
to expend

(Pronounced Si-keen.)

For sale at alt drag stores, *1.00 per bottle. If your 
druggist hasn't Psychine in stock call at Dr. Slocum, 
Eimited, 179 Ki"g street, west, Toronto, and a large 
sample hot tie wiU be giren you free as a test. To 
persons living outside of Toronto a sample mailed upon

animal or vegetable ?" 
ml. my dear," replied msiu-

"Then." cried the little girl, tri- 
umptonsstly, holding up a tiny hone.
"hrre'a Kw. U'.

me."

'here's the

THK TRUK catholic bHRomcLK.
the dim old

AT ST. MALACHI’S
VBy Uary T Waooaman )

as small hut select, the Saxto- 
Sociqty at St. Malachd's. It 
rod seven ladies only, six of

4uary

tive membership In the S. ,S. confer
red immunity from all mortal ills, 
death and matrimony included. So 
tint when a daring cavalier broke in 
upon the maiden band uapi carried off 
MISS Mary Ur«y, all the prestige of a 
nuptial Maas with surplicedi choir did 
mot prevent a certain sense of shock.

Arid when the gap in the ranks was 
■«lied by Daisy Dunn ! "Ah, it was 
a world of change, indeed," as Mrs. 
Flaherty, who had swept the church 
under three pasters, declared, with
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six-w„inged cherubim on theyo candle
sticks have to« be scrubbed scaui-year-

jnim^v_______ - ly—from angels of darkneee into âm-
whom were veterans in the altar ser- gels of light. Keep on your gloves.WCiO ■  ---------- ----- “ ---- vu J g IV

Indeed, there was a tradition -or you will be beyond the help of 
i oirrwvnrr the irreverent that ac- manicure for week» " rj>o.

under three pastors, 
.an ominous nod.**

Daisy Dunn ! a mere slip of a girl, 
whosQ short frocks Mrs. Flaherty had 
washed not half a dozen years ago. 
Daisy Dunn, whose white bands had 
.never touched any weightier domes
tic implement than aal embroidery 
needle. Daisy Dunn ! whose mother 
kept five servants and a French maid.

True, Daisy was a goddaughter of 
iMiss Moseley, the president of the S. 
S., and so1 had a certain amount of 
pull. “I'm not saying it’s wrorfg,” 
said Airs. Flaherty, guardedly, as oaip

manicure for weqks,” she warned, as, 
all undaunted-, Miss Daisy tripped 
gaily away to her tae*.

* * *
Stretch out in that big arm-chair 

of mine, T^om, and make yo-urself com
fortable, “ said Bather Flyum to the 
tall University man, who had slipped 
down to spend Easter week with 
“Uncle Larry," and recuperate, after 
a close call from pneumonia, in this 
softer air.

“Old Biddy is nut, like the reel of 
the women, after an Easter bonnet, 
but she has put a hit of a girleen in 
her place that you can call on if you 
want anything like a glass of milk 
or a cup of tea. It’s at home you 
are, remember, my boy. at home."

“Thank you, Uncle Larry, though 
home is a word that seldom enters 
my vocabulary just now."

"I know it, my lad, I know it, 
said the old priest, tenderly. "It's a 
hard, cold, lonely road you’ve walked 
sinc^your poor mother, God rest 
her, left ye ten years ago. But since 
you won't follow my track, as I, , .. . . . , . . J'uu wont xo-iiow my track, as Iwho knew the weight of her words in nJT,.„ h-,„A ,r _ ’ 1

-church matters; "but if, quare to ’ “Xt ^ ^
such a bit rif a butterfly arounfl 1 .°° Up a SOPd ®irl and make asoe such a bit of a butterfly around 

the holy altar, vqry quare."
But “bit of a butterfly’’ as Daisy 

was in the outer world, she proved a 
.busy bee in the sanctuary, as even 
Mrs. Flaherty was forced to confess. 
■Whether it was nature, grace, or sim
ply inborn domesticity, suppressed 
hitherto by the five servants and 
French maid, she took to her now, thir
ties like a duck to watqr. The vigil 
of every feast found her at her post 

•from which nx> golf tourrfa/ment or 
baseball game or social tea could al 
lure the season’s belle. Muffled in 
huge girtigham aprtxn that effectually 
concealed the chic gown beneath, her 
pretty golden pompadour tied up in 
a white handkerchief, thick chamois 
gloves on her dainty hands, Miss 
Daisy was ready t-o scraps candles, 
dust vase®, mend surplices, or polish 
cetfsers at her senior's command 

It was a busy group gathered to
day in- the Sunday School chapel prqn 
paring tihe Repository for the 
;ing feast.

Palms, potted plants, flowqrs, 
vases, candlesticks, were gathered 
picturesque profusion for fina-l 
rangement, while, poised on a stop- 
ladder at a perilous altitude for _ 
lady of her averd/upois, Miss MoSdcy 
surveyed the situation with the ease 

of a practiced generalissimo who 
knows the field.

Rumors had gone abroad that the 
■adjoining parish was putting forth 
unusual efforts this year, and there 
was unanimous resolve that St. 
Malachi s must not be surpassed in 
its labor of love; so it was with a 

decisive voice the commanding officer 
•issued her orders.

Old Mrs. Morton’s lilies have just 
come, set them aside, please, Miss 
Grace, for a while. The dear old sôul 
always expects to soe them directly in 
front of the tabernacle. I will have 
to ask you, Miss Ellen, to mend the 

.Tmh iu Fatber Flyrin’e alb, or he will 
Put his foot into it to-morrow, sure. 
And what is that you say. Miss Rose? 
Fenton has sent only a dozen palms!
J put in my order for three dozen 
*ully a month ago ! He must fill it 
or ^ose ^t. Malachd’s custom. Flor- 
13ts rvaI1.v BQem to lose all conscience 
at times like these. lot us see if we 
ave all the candlesticks ready—ten 

twelve, fourteen— My dears, • we’ve 
forgotten the Calvert candelabra.’’

A dismayed pause followed this an
nouncement. Then Miss James, who 

simply stepped in to assist, ven- 
torod the flippant suggestion:

Oh, cut them out this year, Miss 
Moseley, they're so big."

‘ Cut. than oittji” echoed Miss Moee- 
m a shocked to*. "My deer I 

’>ould0'l dare. They were proeentod 
V church fifty years ago by old 

outrai Calvert, amp every great- 
grandchild of his-anti they are le- 
p®—Vho will betid a knee at the 
“eposdtory to-morrow will want to 

"« how, whore, end why those 
eabra have disappeared.'

1 me Sot them," said Misa
u^s.v, cheerfully, _

"Got them, child ! You couldn't 
one of the six branches. Father

home for yourself.
“Too heroic a measure, uncle. Girls 

don t like me, and I don’t think 1 
like girls.”

“Tut, tut, tut !” said Uncle Larry, 
shaking his head. “That’s heresy, or 
next to it, Tom, my lad. Holy Orders 
or matrimony is Mother’ Church’s 
teaching to the men. If you don’t 
like one sacrament take the other, 
but it’s a poor sort of a Catholic 
that balks at both. But you’re half 
sick n'ow, and it’s no time for 
preaching. Don’t forget to take the 
milk, and; though 1 am a teetotaler 
myself, there s a drop of something 
stronger for weaklings on my sido- 
board if you should need it, lad. Yo<u 
want bracing up, body and soul, just 
now.”

And with this kindly parting word, 
Father Flynn betotok himself to his 
confessional, while Mr. Tom Bryan 
freed himself from collai’ and necktie,
loosened the shirt button, from his com- 1, ■
well-shaped throat, and sank back in 
the depths of the pastoral easy chair 
with the pipe and book that had so 
far supplanted for him all feminine 
dfarms.

Spring came early to St. Malachi’s. 
Already the great oal« that shaded 
the grounds were veiled in tender 
mists of green, the crocuses that 
fringed the box-bordered garden were 
in yellow blooin, from the cbape.1 
choir came the silvery voices of the 
children practising the Easier chants. 
Alleluia, they said, and the note of 
joy seemed echoed- from tine wakening 
earth, Alleluia,, Alleluia.

The listener dropped the treatise 
on “Criminal Psychology” that he 
brought down to study dhiring his 
holiday, and clasping his hands over 
his head, lay back art Uncle Larry’s 
shabby cushions and gave himself up 
to unusual reverie.
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pervaded it# austerity with a homely 
charm. Thçro was a pild of Sunday 
School books, a worn catechism 
the desk, a lot o$ small shoee, left 
for gratuitous distribution, in a cor- 
neiv a half-munched apple under the 
big sofa, dropped by some little sin- 
Der called to pastoral judgment, 
while over the old colonial mantel, 
with its broken marble pillars, hung 
an exquisite copy of Raphael's Ma
donna, that gave life and color and 
glow to the bare monastic walls.

The sweet eyes of the Virgin Mother 
seemed to rest upon the young mam 
with a tenderness that recallqd to 
him the loss that had darkened his 
eerly youth. All since had been the 
cold, graven academic life in which he 
had won brilliant place and name, 
but love and home wore rtdt for him 
—they wore beyond his student reach. 
A strange, new sense of self-pity 
stiri’od in his heart, it had lusen a 
hard five weeks’ struggle in the hos
pital, with death perilously, near. He 
closed his eyes- with a dull sense of 
weakness and weariness, and was 
startled to find his lashes wet with 
unshod tears.

“Good Lord, I must be iti for brain 
softening,” he muttered half angrily. 
“Uncle Larry is right. I want a 
bracer indeed; when J go all to pieces 
like this.” And, starting tx* his feet, 
he pulled the old-fashionqd boll-rope 
with an impatient hand.

But though the summons clanged 
harshly through the house, there was 
no response. Again Mr. Bryan rang, 
and again, them with th? natural ir
ritability of tiie masculine convales
cent, descended the stairs in no 
friendly mood to old Biddy’s delin
quent substitute.

Led by the sound of a fresh, rich 
voice, he pushed open the dmingwqonH 
door and faced a young person p<H 
ishing a pair of heavily branched 
silver candlesticks with an unusual 
amount of vigor, while she softly 
hummed an accompaniment to the 
children’s Easter hymn.

There was a rustic flush on the. vel
vet cheek, and a smudge on the pret
ty patrician nose that told the six- 
winged cherubim supporting the sil
ver branches had taxed unaccustdm 
ed. powers. But Mr. Bryen, as he 
had said-, was not wise in woman
kind.

My good girl,” he began, “didn’t 
you. hear that bell?”

The good girl’s start and stare 
were blank and bewildered. Such 
introductory address from a collar- 
less stranger, haggard in face and 
hollow of eye, was a shock, to 
the least of it .

“I rang three times,” continued the 
intruder, with the patience of long 
suffering, “but T suppose voto don’t 
know what a bell means. T want 
glass of milk, and plea.se be quick 
about it.”

You want a—a—a— I don't un
derstand,” faltered the “good girl.”

A glass of milk—milk—m-i-l-k 
milk,” said Mr. Bryan, losing pa
tience at such stupidity, “milk frepn

The violet eyes flxed on the speaker 
began "to dilate. This must be ei
ther madness, or intoxication: never 
in all her twenty years of life had 
man looked or talked so in her pre
sence before. And the door was 
closed behind her and Father Flynn 
was out !

“I want a glass of milk,” repeated 
the intruder, “and that bottle of 
brandy on the sideboard there behind

“Don't—don’t come any nearer.” 
The speaker’s voice trembled, but the 
soldier’s spirit in her rose valiantly. 
“Don t dare come a step nearer, or 
—” she grasped the silver cherubim in 
reckless disregard of cost or weight— 
“I'll throw this candlestick at yo»u, 
you coward !” The viqlet eyes were 
blazing lightning bow. “Walk right 
out of tills room, Or—"

“Sure what is it you're wanting, 
sur ?" and.a rosy, rotutfcl person ap
peared at the door, tray in hand. "1 
had me hands- all black wid polishing 
the stove, an Aiint Biddy uxilcl me 
when the bell rang, an' I couldn’t 
come at wanst. But I brought the 
mibt as his rlv’retnco bade me, and-. 
surc< Miss Daisy, Isn't this the dhirty 
work for pretty hands like yours ? 
Lave me to finish it, darlint,"

There wan a pause—en absolutely 
breathless pause—in which the two 
late antagonists attirait at each other 
spAchlcesly. Revelation burst upon 
the daughter of Eve first.

"You—you are Father Flynn’s
'Tom,' " gneped Miss Daisy, who had 
heard about the expected arrival of 
her brother's brilliant class-mate, 
woman-hater on whom Dltic had 
warned her it was useless 
any feminine ammunition.

"And yon—you?" is/. BryaH't 
although veritable searchlights 
sociological problem^ were still in 
hopeless dare.
"I am Dick Dunn's sister,

Perhaps you have heard ol 
the lad
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thisHeard of -her ! Hoard of
matchless ijueon of hearts !. ____
room and campus had echoed with 
her name and fanner—even to his avert
ed ears. Mr. Bryan clutched at his 
throat in a vain effort to conceal its 
reckless dishabille and wished he 
could sink quietly into» some con
venient- rat-hole.

“You soe,” exclaimed Miss Daisy, 
c ontinuing to whisk off the disguising 
kerchief from her golden pompadour 
as she spoke, “I am a member of the 
Sanctuary Society, and oame in here 
to clean, the candlesticks for the Re
pository to-morrow, and, and—” as 
she summed up the situation, she 
broke off in irrepressible laughter.

Oh, what a joke it will be on both 
of us—what a dreadful joke ! Dick 
will keep it up to his dying day. 
Don’t tell, Mr. Bryan; don’t let’s ever 
tell.”

'We won’t,” he answered, in a tone 
of great relief, wdiile “Nonic.” who 
had altogether missed the point of 
the scene on which she had intruded, 
stared from one to the other with

cheering stupidity. “You’ro-you’re 
a trump. Miss Daisy. I mean that 
you’re—you're the most delightfully 
sensible girl I over met. Shake handti, 
will you, on that proposition ? We’ll 
never tell.”

And they never did.
When Father Flynn came in an 

hour later, the six-winged cherubim 
had been changed from dark angels 
to spirits of dazzling light, but it 
was by Nonic’s vigorous bands, while 
for «nee the youilgest and fairest of 
the S. S. was a derelict to Sanctu
ary duty.

Ripples of youthful laughter came 
from the rectory parlor, where Miss 
Daisy had brewed a mill* punch for 
the interesting invalid after her fath
er’s time honored recipe, and Tom— 
the cold, the clever, the . brilliant, tho 
woman-hater Tom—was hqr unresist
ing victim forever.

“Eh, God bless us !” murmured 
Uncle Larry to himself, as lie looked

young student face, a while ago so 
sod and weary. “1 couldn’t ask any
thing better for either of them. But/* 
he added aloud, with a paternal 
twinklo in his eye, “isn’t this a sud
den conversion Tom, a wonderfully 
sudden conversion ?”

“It is,” answered Tom, hastily# 
“Uncle Larry was lecturing me this 
afternoon on soma unorthodox opi
nions of mine, Miss Daisy. 1 retract 
them all, uncle. You were right, al
together right. And I may call to
morrow, Miss Daisy ?”

And he called' the morrow, and the 
next morrow, and the next.

And before the crocuses in Unclg 
Larry’s garden b-1 copied again, ther» 
was another Nuptial Mass with sur- 
pliced choir in old St. Malachi’s, an)» 
the six-winged cherubim shone- in all 
their glory upon the high altar that' 
the Sanctuary Society had dxvtoad 
with loving hands as the “bit of a 
butterfly" fluttered from their mai-, , . , ’ .................... .. vw* **.v mu vureu irom t neir mai-

from his favorite nophow to the flow- ranks torcver.-Benxiger's )W
CT Of Ills flriplr O XI. 11 tlfOM Aonorl n A XI- _ *er of his flock, and wondered at the 
light and glow that kindlqd the po.lo

PSYCHINE
)

Taken promptly and faithfully according1 to direc
tions will not only Invariably prevent Consumption 
but will never fall to cure any of these lesser 
diseases which are always the forerunners of 
Consumption. •

Consecon, May 30th, 1904.

It affords me pleasure to speak of the merits of 
Psychine, which I found to be a marvelous tonic and 
tissue builder. I was taken down with a bad cold, 
which settled on my lungs. In fact, I believe I was 
never free from colds for months previous, and tried 
many of the common cure-alls and cheap nostrums you 
see advertised, but obtained no relief. I had then 
learned that such remedies are merely palliative and 
not curative preparations. Friends advised Psychine, and 
after taking several bottles I became sound and strong 
again. Scores of my friends have been saved much 
suffering with Psychine, and I voluntarily give permission 
for the publication of this statement.

a W. MORRISON.

Psychine

DIDN’T CONSIDER HIM A SUC
CESS.

The late Protestant Bishop Dudley, 
of Kentucky, made friends with 
guild© on a hunting expedition ho tool* 
once, near Louisville, and they bw 
came quite intimate.

After some good times together the 
guide asked, “Say, Dudley, wha* 
business do you follow ?”

“1 am a preacher.”
Oh, got out ! What are you giv

ing me !”
“But I am.1 I preach every Sunday1* 

in Louisville.”
“Well,” said the guide, “you ain’t 

stuck up like the preachers our way.*
And ho accepted am invitation to 

hoaa- his now friend preach the rioxt 
Sunday. After the service the Bi
shop greeted him as familiarly aa iar 
the woods, and asked him how he 
liked it.

The guide hesitated for a minute; 
then said: “Well, I ain’t much of <a 
judge of this kind of thing, Parson* 
but I riz with you and1 aot with you. 
and saw the thing through the bee#
I knew how; but all the same, if my 
opinion is worth anything to you, th» 
Lo>rd meant you for a shooter !”

A bright little girl asked one mor
ning ait the breakfast table, “Mamma*


