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by the King of England~He is now
— e e Sir Emile Combes, as some of the pa-
VAUGHAN'S CONDI-| .0y, humorous]y point out. It was
TION. « | Probably in honor of this that he
In view ol the somewhat alarming “ent the police to break open the of-
w as to the condition of |h(.‘m'f§ of The Croix the other d«l)‘. to
Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster, | 5¢¢ M there were any prescribed As-
& representitive of The Pall Mall Ga- | Sumptionists there. This affair is to
be brought beiore the Syndicate ol
the press, and non-religions papers
protest against it. The Eclair says
that the unirocked ecclesiastic (has
now stolen from Fraw the only
ireedom leit, that of the press

ENGLAND
CARDINAL

a8 Church House and asceptained that
Oandinal Vaughan was “about the
Same.'’ “Many strauge reports get
sbout,”” said the Canon, “‘but there
is nothing more serious, in his condi-
Son now than® there has been for
Some time. His [ominence is not com-
Beed to his bed, and is able to walk
& little along the corridors and so
forth. Within the past few days he
Bas been able to attend Mass in the
whapel; the last time the doctor saw
Sim be said the Cardinal Archbishop

<@

Mgr. Larue, Archbishop ofi Pelus-
lanum, the modern Port Said, in
Egypt, formerly Bishop ol \langre-ﬂ.
was buried in the cathedral of the
|latter town on Wednesday last, his
| two nephews, M. Paul Cambon, the
| French Ambassador to London, and
M. Jules Cambon, French® Ambassa-
dor to Madrid, being present. Tbeu
Archbishop of Sens presided at the
ceremonies, and the Bishop of Troyes
preached the funeral oration. T.
Larue was born in Paris in 1825, and
studied at St. Sulpice.

, but of course there is always
where the heart is affect-
Johnson added: ““At Mill
the Cardinal had every

and advantage of the bracing

&> 4
v Cardinal Lecot, Arvhbish&'ol Bor-
|fhvaux, speaking recently at Talence,
]whxle installing there secular priests
in place of the expelled Oblate Fath-
ers, said in the course of his allocu-
tion: ““The Church of France is in
danger, for it is threatened, not only4
. - in its Orders and Congregations, but
Sampton fy's College, """',‘in its secular clergy. It was thought
iy » étbat the enemies of the Church would
J ! v much v

varied speech have found shelter | ihiy see revived the torments of the
walls of Q“‘f“’ in the|reat Revolution. It is accordingly
University's history. | 1o pe hoped that when that arrives
language, however, had| e ghall find in France Frenchmen and
Bever been heard in a public | Christians worthy of  these titles.”
a University Society's din- According to The Soliel, M. Combes
On that occa-|pas expressed his determinatios to
bring about what the Archbishep of
Bordeaux presages. If allowed to re-
main in power, the apostate has de-
clared that he will separate Chuseh
and State, and bring the Bishops on

their knees before him.

the French Govern-
monastic college at
by July 6, have accepted the )
Bishop and Chapter |
Catholic Diocese of
> undertake the manage-
ment of St.

UNITED STATES

The Internatiomal Truth Society of
New York has held its annual
at which great activity in all the
States of the Union was repested.
The membership includes two cardin-
als, 45 Bishops, 198 priests and 345
laymen. Archbishop Farley delivered
the following address:

*

“I have listened with the greatest
of pleasure to all that has bLeen said
this evening, and, were it not se late,
I would give expression, at consider-
able length, to the pleasure it has
given me. 1 have, therefore, nothing
to say, and I will say it in twe min-
utes. To show my appreciation of
the work of the young president of
this society 1 here and now proclaim
myseli a life memwber.

ly a president,

Jled the gathering by

speech in Irish, ex-

that when the

reland had obtained the

ties for University educa-

the more fortunate English

had obtained, a feature of

he Irish student life would be the

e of Ireland’s language. The ap-

: greeted these words ne-
pessitated a translation.

FRANCE

The motor-car was put to a novel
wse in France recently. The Carthu-
sian monks were expelled from their
Bouse in a French village at short

. . and as the monastery was
he nearest railway

!

it seemed as if the members Py
community would have to ';‘“‘4 “One of the reasons—net the sole
tance. The Automobile Club| .. .. pecause Dr. McGinnis has tak-
a neighboring town, having beard ., .\ o work only recently, which
difficulty, at once placed their .. % 1oen up twenty-four and a half
at the disposal of the monks and | voury 400 by myseli. I was then the
t them quickly to the station. | .. 1 iernational Truth Society; 1
many of the holy men this Was| .. 4 The oecasion was this, and
first and probably their Jast|, ... roninded of it because of a
but all expressed themselves de- o0, nication which 1 received last
, with the new mode of travel-| ... You have all, I suppose,
. and were much touched with the | po.pg of the story that was told
Kindness of the motorists about how we acquired the Cathedral
/ <> | property—that we stole it from the
Combes, President of the Coun- city for a dollar., That statement had
made a very poor figure in King been contradicted repeatedly in the

UL IR

" ghese notes last week, he was

B

's show. As was predicted in
fre-
y hissed, notably at the Long-
Races on Saturday week. The

iy onizing towards the For-

S ll:::cr, &:: Presidents of the

i tm and Chamber, and therofficers

- of the escort. The hissing bad -no ei-

' apostate, who was con-

tions while joining

for the King. As a Cath-

says, M. Combes and his

have hardly digested their

and their Spooms au

than they are prepar-

new Masonic and anti-clerical

With reference to the bad

jon given to M. Combes at the

a Socialist deputy, who mani-

Jockey Club

hostile

proposes to question

- the Government on the maiter when
Parliament uun:hle-

e
its

¢

i
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Demonstrations n_favor of the Re-
' continue all over France, A%
~ the trials of Pmb t:
E for refusing to leave
& led to serious riots in the
stieets. At Nan. ', Obuate Fathers
of the Sion House were defended by
an immense crowd, who threw up
and were charged by
' Gendarmes and by Chas-
i . In the island of Corsica the
] Eﬁ Fathers, belore saying fare-
, , had Mass celebrated in the open
and a Cosican Oblate, Pere
4 an , and
ghing sermon. At A in the

IS

took little notice of him, being

press, and after awhile it occurred to
me—one of the few bright things that
came into my head—to print a leal-
let—that was the beginning of the
leaflet system—giving the whole his-
tory, taken from the abstract of title
and from the records of that property
for nearly one hundred years, showing
how much was paid for it, the names
of the parties into whose hands it
passed, and tracing i§ until it came
into our own hands— hands of the
trustees of St. Pfter's, the first
Catholic Church if New York—down
to the present time. All that was
printed in the leaflet, and to every-
body who asked me the question,
‘Did you get that property for a doi-
?" 1 gave the leaflet and said no-
irg. 1 distributed those leaflets the
best way 1 could. Of course I did not
have a rema department  then,
because 1 was only one. I do not
how many hundreds of those
were distributed, but I know
printed thousands of tlimes,
am sure must have gotten into
of hundreds of thousands of
ut, would you believe that
1 tell you this to
the necessity of this Inter-
Truth Society—only
evening I received a letter from
shed gentleman, a Catholic
York, sending me
copy of a letter that he had receiv-
of one of
establishments of
him “the question,

sir, that

i
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think, has written a history of New
York ' City which is pretty well
known and has had a considerable cir-
culation, and he has that same lie in
his book. Some fifteen years ago a
iriend of mine, the president of a bank
here, called Mr. Strong's atteation to
this mistake and handed him one of
these leaflets. He said he would ; gor-
rect it in the next edition. The next
edtion came out, and there was the
lie again, and never a word said
about it. He called his attention to
it a second time, and he promised to
correct the mistake in the third edi-
tion, and he gave him another lewflet
The third edition came out, and 1
think if you can find that edition, you
will find the same lie there. Now,
isn't that too bad? Does it not show
the necessity for this society ol our

fact to' be recorded?”’

STABAT MATER DOLOROSA

In the current number of The Am-
erican Catholic Quarterly Review
Rev. H. T. Henry of Overbrook Sem-
inary has an instructive article on
“The Two Stabats.’’ He furnishes a
translation of the *‘“‘Stabat Mater
Dolorosa,’’ in the introduction of
which he says “In the following
translation from the text/of the Ro-
man Missal and Breviary, we have
tried to preserve the multiple rhyme
observable in the second and sixth
stanzas of tbc‘l,atin." Below is Dr.
Henry's new version:

O the sadness and affliction
Of the Mother's dereliction
At the Cross of her dear Son'
Through her heart, His woe perceiv-
ing,
Broken with excess of grieving,
Passed the Sword of Simeon.

Such a sadness hath no other
Bosom sfelt, as that blest Mother
Of the Sole-begottem One:

O the swelling grief upwelling,
In that virgm-bosom dwelling,
As she gazed her God upon!

Who could teayless view that loving
Mother, every moment proving
Depths of wee bey belief?
Who could see, nor|Share her
rows, . \

As at every glamce she berrows
From His pains a newer grief”

Sor-

For His people’s sins atening,
Saw she Jesus bleeding, groanimg,
Given up to scourge and rod:
Him Who love alone should wakes,
Saw she desolate, forsaken,
Crying yield His soul te God.

Mother, {oum. of love o'erflowing,
Let me | thy sorrow, knowing
None s other deep delight:
Let me burn with the sweet fever
Of Christ's love, that I forever
May be pleasing in His sight.

Mother, let my heart be wounded
With His wounds, and the unbounded
Sorrows of the Crucified:

Who, from bending Heaven descending
Came amending earth’s eofiending—
All His pains with me divide.

Let me stand beside thee weeping,
Ever near to Jesus keeping

Until death mine eyes shall elose:
At the Cross of dereliction

I shall share in thy aflliction,

See thy tears and feel thy woes,

Virgin, virgins all excelling,
Pity me, and let my swelling
Heart pour forth its flood of tears:
I would share His death, and wear
His
Wounds within my heart,
His
Dving throes and human fears!

and bear

Wound for wound my spirit keeping,
All its senses whooly steeping

In the wine-red cup outpoured—
Let no breath of hell assail me;
Dearest Mother, do net fail me

At the great Day of the Lord.

Saviour, whe¢n the veil is riven
May thy Mother, throned in Heaven,
Grant the everlasting prize:
When my soul hath cast its burden—
Dust to dust—0 grant the guerdon
Won by Thee in Paradise!
Amen.

NO/ISE AT

Unless you Digest yout Food—Win-
nipeg Man proves that Dodd’s
Dyspepsia Tablets Digest it.

It is necessary to eat to live, but
it is yet more necessary that the food
should be properly digested. If the
food is not properly digested the dif-
ferent organs and muscles do not re-

ceive the sustenance they require and
they become starved weak. This
is the experience of Mr. H. Bailey,
256 Patrick street, Winnipeg. In a
statement to the public he says:
“Although my appetite seemed good,
I never scemed to gain much strength
or weight till I s “using Dodd's
Dyspepsia Tablets.
food was properly digested and turned
to flesh and strength. I gained eight
pounds in weight and received so
much benefit otherwise that 1 can
heartily recommend Dodd’s Dyspepsia

:

| Tablets to any one suffering from
" Y

The moral is that you must digest

e ————— e e

our food as well as eat it. Dodd's
;?-n-‘ ablets will digest it.

even if there was not a single mh:}v*

I think my |lady

“Say, Jim," said one.street gamin
to another as a handiome carriage'
passed them, “see that good-lookin’ |
feller ®ittin’ with the old lady in that |
rig?’

‘“Nes,"
done?”’

“He's struck it rich. He was lost
pretty near all his lile—strayed away
or somethin’; and he just wandered
down here and was tgken on at Hen-
L\ders(.-n‘s for cash-boy. Then one day
the old lady reco'nized him for her
long-lost grandson. And there he is.”

“Wot ye givin' us?”
r,"i-‘act ~nothin’ else. Ask any of
the fellers; they’ll tell ye the same.”

“Wish 1 was in his luck!” said the
other. “But there ain’t nothin’ like
it in store.”

There was more truth than fiction
in the street boy’s tale 1* who know
all about it, will give ihe
r'al.er. :

A clean, bright-looking, handsome
boy stood gazing in at the window
of the largegt dry-goods house in
Santa Magdalena one morning about
two yeary ago. Presently the pro-
prietor /appeared at the door. The
boy touched his cap. The/ gentleman
smiled; it was so unusual a thing in
his experience. ;

““Good morning,”” he said; ‘“‘are you
admiring our window?"”’

“Yes, sir,”” was the answet, - “‘and
wondering at the same time whether
I might §gd any work inside.” :
“Well, you might. One of our cash-
boys, our very best, met with an ac-
cident this morning, about an hour
ago; he fell downstairs and broke his
leg. I don’t know but what we

said Jim. *““What's bhe

it to
-

It will probably be for six weeks or
more. IJave you ever worked in a
store?”’

“No, sir. I always went to school
till now. My mother worked.”
‘*And she is unable to do so
longer?”’ said the man.

“*She is dead,”’ replied the boy, sad-
ly. ““She died two months ago.”
‘““And are you aloue?”’

“I am all alone. I spent my last
dime this morning.”

“Did she die here?”’

“No, sir, in San, Francisco. But I
had a reason for coming herg. First,
I went to Los Angeles. I iwas there
six weeks; then I came down here.”
‘“Have you friends?”

“Not a friend in the world, sir.”
““Well, you look like an uncommon-
ly well-brought-up and bright boy.
Come along. We'll see what you can
do. What is_your name?’’ Mr. Hen-
derson inquired as the boy followed
him to the office.

“John Slocum,’”” was the answer.
“Well, John, Mr. Harmon here will
tell you what you have to do. A
boy to take Ellsworth’s place while
he is at home,” he explained to the
clerk and went his way.

John Slocum soon became a favor-
ite in the store. He was always wil-
ling, always quick to perform his
duties, and s altogether destitute
of that obnoXidus ‘“‘smartness’’ which
is so disagreeably characteristic of
the modern young American.

At the end of two months, when
Ellsworth came back, John expected
to be discharged, but instead of that
he was kept on and his wages raised.
Mr. Henderson had found him a
boarding place, where he lived com-
fortably for ten dollars a month. The
house was kept by a widow, whose
daughter did fine hem-stitching and
bmarking for the establishment. John
spent his evenings in the sitting-room
with the two women, to whom he
had endeared himself from the first.

One morning he was sent out with
a parcel to a carriage in front of the
store. Its occupant was an old lady
with very white curls and a pale, gen-
tle face which had once been remark-
ably handsome. As her eyes met
those of the boy a slight flush rose
to the faded cheeks. She leaned for-
ward and asked, “‘Little boy, what
is your name?”’

“John Slocum,’’ he replied.

The old lady sighed-and leaned back
on the cushions.

“Thank you; that is all,”’ she said.

John returned to his duties, but a
Jittle later was summoned to the of-
fice

any

ere has been a mistake,” said
the bookkepper. ‘‘You were given the
wrong package to deliver just now.
As the wagon does not go out again
till afternoon,.and there was a spe-
cial hurry for it, you will have to
go up with the right one. Here, John,
take this to Mrs, Vachel Elliston,
No. 4064 West Grand Avenue, and
be sure that you see the lagy herself,
explain, and get the bundle you took
to the carriage.” ;

While Mr. Harmon was speaking
John's face turned a deep crimson.

“Don’t be bashful, John,” said the
bookkeeper. ““No one will hurt you at
Mrs. Elliston's. She's a fine old

. ’
“I'm not afraid,” said the boy. “'It
wasn't—it wasn't—1 was thinking of
something.”

“Well, well! Run along now as fast
as you can and do your errand.”

Mrs. Ellisgton had just discovered
the mistake, and was about to di-
spatch a servant to Henderson's when

might take you on while he is absent. |)

FOUND—A ﬁ.mm ‘a hall chair. ‘‘I believe you have run

all the way."”

“Yes, ma'am, I did,”” John answer-
ed. “Mf. Harmon said 1 must
hurry ™’

He Jooked up in her face as he
spoke, and something in his eyes
made the old lady draw a quick,
sharp breath.

“What did you say your name
was?’ she asked, sitting down be-
side him. 4

“John Slocum,’”’ he replied,
this time he faltered. .

“Yes, ves, | remember,"”” she® said
softly. “You remind me of some¢ one
—someone. Come here; I will show
you."

She led him to the parlor. Above
the mantel hung a pigture of a boy
which bore a marvellous resemblance
to the one at her side. 4

““That is the portrait of my
son, taken when he was about
age. Do you not think it is
you?"

“Yes, it is,”” answered John, in a
voice scarcely audible. ‘‘Where—where
is he now, madam?”’

“He is—dead!”’ said the old lady,
turning away. She opened the door
for him, and smiled kindly as she
went on: “My boy, I do not want to
lose sight of you. Have you a moth-
er? Do you live with her?’’

“I have neither father nor mother.”

“Well, I must see you again. Per-
haps I may be able to help you & lit-
tle—to a better position. Do you
like your place?”’

“Very much,” said John, heartily.
“Mr. Henderson is a fine man."”
“I know that,”’ she rejoined.
will speak to him.”

The next moment the door was clos-
ed and he was hurrying down the
steps.

but

only
your
Jike
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Mrs. Elliston had finished her din-
mer that evening and was about to
go up to her sitting-room when the
bell rang. The servant appeared im-
mediately after and said: ““A boy to
see you, ma’'am. He says his name
is John Slocum. He is from Hender-
m's-” .
“Strange that he should come at
this late hour, James. But I shall be
glad to see that little fellow again.”
She found him in the hall, seated
on the same chair where he had sat
in the morning. He rose at her ap-
proach.

“Come in here, child,”” she said. “It
is pleasant by the fire.”’

He followed her.

““‘Another mistake?’ she inquired,
with the sweet, sad smile which made
her old face so beautiful.

““No,” he answered; and then his
li-possession left him and he tfem-

/|bled violently, whue his face grew

white.

The old lady perceived the change.
“What is the matter?”’ she asked.
‘““Are you in any trouble?’’

“I will try to tell you,” he replied.
““This morning you said that 1 looked
like your boy, and I know I do.
When 1 saw your face in the carriage
I thought you were very like—some
one—a picture. I have it here.”

He took a small package from his
breast pocket and opened it. It was
the face of a middle-aged woman,
very beautiful' and sweet.

She took it from his hand.

““Where did you get it?"’ she gasped.
“It was my father’s,”’ he said. “‘It
is the picture of his mother.”

“It is my picture!’’ she exclaimed.
“I know it is,”’ssaid the boy.
cannot help knowing "it.”

“What is your wame?”’ she asked,
seizing his hands’ -

“My name is Vachel Elliston,”’ he
said. “It was my father's name."

“You told me it was John Slocum,
What—what does it mean?’’ inquired
the old lady. <

“I will tell you. But come
down. You look weak and pale.”
.The boy led her to a sofa, and then
went on:

“l do not remember my father
much. He died in Nevada, at Thun-
dering Bells, where I was born.”

The old lady winced.

“What kind of a .place was Thunder-
ing Bells?™ she asked.

“Not a nice place, but we lived
there. When my father died, my
mother married again, a mining engi-
nm.’l

“What was your father?”

‘“‘He—he played cards.’”

“Ah!” The old lady winced again,
and clasped her hands tightly, though
she said nothing.

“My stepfather was good to me,
but he had not liked my father, and
he wanted me to take his own name,
John Slocum. That is how I came to
be called so. When he died we came
to California, and my mother taught
school until a few months ago, and
then she died. One evening she. gave
me this and said: ‘Somewhere in
southern California’you have a grand-
mother, and she is rich. I think she
treated your father badly, dut per-
haps not. If you ever find her you
may do as you please about revealing

to her; but I think it best
that you should make inquiries and
ok for her.’

“When mother died T got to love

. more and more. I knew
at with that face you could not

e treated my father badly, and
hat you would at me badly

sit

John arrived. He had never set oot
in such a beautiful house in
fe. Perhaps that was why he seem-
ed embarrassed as the old lad)

his |either, , I
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day. You are, right. I was a loving
mogher, but,i had a wayward boy.
For years I'have not known whether
he was living or dead. Ah, my poor
prodigal son! How I have mourned
him' How these arms have yearned
for him! Thank God, thank our Bless-
ed Lady, who have heard my prayers
at last!”

And so that is how John Slocum,
stherwise Vachel Elliston, happens to
be riding about in the carriage with
the wealhiest and kindest old lady in
Santa Magdalena.—Ave Maria.

Though the foe and the wicked
spire,
I shall not be troubled at heart,
For they that advance shall retire,
Shattered and sund apart.
Though armies collected in camp
Should muster to makg ne their prey,
I shall lJaugh at their myriad tramp,
And smrile at their melting away.
For God is my sword and my buckler,
His right hand in near!
The Lord is my shield and protector,
And whom shall I fear?

con-

Though tthgs ana princes of mt’
Destruction devise in their wrath,
Though they revel and murder for

mirth,
And bloodshed betoken their path;
Their impotent rage I defy,
I scorn their terrors of death,
For He that dweHeth on high
Shall scatter the foe with His
breath. y
The Lord is my hope and salvation,
His mercy is near,
The Lord is my.aegis and bulwark,
And whom shall fear?
—Fordham Monthly.

'TIS A MARVELOUS THING. —

When the cures effected by Dr. Thom-
as’' Eclectric Oil are considered, the
speedy and permanent relief it has
brought to the suffering wherever it
fhas been used, it must be regarded as
a marvelous thing that so potent a
Mdicim should result from the six
simple ingredients which enter into
its composition. A trial will con-
vince the most skeptical of its heal-
ing virtues,
A man who has views different from
those of the majority is called eccen-
tric; if he insists on promulgating
them, he is known as a crank.

THE TORONTO
GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION
59 Y)CE STREET, TORONTO

REAL ESTATE
DEPARTMENT

Edncational

St. Michael's®
College

Under the special patronage of His Grace &‘t’
Archbishop of Toronto, and directed by the
Basilian Fathers.

Full OClassical, Scientific
and Commercial Courses
for University Matriculation :?-ﬂu Non-
Professional Certificates,

TERMS, WHEN PAID IN ADVANCE :
Board and Tuition year
Day Pupils b
For further particuiars apply to

REV. J. R. TEEFY, Presideat,

oretto Abbey...

IN AFFILIATION WITH
TORONTO UNIVERSITY

S courses for students

This Department has been
organized under an exper—

ienced officer to furnish
Property Owners, Solici-
, tors, Executors and Liqui-
dators with a trustworthy
and efficient agent for the
management and sale of
their Real Estate, the Col-
lection of Rents, Payment
of Taxes, Insurance Pre-
miums, etc.
Correspondence and in-
terviews are invited.
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Mrs. Wells’ Business Coliege.
Cor. Toronto and Adel
Established uo:“'“'

Members of thany of the leading Catholic

of Tojonto
Sy Fadusios ofour Gulge. oaivdta
Enter any time,
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W. A. LEE & SON, General Agents,
Phone Main 602, 14 Victoria 8t., Toronte

When Your Joints
Are Stiff

and muscles sore from cold or rhey.
joiut.lminyouuid.orbuh.m
self, Perry Davis! Painkiller will take
out the soreness and fix you right in

| 2Jify. Always have it with you,and |

fat




