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CHAPTER VI
A NEW DANGER

After hie arrival in Salem village, 
Captain Prosser Williams lost no 
time in discovering through the 
mediation of Ebenezer Cooke, brother 
of Madam de Vries, all that he wished 
to know concerning the occupants of 
that dwelling hard by the turnpike 
road from Boston, and thus set at 
rest any lingering doubts in his 
mind as to their identity. He did 
not make known his own real name 
or station to his informant or to any 
other residents of the place. Nor 
did his dress reveal anything, since 
he was clad as a merchant in sober 
apparel, and even his curled locks 
were hidden under a wig. Thus he 
was enabled to remain in the vil
lage for days without attracting 
the attention of either Evelyn or 
her father. On the verge of the for
est which adjoined their house, he 
watched for an hour at a time for a 
glimpse of the girl, which he but 
rarely got, but which, when secured, 
served as fuel to the devouring flame 
that consumed him. He spent the 
intervening time in ascertaining the 
sentiments of the people, both in 
regard to Mistress de Lacey herself 
and on that so lately all engrosuing 
subject of witchcraft. Representing 
himself as an ultra-Protestant and 
champion of the present King’s 
supremacy, he was made welcome in 
many houses of the town and 
amongst various classes of the popu
lation. He also frequented the tav
erns. and felt, as a doctor feels a 
patient’s pulse, tse temper of men's 
minds. As he had expected, he 
found that amongst the older people, 
the more ignorant, and those who 
had been active persecutors, much 
of the old credulity was still alive. 
Needless to say, he lost no oppor
tunity by word or gesture, or by a 
recital of the treatment even at that 
day accorded to witches in England, 
to feed the flame and lend fuel to 
the Are. On the other hand, many 
and weird were the tales which were 
told him, and which made all the air 
around vocal with the death cries of 
witches, or with the shrieks, the 
complaints and the outcries of their 
supposed victims. He was as famil
iar with the names of Rebecca 
Nurse, Elizabeth How, Goody Bib
ber, Rebecca Fox, Mrs. Bradstreet 
and the other reputed witches, 
with those of Mary Walton, Abigail 
Williams, the Parris children, Rev. 
Nicholas Noyes, his fellow-clergy 
man, Parris, and others of their chief 
accusers. The astute young man of 
the world seemed to be sounding 
every depth of credulity, ignorance, 
diabolical malice and superstition, 
and following all the windings and 
turnings of human nature in its at
titude towards religious matters or 
the supernatural, once it has escaped 
from the guiding hand of the 
Church. But the most curious re
sult of all was the effect of his dis
coveries upon himself. He who had 
cynically disbelieved in the truths 
of religion isuch religion at least as 
that of his parents,) and who 
mocked, in so far as was safe, at 
creeds and ministers and ceremon
ies, was now impressed far more 
than he would have cared to own by 
these strange narratives of sorcery 
and of the influence of the devil 
upon the very bodies of men. Some 
unexpected vein of superstition had 
cropped up within him, and disposed 
him to find some possibility of truth 
in what had at first appeared ludi 
crous. Also, he was half persuaded 
that the influence of Evelyn de 
Lacey over himself was more than 
natural.

CHAPTER VII
TRIED FOR WITCHCRAFT

It was late afternoon when the 
Town Marshal and the constables, 
charged with the arrest of Mistress 
Evelyn de Lacey on a charge of 
witchcraft, proceeded to her house. 
They were accompanied by a crowd 
of more or less excited people, the 
majority of whom still remembered 
the witchcraft excitement of several 
years before, and, though less under 
the influence of that delusion than 
their elders had been, were never
theless curious to watch all stages 
of the proceedings and to hear the 
accusations formulated against this 
stranger who had settled in their 
midst.

The sun, burning low in the west 
seemed té have an evil gleam, and 
cast a lurid glow over the landscape 
and the trees of the wood, which 
had the appearance of burnished 
copper. Coming forth from farms or 
dwellings along the route, dogs 
barked furiously in angry protest at 
the doings of that band. The men 
in their high, pointed hats and full- 
skirted coats, and the women in 
their wide, gathered skirts and sad- 
colored hoods and mantles, moved 
along as so many shadows. The 
wooden dwelling near the turnpike 
road showed windows gleaming in 
the red light of the sunset. Evelyn 
was alone in the house. Her father 
had begged her to accompany 
him, as she often did, for a walk, but 
she had remained at home to pre
pare the high tea or substantial sup
per which, according to the Dutch 
fashion, supplemented the midday 
dinner.

For many days their servant, Joy, 
had absented herself, and had even 
fled from Evelyn when she chanced

to meet her, nor would Goody Wil
kins, her mother, offer any reason
able excuse for her defection. 
Evelyn had noticed also a new and 
forbidding demeanor in the various 
neighbors, tonne of whom she had 
attended in illness, and had relieved 
by means of her medicaments. 
Though she had not said anything to 
her father, she felt convinced that 
there was something in the air. She 
feared that Prosser Williams and 
some of her enemies in Manhattan 
were plotting some new mischief.

Nevertheless, it was a distinct 
shock to Evelyn when that sinister 
group appeared before the house. 
There was a knock, which sounded 
portentous in the darkening air. 
Evelyn paused to steady herself by a 
silent prayer ; then, recognizing that 
resistance of any sort would be futile, 
she advanced to answer that final 
summons at the door, which was fol
lowed by a deep, masculine voice, 
saying :

“ Open in the name of the Lord 1"
The girl threw the door wide open, 

and stood firm and composed on the 
threshold. Prosser Williams, who 
had stationed himself where he could 
command an excellent view of the 
proceedings without being himself 
visible, could discern every feature 
of the girl’s face. He felt his heart 
throb with the old longing and the 
old infatuation. He was conscious 
of a tumultous joy at the sight of her, 
and was thrilled as always by the 
sound of her voice, and especially by 
the thought that this time there would 
be no escape for her, save through 
those good offices of his for which he 
would demand the only acceptable 
reward. He chafed at the tedious 
process of law and the delays that 
would be necessary before he could 
urge his suit and claim her for either 
his wife or his prisoner. At least, if 
all else failed, he could not this time 
be balked in bis revenge and the 
satisfaction of that strange hatred 
which always went hand in hand 
with his perverted love.

The young girl, hearing the order 
for her arrest, asked only that she 
might be allowed to take with her 
what might be actually necessary, 
and also put on her mantle and hood. 
The permission was granted, but two 
women from the crowd were chosen 
to accompany her to her room, and 
inspect every article that she took 
with her. They also read the hasty 
line which she left for her father, 
imploring him to take no step, to 
commit no act of rashness but pa
tiently to leave the issue with God. 
Fetters were then put upon her 
hands, and she went forth from the 
house between two constables, pre
ceded by the Town Marshal and 
accompanied by a motley crowd. A 
last gleam of light, like a sardonic 
smile, played over the bleak surface 
of the Witches’ Hill, and, as the 
strange cortege moved on through 
Prison Lane up Essex Street into 
Town House Lane and thence to the 
prison where she was to be detained, 
Evelyn’s eyes wandered over the 
landscape and caught glimpses of the 
Beverley shore beyond the river, with 
the wild indented coast of Marble 
head. It was fortunate for the pris
oner that the fury of the late terri
ble delusion had spent itself, for she 
thus escaped the brutal treatment 
then meted out to the accused.

It is possible in fact that, save for 
Prosser Williams, who had stirred up 
the smouldering fires of superstition 
in the breasts of a handful of zealots, 
the accusation would never have 
been made. A fanatical few, together 
with the rank and file of the ignor
ant, had never been convinced of the 
folly and wickedness of the former 
trials, or felt ashamed of their tragic 
consequences. These were still dis
posed to invoke the old colonial law 
against witchcraft, and had the sup
port of a sufficient number of men of 
influence tc constrain the magistrates 
to issue a warrant for the arrest of 
Mistress Evelyn de Lacey and for her 
detention in prison until a special 
session, about ten days from then, 
should be held.

The memorable session was held 
in the dusk of evening. The prisoner 
was brought from the prison to the 
old meeting house on Hobart Street, 
where the special session of the court 
was to be held. Two or three min
isters were present, and sat beside 
the magistrates, looking with sour 
and solemn faces at this beautiful 
young woman, who at least was guilty 
of absenting herself from the church 
services, whose name did not appear 
on any parish register, and who had 
never come forward to take the sacra
ment. Many witnesses were also 
present, prepared to give testimony 
against her, though not, as in former 
trials, to make specific charges 
against her of having bewitched or 
“ afflicted ” (as the phrase went) any 
particular individuals. That phase 
of madness had died out. But there 
were vague and general accusations 
against her of being unnaturally well 
versed in all domestic accomplish
ments. Her very beauty and the 
charm of her manner were cited 
against her, and especially the in
fluence which she was known to 
exert over the neighboring Indians, 
conversing familiarly with them in 
their own tongues. She was said to 
possess power over dumb brutes, and 
to have an uncanny skill in medicine 
and in the preparation of various 
medicaments. It was singular that 
none made any charge of having been 
injured by her, although many de
clared their belief that her super
human powers might at any time be 
exercised in the spells of sorcery. 
The most damaging testimony was 
given by Evelyn’s own servant, Joy, 
who testified to having seen Satan 
himself in the attic of the de Laceys’ 
dwelling ; or, if it were not Satan, 
then her young mistress's familiar 
spirit. Her evidence was corrobor

ated by her mother, Goody Wilkins, 
who testified that her daughter had 
returned to her from the aforesaid 
dwelling in a condition of mortal 
terror, and had consented to return 
only on the assurance that she would 
never be required to revisit the upper 
story of the house.

Prosser Williams listened carefully 
to all the evidence. Concealed from 
notice, as he supposed himself to be,* 
he feasted his eyes on the beauty of 
the young girl’s countenance. He 
was filled with a reluctant admira
tion, which enraged him, too, and 
stirred up within him the malignant 
spirit of hatred that always mingled 
with his infatuation, as he noted the 
high courage of the girl and the 
proud coldness of her bearing. Her 
contemptuous gaze swept in turn 
over all of those who composed the 
court — magistrates, ministers, ac
cusers and constable—as though she 
could not help but marvel at their 
folly and feel a certain compassion 
for their blindness.

While Joy was giving her testi
mony, Evelyn smiled and shook her 
head, as the girl, who had been 
really as fond of her young 
mistress as it lay in her 
nature to be, stumbled over her evi
dence and had to be freely prompted 
by those to whom she had previous
ly told her tale, or who had sug
gested to her various additions. 
Her narrative also was noted with 
something like exultation by Prosser 
Williams. For, though he totally 
disbelieved in its supernatural char
acter, he saw that it was likely to 
prove very damaging to the prisoner, 
and might be used at another time 
and place as proof positive against 
her. For he intuitively guessed that 
the figure in black, which had sat 
motionless and said “ Amen ” to the 
girl’s prayer, was neither demon nor 
wizard, but probably alfcatholic 
priest, whom the de Laceys were 
harboring at a time when such an 
act was strictly prohibited by the 
recent decree of Lord Bellomont.

On the conclusion of the testi
mony, a minister, who chose to make 
himself conspicuous as Parris and 
Noyes had done in the former trials, 
got up and made a rambling speech 
in the course of which he cried out,
“ that they must pray and bo. upon 
their guard, lest the Lord should 
once more do terrible things amongst 
them by loosening the chain of the 
roaring lion. Then would the devil 
come amongst them in greater 
wrath, cruelty and malice than ever, 
and the loud trumpet of God be 
heard thundering in anger upon that 
town and upon the country. Such 
creatures as the young female before 
them, invested with the dangerous 
snare of human beauty, having 
lifted up their heel against Christ, 
would by the fellowship of devils 
and the hellish mysteries of the 
covenant witches work to their de
struction.’’ Despite the gravity of 
her position, when judged by the ex 
perience of the past and the fearful 
tales she had been told, Evelyn 
could not repress a laugh, which 
was immediately seized upon by the 
reverend preacher as a sign of her 
inveterate hardness of heart.

The presiding magistrate, who 
seemed perturbed and uneasy, began 
to question the prisoner, who of 
course tfahied all charges against 
her, and animadverted with some 
thing of scorn on the credulity of 
her accusers, and still more of those 
who, presumably educated, would 
entertain such chargee. As she 
stood before them in all her youth
ful beauty, her slim upright figure 
revealed by the falling back of her 
hood and mantle, her fettered hands 
behind her back, and her small head 
upraised to show the curves of her 
throat, Prosser Williams thought 
that never in the gay and gracious 
days at the Van Cortlandt mansion 
had he seen her look so beautiful.

“ Why, sir,” she said, “ does it not 
appear contrary to common sense 
and reason that, were I indeed a 
witch and possessed of the powers 
with which you endow me, I should 
remain here upon trial or suffer 
these manacles an instant on my 
hands ?”

One of the magistrates at least 
looked uncomfortable, but the 
majority of her accusers simply glow
ered angrily upon her. As they did 
not answer, she continued scolflngly:

4‘ Should I not rather mount on a 
broomstick and fly out through yon
der casement, as you say is the man
ner of witches ? Or, better still, 
should I not change each one of you, 
worshipful gentlemen, into a rabbit, 
a mouse, a guinea-pig, or whatever 
would be least harmful to myself ?”

The judges and the jury, the clerk 
and the constables, looked uneasy at 
this suggestion, which many of them 
took as a threat.

“ Or should I not transform your 
Honors, the magistrates, into fierce 
dogs or wolves, who might devour 
all the rest?”

Prosser Williams marvelled at the 
girl’s audacity, and the gay spirit 
which thus moved her recklessly to 
defy the court. Perhaps he thought 
she did not fully realize the peril of 
her position, or did not believe that 
the charges against her were serious. 
But the efforts of her dauntless 
spirit to turn the accusations against 
her into a jest, while at the same 
time offering an apparently unan
swerable argument, were met by a 
stern reprimand from the court for 
her ill-timed levity, and a hint that 
the severity of her sentence would 
be augmented by the expression of 
such sentiments on her part. She, 
however, persisted in her argument, 
though this time with a counten
ance of due gravity :

“ But can I offer a stronger plea in 
my behalf ? For would it not be im
possible that I should possess super

own advantage and to the detriment 
of those who falsely accuse me? I 
marvel, not at the credulity of yon
der poor serving-maid, but at you, 
learned gentlemen.”

Her plea was not entertained, 
though the allusion to their credul
ity angered them, and the possibil 
ities she had suggested sent cold 
shivers of apprehension down tUe 
spine of more than one of those 
whom she had designated. For 
might not her powers, temporarily in 
abeyance, be suddenly manifested to 
their grievous hurt? And it was 
certain that each felt as unwilling to 
assume the characters she had sev
erally assigned them as did Their 
Honors, the magistrates, to do exe
cution upon them in the indicated 
manner.

As for Joy, under the influence of 
superstition, her terror of her late 
mistress, who had treated her with 
so much kindness and to whom she 
had seemed attached, was pitiable. 
Now that she had given evidence 
against her, she feared to look in her 
directiotf. It was a pitiful sight to 
see a young woman thus alone and 
defenceless in such an assembly. 
Her very courage was in itself 
pathetic. But to Prosser Williams 
the sight was gratifying in the ex 
treme, for thus, he argued, would 
her pride be brought low. It ang 
ered him, however, to observe how 
calmly she bore herself, and how 
her quick intelligence caused her to 
regard the proceedings as an un 
mitigated farce and to turn judges, 
accusers and the officers of the law 
alike unto ridicule. He wondered if 
she had heard the grewsome stories 
of the punishments that had been 
inflicted upon reputed witches and 
wizards within the last decade. He 
could not know that it was a glimpse 
of his face, which she had caught 
despite his efforts at concealment, 
that had spurred her on to a reckless 
gaiety of demeanor. Yet, he would 
have been rejoiced if he had known 
that it had likewise chilled her heart 
with a cold and deadly fear. For no 
sooner had she seen him than she 
knew what she had previously 
suspected, that he and other enemies 
in Manhattan had been mainly re
sponsible for her present situation. 
She fancied even that the campaign 
against her had been of his sole con
triving, though in truth it had had 
its source in the jealousy and wound
ed vanity of the women about her, 
no less than in superstition.

TO BE CONTINUED

ON LEAVE

The leave train was due at Vic
toria, and the Turner family were 
waiting huddled against the barrier, 
father, mother, big sister fcnd little 
brother, all waiting for their soldier 
boy coming on leave from the front. 
It was Emily, the big sister, who saw 
him first, mud-stained and very 
different from the smart young priv
ate who had left them at that 
same station some fourteen months 
ago, yet an elert soldierly figure for 
all that, and the lines on his face, 
the sterner set of his lips were quite 
accounted for. in his mother’s eyes, 
by all he had gone through, whilst 
his father put down the steady reso 
lute look in his eyes, in part at teast 
to the new responsibilities that had 
come to him with the three stripes 
on the sleeve of his weather-stained 
overcoat and somewhat shabby 
tunic.

But in his greeting he was just the 
same home boy as of old, one arm 
was round his mother’s neck, the 
other was stretched out to his father 
with a grip that fairly made the 
older man shrink, whilst Emily and 
little George clung to any part of 
him or of his baggage of which they 
could get hold.

Then after a moment or two they 
thought of going home, and their 
destination being, fortunately, close 
at hand, a beamingly happy group 
set out on foot for that rather dingy 
building where as fine a dinner as 
loving hands and hearts could con 
trive was waiting their hero’s return, 
Indeed Mrs. Turner had been “in 
two minds” as to leaving her prepar 
ations, but her longing to see her 
boy had prevailed, and now all 
hurried home together to disperse 
when they got there, she and Emily, 
with spasmodic help from George, to 
hurry on the delayed preparations 
and so leaving father and son alone 
together for the first time since the 
latter’s return.

Every hour of that precious week 
leave had been carefully planned 
out, and the father began to enumer 
ate the visits that had to be paid on 
the morrow, beginning with a morn 
ing call on an old uncle from whom 
the Turner family had expectations, 

“Old Uncle George," cried Ted. on 
hearing of this, “yes, of course, my 
first visit must be to the old man, 
but father,” he paused, “tomorrow is 
Sunday and—and I’ll have another 
visit to pay.” He looked up quickly 
to where the red brick campanile of 
Westminster Cathedral was visible 
through the window, “I must have 
an hour, before we start, to go and 
hear Mass in the Cathedral yonder, 

If a bomb had fallen outside the 
window John Turner could not have 
looked or felt more dumbfounded 
Was it possible that his ears had 
heard aright ? Ted, his son, spoke of 
going to a Popish service in the great 
building which in all the beauty of 
its severity was an eyesore to the 
rabid old socialist that he was.

“Mass !” he stammered, “Do you 
mean—are you talking about going 
to a service in that 

“I mean that l am going to Mass 
tomorrow,” replied his son calmly, 
‘tomorrow, and every other Sunday

human power and not use it to my of my life, when it is possible.’

A discordant laugh grated on the 
speaker’s ears.

“You 1” ho cried. “You turned 
pious ! Why,” he added triumphant
ly, “You are not even baptized.”

“I was baptized before Ypres.”
“By a Jesuit I’ll be bound.”
“By an Irish chaplain. He was 

killed next day.”
An almost diabolical look came 

over the old man's face. “Rather 
than this,” he snarled, I’d rather
see you----- .” He broke off. He
could not bring himself to utter the 
curse that was in his heart—towards 
his son, and in the silence that fol
lowed a laugh came to them, through 
the half closed door, from the kit
chen. Emily was laughing a pure 
light hearted laugh because Ted was 
home again.

“Father,” so it was not only his 
responsibilities as a sergeant that 
had brought the new steadiness of 
purpose into his son's face. The
older man recognized this now and 
set himself grimly to combat it. 
“We’ve always been good pals,
haven’t we. You’ve taught me to 
love justice and liberty. Can’t you 
let me live according to my belief as 
you live according to yours.”

“My belief ! 1 believe in nothing.’ 
“You're wrong,” replied the son, 

with some of the grimness his father 
was feeling. “In spite of yourself
you believe in Something. You
were going to say more, just now 
but you stopped because you were 
afraid Someone would hear you, and 
take you at your word. You can’t 
deny that —.”

Damn,” said Mr. Turner, without 
realizing that his oath was in itself 
an owning to belief.

Well, l believe in God,” said Ted 
as though the other had not spoken.

I believe in an after life. 1 believe 
that Christianity, that the Catholic 
religion should be the religion of the 
world, and that when 'it is given to 
one to see this, there is no choice— 
one must join the Church.”

“And what about all 1 taught you,” 
returned his father, “surely I have 
taught you enough to keep you safe 
from this nonsense, this supersti
tion.”

“You forget, father,” replied Ted 
steadily, “ You forget, that all these 
months I have been living with 
death. Day and night it has been 
near me, and I have seen what faith 
can do in the face of it. Night after 
night I have lain out in the trenches 
with the stars over my head, and 
from the lives, aye and most from 
the deaths of the chaps—and their 
chaplains—I’ve learnt that for all 
you used to say they are God's stars, 
in His heavens, and—and all the rest 
is only sense.”

“Sense !” growled hie father,
D------d nonsense.”
“No. father. Sense. Listen here 

to this. I’ve seen officers and men 
out there, clean lived, honest and 
brave, men I’d have done anything to 
save from* suffering, and yet I’ve had 
to see them in the prime of life, 
some mere boys, cut off and suffer
ing the tortures of hell, you’d say, 
till the mercy of death took them : 
and do you expect me to believe that 
after tlie lives they had led all this 
agony was to lead them into nothing. 
Sense ! What sense could there be 
in anything, if the end of such lives 
was to be the bottom of a muddy 
trench. Not only that. I've seen 
boys, children as you might say, 
standing up and facing death, not as 
a brute because it doesn’t know, or 
because it has to, but because it is a 
duty whose reward will be happiness 
everlasting. Why, dad our bodies 
are often in the bluest funk out 
there, and if we had no souls, we’d 
jolly well turn and run away, many 
of us at least—" He broke off. and 
again there was silence. Then he 
spoke in a different tone.

“Anyhow, dad, I’m a Catholic and 
with God’s help I’ll be a good one, 
and after I’ve been to Mass tomorrow, 
we ll go and see Uncle George—”

The door opened and Mrs. Turner 
came in. Even busied over her 
dinner she had to assure herself 
from time to time that Ted, her first 
born, was really there.

“Listen here, mother,” said her 
husband, “what do you think our 
Ted’s been telling ? If it wasn’t that 
years ago I’d freed you from the 
same thing yourself, you’d just be 
raving with joy.”

Mother and son, for different 
reasons, turned with gaping amaze
ment to the speaker. Neither under
stood whatever he could mean, but 
Ted was the first on whom the light 
broke in.

His mother ! Was it fancy that 
years and years ago he had learnt 
those prayers which away there in 
the trenches he had thought were 
new to him ? A perfectly forgotten 
memory seemed to stir within him, 
What had his father said, “I freed 
you from the same thing yourself ?”

Now he remembered that though 
his mother never protested, never 
so far as he knew—prayed, still she 
had never joined in his father’s anti 
religious abuse. Then the Catholic 
religion, which he had had to go out 
to the gates of death to find, was his 
birthright, his inheritance from his 
mother, of which, 'first her mixed 
marriage, then her weakness and his 
father's anti-religious fury, had 
robbed him. Poor mother, poor, 
poor mother, robbed also of the same 
treasure. He turned with new 
yearning tenderness welling up in 
hie heart towards her whom he had 
always loved, but as he did so his 
father spoke again.

“ Yes, there’s Ted, we talked of 
the medals he might win. Well he’s 
come home to us, I make no doubt, 
plastered with medals and other 
popish idols.”

“ Father, don’t speak like that I’m 
only home for a week and within an 
hour you speak------” Ted stopped

and swallowed hard. He had gone 
through a lot, and though he loved 
his newly-found religion he loved 
his father too, and the tone sounded 
bitter as if with hatred. “ I’ve no 
idols—we don’t have them—and no 
medals either, I've only this." He 
thrust his hand into the breast of his 
tunic and pulled out a string of 
beads, blackened, charred as though 
from burning, with chain broken, 
and mended again with string. Even 
the rough wooden cross at the end 
had lost an arm, but broken and 
burnt and patched back into a sem
blance of its old self, it was a rosary, 
and Ted Turner held it out to show 
his father, but to his mother he gave 
it as a gift.

“ An Irish boy left it me,” he said, 
and it was evident that he saw again, 
as he spoke, the death scene of that 
boy. “ He was wounded, horribly.
It was sickening,” he shuddered at 
the remembrance. “ Half of him 
was shot away. Why, even the 
beads in his pocket were charred by 
the shell. He only lived half an p. o. 
hour, but he asked me to get the 
rosary from his tunic. It was warm 
and sticky from his blood.” He 
pointed with a gesture to something 
dried and brown upon the beads.
“ And he asked me to say it, but I—I 
didn’t know how to pray—. There 
were others, thank God, who said 
the Lord's Prayer for him and the 
prayer to the Mother of Christ to 
pray for sinners—at the hour of our 
death—” Again there was silence 
and again came Emily's voice, sing
ing now, from the adjoining room.

“ He died,” went on Ted, “ but we 
got him a chaplain first, and I knelt 
down with the others. I, who in all 
my life had never been taught to pray 
— and afterwards, when he was dead,
I kept the rosary. I’ve had it ever 
since. I thought to keep it always.
But now,” he turned to his mother, 
and his father, ignored and—please 
God — touched by what he had heard, 
was silent. “ Now, mother,” went 
on Ted, “ I’m giving it to you. Many 
and many's the hour that, facing 
death, it's lain against my heart, and 
I think I’ve learnt its lessons—”

He had laid it in his mother’s hand, 
and surely the blood-stained beads of 
her fellow countryman began another, 
mission in the heart of her who once 
had said Our Lady's rosary often, 
aye, and daily in her childhood’s 
Irish home.

“ Mother of God,” she sobbed, half 
under her breath, but still, her own 
son heard her, “ Pray for sinners and 
oh ! the sinner I have been. I 
wouldn’t dare to ask the forgiveness 
of God for it, but you, His mother—
Oh, pray for us sinners, now—”

And her son’s voice joined gravely 
in “ Now, and at the hour of our 
death. Amen.”

“Mother,” cried Ted, taking her by 
the shoulders, “ mother, you’ll come 
back again ?”

" Ob, Ted, it's all so far away now.
I’ve gone astrày. I’ve not dared to 
pray these years back. God has 
seemed so far away.”

“ And out in the trenches, mother,
He was so near, so awfully near. And 
here or there there’s death to face 
some day.”

I—I can’t ask God to forgive so 
much,” she repeated, with fearful 
eyes upon her husband.

But His Mother will ask Him for 
you,” maintained Ted, firmly.

Then he turned to his father.
“ Tomorrow morning, dad,” he said, 

and the older man who up to now 
had been unquestioned master in his 
home, recognized he had found an 
equal in determination, a superior in 
rightness and strength of purpose.

Tomorrow Corning, mother and I 
are going to Mass in the Cathedral, 
yonder, because—because, you see, 
we know now that the Catholic relig
ion is the one and only way to heaven 
for those to whom it has been given 
to see the truth. Dad, that’s true, 
and you wouldn’t have us damn our 
souls for ever ?”

And though they could not expect 
the miracle of an agreement, yet both 
mother and son felt with thankful 
hearts that the first tiny step towards 
the truth had been made when the 
Socialist, the self-styled atheist be
fore them, did not answer no !—Alice 
Dease, in the English Messenger.

GOD’S SENTINEL ON 
THE VATICAN

In the midst of the great world 
War one figure has stood out con
spicuous, clear as a star in the midst 
of the darkness and the storm, the 
white-robed sentinel on the watch- 
tower of the Vatican.

Untouched by the passion of the 
conflict, unembittered by the hatred 
that overflowed the hearts of men, 
he appeared like a celestial visitant, 
a spirit of pity and compassion, sent 
by God to overlook the scene of 
war stricken earth and offer up his 
prayers for the world. Like the 
great angels of the Apocalypse he 
poured forth his vials upon sea and 
land, upon the dreadful carnage, 
upon the desolate hearts, and the 
wounds of the stricken men—and 
they were vials not of wrath, but of 
love, filled with the oil of heavenly 
compassion and the sweet wine of 
charity.

Ho was not of any nation, but as 
the Vicar of Christ he represented 
no mere human powers : neither era 
perors, nor kings, nor presidents 
nor rulers of any section of this 
small earth. He was the representa
tive of Christ alone to all mankind. 
There was none to whom his 
Father’s heart did not go out. His 
love was all- comprehensive as the 
love of the Saviour Who died for all, 
deep as the sea, broad as the earth, 
tender as the affection of a mother 
for her child.) »0M.8 8BTC* 0 rifcji

Phone Main 6240. After Honrs: Hillcrest 8Bit-

Society of St. Vincent de Paul 
Bureau of Information

Special Attention Oast off Clothes
Given to Employment Always in Demand

25 Shutcr St.
Office Hqurs 9 to 4 TORONTO

St, Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

Excellent Business College Department 
Excellent High School or Academic IwpartmtBt 
Excellent College and Philosophical Department 

Address :
REV. A. L. ZINGER, C. R., Pli. D., Pbbiidbnt

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Hte
BodJ.J.Foi, K.C., A, E. Knox, T. Louis Monahan 

E. L. Middleton George Keough
Cable Address : "Foy”
T.l.»ho...(“^ I»*

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

Box 2093 Phone Mill8
H. L. O'ROURKE, B.A.

(Also of Ontario Bar) 
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR, NOTARY 

Money to Loan
Suite 6, Board of Trade Building

281 Eighth Avenue West 
CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN T. LOFTUS
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary. Etc.

712 TEMPLE BUILDING
roRomro

Telephone Main 682

Reilly, Lunney & Lannan
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

CALGARY, ALBERTA
DENTISTS

DR BRUCE E. RAID *
Room 6, Dominion Bank Chambers 

Cor. Richmond and Dnndas Sts. Phone 66 6

SPEND a few days, a week
or a week-end at this popular I 
Resort Hotel, noted for Service, j 
Cuisine and Appointments.

ON ThC OCEAN FRONT
Hot and Cold Salt Water in all I 
baths. Orchestra. Golf privileges. I 
Special Spring Rates. Booldet. ] 

NEWLIN HAINES CO.

J Vtic

Jhmrral Directors

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmed 
Open Night and Day 

Telephone —House 373 Factory 64 -

E.C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night
583 Richmond St. Phone 3971

MEDICINE

QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON 
ONTARIO

ARTS
EDUCATION 

APPLIED SCIENCE
Mining, Chemical, Civil, Mechanical and 

Electrical Engineering.
HOME STUDY

Arts Course by correspondence. Degree 
with one year's attendance or four 

summer sessions.
Summer School Navigation School 
July and August December to April

19 GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar

The Safest 
Matches 
in the World

ALSO THE 
CHEAPEST, ARE

Eddy’s Silent 500’s
SAFEST, because they are 
impregnated with a chem
ical solution which renders 
the stick “dead” immedi
ately the Match is extin
guished.

CHEAPEST, because there 
are more perfect matches 
to the sized box than in 
any other box on the 
market.
WAR TIME ECONOMY 
and your own good sense 
will urge the necessity of 
buying none but

Eddy's
Matches

or Rtiitterlnft overcome positively 
natural mci nous permanently restore 
natural speech. Graduate pupils every
where. Free advice and literature.
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE

KITCHENER, - CANADA


