

Once more the fountain was loosed 
and she rained down tears in one un 
broken flood.
Wetting the i-'eot the seadepths wetted not.

Sister Gertrude stood by completely 
overawed.

“Sister,” said Emily, raising her 
head, “Sister, look here,' as she took 
out the pin that bound her hair and let 
it fall in glossy curls on her shoulders. 
“Sister, look, "and with a steady-, unfal
tering hand she loosed the scissors from 
Sister Gertrude’s cincture and deliber
ately cut from her fair head lock after 
lock, letting them fall in waving 
wreaths to the table.

“ Sister," she said, “ I'm not going. 
Won’t you stay ?"

“ Stay?" she answered. “ Yes, I’ll 
stay. If I had a thousand hearts, I 
would give them to my God instead of 
taking a little one I have away. 
“ But," she added, with real earnest
ness, “ I'll never be forgiven for what 
I have done."

“ Do not fear, " said Emily ; “ you 
have done no wrong. I know one to 
whom God has forgiven much and ter 
rible, though she loved Him less than 
you."

“Oh,"said the poor Sister, for whom 
the tragic denouement of her little 
plot was too much, “ 'tis not that I 
mean,” and taking Emily's hand and 
looking at her with a sweet, imploring 
look, she added : “ 'Tis you, dear, will 
never forgive mo."

“Forgive you what ?" she answered, 
“ Is it for being an angel to me ? God 
help me, too much the wrong I have 
had to forgive, to find a difficulty 
iu forgiving such a blessing.”

“ But, ” said Gertrude, “ you don’t 
know it yet,” and she could say no 
more.

“ Tell it to me, " said Emily. “ I'll 
forgive you anything. ”

“ I pretended,” she sobbed out ; “ I 
never meant it. 'Twas the love of you 
made me do it. "

“ Ah ! Sister," said the poor girl, 
smiling, “ is that all ? Would to God 
I had never to forgive but plots of love 
like yours ! May heaven reward you 
with its choicest gifts. But gracious 
mercy, ” she added, laughing as she 
looked in the glass, “ what a fright I 
am !”

“ Nearly as great as myself,” said 
■Sister Gertrude, as she pushed her 
affectionately and tied, leaving her to 
finish her toilet.

“ I told you, Reverend Mother, I’d 
(lo it,” she said, as she rushed into the 
Reverend Mother’s room.

“ And how did you do it, clear?” 
said Reverend Mother.

“ I told her 1

now

was thinking of going, 
too, and that she put it into my head. ”

“Oh, dear child,” said the Reverend 
Mother, trying to took shocked, “will 
you ever have sense ? Why did you ? 
If I had but known it ! I'm afraid you 
will never be a nun."

“Mother,"said Gertrude, “of course 
you know I did not say 1 w’as going or 
mean it, only 1 was thinking of it.”

“ I know, dear—I thank God you did 
not mean what you said ; but child y 
said, or went dangerously near saying, 
what you did not mean. Yet I cannot 
bo very angry with you. Go, try to 
be a good child, and who knows but 
you may bo yet professed ?"

“ Reverend Mother,” said Gertrude, 
“won't the novices got hot cake this 
evening In honor of what I have done? 
And what about tho Constitutions?”

“ Away, dear ! you are perfectly in
corrigible,’ said the Reverend Mother, 
not further able to keep up a serious 
look.

ou

That evening there was hot cake for 
tea. —Messenger of tho Sacred Heart.

There is nothing to prevent anyone 
concocting i mixture and calling it 
“ sarsaparilla." and there is nothing 
to prevent anyone spending good 
money testing ihe stuff ; but prudent- 
people, who wish to be sure of their 
remedy, take only Ayer's Sarsaparilla, 
and so get cured.

Very many persons (lie annually from 
cholera and kindred summer complaints, 
who might have been saved if proper reme
dies had been used. If attacked do not 
delay in getting a bottle of Dr. .1. I). 
Kellogg's Dysentery Cordial, the medicine 
tint novor tails to effect a cure. Those who 
have used it say it acts promptly, and 
thoroughly subdues the pain and disease.

Peculiar in combination, propo 
preparation of ingredients, Hood’s 
ilia possesses great curative value, 
should try it.

rtion and 
Sarsapar* 

You

“ Yes, child, if she wore a thousand 
times worse, " he said, alarmed at her 
fierce passion.

“Then, Father, hear my confession. 
I will tell tho worst before 1 kneel down 
—I am Emily Mary Hargraves.”

‘‘God is good and God is great—who 
is like God?” was his only answer. 
“ Just wait a little here — 1 shall not 
keep you long : aud when I send, come 
to mo in the church."

She turned round, knelt at the writ
ing desk, then looked at her own cru
cifix and kissed it again and again. 
The sealed fountain of her heart was 
loosed, and in all outburst of grief she 
bathed it in a flood of tears, saying :

“ My God and my all, I have found 
Thee again !"

In three days she was gone from the 
world forever.

But for one Interesting episode in 
which another plays the chief part, the 
poor girl’s story might close here. 
There were o-her alternatives open to 
her, but by choice all her own she put 
herself under the care of the Good 
Shepherd Nuns at Highland Park. 
When all the little she had was given 
away, she found herself at last in what 
seemed to her a shelter, and in a way, 
a home. The thing that made her to 
herself a hell—her conscience—was at 
rest. Joy seemed to be onward for her 
and grief behind. She could look 
within herself again, nor try "to stifle 
anguish by suppressing thought. ' The 
peaceful solitude was paradise to her, 
now that her heart had ceased to be ill 
at ease. But alas for the harm a pas 
sionate word may do ! Her second 
trial was before her.

" Mother," she said one evening, to 
the Mistress of Penitents, “I am going 
to leave. "

“God forbid! my child."
“ Yes, Mother, I am going to leave. 

One of tho girls, before them all, has 
wounded mo to the quick. All my 
happiness is gone and all my good, but 
don’t fear — I shall be true to God 
wherever 1 go. ”

Everyone in the house loved her, but 
all the kindest words of kind hearts 
could not prevail to shako her pur
pose, and after three or four days her 
little trunk was packed with every
thing she might need, and her ward
robe furnished with a generous hand. 
About 12 o’clock the car drove up to the 
door.

“Oh, Reverend Mother," said a 
young nun, rushing into her Superior's 
------ “God has put a thought into myroom, 
heart.

“ What is it now, dear ?” said the 
Reverend Mother. “ A vision, I sup
pose. Y ou are so silly ; six weeks re
ceived to-day, aud not a bit wiser. 
But what is it, dear ?”

“ If you give me leave, I am sure I 
could keep Emily from going.”

Sister Gertrude was a very young, 
very beautiful and very holy child, for 
“ child ’’ is exactly what describes her 
best. Innocent, ardent, arch almost, 
her little ways got her into many a 
trouble—above ail, her incurable habit 
of taking three steps at a time coming 
downstairs. She had an extraordinary 
love for tho poor Magdalena. Every- 
new arriva! was a new joy and every 
departure a fresh trouble. For the 
last few days she had been unusually 
serious. “ 1 know I could do it,” she 
said to herself, “ and there would not 
bu the least harm in it ; only I shall bo 
in another scrape, and maybe they 
will not give me my votes for profes
sion. So, God help me ! 1 don t know 
what to do. "

That was her frame of mind when 
the roll of tho car on the avenue settled 
it all. A new and bright idea struck 
her ; and in she rushed, as we have 
said, lo got the Reverend Mother’s 
leave.

“ Reverend Mother,
“ I am sure 1 could.'

"Well," said the Reverend Mother, 
“ you surely are a queer child. But 
in the name of wonder, what is your 
plan ?”

“Oh, Mother," said Gertrude, 
“ don't ask mo—trust me this once. 
Give me leave to do and say what 1 
like, it is not the least harm, and 1 
suspect that my plan will yet bo 
adopted as part of our holy Constitu
tions. "

she wont on,

“Go, in tho name of God," said the 
Reverend Mother, laughing. “ Some
times the foolish succeed where tho 
wise fail.”

Sister Gertrude scarcely waited to 
express her thanks, but made straight 
for the room where Emily was putting 
the last finish to her toilet before the 
only mirror tho whole establishment 
possessed. She knelt a moment out
side and then gently opened the door.

“ Emily,” she said, “ they toll me 
you are going, and 1 came to say a 
word to you. ’’

“Oh, Sister," she answered, “how 
good you all are to me. What a world 
of trouble 1 am giving ! I know I am 
wrong—my pride has vanquished me, 
but it is useless to say anything. All 
tho same, God will bless you. Don't 
trouble for me, however. I will earn 
my bread with thise hands, aud, 
though father and mother 1 have none, 
God and his Blessed Mother will find 
me a home somewhere. ” ’

“ Emily," said Sister Gertrude, and 
her beautiful face became waxen pale 
and her voice trembled, for she really 
feared to utter the words, “Emily, 1 
only came to tell you that I am think
ing of going, too. ”

“Good God!” said Emily, “you, 
dear Sister ; what put that into your 
head ?”

"Well, Emily, if you ask me, 1 will 
tell you. it was you. The thought 
novor occurred to me till 1 heard you 
were going. Bless mo," she con
tinued, going over to tho glass, “ bless 
me, what a fright I am, thinking of 
going home to papa and mamma ! 
Aud I shouldn't mind them, only

HFR TWO TRIALS.
CONTINUED FROM FADE THREE.

won't tell her what 1 am going to say 
to you ?" It might spoil ail."

“I promise you," she answered, 
“ she shall hear it, it at all, from you 
alone. "

Well, then," he said, |“ 1 was 
wrong to have given it. It was not 
mine but confided to me for another. 
I don’t know by what sudden impulse 
I acted, for impulse it surely was, as 
far removed as could be from purpose, 
or even deliberation. I had had it 
three years—more—throe years last 
July—and since then I had sought tho 
poor child whose name it bears, 
was put under promise to do so by a 
dying friend of hers, whom nothing 
could reconcile to die except my un 
dertalriug the task. * Father, I will 
pray for you and her, he said—they 
were near his last words—1 and mark 
me, you or God will find her yet.’ 
But pardon me," said Father Gros 
venor, “you seem tired ; and when I 
get on the topic of these poor crea
tures, the old man coin es on me and I 
become garrulous. "

“No, Father, no ; you are interest
ing me beyond measure. Please tell 
me, for good may come of it. But," 
she said, ‘‘ perhaps I am asking what 
you may not tell. ”

" Not at all j I am perfectly free. 
I shall tell you all, leaving to your 
discretion what use you may make of

I

it."
“ Father, thank you," she said, as 

she turned her chair from the light 
and, under pretence of adjusting her 
veil, slightly lowered it.

“ Well, it is a very short story. 
Some four years ago a clergyman 
called on me—a tall, slight, priestly- 
looking man, with silver-gray hair in 
advance of his years, I imagine. He 
was slightly stooped. I think I never 
heard anyone speak with a voice so 
gentle and so sweet. He wanted per
mission to say Mass in my church, 
which he did every morning for well 
nigh a month. Many a time, late and 
early, 1 mot him walking through the 
streets of my parish in every sort of 
place, and I thanked God every time I 
saw him. The sight of him was a 
sermon to my flock — so priestly, so 
venerable, so thoughtful, gazing with 
the privilege of a stranger at every 
old place. The people used to come 
out of their doors lo look after him, 
and the little children, just to have a 
word with him, asked If there was no 
one he was looking for.

“ A mouth went by and brought the 
first morning he did not eoine to say 
Mass. A whole week passed, but he 
did not come. One night, before I 
had retired to rest, I heaid tho bell 
rung violently. It was a sick call to a 
house in Sydenham Villa, where I 
found the dear holy priest. He was 
ill, but not very ill—able to talk cheer
fully for a long time, and seemingly 
glad to have someone to talk with. As 
I rose to leave, my eyes fell on a beau 
tilul cross of dark ebony lying on his 
table, and I remarked how beautiful it 
was. ‘ Y es, ’ he replied, and suddenly 
I saw his face grow pale, and big tears 
stand in his eyes ; ‘ it is beautiful. I 
am very fond ot it. It was given to 
me by the dearest child I ever know ; 
and Father,' ho added, • in a few days 
it shall and must be yours. ' There it 
is on my writing desk, behind your 
chair,” said Father Grosvoncr to his 
visitor.

“ Good God!" she said, " what a 
lovely story,” and she slightly 
her chair from where the writing desk 
stood, and clutched its arms tc keep 
herself steady.

“Am I tiring you?" said the 
Father.

“ No,” she answered, “indeed you 
are not. Only, 1 am such a poor 
bundle of nerves. Please don’t mind 
me, I am so interested."

“ Well, then, I will hurry on. 
Every day I called, for 1 knew his ill
ness could not last long. My sixth 
visit was my last, and never till 1 see 
a saint die again shall 1 see such a 
death. 1 Now, Father,' he said to me,
* you have done all for me, or nearly 
all : but there is one thing yet. Look 
at that medal. There is a name upon 
it you may read. I lost her and came 
here on a slight clue to find her. 
Three things were my hope had I 
succeeded—her firstCommuuion medal, 
her devotion to her mother, and her 
love for me. Keep that and give it to 
her, anil give her this also—'tis her 
mother's picture, with a few words 
written on it—and give her, lastly, 
my blessing on earth and promise her 
my prayers in heaven. Mind, you’ll 
find her.' In less than a quarter ot 
an hour he was dead, with the ebony 
crucifix clasped in his hands. Her 
mother’s picture, " said Father Groe- 
venor, “is in the drawer of that 
table "

All was now becoming very vague 
to the poor girl, but with one supreme 
effort of tho will she rallied and said :

“ Father, will you show mo the pic
ture ?"

“Certainly,” ho said, opening tho 
drawer ami presenting it to her.

it was a large cabinet photograph, 
with these words under written in a 
feeble hand: “ Emily, dearest, come 
btck. 1 have forgiven you."

“ Well, she may, but God in heaven 
never will !" exclaimed the poor crea
ture, with impassioned ardor. “ If 
ever girl sinned against tho Holy’ 
Ghost, it is she. ”

“ Oh, child,"said Father Grosve.nor, 
“ do not say so. There is no such sin 
except final Impenitence, and surely 
you won’t lay that to her you have come 
about. Don't you remember that God 
says, should even a mother forgot us, 
yet will not lie ?"

“ Is there, then, power in heaven or 
on earth to forgive her ?" she asked, 
clasping her hands.

turned
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