
LINKED LIVES. Stcenie prospered, and became a 
rich man ; and after some years sent 
for his old mother, with his brothers 
and sisters, and established them all 
comfortably. Katie bore him a large 
family, the eldest of whom, a daughter, 
was named after Katie's beloved mis 
tress, whom Katie never ceased to 
remember with the most tender affec
tion.

who marries Gcordle Grteme. Poor 
Miss Rawlins quite broke her heart, 
and lived only six months to enjoy the 
comfortable independence Mabel had, 
before starting on her voyage, secured 
to her.

Jeauie Kerr never forgot the salu
tary lesson of Maggie’s awful death. 
Before leaving Edinburgh, Katie had 
contrived to obtain a iarcwell inter
view with her, in which she had 
wrung from Jeanie a promise to enter 
as a penitent the Asylum of the Good 
Shepherd, near Glasgow—an asylum 
not far from the school in which Katie 
herself, and Jeanle’sown sister Agnes, 
had spent the five most iunocent years 
of their lives.

Jeanie kept her promise. Thu day 
after Mabel's departure she went to 
Glasgow, aid acting under the influ
ence of the late terrible impressions 
she had received, 
obtained a shelter under the care of 
the white-robed sisters of the Good 
Shepherd.

There, after some years, she died a 
happy, contented death. A death of 
suffering it had been, nevertheless, for 
Jeanie, soon after her entrance into 
the Asylum, began to show symptoms 
of spinal disease. She bore all her 
troubles bravely, taking them ip a 
spirit of penance, as some atonement 
for the evil she had done. Very 
different was her end from what 
Maggie’s hud been !

Supported by one of the Mothers, 
with the glorious sunset of a St. Mary 
Magdalene’s evening lighting up th 
little altar opposite her bod, fortified 
with all the sacraments of the Church, 
with the soothing sound of prayer 
rising around her, Jeanie Kerr, the 
once lost, degraded outcast from 
society, restored, through the saving 
sacrament of penance, to the forfeited 
dignities of her womanhood, passed 
away, with a peaceful smile upon her 
lips, redeemed and pardoned, into the 
arms of her Saviour.

A FAITHFUL SENTINEL “Of your charity, pray for the re
pose of the souls of Mabel Forrester 
and Hugh Fortescue, who departed 
this life, the former being lost at sea 
on the Feast of St. Michael the Arch
angel ; the latter, who died on the 
Feast of the Angel Guardians, fortified 
by all the sacraments of Holy Church : 
on whoso souls sweet Jesus have 
mercy, "

For a brief space Mabel's friend has 
been grieving with grief most natural 
over Mabel's loss, Unable at first to 
turn her mind from the horrors of the 
awful night, which rose before her, a 
picture too vividly real, Genevieve's 
heart has been almost breaking with 
sympathy for the sufferings her dar
ling Mabel must have endured. Back 
again to Elvanlee her thoughts have 
been carrying her, back to the thou
sand memories of their golden girl
hood, to the ravin, to the glen, to the 
rocky shores and rushing streams, 
where the glad eyes and joyous voice, 
and loving teudBrness of her friend, 
all come before her, as though she had 
looked upon them, heard them, enjoyed 
them but yesterday.

Do what she would, Genevieve could 
not shut out the terrible contrast which 
for awhile her excited imagination 
rolled before her.

life so closely linked with 
shaded life of her beloved Hugh.

“ oro'iM!” jStf Mtto!'|,lel0'
Ut te ravelata cerium n lai ie 
V isu aim beatu* tun; Gloria'.”
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IN OUARDINfj ONE OF UNCLE SAM'S PORTALS 

RELATES HIS 11XPKB1ENCK.
Department, U. S. Immigration I 

Service, buffalo, N. Y. f 
World’s Dispensary Medical Association:

Dear Sirs From curly childhood I have auf- 
fen-d from n sluggish liver with all tho dis
orders accompanying such a companion. 
Doctors’ prescriptions and patent medicines 
i have used in nbundunen; they only ulTorUed 
tomporury relief. I was recommended to try 
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets, I did so, taking 
three at night, and two utter dinner every 
day for two weeks. I then reduced the dose to 
one “Pellet" every day and continued this

Il y Lady Gertrude Douglas.
Treasury

CHAPTER XXXVI.
A LAST GLIMPSE OF LINKED LIVES.
“ Adoro to devote, latens Deltas,

Qu»- sub his liguris vere latitas—
'1 ltd se cor meuin lotum suldlclt.
Quia te conteinplans totum deficit."

— 8t. Tnomas Aquinas.

SILENT PREACHERS.

The following anecdote from the nn„ 
of an English journalist is worth V 
peating :

Some years ago 1 had to spend son,,, 
time in London. I happened to fall jn 
with a civil engineer, a young man „f 
good family, who had been 
on the Suez Canal. As I

Father Vaughan, whose residence 
In Melbourne was, as Hugh once said, 
only temporary, went for a time to 
Port Arthur, where he labored among 
the convicts. From thence ho joined 
the Jesuit missionaries in New Zea
land, where ho died, some years later, 
of fever caught in the discharge of his 
duties, faithfully fulfilled to the last.

Jessie mourned very heartily (for 
her) over Mabel’s and Hugh's death. 
She never afterwards would

Hugh was buried, according to his 
own request, in the Catholic cemetery 
of Melbourne. Notwithstanding his 
change of religion, many friends from 
his former mission came the twenty 
hours’journey, in order to follow him 
to his grave.

Hugh had made himself generally 
beloved among his people, and the 
romantic story of Mabel’s faitblul love 
for him soon became known far and 
wide. A subscription was set on foot, 
with the proceeds of which, three 
months after Hugh's death, there rose 
over his humble, flower-adorned grave 
a beautiful white marble cross, bearing 
the following inscription : —

Tn memory

PIERCES;-CURE
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practice for two months, 
increased In solid flesh, twenty-six pounds. 
1 ain In better health Mum I have liecn since 
childhood. Drowsinef* and unpleasant feel
ings after meals have completely disappeared 

Respectfully yours,

employe
, , w»s a mathematician 1 soon became quite inti, 

with him. r -

I have in six months

One Sunday he expressed 
a desire to accompany me to High Mass 
at a neighboring church. 1 thought 
that although, as a Protestant, he could 
not sympathize with our devotions he 
was nevertheless gentleman enough io 
behave respectfully. Wo were" not 
long in the church, however, before I 
noticed that my friend was inspecting 
the congregation rather curiously and 
turning round in his place in order to 
get a good view of their faces, i said 
nothing about it after Mass. The fol 
lowing Sunday he came again and lie- 
havod in the same manner. On the 
third Sunday we had the followin''con 
version :

“Wilson," said I, “it strikes me that 
you enter a Catholic church much in 
tlie frame of mind in which 
enter a theatre."

“You are much mistaken," he an
swered, blushing ; “ for a long time I 
have held your church in the greatest 
veneration."

“ Yei> but to judge by the way you 
gaze about, the place has no sacred
ness iu your eyes. It were better, I 
should think, for a Protestant to pray 
in his own church than to go to the 
Catholic Church and hold an inspection 
of the congregation."

“I confess," said he, “that I showed 
unbecoming curiosity, I forgot mv 

self, but l am sure if you will listen to àn 
explanation of my behaviour you will 
acquit me of irreverence. ”

“Well, let me hear your explana
tion, Wilson ; I am not disposed to 
judge you harshly."

“ 1 was observing the expression on 
the faces of those present, in order to 
judge if they really believed in what 
was taking place at the altar."

“But what particular interest had 
you in applying this test to the sin
cerity of these poor people ?”

“Simply this,"he replied, with true 
Saxon candor : “I should like as much 
as possible to study your religion in
direct observation before studying it in 
books. ”

U. 3.1nepector of I ra migration.
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go near
Elvanlee, which remained in strange 
hands till the young Sir Wilfrid 
of age. Before that time arrived Sir 
Wilfrid was a Catholic. Ho had 
forgotten early impressions made upon 
him during the stay in Brittany. 
Child as he was then, his aunt's ex
ample and lessons were not altogether 
lost upon him.

Mabel unwittingly had

slio asked and
came

never
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HUGH FORTESCUE, 
A(iEI> 53. good

seed in her little day, and in due time 
it had taken root very far down, to 
grow up into a goodly tree, spreading 
its branches over the home of Mabel's 
happy childhood.

So it came about that, in a few years’ 
time, another little Mabel walked and 
danced merrily In the footsteps of her 
departed great aunt — a Mabel with 
just such another auburn head and 
starry eyes, who loved the flowers, the 
birds, the glad sunshine, and the 
sparkling burn : a Mabel who knelt 
every morning not far from the first 
Mabel’s favorite place, in just such 
another beautiful church — a Catholic 
memorial church, ejected, in memory 
of his aunt, by Sir Wilfred Forrester, 
in the village of Elvanlee ; and where, 
every year, so often as the feast of St. 
Michael came round, there was offered 
up, in the sanctuary of Mabel’s dream, 
a Mass for the repose of her soul whose 
body rested far away under the distant 
waters of the South Pacific Ocean.

Perhaps, among all those who 
mourned for Mabel’s loss, no one 
rowed so deeply as Geordie Gra-me. 
The news came to him one cold, dark 
December evening when he was ill, 
suffering from an attack of intermit 
tent fever, and nearly killed him.

When the Leander was burned at 
sea, telegraphic communication with 
Australia did not exist. The history 
of the disaster could only be trans
mitted by the ordinary means to 
Europe. It was not therefore until 
November that the intelligence reached 
England, and then the information 
so scanty that for a long time there 

positive assurance respecting the 
survivors of the terrible catastrophe.

Geordie Graeme had clung persist
ently to the hope that Mabel was among 
the number. In the first list of 
that appeared, hers, by some mistake, 
had been inserted among the saved. 
Overwhelming therefore was the blow 
when at last it came upon him. He 
had been call out from dinner, 
evening, to attend a case of sudden 
emergency. His sister had tried to 
dissuade him from going, for he was 
ill himself, and very unfit for out of- 
door work : but Geordie would not hoed 
her.

sown mi
Who died in Mellwurne. after twenty-se 

years of labor spent in the service of Gud 
and of his fellow-creatures.

The gav, sunny- 
hearted, sunny-faced Mabel, with her 
perpetual How of strong, healthy 
spirits, her glad enjoyment of the 
smallest pleasures of daily life, her 
keen sense of the beautiful, her pas 
sionate enthusiasm for what was high 
and holy ; and then in contrast to 
her as Genevieve's fancy would behold 
her — alone, dying, terrified in those 
fearful flames, far away iu the midst 
of the broad ocean she had with so 
fatally true an instinct dreaded when 
long ago in the long summer evenings 
at Elvanlee she had sat with Genevieve 
upon the beach, “ idealizing, "as Gen
evieve was wont to call it, about the 
beauties of the sea."

There had always been about Gcve- 
vieve’s love for her friend Mabel some
thing particularly tender and protect- 
ieg- She never could bear to see 
Mabel suffer ; nnd in days gone by had 
continually sought to guard and shield 
her even from every little annoyance.

It was, therefore, only natural that 
the délais of Mabel’s death should be 
distressing in the extreme to Gene
vieve, aud for awhile she had yielded 
to her grief, and had astonished her 
Sisters in lfeligion — who were accus
tomed to her uniform serenity, which 
it had often been laughingly asserted 
nothing could have the power to dis 
turb —- by the violent outbreak of 
anguish with whicli she had received 
the terrible news

Also in loving and grateful Memory of 
MAHEL FORRESTER,

His betrothed wife, aged 211, who was lost at sea. 
" They were faithful in life.

In death they shall not be divided." 
Ueijuieectt in Pare.
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were
For many weeks after 

her arrival at Melbourne she suffered 
from nervous fever, aud for days her 
life hung in the balance. But she re
covered, thanks to the kind nursing 
and motherly care of good Mrs. Man- 

; perhaps, also, on account of 
Rtcenie's unwearying prayers on her 
behalf.

r FREE
vers

B.B.B. Steenie was left, by Hugh's gener
ous forethought, in possession of what, 
to him, was a small fortune. The 
little farm belonging to Hugh’s 
place, not far from Hobart Town, and 
which Steenie had for some time super
intended, under Hugh's directions, be
came, according to wishes expressed 
in Hugh's will, Stocnie’sown 
Thither, as soon as she

Thou wert wretched, thou wert drooping,
Ih°u wert crushed upon the earth ;

w ho art greater now. and purer,
Than an angel in his mirth.’’

I have nothing yet good to relate 
about Jeanie’s mother, the infamous 
Mrs. Kerr ; but she has a daughter in 
heaven, so that even for Mrs. Kerr, 
hardened sinner as she is, there re
mains some hope.

Two scenes

an
own

CUBES

CONSTIPATION sor-property. 
was sufficiently 

recovered to bear the journey, Steenie 
desired that Katie should

AND more, and my story 
closes. In a little village in the far 
Western prairies of America there is a 
Christian settlement, whose school is 
under the management of St. Vincent 
de Paul's Sister’s of Charity, 
hour of school is over ; the cliil- 
dren

SICK HEADACHE. accompany 
him as his wife. He came to her one 
evening, as she sat mournfully enough 
alone in the kitchen of Mrs. Manver’s 
house. It was a Sunday, and all the 
household, with the exception of her
self, had gone out to church, 
the first time Steenie had seen her up 

She was looking very 
white and thin, a mere shadow 

blooming
whom he had parted on the Leith Pier, 
now so many years ago ; but there was 
an expression of chastened sorrow in 
her face that more than compensated, 
Steenie thought, for her once brilliant 
beauty.

He had stolen in

71 The

have dispersed to 
respective homes, and the little 
Sister who has been all day with them 
is slowly pacing the convent garden, 
her rosary in hand. Very little older, 
slightly altered, too, in any way is the 
Sœur St. Laurent from‘the gentle 
Marie whom we used to know at Vran- 
anches. There is the same dove-like 
expression, and there are too the 
sweet, holy, eyes, the same kind, 
pleasant face looking out from under 
the broad white linen coiffe of the 
Sa-urs de St. Vincent. Anyone would 
know Marie at a glance.

“ Ma sœur ! ma soeur !" calls a voice 
behind her ; and down the garden 
walk comes a little orphan child who 
has found a home with the good Sis
ters. “ Ma Sœur Supérieure sends to 
you this letter, and says that yen 
to read it before

It wasilW'll
If 9 !*

their
But when, a little 

more than an hour later, Genevieve 
comes down to the chapel, the passion 
ate outpouring of her sorrow has had 
its way : Nature has asserted her 
rights, and is satisfied.

V and dressed.

“Areof the you thinking of becoming a 
Catholic?" i asked with astonishment.

“Yes, when I have got over certain 
difficulties I l’eel in accepting 
form of worship. ’’

“Might I ask you, Wilson, what first 
awakened your interest in theCatholie 
religion ?"

“it was the modesty of Irish servant 
girls. I once spent some time in Ire
land, and had occasion when there to 
enter all manner oi public-houses. 
The maid servants were all poor— 
of them had not a pair of shoe* to their 
feet. They were the most submissive 

most obliging creatures I 
laid eyes on. They jested and listened 
to jests : but as soon as any of my 
— and there were some prettv rough 
fellows among them — dropped a re
mark that seemed in the least to be an 
insult to their virtue, they iinmediatelv 
drew themselves up with the dignity 
of princesses, and repelled the insult 
with indignation. I said to myself a 
hundred times over that a religion 
which inculcates such an esteem for 
virtue in such poor and unlettered 
people must have

girl was
was

from
no

tà ■> Once more 
Genevieve grows calm, aud turns for 
comfort to the “ Adorable Veiled Pres 
enee, ” to whose service she has 
secrated her existence.

yourF

same con-naraes

1 r ■ (Hj-y.

upon her unob 
served, as she sat reading, or rather 
weeping, with an open book upon her 
lap ; and she was first made conscious 
of his presence by feeling his lips 
pressed upon her forehead, and his 

gently but firmly drawing her 
towards himself.

“Steenie! Steenie! Maister Steenie 
Logie!" she exclaimed, with sad 
phasis, “I telt ye ken, that ye sudna 
demean yersel’ sac muckle as to mak’ 
luve to the likes o’ mo."

J-!i. but, Katie! gin I love ve, 
lassie ! wliat wad I do if ye garred 
gangawa’ an’ leave ye alane !"

“Steenie," said Katie earnestly, 
withdrawing herself forcibly from the 
sheltering arms that would have taken 
her forever into their keeping, while 
she drew back, and looked him steadily 
in the face with humble, abashed 
eyes—“Stcenie, div ye mean to tell 
me that ye love me still? Div ye 
mean to say ye can forgie an’ forget 
a’ the pain I hae garred ye suffer? 
I s ho the bonnie Katie Mackay ye 
kenned in Qlaslde an’ Edinbury lang 
syne. . Eh, Steenie, man, times is gey 
cliangit, an’ I wadna deceive vo—ve 
ken a’—’’

“ Whisht ye, Katie, whisht ye ! 
Eu’ weel, owro weel, I ken a’ ye wad 
toll me ; but gin ye’ll love me, Katie, 
I’s willin’ to let bygones be—dinna

Softly opening the chapel door, Gen
evieve enters, closing it again behind 
her. Hushed and darkened is the 
silent choir ; the red lamp sheds its 
radiance over the altar, where, high 
enthroned, in the midst of lights aud 
flowers, a God is dwelling xvbose name 
is Love. In that holy place no sound 
breaks the solemn stillness. There the 
passions die away into nothingness ; 
there God’s will is worshipped by coun- 
lcss thousands of adoring angels, and 
made lovely through the sweetness of 
His presence to the human hearts of 
His chosen children upon earth ; there 
the everlasting arms are held forth to 
shelter and support ; there, too, the 
Eye that never sleeps looks down with 
love eternal, wooing to itself the hearts 
of the children of men ; there all 
doubts are
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everthe
em- areWhen he returned two hours 

later, Mary came to meet him with a 
face blanched with horror, 
hand she held a black-bordered letter, 
which she was nervously trying to 
coal : but the moment she looked at 
him she saw that concealment was 
less.

It comes mensupper. _____
from our dear country—from France ! 
Ah, ma Sœur, shall I ‘ever see France 
again ?”

The child is crying, and Sœur St. 
Laurent bends down to take her in 
her arms to console and comfort, as 
only Sisters of Charity can do. While 
the child, easily coaxed back again 
into smiles, is chasing a brilliant- 
winged butterfly down the garden 
walks, with cries of pleasure, Sœur St. 
Laurent opens the letter and reads it.

It is from her sister Marguerite, en
closing a copy of Father Vaughan's 
account, sent to his daughter, of 
Mabel’s end and Hugh’s death. Sœur 
St. Laurent does not get through it 
without shedding many tears ; but 
they are not all tears of sorrow. There 
is much of joy mingled with her grief. 
Going out of the garden, an hour 
later, into the silent chapel, where all 
is dark save for the glow from the 
sanctuary lamp, she kneels down with 
a full heart — a heart overwhelmed 
with gratitude, as she repeats the 
words with which she took farowell of 
Mabel now long years ago.

“ Adieu, chere amie : au revoir, dans 
le Sacre Cœur de Jesus, 
trouverons toujours."

nu
In her

eon-mu
EK© SI ■ i! use-

Geordie held the evening paper 
silently up before her eyes, and 
hoaiselv muttered,

' l know all !—the mail has come !" 
“Oh ! brother brother,” said his sis

ter, as she twined her arm lovingly 
within his, and drew him along with 
towards his study, “ this is awful ! 
Who could have believed it possible ?”

Then the brother and sister sat down 
together side by side, and read Father 
Vaughan’s letter relating the melan
choly story.

Few words spoke Geordie Gra-me 
either then, or at any other subsequent 
period, upon the matter. He listened 
while Mary talked to him, making 
short answers, and shading his face 
with his hand ; but when she left him 
that night, thinking he 
rest, he locked the door of

answered, all troubles 
weighed in their right balance ; there 
the Sacred Heart of a human God, a 
heart both Human and Divine, is beat
ing ever through the long hours of 
day and night—beating with yearning 
tenderness for the mourning nnd the 
heavy-laden who come to Him for rest. 
There is peace, there is joy—there, in
deed, is heaven begun on earth, where 
all earth's sorrows dream themselves 
into slumber, soothed by the lullaby of 
God’s love.

something in it that 
rises high above superstition. I have 
seen agreat deal of the world, but I have 

who compare in this respect 
with the poor Irish Catholics.”

“A very natual result,"! remarked, 
“ of their devotion to the Blessed Vir- 
gin, and the habit they have had from 
childhood of confessing their sins. We 
regard as a matter of course what you 
consider heroism in these poor girls. " 

Shortly after Mr. Wilson (this, by 
the way, ts a fictitious name, his real 

I cannot publish) wont to Father 
Andcrdon, himself a distinguised 
vert. What took place afterwards I 
did not learn, as I had to leave London 
the following week. Few persons, on 
hearing of this man's conversion, could 
have been aware of the part which the 
Irish servant-girls had in it. The 
Church is never without her silent 
preachers of the Word, and the 
mand, Go ye and teach all nations, has 
a wider application than we are apt to 
think. There is no one who is not an 
apostle, for good or for evil. —From the 
pilgrim of Our Lady of Martyrs, Nov.,

seen none
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Genevieve Vaughan, Sœur Marie du 
Saint Sacrament, kneels down before 
the altar, and there falls upon her 
wounded spirit God's own delicious 
peace. Kneel on, thou chosen child of 
the most Adorable Sacrament, and 
with thee let mo close the last scene of 
my story. Happiest of all thou, who 
hast chosen for thy portion to dwell in 
the shadow of the sanctuary, and to 
know no other love on earth than tho 
l*ve of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament.
In our poor outer world hearts 
daily torn with loving. There is 
earthly love but has Its bitter pangs!
Not to everyone is it given, as to thee, 

com- to begin on earth the life of heaven.
To be able to love — only to love once 
and for ever that which shall form thy 
own beatitude in eternity, is a great 
gift, a wondrous gift. Thou who hast 
it be tha'nkful — see that thou hold it 
fast, and let us once more call thee 
blessed — happy beyond all who 
blessed and happy on earth.

To dwell beneath the shadow of the 
Altar, to hope with, to suffer with, and 
to adore the Glorious One before Whom 
the {bright winged seraphs and the 
hosts of cherubim veil their faces in 
speechless adoration — 0 God, is there 
on earth a bliss to compare with thine ?

comes -1 belieYe nnt-end would fain end 
slowly down tho cloister loading into with trusting, loving Mabel's last words,
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Hang for to bring them up to me. 
Eli, Katie, I hae loved ye these mony 
sail- lang years, an’noo'lask ye fairly 
y luce mair, wall ye no come hame 
alang wi’ me, and be my wile?”

He had sunk on his knees before 
her, and was looking up at her with 
his honest sailor face, so full of warm, 
trusting affection for the girl who had 
wronged him so cruelly, and so falsely 
forsaken him on a previous occasion, 
How could she refuse him ? IIow 
could she help loving that noble, true
hearted, faithful lover ?

So Katie, fairly vanquished, with 
tenderness welling up within her 
heart, bent down her proud little head 
and hid her face in Rtcenie’s fair, 
clustering curls, and sobbed as if her 
heart would break. She no longer 
made any resistance, but allowed him 
to take her in his 
bitter tears of

eon-
was going to 

his study,
and opening one of the drawers of his 
bureau, took from thence a packet of 
letters, all tied together with a piece 
of blue ribbon. They were Mabel’s let
ters — written at long intervals. He 
had never lost one of them — from the 
first, written from Glendoxvor, on the 
day of Guy’s wedding, in answer to 
his account of the interview with little 
Katie, to the last a few hurried lines 
written on board the Leander and sent 
ashore from Lisbon. There they were 
the early ones in clear, round, childish 
handwriting, at first beginning “ My 
dear Mr. Gra-me, " then, at a later date, 
simply “Dear Geordie;" and again 
some very affectionate ones, that called 
him “My dearest old Geordee,” but 
invariably signed “ Your little friend, 
Mabel.”

There was one in particular, enclos
ing a piece of hair, which he had once 
asked for, when she was about fifteen, 
and which she had sent him from The 
Hermitage. Over this one Geordie 
lingered for a long time, and there 
were many tear-marks upon it before 
ho replaced it in the drawer.

After that night Geordie Gra-me was 
ill lor many weeks. There were some 
who thought that the doctor’s health 
had {completely given wav ; but lie 
pulled through, nevertheless, though 
irom that time forward lie altered and 
aged considerably. God send him a 
good wife, for he. deserves that bless- 
mg ; and she will be a lucky

nous nous re-

com-It is Christmas evening, in the Con- 
veit of the Perpetual Adoration at 
Vrananches. The letters which, du 
ing the holy season of Advent, have 
not been delivered (according to the 
general rule which, in conventual 
houses, forbids all unnecessary 
munication with the outer world dur
ing that time of solemn

areR» CORD, 
will in all no

ONTARIO STAINED GLASS WORKS
STAINED GLASS FOR CHURCHES.

PUBLIC AND PRIVATE BUILDING*

enough’to bringAt’wUhin'the’reac^or “lL01
WOKKR.' LEW,[Sr:M”N,‘

The number of Catholic churches in 
Great Britain is now 1735, of which 
1500 have been erected during the last 
fifty years ; and yet there are persons 
who persist in asserting that Catholic 
ity has made no progress in the coun
try during that period. It is not 
likely that the churches would have 
been erected if there 
gâtions to use them.

, preparation
for the Feast of the Nativity) have been 
this morning laid upon the Sisters’ 
plates, in the refectory.

Not until after second Vespers of the 
day does Genevieve—or, rather, let us 
caliber by heroivn beautiful name—tho 
new name by which she will be dis
tinguished among the “ Followers of 
the Lamb ’’ — Sœur Marie du Saint 
Sacrament — find leisure to open and 
peruse a long, closely-written letter, 
with the Melbourne post mark, which 
has come to her from her beloved 
father.

Fully an hour later Genevieve

STBU»-
arms, and, with 

, remorse and sorrow,
asked his pardon humbly for all that 
had gone before ; promising faithfully 
that never again should he have : 
to regret the confidence ho had re
posed in her. And Steenie went hame 
some few weeks Inter - homo to his 
own little farm,-Katie - poor little 
Katie Mackay—accompanying him as 
hiswife.

A good, laithfiil ono she proved too 
m the end, none the less so because 
of her previous sad experiences. She 
oved him at last devotedly, as he, good, 

honest fellow, deserved to be loved 
They were happy together-ns happy 
^ People ever can hope to be in this

PLUMBING WORK arc
lu operation, can be seen at our warerooro

Opp, Masonic Templs. were not congre-cause

SMITH BROS . ,I|; « oa|y necessary to read the testimon
ials to be convinced that Holloxvav’s Corn 
l/uro is unequalled for tho removal of corns, 
warts, etc. It is a complete extinguisher.

The superiority of Mother Graves’Worm 
Exterminator is shown by its irood effects on 
the children. Purchase a bottle and give it a trial. h

Agents lor Peerlpsn Wa.t«r Heater*Sole

BOYS and eIèr«,*“noUghT®MUI^J

dpesa jn°j!HxzKi!T<oi!nGhn;|phU(lntre a'nd^n^fd

ORGANIST.
WÂÏ|7EÎ! BY A YOUNO lady a

woman

j™b _ _ _ _ _
S^BRH-uzhstcutTbeveled^ 
Bfâbievened. Bent, plate iftjSir
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MARCH 24, 1

Written for the Cat: 
Carn»Cul-rt.

Where Iona’s front arises 
and stern,

The hallowed “ hnockin 
Carn-cul-ri-hlrinn.

On its summit in the suni 
bow’d and broken ;

He has looked his Inst oi 
farewell Is spoken.

Ne’er again shall see the 
cloudy mountain qui 

Hear its glens reverberati 
each river.

Listen to the bells of V 
woodland pealing. 

Ou the dewy steps of darl 
moon stealing.

Song ol clerk or volve ol 
glowing bosom neve 
Carn-i ul-ri-Erinu, 1

Iona, not to thee alone. 
O’er Irish dust In other la 

is swelling.
ider as th 

Ctt T ri I'.ri

And

thl

And hearts as ten 
in each fibre

Mark many a < 
the Tiber.

He chastise!! 
s°of

Ab ! surely 
affect! 

sorrow

Then, be the ride short or; 
always yearn, 

steady gaze direct to 
1 iErttin. — V\

+ Literally : The back ti 
Hill of Farewell. 

tLittle heathy hill.

our pilgrirThe

Our

FATHER MURPÜ 
SOUPE

Many years ago w 
relate tho following 
Patrick's day lecture 
speaking of the el! 
proselytizing societie 
faith of the poor Irl 
suffering from the vis 

Well, as the story 
ol those periodical visi 
of which I have been 
came over from Engl 
quite a little band of i 
vert the people from 
tantism. Unlike the 
those devoted gentlen 
to argument or eloqu 
miracles for the succe 
No, they had come pli 
with money, and to i 
an abundant outpour! 
of what they called 
the Gospel of Christ.

Unfortunately for 
their mission they chi 
their operations the p 
Father Murphy. His 
was not Father Murj 
prevented the speakei 
real name.

In this parish of 
there were, as there 
parishes, certain wi 
people who never wt 
practiced any of the c 
And these, or rather oi 
the English miseioni 
buying over to their 1 

Now this Father Mi 
who would stand no i 
all rascally nonsens 
therefore it wasn’t lo 
fixed upon his plans t 
put a stop to this wot 
the faith of his poor p 

One morning as he 
the highway, ho ov 
well known Protesta 
man, of tho neighbor! 
Verner, as wc shall ci 

“Good morning J< 
priest.

“Good morning, s 
exceedingly astonish 
would notice him at a 

“ Fine morning,"
phy.

“Yes,” answered , 
fine morning. It re 
light of the Gospel I 
to appear in this be 
I am thinking, Mr. 3 
keep on as they arc 
old Church will have 

“Jemmie, ” said tl 
all disconcerted nor 
impudence of the mai 
you are taking about 
ing of the conversioi 
of some of my peopl 

“Yes," sir," ,~
" that’s what I am ta 

“Now, Jemmie," 
“ you are a man of se 
fool. You know jusi 
what these people at 
wore and what made 
that’s not what I wo 
about nor to ask you. 
ask you is—don't yon 
of your reverend B 
going in the wrong < 
yon think the poor F 
neighborhood have a I 
money than the poor 
Protestant money ? 
think that if you and 
heads together we cc 
fectly fair little gan 
money would bo mac 
belongs, that is, lo th 
of this neighborhood, 
them, as you are a 
mie?"

Jemmie made no 
it was clear that h 
tremendously to wor 

“ X'ou understand 
priest, at last.

e

“ I think I do, sir 
mie, “ I think I do."

“Oh, you think yi 
Sure you do ?"

“Yes, I am."
“ Very well tho 

Murphy, “ but mind 
ask you to turn Cl 
Protestant or turnin 
serious a business t 
All I ask is call up 
morning and take c 
people see you com 
can talk this matter 
comfortably by ourse 

“I’ll do that, si 
“I’ll be with you !

1
m


