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. A STRANUE STURY.
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Condenard from the Month,

Somo fiftoen or twonty yoars ago I
was working a8 a trained nurse in one
of our large hospitals, not long before
I loft a strauge thing happencd to me;
a thing which I have never forgotten
80 great was the impression it mude on
my mind. I bad no oluo to its menn-
iog until latur on whon I was received
into tho Catholic Uhurch and instruct-
ed in her dootrine, though & complete
explanation I raust not have on. this
side tho grave. As I have said I was
not o Oatholic bat had always done all
T could to assist those patients whotn
I knoew of that faith, Father James
and I wore vory good friends and
though I never said much I knew the
difference between his ministrations
and those of the parsons around the
place. But for the story.

Late one evening a poor fellow was
brought in who had fallen from somo
scaffolding. It was a fearful case;
his head and face were badly cut and
he was suffering from internal injaries,
The poor fellow was not expected to
live through the night. It was not
my turn at watcking but the doctor
said in bhis grave, courteous way
* Sigter "—we were always called
Sister—** Sister I fear I must ask you
to take this case.” I madeno difficulty
and he went away promising that he
would call in the morning though he
added *I do not expect to find him
alive.”

My patient was an oldish man and
to judge from appearances was in
comfortable circumstances, but there
was a restless look in his oyes distress-
ing to behold as ho turned them rest-
lessly aro~ad the room as if looking
for sows .ning. He did not speak and
presently his eyelids drooped in a way
that was sad to see.

1t was seven o’clock before all the
arrapgements were finished and the day
nurses had gono to bed and I was
alone with my patient. There was
silence. I am neither nervous nor
imaginative and at the present mo-
ment was too much absorbed in
thought to bave time for fancies ; but
there was littlo to do ; the poor fellow
was fast getting beyond human belp.
He was restless and muttered a good
deal but I could catch no coberent
words, yet I had a strong coaviction
that L2 needed something bat either
could not or wonld not say what it
was. At times ho would open thosze
dark eyes and gaze upon me with o sad
questioning expression that made me
thoronghly unhappy. I suppoeebadI
known more about the sacraments I
should bave guessed what was the
matter, but I did not know and said
nothing and seemed not to notice.
Thus the night wore on ; the sick man
was growing weaker but was quiet and
I took the opportunity to get & cup of
tea. I aroused s pationt of the next
bed, whom I knew to bs convalescent,
that my patient might not be nnwatch-
ed during my absence.

When I reached my little sanctum
1 sat by the £oe and made and drank
my tea. I did not feel lonesome but
I thought of ths poor fellow and
wished I czuld do somothing to ease
him. Suddenly there came the sound
of footsteps 80 diatinct that I thought
Brown was hurrying ‘o fetch me, and
I ran to the door. XNo ono was thers,
but no sooner bad I sat down than
there came the same sourds again.
This time I could not be mistaken it
wea the regular beat of & man’s foot in
tho adjoining chamber which was the
operating room. I waa going to open
the door and tell whoever was there to
stop all the tramping when I remem-
bered thut the doctors had barred the
entrance on the provious evening 8o no
one could enter in that way. Tho
only other weans of entering was
through the big word and I was certain
no ond bad passed since I begun my

watch. Who could it bo? For one i

instant 1 lost my solf conmtrol and

instead of opening the door I gently
tucned the key.

I listened and still tho footatop
woent on stoadily tramping up ond
down. Thero was no round save tho
regular boat of o man’s foot uvon the
uncarpeted floor. I could bear it no
longer and went and called my follow
watcher. “ Do you hear the foot-
steps i’ I naked as ho eutered my room,
Ho listened a moment shook his head
and #miled.

“No Bister I hear nothing tut if
you wish I will go in ond look.”

The man entered and . remcined
outside, my beart beating wildly for
tho steps were going back and forth
rapidly as ever. In o mowment or two
he came out looking grave end queer.
“I can't sec anyone,” ho said, *there
is someone walking about but thero
ain't no one anyhow.” Ho locked the
door remarking “the party is safe
now,” and with a chackle departed.
Evidently Joe did not believein ghosta.

I preparved to return to the ward.
The steps seemed to have ceased and
all was still, Ibadtaken but acouple
of paces along the corridor before I
heard those ghostly steps onco more
close behind me in the passsge. I
turned so sharply that my candle was
extinguished and 1 was in darkness.
The steps wero 8o ~fose that had a
body belonged to them it must have
knocked against me. There was noth-
ing : as I atood the footsteps ceased,
and I was conscious of a spiritusl
presence around me. What it was I
know not nor can I describs how the
senge of that presence was conveyed to
me. It was so subtle and so short
lived that it was in a moment as if it
had never been. And yet I am certain
tkat I was in communication with a
spirit—whether man or angel. 1 went
and sat down by the bed and resumed
my watch. My patient was quiet
only moving his lips as if talking and
every now and then he opened his
eyes and gazed around with that queer
look. Ihad *.gan to forget the faot-
steps when they suddenly began at the
foot of the sick man's bed. I tried
not to listen and not to think of the
strange monotonons sound.

An hour passed and the dying man
began to grow restless. I was obliged
tc go downstairs to the dispensary for
a soothing draught. I shall never
forget the going down those silent
stons stairs whilst at every step I took
was the sound of a man's footstep just
two staira behind me. I tried to think
it was only the echo of my own though
I knew it was the heavy sound of a
maa’s foot upon the uncovered step.
The tramp of that invisible foot made
but one sound—there was no echo—
whilst my lighter footfall was repeated
in the hall. '

I soon found the bottle and flew
back and was glad to be 1n the ward
once more. The thought now flashed
across my mind, that perhaps, some
circumstance of my patient’s past his-
tery bad giver him an invisible friend
or enemy who came to falfil a mission
or perchance of veageance at his dying
bour. Who wss he? I raised my
eyes to the card at the head of the
bed, and was struck with remcrss for
not baving looked at it beforn. The
poor man was o Roman Catholic and
horo was at death’s door and perhaps
in sore noed of a priest. I had heard
about the sacraments and had ofter
seen the cffects of confession on some
poor sinner. T feared it was now too
late bat T bent over bim and asked in
8 low voice “Would you like a priest?”

To wy dying dsy I shall remrmber
the look he gave me, ©* O Sister! Can
It MayIt O if you can got me one
quickly I cannot dis without.”

% Of courss jou may,” I answered,
“but if I bad only known beiore!

Why did you not tell me ¥”

“ I thought it was forbidden,” he
whisoered.  “But bring him soon, I
cannot die.”

. I sat down, hastily soribbled a note
to Father James, ran down stairs and

burried off tho porter to the pricat,

During this time the steps had not
coaged, but sounded even louder and
quicker almost with a touch of impa-
tionco in their troad as it to say, * Tho
time is short, wake hasto, the time is
sport.”

In o fow minutes I heard tho wel-
como sound of the porter’s key and
Fathor James stood beforo me. The
quiet gravity and dignity of his mien
told me that he had brought tho
Sacrament of his Church to the dying
man. No time was wasted in worde,
We ascended the stairs accompanied
by the footsteps, but just as the priest
possed through the door of the ward
they stopped. The sudden consation
of the strange monotonous sound
struck a chill to my heart and the
unexpected silonce made me giddy.
But the scone befors mo occupied my
attontion. I did not hear the words
that passed, but I saw the palid face
flash as the priest drew near - d the
two trembling hands go out in 1ppli-
cation. The scene overcame me and I
koelt down and hid my face and cried;
There is a strange peace and solemnity
about the ministrations of the prieat
at a death-bed which, aven in my Pro-
testant days always touched and awed
me,

After tho annointing Father James
prepared to administer the Boly Com-
munion ; 1 hesrd the solemn words
Eewe Agnus Dei and bowed my head,
but at the whispered thrice repeated
Domsne, non sum dignus I ventured to
look up. I saw a wonderful sight.
Tho poor man'’s face was changed ; the
haggard look gove; the troubled gaze
had given place to an expression of joy.
Tears were running down his checks
and his hands now deep with the dew
of death were orossed upon bis breast
and clasped a crucifix. It was a scone
never to be forgotten and from that
moment [ was a Catholic at heart.

Father James put away his things
and I went down to the door with him.
Ho looked at me anxiously. * Some-
thing bas upset you, sister, has it not §”
I took courage and told him all about
those mysteriouns steps that bad haunt-
ed me all night and ceased when he
came in. He stood silent until I had
finished, thep said. * Those steps will
trouble you no more.  God hless you,
you have done a good work this night.”
He spoke truly. I never heard thoze
steps again, and when an hour later I
reverently laid 2ut the body of my un-
known patient, and saw the look of
peace and happiness on his features, I
felt that I had indeed done a good deed,
and that God in His mercy wounld per-
baps in return remember me at the
hour of my death.

Look to the Bed.

The components of a , »od bed are
considered by Dr. E. G. Wood in the
healthy home. In conclusion he says:
“The main point nowadays is the
covering. There is a strong temptation
touse s quilted cotton comfortable,
costing a dollar, in preferance to a
pair of blankets costing five times as
mnuch, yet tho blankets are far cleaner,
warmer (for the same weight) and
better from a health standpoint in
every way. It is needless to add that
the good housewife will soe to it that
bedding and clothes have a daily airing
sufficient to abolish entirely the stalo,
unplessant odor which hangs around a
bed and indicates the presence of an
indefinits amount of ancient efflavia.
Clean sheets and sunshine work
wonders with beds.  If you are com-
pelled to use a modern folding bed, Lo
sure it hag ample spaces for ventilation,
and that it is never put vp in the
morning until sun and air have worked
their miracle of cleansing.”

Scraped with a Besp.

Sms—I bad such a eavers congh that my
throat folt ag if scraped with a rasp.
takieg Dr. Wood’s Norway Pive Syrap 1
found tho first doso gave rclief. and ths

atoly cured mo.

#eoond bottlo oom .
Niss A A. Downss, Masotic, Ont,

Feldkiroh Bolls.

Zoalously and viotoriously the armies
of tho great Napoleon were sweeping
over Europo, No fort was strong
enough to vesist them, no number of
men largo enough to defend a city at
that time when the French battered at
its walls,

Onthe frontiors of Austria was a
littie town called Feldkirch. Ithadnpo
moro than 3,600 or 4,000 peoply,
mostly God fearing wen. The grent
Napoleon found Feldkirch on his way
a8 ho advanced and gave an ordor to
one of his generals to take it, just as a
housewife would order a servant to kill
afowl for dinner. The general selected
wag Massensa, and one beantifu} Enster
morning as the people arose to go to
the first mass of the festival they saw
Qeneral Massena's forces, numbering
18,000 men, encamped on the heights
above the town. The sun as it rose
shone on the long files of French mus-
kets—a gad though glittering sight to
the people, who had been thinking only
of their risen Lord.

Naturally there was the greatest
consternation. No one knew the beat
course to pursue, 50 o hurried meeting
of the town council was held. One
thing all were agreed upon—that it
was useless to oppose the overwbelming
pumbers of the enemy. Then some
one arore and suggested that a suitable
person be sent to the Frenchicamp with
a flag of truce and the keys of the
town, asking for some degree of mercy
—that at least the women, children
and old men might be spared, end a
general sack, the awful accompaniment
of war, averted.

At this juncture an old and reverend
priest arose, and all listened with clocs
attention, for his counsels bad always
been loving and wise. * My children,”
he said, ¢ this is Eagter day. (annot
God, who arose from the dead, protect
us in our distreas? Shall our first act
in this calamity be to forsake him %
What are we againgt thut vast number
awaiting the order to attack ua? Let
us go to the church as usual and trust
in God for the rest.”

At those brave and earnest words
hope sprang arew ‘n the breasts of the
faithful, and the various sextons were
ordered to ring ali the bells of the
town as joyfully as possible. ‘Iroops
of people thronged the streets and
entared the churches, and one would
not have known except for that menac-
ing host upon the hill that snything
hed interfored with the happiness of
thoss who were rejoicing in the resur-
rection.

And 80 the joy bells, rang and rang
and rang, and the French hearing them
took word to their general that they
wer9 ringing becanse of the arrival of
re-enforcements ; and that the place
b had been relieved in the night by a
iarge portion of the Austrian army.
The general, believing this, ordered his
troups to retreat st once.

'Thus while the bells of Feldkirch
rarg the French army stole away, and
the people fell again upon their kness
and gave thanks to God for their de-
liveranca.—Catkolic Review.

Ah 1 there is ono dovotion I will menifon
It i btor’ha.ve moro colz:!ﬁdenoo din our Blessod

other’s prayors. 2foro undonbted trust,
more bold position, more real faitk in her.
Thers would bo more love for Mary if thero
wero moro faith in Mary. Sho has boen in
thosecrot of all the good things that have
haptgened to uas in life. Sho is over mindful
of that socond maternity which dates from
Calvary, and how wo lost her fa ths travail
of her dolours, a_prics which has no fellow,
oxcept tho Sacrifice of her Son, our Brother,
and Oar God. —Fatker Faber.

INFLAMMATORY Rurusatisi.—3r 3,
Ackerman, commoercial traveler, Belloville,
writes s, “Some goarzs ago I nsed D=,
Troxas’ Ecrectric O for inflammatory
theéuniatiem, and threo bottles cffocted a
oomipleto cure. I was tho wholo of ono
suramer unable to move without crutches,
and evory movement .causod excruciating
paint. Yam oow oat on tho road and ox-
poséd to all kinds of weather, but have
nevtr boea troabled with rhcamatism sinoo,
1, howover, koop a botile of Dr. Troxas’
On, on nand, and 1 always recommend 1. to

othore, as it d2d 8o mach for mo.



