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THE SURGEON’S 
VACATION

back. She was a comely young woman 
of perhaps six and twenty, with o ear, 
honest eye* and pretty nut brown hair 
and a singularly gentle expression.

When the surgeon came back from his 
long stroll along the ridge, the 
woman and the boy were seated ou a low 
stone wall

through with a priest, who had talked 
to his fellow convicts. The priest 
stopped and questioned him about his 
work and No. 1333 was pleased, and told 
the priest bow sorry lie was he hadn't 
heard him speak that day, as he himsell 
could neither read nor write. He was 
delighted when the missionary assured 
him be wou d obtain permission for him 
to attend the lectures that were to be 
given that week in the Chapel.

That night when he brought to his 
cell the little book the priest had given 
him, his cell mat--, a safe-cracker, told 
him it was titled ‘ Plain Facts fur Fair 
Minds," and was writt n by a priest 
H*v after day during that week. No. 
1333 heard Cod's message of Peace, 
preached and explained ; learned bow 
Jesus was the sinner’s friend, how He 
had instituted the Sicrameuts for man's 
salvation, that God knew all things, and 
would reward every man according t.« 
his works.

Night after night, No. 1333 sat on the 
edge of his steel cot, and the safe
cracker read to him out of “Plain Facts 
for Fair Minds,” and he listened and 
thought ; thought long after the crash 
of steel cots announced that the signal 
had been given to retire for the night ; 
thought long and seriously as round 
about him he heard the moans of men 
who waked and wept, the groans of those 
who dreamed of blood—yes, be thought 
of Cod and tried to pray. At the end 
of that week, no one can depict his 
happiness nor the missionary's joy when 
No 1333 asked for and bent his head to 
receive the waters of Baptism.

Two years passed slowly by for No. 
1333, for all had not gone well in the 
furnace room. Guard alter guard bad 
been replaced, many feuds had takeu 
plaoe, and many blows had been struck 

, one of the guards, had incurred 
the euemifcy of the prisoners, and es 
pecially of Shorty, a life prisoner, who 
made a threat that he would tret C— 
if be had to die to do it. When, 
particular morning in May, notice was 
given that a priest, the same missionary 
who had spoken there two years before 
would again address the prisoners in the 
Chapel, there was some questions as to 
whether it would be well to diminish 
the number of guards in the boiler 
iuooi. A decision

the gate. She was very pale and ttyrre 
were tear» in her eyes.

“Those wonderful, wonderful hands," 
she murmured. So awift, so steady, so

He smiled down at her like a pleased

THE Sl'lRITUAL ASPECT 
OF TEMPERANCE

ago revealed in the police court of a 
London suburb.

A young man, with a laudable desire 
to settle dowu in the cum lor t <>t 
life, realised the necessity <>| 
his way s by mastering lbe driuk-ci

of Ball,» houly. I then returned borne, 
lomtinent.A-leased with my disapi 

He feared, 1 suppose, that I’d return to 
drink again at my six years’ end, like a 
dog to his vomit. But 1 do assure both 
him and you that 1 d do no such thing : 
but, Bir, when I came back from my 
priest, 1 acted my own physician. I 
sent for a noggin of spirits, made punch 

.... | <'f it, mixed my butter with it, and drank
a nature 1 k ,,ff lu Ntt ,ie- And whether it

was occasioned by I being in the latter 
endof my fit, or drinking of the punch, 
1 kuow not, but, thank Cod, I slept that 
night veiy sound, perspired much, and 
was relie.ed next morning. Now, in 
Consequence of age, hard labor, fatigue 
and dejection of spirits. I d want some 
additional nourishment, and 1 trust on 
this application your reverence will be 
pleased to allow me some two or three 
pints, glasses, tumblers or dandies (not 
cider). 1 expect an sillrmative answer 
to this by return of post. I remain with 
every possible mark ol respect, and with 
all the ceremony of compliments, your 
reverend's very obedient humble aer 
vaut a teetotaller yet.

lu England a similar decline has fol
lowed in the wake of the u< ble work of 
the great Cardinal Manning. Thank 
God, we are not without hopeful signs 
of a revival, the need for which has re
cently been emphasized by the report 
f*»r the year ending Dt-o-tuber InsL 
issued by the Head Constable of Liver 
pool. In the course of bis remarks be 
calls attention to the steady increase in 
crime and drunkenness, the growth of 
betting, and the lack of parental con
trol, which latter feature he declares is 
responsible for the growth of impurity 
among the young. Graver urgency for 
revitalising our temperauce organiza
tions could not well be conceived. No
thing further need Ire said to indicate 
the essentially of unfailing energetic 
vigilance in the death struggle with this 
vice of vices. Unless we stand on the 
alert, the demon of intemperance, like a 
sleeping giant aroused from drunken 
slumber, will, with renewed vigor, re
sume his work of deadly destruction on 
the souls God has entrusted to our 
charge.

married
mending

Having conjured up in his mind vim, ^ 
of domestic bliss, he set to work

The great surgeon had come down to 
Marion for rest and forgetfulness. He 
had rn+aiit to go where there was neither 
pain nor sorrow, if such an Eden existed, 
and he had come to Marion. For one 
thing, it was not on a railroad; for an
other, its diminutive size precluded 
the idea that the clanking chains of 
business life were about, it. It was just 
a lazy little hamlet—a church, a general 
store, a score of straggling white 
houses with green blinds, and that was 
all.

By the Rev. James A. Swaby, O. S. C.

Of tlie spiritual asp. ct, of temperance,
* V.gilauce" is a prime consideration 
LUat lies at the root ol all spiritual effort. 
"Watch’ prefaces “pray," and thus, as
* first aid" tells of the need 
with a view to restoring 
wounded and weaken, d, to such tone 
and vigour as will ensure a lusty re
tention of saving grace won, at the 
point of the Cross, oy the Divine Re
deemer. Intemperance, always with us, 
like the unlovely poverty it creates, is 
a soul destroying evil crying aloud for 
circumspect and continual 
action. Too social student, of a type, 
has day-dreams of Utopia, inhabited by 
a society reconstructed ou the lines ul 
the unattainable; wnereas the student 
ol human nature, musing upon tacts as 
they are, inters the opposite from the 
ascertained instability of man's charac 
ter. When destitute of supernatural 
assistance, human nature invariably fails 
at the stiukiug-plaee, and at best but 
momentarily to up ties heights revealed 
in theory by brilliant flashes from the 
brain of the idealist. Man, strange 
mixture of conflicting opposites, is, 
penduiumlike, with ease swung from 
side to side. Virtue s ground gained at 
one moment is yielded the next—thus 
easily does man gravitate back to “as 
you were." “One fluds, ’ says Goethe, 
•'human nature everywhere great and 
11M -, beautiful and ugly." The ugly 
element remains to mock and mar the 
vfloa ts of Liie ieiuiuier.

Nevertheless, with dauntless spirit, 
Goethe conclude», “Go ou bravely work 
ing. ’ Recent legislation in reducing 
the national drink bill has incidentally 
lulled a considerable 
public into thinking that special 
advocacy of Temperance is no longer 
imperative. Never has fatal error beeu 
more consistently refuted by historical 
evidence. Tnat this is an error of 
judgment, arises from the nature of 
things. The proper function of legislm 
tion is, in the terse phrase of that great 
statesman W. E. Gladstone. “ to make it 
©»sy tv do iigut and diûlvuit to do 
wrong." Legislative measures regard 
environment, the things external to a 
mau. Beneficent laws, whilst opening 
the way to good, close indeed opportun
ities for evil; but they leave inward dis
positions unaffected. By 
sacramental agencies, religion alone 
touches the spot and cures the native 
weakness of the nature itself. Hence, 
never can legislation, as a substitute for 
religious endeavour, relieve us of the 
duty of constancy of purpose iu the 
work of grappling with the drink 
problem. A cursory glance at the 
salutary lessons taught by history 
suffices to convince thinking men of the 
evil consequence of a policy of drift, in 
the Temperance movement. In making 
the cause progressive, all, before God, 
have severally an individual responsibil
ity- lb the reign of James I. ( iu 1009) 
the legislature declared; “ Whereas 
notwithstanding all former laws and 
provisions already made, the inord nate 
and extreme vice of excessive drinking 
and drunkenness doth more and more 
abound." Needless to add, save for 
emphasis, this condition of things coin
cided which extinguished ancient in
fluence of the Catholic Church.

young
boy.

half way up the bill. As the 
surgeon passed, the little fellow, whose 
head rested comfortably against the girl’s 
arm, laughed shrilly over some story 
his companion was reading aloud from a 
book in her lap.

The surgeon thought of that picture a 
good many times during the day. He 
«aw it gain the next day and the next. 
The boy’s misfortune worried him. ILs 
fingers twitched to txamine into hie ail
ment. He felt that the lad could be 
helped. He told himself that he 
idiot to let sentiment bother him in such 
a ridiculous fashion.

“But

“ I make it a practice never to flatter 
my assistants,’’ he said, “ but 1 will say 
to you confidentially that the hospital 
berth Is yours whenever you choose to 
call for it.” He stopped her thanks with 
a quick gesture as he went ou a little 
more gravely ; “ It certainly was a
h» autitul operation, and we may both 
feel proud of it. Our plastered and 
harnessed and jacketed little patient 
ought to be on the highway to recovery 
iu a mouth's time. Then you can safely 
leave him. Meanwhile you will have to 
put up with a daily call from the sur
geon in charge ”

A cloud crossed the girl's face.
“ But the—the bill for your services, 

sir ?" she murmured. “ How are we to

c uiplisb his task, becoming a stain «q, 
teetotaller and a mu-smoker. As 
foresaw, this self-discipline enabled him 
to put by savings for his pet proj, 
developing into Ins own Uudluid, t , 
absorbing aim of his life. Imeuaiblj lt 
grasping spirit grew up within, ir.,,„ L 
mg U ui lo move faster than hi . 
allowed. In the end, fired with avarn >■ 
and losing sight of the distinction 
tween “ mine " and “ thine," f,v r« , „ l() 
supplementing bis income by thievii 
bicycles from unwary travellers, v • 
chanced to be regaling themselves 
wayside inns. The inevitable

lie

Here the surget n meant to bury him
sell for his precious four weeks outing. 
He could have gone to Europe a» the 
guest of a millionaire had he said the 
word. He knew he needed Marion iu-

THE 11
Cuuntvr-was an

you always were a fool about 
children,’’ he growled to his reflection 
in the bed room glass.

On the fourth day he spoke to the
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The great surgeon had beer, sadly 
worked. All through the summer

cam.- to
pa-s, be was duly iu the dock, and The 
Daily Mail was full of it the next day. 
The magistrate declared ambition to be 
the prisoners ruin. Ruin, however 
would have come equally had drink re
tained it» original domination. It, was 
a case of vice conquering vice, » toss 
between drink and avarice, and avar 
had won the day. The demon of avarice 
had displaced the Idemou of internj or- 
ance, but neither heaven nor his man
hood was the gainer. Iu the language 
of Eiround Burke, he “changed ttie 
idol, but preserved the idolatry." Solely 
on Heaven's wings do we soar to a plane 
high above earth’s degradation. TiH 
latjor iu vain to dislodge a predominant 
sin by enthroning a rival iniquity ; to 
forsske one read to perdition b> l..-tid
ing in another of “ the thousand paths 
that slope the way to crime." Lt-t it be 
resolved that the virtue of temperan, .• 
on the high level, shall be secured It 
is a virtue, and, as such, demands

mouths he had promised himself that he 
would stop and rest. It was late in 
September before he finally started. 
H** felt that his iron nerves were giving 
way and one September morning he 
noticed that the marvellous steadiness 
of hi-» good right hand was impaired. 
He knew then that he had enough.

lie went away with all the

address. He desired no mall, no tele
grams, to follow him. For a month he 
meant to drop his professional existence. 
He picked out his destination at haphaz 
ard from the big map on his office wall. 
He was influenced, as has been said, by 
the fact that the little village was < II 
the line of travel. He bought 81s ticket 
for a point beyond the railway town 
that was Marion's nearest connection 
and then doubled back.

“And now," lie said, as he alighted, 
valise in hand, from the mail stage that 
brought him over, "here’s an end to the 
surgeon's shop. For a month I'm some 
body else, somebody who knows no more 
of struggling with human ailments than 
he does of throttling Thracian gladia
tor»."

He hadn’t even brought a profes
sional card with him.

A lulf hour later he was comfortablv

pay that ?"
“ I admire your frankness, my dear,” 

“ But chase that
girl.

She and the little cripple were sitting 
on the low stone wall where they 
usually rested on the way up the bill.

“Pleasant afternoon," said the 
geou, as he lifted his hat. Th© girl 
looked up. She saw before her a tall 
man, a little stooped, a little gray, a 
little careworn. She gravely bowed. 
She took no offence at bis unceremoni
ous speech. The niceties of social 
usage are not so strictly observed in 
the country. “I am interested in your 
little companion," the surgeon went 
He might have added that he was also in
terested in the dark-eyed, self-possessed 
y uuug woman.

He has been a

laughed the surgeon, 
troubled look from your eyes. When 1 
came to Marion, I dropped the shop. I 
haven't even a blank billhead among my 
effects. Besides this, I took the case 
for my own selflih amusement. Oh, I 
can afford these little eccentricities. 
I'd have paid you for it than have
missed it. Goodby !" And the great 
surgeon walked briskly down the road 
quite unconscious that a pair of wor
shipping eyes followed him until a swift 
rush of grateful tears blurred him from 
their sight.

Three weeks later, as he sat in the 
parlor car that was rapidly bearing him 
back to the great city, he smilingly 
muttered to himself :

John O’C.

up
be

precau-
ot a defaulter. He

::

great sufferer," said 
the girl, “but he is a very good and 
very patient boy.’’

The surgeon sat down on the wall by 
the lad and lifted him on bis knee, lie 
did it so quickly, so deftly so gently 
that the girl looked up at the kindly 
face in surprise. She saw the large 
white hand of the stranger pass softly 
but firmly across the twis ed shoulder, 
and down the weakened spine. She saw 
a frown replace the kindly smile.

‘How long ago was he hurt?"
“Three years," said the girl. “He is 

eleven now. it, was a runaway, lie 
and our mother were thrown from the 
wagon, and she was killed." The girl 
paused and turned her head away.

“What treatment did he have ?"
“The best we could secure—a doctor 

from Bridgeville.”
The stranger's frown deepened.
It was botch work," be said almost 

harshly. “The boy should never have 
been like this."

The girl turned quickly.
“Then you are a surgeon? ’’ she said, 

with a wondering flash iu her dark eyes.
The stranger faintly smiled.
“Murder will out," he said. “I didn't 

mean to hear that title for a solid mouth 
of forgetfulness. Bat never mind. I 
intend to see this matter through. 
Coroe, I must examine the boy more at 
my leisure."

Hie eyes sparkled as he arose with 
the slight figure of the child in his arms 
and together they passed down the hill.

“If you are a surgeon," said the girl 
after a little hesitation, “perhaps you 
will be kind enough to give me some 
advice on a subject that—that deeply 
interests me. lt is my ambition to be
come a hospital nurse. I feel that I 
am called to the work. I have had a 
little experience in nursing here iu 
Marion, and when they had a typhoid 
epidemic in Milburn they sent for me to 
come over. But what I need is a chance 
in some city hospital.” She paused and 
looked appealingly into his eyes.

“It is painful and disagreeable work," 
he said.

r“ I quite failed to carry out my vaca 
tion programme. But what of that ? 
I was never better or surer of myself. 
Besides, it has taught me a valuable 
lesson. Fixed habits of life should only 
be broken off by degrees."—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer.

section of tDe
This means loyalty to the fuit h, 

combined with frequent use « t , 
Sacraments. Without practical (’atho- 
lieism the pledge is worthless. Give :-,e 
the mau to whom temperance is temper
ance indeed, and who has become tem
perate, not tbat he might become rich, 
not even that he might obtain a p d 
name amongst bis fellows, but
that he might give fitting 
to his God, and lift up and en- 
noble himself. To him temperance 
is a virtue and virtue means m tuho, d 
the English equivalent of the Litin 
w.ird Virtus. Tne Christian 
Fir—the true man — not the //, 
which word suggests the earthly, 
restrial, origin of our kind. He is the 
true man standing there, perfect in his 
manhood, with all that is best in him 
highly trained and developed, not 
tent to take a place amongst the brutes 
that perish. He is there, resolute and 
unbending, facing the temptations that 
so constantly assail him ; and holding 
his rightful place in the world, not only 
in the eyes of men who see nothing but 
the outside of man, which is not the 
man at all, but in the eyes of God who 
“searches the leius and the heart.’’ 
Whereas the man who'gives way, not, 
indeed, to great outburst» of intemper
ance, but to those daily slight failings 
away from the fulness of the virtue of 
temperance, however gently the world 
may regard his failing, however much it 
may take his falling for granted, is 
nevertheless a man whose spiritual 
is relaxed, whose moral grit and fibre 
have deteriorated. Such a one is no 
man to comfort a world seething on 
every side with fierce temptation and 
appealing with tremendous force 
to the man who stands before it, 
fronting it in all the panoply of self- 
discipline and self restraint. Such a 
one as this, I i 
tremendous conflict.

CONVERT—CONVICT NO. 1333
THE NEED FOR VIGILANCE

In the boiler room of a Western peni
tentiary the huge furnaces panted and 
roared like ferocious beasts, and 
through their great arteries of pipes 
rushed and surged hissing steam to 
turn the clanging engines and machines 
of the shops. Covered with dust and 
grime, like black faced demons, sweating 
convictbjthrewopen,door afterjdoor of the 
fiery furnaces. As the flames belched 
forth, ofttfmes searing the faces and bare 
arms of the careless, the other prisoners 
only laughed and jeered as with strain
ing muscles they heaved shovel after 
shovel of coal into the maw of the iron 
masters. Convict No. 1333 seemed to 
move as a being apart from those of 
his kind. Neath the dirt and grime of 
his face showed the gray ness of the 
prison pallor. His eyes were beady 
and his Ups uiovpvd at the end iu a 
cruel sneer. He had worked so long in 
the furnace room, he had looked so 
oft at roaring fires, and heated metal 
and had heard the clang and groan of 
engines that he felt as if he were but a 
part of the great thrubbjng mass of 
metal that stood before him.

At night when the whistle blew, he 
went to the cell house, where there was 
naught but steel walls and ceilings, and 
bars, and he heard only the clang and 
rasping of steel doors and bolts. The 
song of steel seemed to thrill every 
nerve and fibre of bis being, but to day 
he seemed to stand apart from it all.
To right and left he glanced and saw 
the vicious looking muzzles of guards’ 
rifles pointed toward him. Again and 
again be looked out of the barred win 
dows at the long line of convicts in 
gray, wending their way like a centi
pede across the prison yard to the 
chapel. Many long years he had 
watched that gray line go to chapel 
services, hut he was content to sweat 
and toil. Once, long ago, be had asked 
a/ferret-eyed cell n ate if he went to 
chapel, and he answered him harshly 
say ing. “ They give yon religion there, 
but don’t speak about God to me—sell 
your body and soul to the devil—and 
he'll get you out of this hell-hole—don't 
speak to me about God, or I'll choke 
youse.” He remembered that, but 
somehow to day he wanted to be in tbat 
line, for he heard that a missionary 
priest would talk to all the Catholic 
and non-Catholic prisoners. Memories 
of the past filled his mind. He dimly 
remembered when as a child, his mother 
had often folded his hands and tried to 
teach him to pray, but she died before 
he had learned ; then again, when his 
pal, Ryan, was shot by a copper, and 
was dying, he had asked him to pray for 
him, and he had promised, but he never 
learned to pray, so he felt he still owed 
that debt to Rj an. Yes, he remembered 
how he went to call a priest for his 
dying pal, and the coppers bad pinched 
him. So thus be mused and when he 
thought of how he had asked the Cap
tain that morning if he conld go to the 
Chapel and had been refused, he ground 
his teeth swore he'd get the captain for 
that.

No. 1333 watched the sunshine stream 
through the barred windows and re
membered how once a little bird had 
perched on those steel bars and warbled 
its song, and how that night he stole a 
ciU't of bread in the dining room, hid it 

“I will try,'1 sliesimplv imred. ! oar,'l,lll>' Ma shirt, and the fot-
Ttoree days later a ,,, I, are, leather lowing day cautiously put it on the will- ..... . „

covered hex of considerable aire war dewill. The bird came again that day and Weaker a„ weaker grew No 1333 aa 
brought over on the stage from the pecked at the cruat and aang its sweet- the priest gc him the last Sacrarnenta. 
nearest railway station. The surgeon eat songs. Day alter day for weeks he “’’f th',n as he was rwning th,.
sat up late that night examining and «tôle a little bread, and the bird came Pfayers for .he dying. No. 1333 opened 
arranging Its contents. Then he went every day and sang for him, and then that h,s .ips ami urmured, Our Father, 
t,o bed and slept like a healthy child. »»rao captain caught him stealing the »»*« : forgive me. as I forgive

The first thing be did when he arose I bread. He punished him and had him “em all. and slowly passed away, 
in the morning was to stretch out hi* liUt 'n d,1IiR‘>on where there was No 1333 hnJ learned to pray, and a 
long, white hands and stare at them. j absolute silence and darkness. To right missionary fr« 1 the Apostolic Mission 

“Steady as the eternal rocks," he said a,l<1 llv eould <,nl? th#> steel House knelt- side the corpse of one of
with a pleased smile. j walls us he lay on the stone floor for j his first etmv, t, converts, remembering

Two hours Inter he made his appear da'8* dying before he whs taken the words of -e Saviour of Mankind :
ance at the door of the little cottage, "ut- When he returned to hie work he “Even so there shall be joy in Heaven 
valise in hand, where the dark-eyed ! fvlt broken in spirit, for the bird upon one sinner that doeth 
girl eagerlv awaited him. never returned. 1 was then he

“Artie awoke in capital spirits," she ,vlt he had lost a true and dear friend 
whispered, “and my stepmother has goue As he thought on in this mood, he 
to spend the day at a neighbor’s, and groaned and worked ferociously, heaving 
everything that you ordered is ready.” the heavy coal- listening now and then 

“Good," he said, with an admiring to fh<* triimU Bnd bias of convicts feet 
glance at her eager face and trim, alert shuffling over the stone lings of the 
Qyurt,. prison yard as they returned from

Then he went in and closed the outer Chapel.
Once he heard an unfamiliar step in 

the furnace room, and looking out of the 
corner of his eye, he saw a guard pasting

was Dually reached 
to decrease the number, allowing Guard 

--------  and a few others to remain
Vigilance, directed according to 

Catholic principles, must obviously be 
particularly active iu the spiritual 
sphere. Ilumauitariau effort, busied 
with its own temporal concerns, is 
praiseworthy but inadequate. The vice 
of intemperance leaves its most deadly 
sting in the regions of the soul. “ This 
pestilence of souls," as St. Augustine 
names it, is a vice enumerated by St. 
1‘atil in the category of sins excluding 
from the kingdom of God. In the days 

St. Augustine (fifth century,) the 
vice had become so common in Africa as 
to disturb the d ecipline of the Church. 
“ Who is there now," says the saintly 
doctor (sermon 17 tom. v., p. 95) “ who 
does not think lightly of the sin of hab
itual drunkenness ? That sin abounds 
*nd is thought little of. Though 
drunkards are already dead in soul, yet 
since our Physician is almighty we 
must not despair of them, hut prav with 
all our strength that the Lord

front room of thelodged in the upper 
Widow G Mette'» cozy cottage, with a 
wonderful view of smiling hillsides and 
tinted woods and blue and white sky 
from its extremely clean windows.

He had told the widow tnat his name 
was Thomas Brown and tbat he was a 
worn out travelling man who bad come 
to Marion for rest and quiet. Where 
was he from ? From Braceville, and he 
named the railway town to which he 
had purchased his ticket when he ran 
away from the big city.

“Much sickness iu Braceville ?" in
quired the widow.

The surgeon shuddered.
“I don't know," he said shortly, and 

taking his hat, went out for a stroll. 
As be passed down the maple bowered 
highway beyond the ro«*> of houses, kick
ing the red and gold drifts of leaves as 
he .faintly remembered doing when he 
was a boy iu that faraway Iowa village, 
he noticed a lame man approaching. 
The mau walked with a crutch, one of his 
legs being bent stifly at the knee. He 
was a cheery faced old man in a faded 
blue blouse with brass buttons.

“Mornin,' squire," he said, with true 
rural affability.

“A flue morning," said the great 
surgeon, :°solutely looking away from 
the stiffened knee.

“Not from ray rheumatism's point of 
view,” chuckled the old man.

“Rheumatism, eh ?" said the surgeon.
“I thought it might have been a gun

shot wound. The lame man had halted, 
and the surgeon felt tbat he was called 
upon to say something.

“No, sir," said the lame man, with 
much emphasis. “I went thro’ th* war 
without a scratch. Got into seventeen 
pitched battles an came out ag'in sound 
as a dollar. Uncle 8am don’t owe me 
nothin'. No sir, mornin," and he 
sturdily plodded along.

Tne surgeon smiled at the old man's 
vehemence. Then, as he looked back at 
hia pain cramped figure, be sighed 
Somehow the sunshine didn't seem quite 
so bright.

He walked long enough to win a good 
appetite, however, and when he returned 
to the widow’s cottage found an appetiz 
ing cold luncheon awaiting him, with a 
trim little rosy cheeked lass to serve it. 
The widow bustled in presently with 
voluble excuses for her absence. She 
had run over to Ezra Pathen’s, her 
right hand neighbors, to carry a glass of 
quince jelly to young Joe Patoheu, jo»t 
back from the Philippines.

“Poor boy," said the widow; “he's 
nothing but parched skin an’ aching 
bones. Got one o’ those swamp fevers 
fastened on him, an' if he pulls through 
the winter it'll be a blessed wonder.

The surgeon pushed back his jjfate. 
His appetite had suddenly failed. He 
went up to his oozy bedroom and 
dropped into a big cushioned rocker.

“The man's a fool who thinks he can 
run awav from human suffering, he 
muttered bitterly.

Tben the tidy bed. with its immacu
late coverings, wooed his tired bones, 
and a minute or two later he was enjoy
ing the first afternoon nap he had taken 
for many years.

He awoke toward dusk feeling rather 
ashamed of his long sleep. And yet 
only a few hours later he found lie w»» 
quite ready for the all night nap. He 
was sleeping;souudly at eight o'clock 
when the widow called him. He arose

0
with the stokers.

No. 1333 had greatly changed in those 
two years, for his ferocious spirit seemed 
to have been subdued. He no longer 
snarled at every command, or smarted 
under every order, but gradually 
the confidence of his guards. When he 
was ordered to work that morning, he 
regretted he could not meet and hear 
bis old friend, the missionary, so that he 
could tell him of all he had learned from 
that book of “Facts." When he entered 
the furnace room with the other 
prisoners, he scented trouble, and 
noticed especially the actions of Shorty, 
the murderer. He saw the shaken 
heads and shrugging shoulders of the 
other convicts and heard the lipless 
words passed back and forth.
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Bending ana heaving, bending and 
heaving and sweating the felons hurled 
the coal into the fiery furnaces, at the 
same time squinting out of their slant 
ing eyes to the right and left where 
were seated the guards. Now a mes
sage seemed to flash from one stone face 
to the other; Guard 0-----  had with
drawn his gaze for a moment. Shorty 
snatched up a heavy sledge, swung it 
high in the air? and with a mighty 
whirl it flew true to its mark. The 
guard toppled from his high seat, and 
his rifle pitching to the floor exploded 
with a loud report. Like a panther, the 
life prisoner sprang forward, seized the 
fallen rifle, and struck viciously at the 
prostrate form.

The rifles of the other guards cracked 
and cracked as dust begrimed prisoners 
crouching low sprang for the doors. 
No. 1333 leaped for the life prisoner, 
seized him by the throat and back and 
forth they fought for the possession of 
the rifle. Suddenly one of the felons, a 
large massive fellow, seeing that Shorty 
wss being worsted and knowing that No. 
1333 was trying to put dbwn the revolt, 
rushed forward snatching up a shovel. 
In the hands of that demon it became a 
weapon of murder ; it fell and rose, rose 
and fell with heavy thud on the head of 
No. 1333.

When No. 1333 opened his eyes in the 
hospital he called for the missionary, 
and messengers hurried away to summon 
him. Word by word, with difficulty, he 
spoke to the priest : “Father, I lost my 
mother when I was only a kid ; I was 
forced into the streets by a drunken 
father, and could only get something to 
eat by stealing. I lived on the streets 
and alleys of a great city and starved 
and slept out doors when nights 
cold. I dldn t know how bad all the 
things were that I did, until I learned 
from you a couple of years ago. My cell 
mate read that little book of “Plain 
Facts for Fair Minds" to me, over and 
over again, b. mse I couldn’t read, and 
I tried hard to learn it, and tried to 
learn to pray. The police never gave 
me a square deal, but God will, won't 
he, Father, and God will let me

may open
the ears of their hearts which they keep 
closed." The trend of the modern 
philanthropist is towards classing the 
confirmed drunkard with the victims of 
incurable disease. The Church, stand
ing on higher ground, knows no such 
classification, despite Ithe aggravation 
of many relapsed giving the enemies of 
God occasion to blaspheme. In hia re
joicings at the triumph of the martyrs 
and at the freedom of the Church from 
persecution, St. Augustine had sorrow
fully to admit : “ Drunkards now perse
cute with their cups those whom the 

formerly persecuted 
stones." (Knar, in Ps. lix ) The mis
sion of the Church is, like that of her 
Divine

FATHER MATHEW
Pass to the achievements of Father 

Mathew, the Apostle of Temperauce. 
Death having moved him from the 
scenes of his triumphs, the surpassing 
success of his life-work gradually de
clined, in proportion to the growing 
relapses in the ranks of an army that 
had lost the magic presence of its 
leader. The glorious Work had dwindled 
almost to extinction, leaving iu its 
place little more ihan a sad though 
hallowed memory, when, by a merciful 
Providence, the torch of enthusiasm 
was lit afresh. The revival of Ireland 
came, thanks to the initiative of the 
saintly Dr. Furlong, Bishop of Ferns, 
who well remembered Father Mathew’s 
world famed crusade, and bitterly de
ploring prevailing apathy, stepped into 
the breach and again upheld the stand
ard of Temperance. From tbat day to 
this, Ireland has never gone back. The 
huge demonstration recently held in 
the vicinity of Vinegar Hill of’98 fame, 
proves the movement to be still forging 
ahead. By way of parenthesis—it is 
“still going strong," in the opposite 
direction to “Johnnie Walker" I Way
ward human nature has, alas 1 ever a 
tendency to resume the habits of the 
Old Adam. Even in Father Mathew's 
heyday of glory, many disciples “went 
hack and walked fio more with him." 
On returning to Ireland in the

say, must go down in the 
Where is the 

grace, unusual in its power and effi
ciency, which be needs ? The grace is 
not there. What right has he 
to graces of this kind who. in
stead of sedulously cultivating what 
was the best in him, has daily shrunk 
more and more away from that welfare 
to which his Christianity and bis 
science have called him ? His life has 
been, not one of self-denial, but of easy
going indulgence ; a life, not of self-re
straint, but of facile surrender to 
fort and ease. And now that the tre
mendous call has come to stand fast and

pagans with“Yea, I know," she quickly cried. “I 
have thought of all that, 
books on nursing and medical practice 
and know quite well what to expect. I 
would have started out for myself months 
sgo If it hadn’t been for Artie there. 
He needs constant care, and, while my 
stepmother—roy father died last winter 
—is very kind to him. I did not think 
it right to put all th<s burden on her 
shoulders. But the desire to go grows 
stronger and stronger every day.”

Tlie stranger's eyes sparkled again at 
her eagerness.

“It looks to me now," he said quite 
gravely, "as if there would soon be a 
chance to

I own several
Founder “ to seek and

to save them that lost."
She neither despairs nor desists in 
her zeal to reclaim those whom vice en
thrals in a general paralysis of the 
soul sa tivitles. The drink evil deadens 
finer feelings, benumbs the faculties, 
and stupefies the soul. The quintes
sence of the evil lies in this spiritual 
incapacity. “ Our bodies," says St. 
Augustine," “being made of earth may 
be compared with earth. Now when 
there has been too much rain, the earth 
becomes soaked and muddy and cannot 
be tilled. Just so oar body, when in
ebriated with excessive drink, 
receive no spiritual culture and pro 
duce no fruits such as the soul needs." 
( In appendice ad Serm. So. Aug., 294 ) 
The capital rem#4ly lies in the

Kidney Pains 
in the Back

prove your capabilities. If 
you come out of the ordeal iu a satisfac
tory manner, I think l can safely 
promise you a berth iu the big hospital 
with which I chance to have some con
nection." 4 Oh, thank you, sir! ’ she 
cried. “ And what is the ordeal? ”

The stranger looked down at the face 
of the crippled lad.

“The little chap is asleep," he softly 
said. “With your permission I mean to 
straighten this tortured back and this 
ugly shoulder, 
chief wrought by well-meaning ignor-

tiou8 of the Holy Spirit who works 
through the sacranuntal system of the 
Catholic Cburcn. 
may possibly reclaim earth for earth. 
He may impress the drunkard's under
standing with so forceful a pleading as 
to resolve him to thurst out drunken
ness to make way for sobriety. Success 
on these lines will avail to give out
ward respectability to a mau and evsn 
remotely prepare him to receive the 
higher influences of grace. It will not 
of itself, bring him nearer to the King
dom of God. it is, however, indefen
sibly and utterly immoral to cure one 
vice by introducing another. Man s 
capacity for indulgence, having limita
tions, admits but one ruling passion at 
a time.

Could Not Stand or Even Turn in 
Bed—Legs Greatly Swollen

The humanitarian

1845, after a prolonged and successful 
campaign in England, he found a budget 
of letters awaiting him. The following, 
one of a pile of letters accumulated in 
the interval, serves to illustrate the 
spirit of the waverer.

That 
And if

con jolt

pulse ;

which 
with I 
utnenal 
things,

timate

Kant i 
us a i 
When

showei

systen
intuit

Had
never

KrR.il

tlie (1 
truth

self t 
mind 
the tt

mean to undo the mis- All Doctor's Medicine Failed—Cure 
Effected by Use ofmean that this little fellow 

shall walk through life as straight and 
upright as God intended he should."

The girl's eyes dilated.
“And you will do this?" she murmured 

in an awed tone.

DR CHASES 
KIDNEY-LIVER P-LLSBallyhooly, May 2, 1845.

Very Rev. Father,—It's with much 
pleasure I have to announce to you that 
Iiam a loyal member of your Society, 
now nearly six years. And during that 
time I not only kept from any kind of 
tpirituons liquors, but in one of the 
visits your very rev. person paid one of 
my neighboring villages, I renewed my 
pledge against any of the other stuffs 
that frequently saw teetotallers make 
use of, such as soda, peppermint, ginger 
ale, cordial, lemonade, &o„ and all such 
things. I entirely avoided them, me 

happened last winter, 
through excessive labour, to get a very 
heavy fit of sickness, which both 
aneipated and debilitated 
much. I had as go >d nourishment as 
any poor man in my sphered life could 
have, and all was not serving me. 
ordered by a friendly neighbor of mine 
to drink a large tumbler of punch that 
would be hot, strong and sw«efc, with 
a large lump of butter melted upon it 
and take it sitting in my bed, before I d 
settle myself to sleep; this was in 
order

“With your permission and a certain 
amount of assistance," the stranger 
smilingly said.

“My assistance?" she repeated.
“ Yes. 1 have no acquaintances here, 

and 1 will need some help. Do you 
think you have the nerve to stand* by

see my
mother, too, won’t he ? If I had her 
when I was a kid, I'd never became bad, 
because she wouldn't let ! 
won't you help me to die right 
to die square with God, won’t you hear all 
my sins and give me all the other Sacra 
ments that you preached about ; won’t 
you help ntv pray ?"

Again this great medicine has trium
phed over kidney disease of a severe 
type. From a bed of suffering and help
lessness Mrs. Walsh was restored t. 
health and strength by using Dr. Chase'** 
Kidney-Liver Pills „

Kidney pains in the back tortured 
her. Dropsical swellings had set in and 
she had no reason to hope for cure, since 
the doctor's medicine failed to even re
lievo her. Read what the husband says 
about this remarkable

^1 r* Thos. D. Walsh, Pictou, N.S.,

me. Father,
V

Prescinding from moralitv, vices mav 
he set one against t ho other in a contest 
for this mastery. The principle has its 
lawiul higher application in the forma
tion of character.“ ■'"'‘•tion "f Christ," ^eiSp'b* 
habit, m the sense that vicious habit R 
overcome by its Contrary habit of virtue 
Against such there is no law. The new 
habit in ha formation trains the powers 
of a man to the practice of virtue and 
rescues him from the bondage of „in. 
Detachment from vice Is effected by 
means of attachment to virtue An in' 
stance of this principle of action in its 
vicious application, was some months

with a start glancing flrR at his watch 
and then at himself in the bureau glass 
He looked ten years younger.

“Sleep in knitting up the ravelled sleeve 
of care for you all right old fellow," he

and all.

" Two years ago my wife took 
to her bed after suffering for a long 
time from kidney pains in the back. 
She was not able to stand on her feet or 
evi n turn herself in bed. The doctor's 
medicine was no benefit whatever, that 
we could gee.

me vert

Tnen he quite astonished himself by 
having an appetite for breakfast, and 
after breakfast he walked forth again. 
He remembered the old soldier, how 
ever, and went the other way.

As he passed the last cottage iu this 
new direction a young woman came 
through the gate. She was accom
panied by a weazened little boy, who 
clung tightly to her hand. He was a 
cripple. One of his shoulders dropped, 
and his head bent over it. His legs 
were spindly and weak, and he sbiifiVd 
along with the appearance of a decrepit 
old man.

S metimes her legs 
wi.uld swell considerably. Rendit g about 
a woman in similar condition being cured 
by Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills 
purchased two boxes and when these 
were used she was able to sit up. With 
fhree more boxes she was restored to 
health and doing her own housework.

“ As for myself 1 also found these 
pills all that Is claimed for them. I 
give this statement in order that others 
may obtain the same ease from suffering 
as that experienced by my wife and my
self."

penance,
more than u >u ninety-nine just who 
need not peuai ce." Harmless as Dewto remove

of my bones which I 
had with. Then, fcho’ had I 
I did not do it until I d see about it. I 
got a stick and walked with its help 
down to my priest’s house, and told him 
all as I have stated. What he told tne 
was to drink some whey, that It was very 
good ; but, at that hour of the night, I 
had no more getting of whey than I had 
of Spanish wine in the miserable street

the pains out A woman who values her looks takes 
care of her complexion, knowing that, 
the disastrous results of aud wind
"" " " ""i"1"1 and
nightly. SngHOimiH women are nuit,,,OAMPANA’8 ITALIAN Ba£m.,“ ôh
quickly removes tsn, rougi,ness
drug 8toies,0n °f the Skini 25*‘- all

i .E’ ™ nmt * Co’ Wholesale
ists, 80 George St., Toronto.

was very

Find n pleasure in offering little 
services, and do not fear to ask them. 
By offering little services, you advance 
a step towards making a friend; by ask
ing a service you give a mark of confi
dence which is pleasing to a friend. 
There results from this interchange of 
favors a habit of mental kindness.

The great surgeon frowned and 
hurried forward. Just as he was about to 
pass the pair the girl turned and looked

When it was all over the ,dark eyed 
girl walked with the great surgeon to

Oue pill a dose, 25o a box. at all deal
ers or Edmanaon, Bates & Co., Limited, 
Toronto.

Drug.
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