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their task it was to give relief in the
name of the Almighty Father.

A young Sister had just finished
binding up the woundsof an aged Con-
federate and consigned him to the am-
bulance when her steps were arrested
by piteous groans coming from the
direction of a clump of thick, high
bushes.  Hurriedly she parted the
branches and knelt beside a dying
soldier whose uniform identified him as
belonging to the Federal forces, the
straps upon his shoulder marking him

as an officer. The face was covered
with a rough beard of a few days

growth, and his hand rested upon his
breast, from which issued a stream of
blood. It was the work of a moment
for the dexterous hands of the Sister
to staunch the blooa and apply restor
atives to the parched lips. This im
parted a little strength and the dying
man opened his eyes, murmuring
weakly :

“ Thank you, Sister.”

At the sound of his voice, so famil-
iar, a death-like pallor overspread the
face of the Religious ; she gazed into
the eyes, over which the film of death
was rapidly gathering : on the face,
changed and ashen from the approach-
ing dissolution, and with a cry, she
lifted his head, and, kissing the lips,
said :

‘ Father ! father ! will you not now
forgive your Angela ?”

It was in truth Captain Wilbern, who
was held in the embrace of his daugh-
ter Angela, now Sister Angela. At
first the poor man was unable to utter
a word ; then he said :

“0 Angela, my darling child ! That
you may see I do indeed forgive you,
let me die a Catholic.”

Quickly she arose; no priest was
near, and she knew no time could be
lost, for her father was mortally
wounded, was dying. He had never
been baptized, of this she was certain.
She took from the satchel she carried
a flask of baptismal water, and in a
few words she prepared him for the
reception of the sacrament. As the
sacred water flowed upon the aged
brow, and her quivering voice pro-
nounced the words: ‘I baptize thee,
in the name of the Father, and of the
Son and of the Holy Ghost," the head
fell heavily against her breast and
Charles Wilbern was dead.

A few natural tears forced them-
selves from the Sister’s eyes and fell
over the stiffening face, but the grate-
ful heart sent up glad thanksgiving to
the good God who had granted to her
a petition so often asked with tears.
She knew her father’s soul was safe ;
and thus, even on earth, did Sister
Angela reap the sweet fruits of her
heroic self-sacrifice. —Catholic Colum-
bian,
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Tricks of Politicians.

The real or bogus onslaught of the
A. P. A. on Major McKinley reminds
the New York Sun of the sharp device
whereby a candidate for another offic
once got himself elected. Here is the
story :—

Apropos of thiscircular it is interest-
ing to recall how the Honorable, and
at that time ever wicked, Gibbs once
elected himself State Senator. The
situation in the old Ninth Ward, where
Gibbs was running, was desperate for
Gibbs. Something had to be done.
Then Gibbs thought of a masterpiece.
Election morning before the voters
were up men went through the district
with arms full of circulars. These
circulars read something like this :

«« Down with Gibbs, the friend of the
Roman Catholics! Gibbs has done
more for the Roman Catholics than any
man who ever satat Albany. It is the
duty of every patriotic American citi-
zen to work and vote against him, A
vote against Gibbs is a vote against
the Pope. Arise, citizens, and bury
him.

“The Protestant Association of the
Ninth Ward.”

Dozens of these circulars were left at
every tenement house in the district,

and at every house where it was
known there was a Catholic.
The wicked one's friends fumed

and heaped curses on the people who
had made such a dastardly attack.
Gibbs himself said it was a despicable
piece of work on the part of his ene-
mies, but he coyly admitted that they
told the truth in the circular, and he
was proud of it. Gibbs was elected by
an over - whelming majority. The
sturdy men of the Ninth, especially the
Catholics, went to the polls, and a
$1,000,000,wouldn't have induced them
to vote against Gibbs.

phrases of which we catch the minor
chord, the faint echo of wailing for a
lost nationality that renders so pathetic
the history of Ireland. Indeed, Father
Dominic's verse is never so beautiful
as when he pays tribute to the glories
and the deservings of the land from
which his forefathers sprang. There
is no need to dwell upon the merits of
the following verses: their beauty
speaks for itself :

ERIN'S MARTYRS,

1of Ireland

1every clime

d and Celtie dust

Where martial arm and ps ot trust
Proclaim her deeds st 3,

throne alone
s Blad

hled

priestess stood,
8 sacred blood,
With which her lips are red
Where'er O fon’s arm was raised,
There Ce s seen to fall,

On soil where Moslemt iy reigns,
On Furope's blood-enerimsoned plains,
They died at Freedom's call,

Their bones have bleached on Afric’s sands
In far Australian wild

Aud here where Freedom rules alone

On battlefield the Celt is known

Her dauntless, noble child.

And a3 his life blood ebbs away

Upon some alien shore,

His last fond thought i3 of the land
Crushed, helpless 'neath the tyrant’s hand—
Is it to rise no more ?

No ! AsJudea’s seer of old

Saw Israel’s bones arise,

So H '8 breath shall spirit give
n martyred sons shall live
’Neath Freedom's deathless skies !

In the realm of spiritual postry
Father Dominic has done some ex-
quisite work., There are few poems
on the subject of Good Friday more
beautiful in thought and expression
than that which here follows. It
carries with it the very essence of the
sorrow and the sacrifice typified in the
memory of that day. Here is the
utterance of one who understands the
heartaches of humanity :

GOOD FRIDAY.

On the Tree in anguish dying,

Hear us, Lord, in anguish crying!

Spare us on this day of sorrow

Or despair we ere the morrow !
Miserere, Jesu Mi!

Miserere, hear our moaning ;
Miserere, hear our groaning ;
Miserere, Jesu Mi!

By Thy thorn-crowned head and bleeding ;
By Thy gory wounds, mute-pleading ;
By thy transfixed heart and riven ;
By Thy life blood lavish given
Miserere, Jesu Mi!

By Thy crowning and Thy scourging,

By grief’'s torrent ‘round Thee surging,

By Thy cry for pity calling,

Save us from sin’s doom appalling !
Miserere, Jesu Mi !

Miserere, Jesus save us
Sinners, in Thy life blood lave us,
Miserere Domine !

Not to every one is given the faculty
to say words that can console the grief
of those whose loved ones have been
called by death. Yet if anything could
add a balm to wounded hearts, it
would be the tenderness of such asa

poem as this :
IN MEMORTAM,

Hath drooped a lily thou didst love ?
Weep not: it bloometh still above.

Its calyx pure hath grown more white
Beneath God's own celestial light.

Mayhap it was too pure for earth

God called it hence to crown its worth,
W here no more fading, no more gloom
Hath place ; but one eternal bloom.

Such passing is not death, but life :
It leadeth hence from sin and strife.
The Christ hath called her ; 'tis not loss,

'Tis one more lily 'neath the cross !

1t bloometh now, where spot nor stain,
Nor aught of gloom shall come again.

W hen thou shalt claim it a8 thine own,
It shall to heavenly grace have grown.

Then raise thine eyes ; bid grief depart!
Be Christ consoler to thy heart

He points to endless liteon high :

They truly live who Christlike die!

In a critique necessarily so brief and
imperfect as this, one can only hint at
the varied merits contained in the
poems of a man who has written so
much and so well as Father Brennan.
Father Dominic usually writes in a
style all his own, but there is one fine
poem in the meter of Macauley's
‘¢ Battle of Ivry " which deserves men-
tion here, even if the lack of space
prevents its reproduction in full. It
is a stirring ballad entitled the ** Irish
Tongue,” the first stanza of which is
herewith given as a hint of the spirit
and inspiration that characterize the
whole production :

THE IRISH TONGUE,

From out Time’s mystic stream methinks I
hear each nation’s song,

Itslife. its hopes, it3 fame, its wrongs. All—as

itsweeps along.

Methinks I hear each voice but thine, fair
* Kden of the West.”

thou no dream of rest ? R
Hast thou no glories past to tell—no future joys

to sing ?

dom’s glorious spring ?

ne'er denied ?

noble pride !

throughout our lan
The harlot

Is Major McKinley
‘‘wicked " game also?—Boston Pilot.

playing the

Hast thou no voice—hast thou no song—hast

Hast thou ng present hopes—no dream of Free-
Who dared to rob thee of the gift kind heaven
A nation’s voice to thrill the people's heart with
And in its place & bndnrd tongue supplant
axon for the Gaelic glorious and

votion which gives to them a beauty
that in itself is inspiration. One
stanza from *‘‘St. Catherine, Martyr,”
will illustrate the truth of this criti-
cism :
The Virgin bowed her head in prayer,
* 1 thank [hee, Lord, that I may share
The sufferings of the bitter cross
That Thou didst bear for me,
And by my death in turn display
My love for Thee whose Blood did pay
The price to set me free.”
Some of the best verses he has written
have been his translations under the
general title, *“ Hymns of the Church.”
It is a pity that they cannot here be
quoted in extenso. The first stanza of
the ‘‘ Prayer in the Garden " suggests
the noble tones of Milton's *‘ Hymn of
the Nativity :”
Mark how the Word eternal, comes from the
Father’s throne,
Burning with deepest love man to redeem,

For the first Adam's sin, with its fell brood of
death,
Fain would Love's victim be, priceless,

suprewe,

There is a sweet, old fashioned
beauty in this verse from the *‘Crown
of Thorns :"

Go forth, O Sion’s daughters fair !

Go forth, chaste virgins of the King !

Mark maddened Salem crown the Christ,
Mark salem’s sons mock homage bring.

Some noble lines and powerful ideas
are found in this poem of the ** Resur-
rection : "

RESURRECTION,

Mighty cradle !
Mother

Rose and rest.
Wrought their glory, wrought their doom !

Clasp thou fondly what i3 holy,
Hallowed dust !
What engendered,
(Dust to dust)

They have rendered !

Spirit unto Him returneth,
Who hath given.
Life for life, untrammeled, yearneth,
And hath striven ;
Striving, longing. striving ever
With a ceaseless strong endeavor.
Lowly part to thee confiding,
Till the trump’'s dread call shall bid them
Where in deathless life abiding
Spirit of earth’s chains shall rid them.

“ Seed of Glory! Seed of Sorrow !"”
Mother earth,
In thy breast
8in and worth
Rot and rest

Side by side till the dread morrow.

Endless these shall be thy shame,

Endless these thy noblest fame !

If ever a man unconsciously wrote a
description of his own character or
crystalized in words the primal impulse
of his own being, Father Dominic has
done so in this poem entitled ‘¢ Life's

Motto :"

LIFE'S MOTTO,
I built within my heart a throne,
And asked me, who should rule thereon ?
Then came from out life’s busy mart
Full many a claim to rule my heart.
But Passion ruled there, lord supreme,
Led men by sordid selfish dream.
Nay : said I, higher lord or none,
Shall fill the heart’s all hallowed throne,
Then spake out from my soul a voice :

** Gaze but within and learn thy choice.
All men share in Christ’s brotherhood.
Thy aim should be to seek their good.
Then place as lord upon thy throne
Thy brother’s joy before thine own.”

The extracts I have given are only a
suggestion of the many and charming
thoughts which this gifted priest has
contributed to current literature.

They are the beautiful expression of a

mind and soul more beautiful than
they. Father Dominic is himself the
best of all his poems.

IR S

The Darky and his Three Wishes.

The following anecdote told in the
New York Sun, by C. C. Page, M. D.,
well illustrates the contentment pre-
valent in the South before the war:
Jack was once asked by his young
master to make three wishes. He was
told to take plenty of time and think
well before he spoke.

After deliberating several minutes,
he said :
pa'r of boots.’

‘“Jack,” said his master,

‘“ when

something better ?
careful, "

have a plenty of fat meat."”

‘* Now, Jack, you have only one more
wish,
better than a pair of
meat ?"

up, saying :
pa'r of boots and a plenty of fat meat
I doan’ want nuthin’ mo’, "

personally.

has always lived in Virginia.
e

in its use.

‘¢ Well, Marse Joe, I want a

you consider all the number of good
things in this world, can’t you think of
Try again., Be

‘“ Well, Marse Joe, I always want to
Can’t you think of something
boots and fat
After thinking awhile, he gave it

“*Marse Joe, if I had a

This happy negro Dr. Page knew
He was born a slave and

Thousands have tested the great building-
up power of Hood's Sarsaparilla and have
tound renewed strength, vigor and vitality

Mother Graves’ Worm Exterminator does

Physical and mental law has
an interdependency of interests with
moral law, and the violations of the
latter show themselves in unerring
manifestations of mind and body.
Paganism wrought out its individual
detective system culminating in the
doctrine of Nemisis or irony of fate,
which under the old covenant the
reign of law proclaimed in unmistak
able words the evidences of sin, which

no power could secrete : ‘‘Be sure
your sin will find you out scilote
quonian pecatwm vestrum apprehendet
v Looked at from every point of
view—Pagan, Jewish, and Christian

man’s environment demands confession,
which is the price of ease of conscience.

It is as instinctive desire of the soul as
that of self-preservation. So impera
tive are its demands, in many ca
that it becomes the refuge of despa
and the preventive of a suicide.
laws covern the whole universe, and
when they are violated in any of its
orders, whether of the nature or of
grace, the instinctive principle of
detection voluntary or involuntary,
asserts its power in the individual soul
of man. He cries out in the agony of
remorse when sin has done its work.
How admirably does the poet of ““In
Memoriam " picture, with a few strokes
of his pen, the utter helplessness of

man .

)

God's

But what am 17
An infantin the night :
An infant erying for the light
And with no language but a ery.”

Poets, novelists and philosophers,
who have attempted to sound the depths
of man’'s moral being, long ago dis-
covered confession as a remedial
agency in the wants of the soul.
Literature abounds in examples in
which confession is the recognized
principle bringing its own sweet re-
ward. Taking two books, popular in
the best sense, which are as much read
as when they were first produced, we
find notable instances of cases whose
counterparts are not uncommon occur-
rences in the parochial life of the Cath-

olic clergy. All readers of light
literature are familiar with *‘Ton:

Brown at Oxford,” whose author has
but lately passed away. They will re-
member the subtle temptations at *‘ The
Choughs,” which became a regular
haunt of the Saint Ambrose crew, under
the guidance of Tom Brown. Gradu-
ally does it dawn on the attention of
the readers why the young hero is
is particularly fascinated at ‘‘The
Choughs.” The struggle then waged
for supremacy of right or wrong in
the soul of a young man presents all
the elements of dramatic interest await
ing results. No Catholic can pass the
pages recording the temptation but he
feels instinctively the supreme blessing
and safeguard of confession, Noargu-
ment is essential for the demonstration
of its security in the preservation of
the souls of the young. The simple
recital of the episode suflices for that.
I'arther on in the career of Tom Brown
we reach the end of the freshman’s
year, and the author, feeling the need
of some way of deliverance for wrong
done by the young in their wild uni
versity days, falls back on a quotation

Dr, Stanley.
the power of this passage consists in
its admission of the instinctive need of
cenfession.

preacher, ‘I may still more directly
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L . \ s alwa wtter to send rem e 'y
and more closely round him, Is there | Jefferson Medical College, | money orcer, but when cash Nt the letter
any one who has ever felt this grievous | P1yi14 fa da f , | showid in every case be regisier
J { > { one o - ; 0
burden ?  What is deliverance ? It is ]I .1”1 welphia, 18 Ous | the 0 Address~THOMAR 'COFIIRY,
> | to teil the truth to his friend, to his highest authorities in the | cathole Record OMce, - LONDON, O
parent, to any one, whosoever it be, | world on the act ion  of NOTICE.
from whom he is concealing that which druos. In his last \\,“‘.k' ARG, e T o8
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y | himself and others — one ray of truth | “Ttis) ary to state t 11iver | Yavrlament. The fnancial circumstances of the ;
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the whole man free.”

thought, discovers the instinctive want
of the soul, and in its own partial way
suggests relief through means thor-
oughly Protestant.

Among the characters drawn by
Hawthorne, none seems more unique in

not require the hel
cine to complete the cure,

] back the days

nd.
Awny'vrv‘nh hthll impostare foul, and give us

and be eonvinced.

of any purgative medi-
Give it a trial

L TP o

its way than that of Hilda in ‘‘The

from a sermon delivered by the late
Strange as it may appear

““ And, if turning to the
younger part of my hearers,” says the

apply this general lesson to them. I8
there no one who, in some shape or

This passage, in its undercurrent of

we need but study more closely the
literature of the times. For, after all,
what is literature but the expression of
the life of the people ? The investiga
tion of the instinctive desires of human
nature in their relations to Catholicity
is both fascinating and instructive
We have presented only one phase of
the question in connection with con
fession,— Catholic Review

-

Latin in a Cobbler’s Shop.

business and did not

He was strietly

ave VNG SV Talms WV - AWaN, -1

mean to be taken in on any sort of a . 4»

1d briek eme, sugar coated though For B WAL S Dok 1 i'
the proposition was with flattery. The w es 0

story is told by the Detroit /ree 1”1
“You understand Latin,of coursc
he began as he entered a cobbler's shop
on an uptown street the other after
noon, ** Vhell?” queried
as he burnished at the heel of a shoe
and glanced out of the window,

“I'm a bit rusty on my Latin and
want a little asgistance. One does grow
rusty, you know,

the cobbler

unless he has daily
use of a language. You kunow what
‘magnwm bonum' is, of course?”’

“You vhant some shoes fixed?"” asked
the cobbler, but without much interest
in the query.

“Not to-day, my friend. Whilemy
shoes may seem to require repairs, 1
wear ‘em this way for the sake of ven-
tilation. Are youupon ‘mors omnibus
communis?'"
“Mebbe you like a pair of shoes to
measure?”
“I may get new shoes later on in the

location. Just at present I am bothered
with my Latin. If I should say to you,
‘Nemo solis sapit,” what would be your
reply?”
“Do you haf some peesness to-day?”
asked the coddler as he threw down the
shoe.
““Notbusiness in the technical s3nseof
the word, but business in the general

sense. l.et me say to you, ‘Omnia cum
Deo.”
“Vhell?"

“Does that strike a sympathetic
chord in your heart, or must I exclaim,
Volo non valeo?' "
“ Do you like sometings to-day?”
asked the cobbler, as he pausedin his
work to look up.
“Certainly, I do. I want to ask you
in Latin for ten ceuts to help me along.”
““I speak some English.”

“Then I ask you in Engligh.
you give a fellow-man ten cents?”
¢ 1 gif nobody ten cents.”
“Neither in Latin nor English?”
“No, sir! You petter go oudt!”
“Then it's ne quid nimis,is it ?
“‘She vhas.”

“And you won't homo hominilupus 2’
“No, sir!”
“Then I suppose I'll have to hic finis
fandi and take my I pluribus unum.
Sorry we can’t meet on a mutual plane
but no great harm done, and out I go.
Fareweil, O cobbler, and may you long
continue to cob!”

Will
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a complete outfit of fur,  1ur coats are indeed | orider) we will send the Bible by expre {0
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Catholie Publishers, Booksellers and Stas
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1569 Notre Dame Bt. | 115 Churel 8,
MONTREAL, TORCHTO,

VERY LIBERAL OFFERS

An Opportunity to Possess a
Beautiful Family Bible at
a Small Outlay.

16 HOLY BIBLE.

Containing the entire Canonieal Serip- i
tures, according to the deeree of the Counetl i
of Trent, transiated from the Latin vulgate,
D ligently compared with the Hevbrow,
G and other editions in divers lang-
uages.  The Old Testament, first published
by the English College at Doway, A D. 1600,
The New ament, by the Enslish College
at Rheims, A, Dy 1084 Revised and correct-
ed according to the Clementine cdition of
the Seriptures, with amotations hy the Rev,
Dr. Challoner, to which s added the History
of the Holy Catholie Bible, and Caimet's 1i-
L1 lustrated and Explanatory Catholie Dietlon-
ary of the Bible, each edited by the Rev.
Tepatius F. Horstmann, DD, Protessor of
Philosophy and Liturgy In the Theojogical
Seminary of 8t. Charles Borromeo, Phila-
delphin, and prepared under the speeial
canetion of His Grace the Most Rev, Jas, K,
y | Wood, D.D., Arehbishop ot Philadelphia,
With references, an historieal and chronos
logieal index, a table of the Kpistics and
Gospels tor all the Sundays and Holyday

throughout the year annd of the most notablo
Feas'sin the Roman ealendar, and other in-

Bibles similar to these have for yvenrs been

were in arrears for the Fre n to pay part,
at least, of what they owe. Though the in
@ | debtedness of all is long since out lawed by
lapse of time, the undersigned ventures to

combined with the oil.
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hope that a large number of his old friends and
supporters—or their children—will be led by a
conscientious sense of justice and a recollec-
tion of the Frecman's usefulness ini tryin
times, to come to his aid and respond to a cal
patiently delayed for a quarter ot a century.
the Freeman having been lost, .
the matter of payment {s left entirely to the dis-
a cretion and honesty of the subscribers. =
Please address J. G. Moylan,

i Marble Faun.,” Burdened with a

preparation.

Daly avenue,
Ottawa.
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