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Everybody familiar with Byron
knows bow deeply he loved New-
stead. When he found himself in
his ohildhood fransferred from cheap
lodginge in Aberdeen to this anoces
txal home, he described himsell ae
living in & palace. In some respects
the description is true. To-day it
looks splendid ; hoary with sge and
memories ; an epitome in some re-
spects of the History of England,
As it name implies, it was once an
Abbey, and was one of the monastio
jnstisutions which Henry VIL diverted
from the church #o his nobles; the
foundation of most of the fortunes
of the ancient aristocracy of England,
including the Cavendishes, the Fitz
maurices, of whom Lord Lansdowne
is the head, and the Russells, with
the Duke of Bedford as the present
leader of that ({lluetrious line.
There is scarcely a part of the build-
ing, even with modern improve.
ments, that does not look like a mon-
astery. Everywhere you pass
through cloister, some of them rem-
iniscent of the cloisters in the House
of Commons, now used as a cloak
room, but relics of the days when an
Abbey began to make Westminster
one of the nolable spots in the
growing village of London. It was a
oold day, and a walk through these
long aud bare cloisters made one
shiver; as a matter of fact, there are
hot water pipes all over the place,
but the restless epirit of the great
business man who is now the pos-
sessor bas resolved on radical im-
provements, and for the moment the
hot water pipes were up, and the
eold was left 80 work its will through
the bleak cloisters.

Around there are remnants of the
shapel and the other monastic build.
inge ; they are more orsless in ruin,
and this adds to the air of ancient
and brooding history which is char-
acteristic of the whole place. Itis
extremely irregular; there are big
and almost palatial rooms, and then
there are tiny rooms where you
could socarcely swing a cat. The
stairs in some places are steep and
narrow. The room in which Baron
himself used to live is at the top of
the house ; might as well indeed be
called an attic ; but it has a beauti-
ful view out on the grounds and the
remonants of the old abbey. You
have to approach it by one of those
winding listle staircases ; nowadays
it would be objected to by a domes-
tic servant of a lordly footman, as
too remote and too troublesome to
reach

Each of the big bedrooms has &
history. The Royal family preserved
the right to use these bedrooms when
it suited them and when they found
themselves in that part of the coun
try. One room is called the King
Edward II. room, and another the
room of Charles II. : a third is called
the Duke of Sussex room. Poor
Byron did not make much uee of
these spacious and palatial chambers;
he was too poor when he was trans-
ferred to Newatead and had to con.
tent with a few of the smaller rooms,
including that attic in which he
lived and dreamed ; and started the
poem that in a day made him famous
and immortal instead of poor and
neglected.

There are a few Byron relics in
the Abbey, a sword and some other
relics of the ancestors—those strange
and eccentric soldiers and sailors
who gave to Byron the hot blood and
the aboormal nerves that at once
made him a poet and an outoast.
Curiously enough, there are more
reminiscences cf David Livingatone,
the great explorer whom Henry M.
Stanley found in Atrica. The ex-
planation is that Newstead abbey
wae for many yeara the home of a
Colonel Webb. Webb was a globe-
trotting Eoglishman; one of his
friends was the great African mia-
sionary, and Livingstone was his
honoured guest for some time, wrote
some of his work thsere, and a medal
lion ot the strong typically Scotch
face is on the wall, The great dining-
room—quite a royal chamber—was
too cold for lunch; so we took our
mealin aemall comfortableroom.at its
pide. One of the curiosities of the
place is a tablet in one of the clois-
ters where are set forth the names
of the Augustinian friars who for-
merly were the owners of the Abbdey,
put up by I know not whom—prob-
ably some devotee of the ancient
faith.

I was even more anxious fo eee
Byron's tomb, Every Byron echolar
will remember that long and dreary
procession of Byron's remains from
the Missolonghi to his bome : with
the refusal of the authorities of
Westminster Abbey to allow the re-
maine of one of England’'s greatest
figures to lie in the goodly company of
the poets and the writere. That tragio
procession took nearly two months
before it reached its goal—from May
26 o July 16, Hucknall Torkard in
the slight and short glimpse I got of
it seemed just an ordinary English
working class village. One of the
incidents, it will be remembered, was
that Lady Melbourne, the Lady
Caroline Lamb of an earlier date—
wife of a man who wase Prime Minie-
ter of England and Queen Victoria's
first Premier, tutor and friend—aoci-
dentally met the funeral procession
outside London. She had been one
of Byron's first, most passionate and
most tempestuous loves; and their
passion had ended in a flerce quarrel,
with the most venomous and unre-
strained and vituperative letter
Byron ever wrote; it is preserved in
his published letters. The coffin of
the dead lover brought back all the
complicated paet, and eshe never re-
covered; died soon after; the alwaye
unbalanced mind had received its
final shock.

The church at Hucknall Torkard
ie o fair size, and has been beautified

agood deal by one of ite rectors. The
tomb of Byron is a disappointment.
There is nosuing o show shat one so
illustrions lies below, except a short
slab with $he name Byron upon f{t.
The remains lie in o sealed vault
below, to which there is no acoess,
exoept by opening up a big stone,
which has never been done since the
remains oi his mother and his daugh-
ter were placed in the row of the un-
happy Byrons of tormer generations,
by the side of whom the greatest of
the name sleeps.

There are other memorials, how-
ever, of Byron—a medallion placed
there by Augusta Leigh, the hall
pister with whose name his is inex
tricably associated whether in guilt
or in pure affection the world hasn't
yet decided. Apart from this and a
little away from it, there is another
memorial of Byron which struck me
asan outrage. I remember seeing in
the House of Commons in the far
back eighties and afterwards walking
through Pall Mall an eccentric and
very rich Scotch baronet named Sir
Tollemache Sinclair—with the red
beard of the Highlander and the
rather mystic look. He wae an ec-
centric, always apparently in a
passion about something, and unable
to restrain the desire for communi.
oating these outburste of rage in
spluttering letters to the papers. He
took it into his head that he also
would commemorate Byron ; so he
put up a tablet in which there are a
number of quotations from Victor
Hugo, Chateaubriand, even Disraeli,
bearing testimony to the genius of
Byron ; as il Byron required testi
monials. A companion wittily de.
scribed that this tablet is a series of
press cuttinge.

One mors little incident. There ie
in the graveyard outside the tomb of
Ben Caunt. Ben Caunt wae a famous
prize fighter. “They eay,” said the
old sexton with a smile, “that as
many people come to see the tomb of
Ben Caunt a8 of Byron; bu$,” he
added, “it isn't true.” I hope not.
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IN THE WAKE OF THE
POETS

By Rev. D. A. Casey

Christmas is the one day in all the
year when the busy world forgets ite
cares and finds time to worship the
idenl. Before the stable of Bethle-
bem it is difficult to think of etock
and shares, and so for once the world
keeps holiday.

Bat it the Christmes spirit holds
all of us captive, there is one to whom
it makes especial appeal, and that is
the poet. For every poet ie an ideal.
ist. He hears voices, and sees vie-
ions, and dreams dreams that ordin-.
ary mortale are not conscious of. He
is & vieitor from gome other planet
that has somehow strayed into this
world of ours. The exile's bitter
pain is ever eating at his heart, and,
whether he wills 1t or not, he cannot
but voice his longing for that dear
land of mueic and song from whence
he has wandered. Small wonder,
then, that he should make Christmas
peculiarly his own. It is the one
time when he feels most at home
with his neighbors, for on that day
they, too, hear voices that are forever
ringing in his eare, and dreams
dreams that are his daily compan-
ions.

It would be a delighttul task to
“ go over to Bethlehem " in the wake
of all the Catholic poets who have
ever knelt before the lowly manger ;
for as it is only Catholics who can
tally comprehend the spirit and
mesaning of Christmas, eo it is only the
Catholic poet who can re echo in his
lines the song the shepherds heard
that night of nights above storied
Bethlehem. But time and space pro-
hibit us from so doing, and so we
muet be content with something very
much more mcdeet, namely, & cursory
glance at the Christmas songs of our
own Catholic Canadian writers.

In the firet place there is Dr.
O'Hagan. We cannot claim a very
tull acquaintance with his work, but
upon our desk there lies at this
moment a delightful little volume of
vergs, ' In the Heart of the Meadow.”
From it we quote this beautitul
Christmas poem :

" THE BABE OF BETHLEHEM "

The Chzrist Child in the manger
lay—

The inns were full that night :

And o'er Judea's distant plains

There etreamed a wondrous light ;

The shepherd 'mid hie white-fleeced
flock

Gazed wistfully from afar,

And voices strange, angelic, eweat,

Smote hearth and hill and star.

The Christ-Child in the manger lay—

A Royal Throne of grecs ;

And Mary, Lily Maid of God,

Found glory in Hie face ;

For a King was born in Bethlehem—

In Bethlehem of Judea,

Whose sceptr'd power of love and
grace

Should reach from gea to sea.

Next we turn to Father Dollard.
It would be hard to say anything in
praise of his verse that has not
already been beautifully said by abler
critics. He is easily the first of our
singers, with a fame that extends far
beyond the confines of this continent.
Years ago, when Canada was but a
name to us, the ballade and lyrics ot
“Slieve na mon" were more familiar
than the work of the poets who lived
and wrote in our own loved Ireland.
His is the generosity that is char-
aoteristic of true greatness. If we
have achieved anything worthy of
even paesing notice it is in great
measure due to the kindly encourage-
ment of this master of the postic art.
More we will not eay for we would
spare the good Father's blushes. In

his volume of published poems we
find many beautitul Christmas songs,
such as ‘Christm 18 Morn in Ireland,”
“Bethlebem Town,” “Christmas
Hymn,” "Christ i¢ born in Bethle.
hem,” and “The Early Christmns
Mass." We quote the iast mentioned:

Slipping down the C(lurlew moun.
taing to the early Christmas
Mase,

When tbe shadow's on the heatber
and the rime is on the grass—

Want may ohill our highland cottage;
troables bide with s alway,

But the Saviour makes us happy on
His boly Christmas Day.

I must wake my dear ones early on
thie morn of peace and joy,

Little pet lamb, pretty Nora, sturdy
Neil, my comely boy,

When the hearth ie cleaned and cosy
and the dancing flames are

Ray
And the i.m. croons & welcome to
the coming Christmas Day.

Darkness lingers on the valley and
the fairy-haunted glen,

Eastward now the break of morning
brings the pence of God to
men,

Near the moungain.rim—Arst jewel of
the Christ Child's éiadem,

Burns a star of radiant beauty like
tue Btar of Bethlehem.

Wake ye now, my sleepiug treasures,
v'.nh ye now, your mother's
1oy,

Pretty Nora, drowsy lambkin, blue-
eyed Neil my laughing boy—

For the shadow’s on the heather and
the rime is on the grass,

And the angels hurry earthward to
the early Christmas Mass.

See above you ivied abbey, where
God's servants prayed of old

Fiery pillare in the heavens—bars of
silver, shafts of gold—

Swing the gates of glory open, shin-
ing souls unnumbered pass,

Let us hurry down to meet them at
the early Christmas Maes.

Down the mountain, up the valley,
from the riverside and flen,
Throng the cheery cbatting people,
stately women, stalwart men ;
Guard, oh, guard them, God of Erin ?
bitter sorrow theire, alas ?
Many & heart shall bleed in exile ere
another Christmas Mass.

Lift thy drooping face, my Erin, God
has heard thy bitter moan,

Tho' His hand rest heavy on thee,
't's to make thee more His
own.

Faith has died where nations flour-
ieshed—earthly gain His gifts
sUrpaes,

When He greete His gathered people
at the early Chrietmas Mass.

We have, more than once, in these
pages, referred to Dr. William Joseph
Fiecher's eplendid contribution to
Canadian Catholic verse. " The
Toiler and Other Posms” is a book
worth while that should be ou the
shelves of all wholike the caltivated
and refined. Although it has reached
a second edition we are afraid that
many Catholics have yet to meke its
acquaintance. We have not 0 many
writers of our own that we cannot
afford to buy their books, butapart
altogether from the bond of the
Faith, the poems of Dr. O'Hagan, Dr,
Fiecher and Father Dol'ard deserve
the patronage of the public because
of their iatrineic worth. From Dr.
Fiecher's volume we abstract :

A CHRISTMAS IDYL

The starlight bright steals into my
bare room,

Ah! would that it might still this
heart, 8o cold—

This heart, that knows and feels the
biting cold

Ot Loneliness ?
g'oom

Might sunshine forth the fairest bud
or bloom

Ot hope, that I might see his precious
mou'd

Before mine eyes grow dim? The
years have rolled

Too slowly on, since that black night
ot doom.

A laughing child, I held him to my
breast
And saw him flower there before mine

Would that ite bitter

eyes.
But O! too brief was this bright Para-

8e ?

With all a mother’s love, his hands I
pressed.

The nighkt he left my heart, my house
forlorn,

The flouwer sweet gave way—I felt the
thorn.

I

And, in my old chair, here I sit alone,

This happy night of nights, to all
most dear,

And now the sexton rings forth
Christmas cheer

From out the belfry of, yon church of

stone,

me no gladsome music will

atone—

My heart still threnodies its tones of
fear,

My poor, poor child ? Alas o’er snowy
mere,

The wind, like some sad mother,
maketh moan,

For

Mary, most kind, who on this peace-
fal night

Watched by acrib of straw an only
Child,

Take my poor boy to thy heart, un-
deflled ?

He needs thee now.
angels, bright,

Unbar the prison door—that he may
see

The lights of Christmas burning fresh
and free ?

Let the winged

It is only those to whom Christmas
brings sad sweet thoughts of those who
have passed forever from the earthly

scene that can enter into the spirit | You have had them.

ot Dr. Fischer's touching lines. It is
only those of us who know that
never again, save in the dreame that
memorjes awake, shall we hear the
loving greeting from lips now stilled
in death, that can remlize the full
patbos of the heart-cry that he would
make articulate,

From my own little volume of
verse, "'At the Gate of the Temple,” I
seleot this.

1IRISH CHRISTMAS LEGEND

Pile high the turf upon the fire,

And meke the cabin bright,

And put no bolt upon the door

This blessed Christmas night ;

For it so be they pass this way,

And she in trouble sore,

They'll know an Irish welcome waits
Beyond the open door.

Now place the Christmas candles
there

Pat one for every pane

That they may see the blessed light

A shining through the rain;

The curlew calls across the sky,

The winde are keening low,

Who koows but here they'll rest
awhile,

As on the way they go.

One Christmas Eve, long, long ago,

The doors were bolted fass,

And in the dawn’'s grey light they
found

Their footsteps as they passed;

For this the Christmas lights are set,

The doors are open wide,

That in her txavail she may know

A place she may abide.

The inns were full, but there is room,
This blessed Christmas night,

For Mary and her Holy Child,

Where shines the Christmas light.
Then set a candle in each pane,
That passing, they may know

A weloome waite the Holy Child
Where Christmas lights bright glow.

Miss Rose Ferguson of Toronto has
given us in " Maple Leaves and
Snowflakes ” a very promising little
volume of verse. But I looked in
vain for a poera about Christmas.
It there are other Catholio singers in
Canada, they have either so far not
dared to brave the critics, or they
have succeeded admirably in keeping
the names of their publishers secret.
This latter is a fault that must be
laid at the feet of most of our Cath-
olic writers. They are too prone to
hide their light under a bushel. If
they would but court a little more
publicity their work would be more
appreciated because better known.
The quotations I have made from the
authors mentioned above prove, I
think, that we have poets of our very
own who can sing sweetly and well.
It is hardly neceseary to remind the
reader that the above poems are by
no means the beet examples of the
poets’ work, They have been select-
ed simply because they treated of
Christmas themes.

THE CHURCH OF
CHRIST

(By Orestes A. Brownson, formerly a Protestant
Minister.)

Even Protestants themaselves very
generally admit that the Catholic
Church was once truly the Church of
Christ. It is then, for them to show
when she ceased to be the Church of
Christ, or to admit that she ie still
His Church. They cannot deny her
to be still His, unless they convict
her of having changed. But she has
never changed ; no historical re-
search can oonvict her of having
ever fallen into schism, or of having
taught at one time & doctrine which
she does not teach now, or of teach-
ing now a docirine she has not
uniformly taught from the begin.
ning. She stands ever the same, the
immovable but living type of the
unchangeability of that God whose
Spouse and representative she is;
and so long as we behold her stand-
ing betrre us resplendent in her
robes cof light and love, as young, as
beautiful, as giorious as when she
struggled for her very existence with
Jew or Pagan, or concealed herself
in caves and cemetries, we ask no
other refutation of liberal Christian-
ity, or ite cffspring, infidelity. We
see her standing by the grave of the
old world, and at the cradle of the
new, unmoved, 88 the torrents of
wild barbarians pour down from the
North, and hear her voice sounding
out over the weltering chaos they
introduced, and commanding order
to arise out of confusion ; we fiad
her moulding & new social world,
sending out her martyr-missionaries
to all lands, and converting all the
nat one hitherto conver'ed to the
Christian neme; we trace her un-
changed and unchangeable through
all the viciesitudes of eighteen cen-
turies, the rise and fall of empires
and dynasties, the loes of one world
and the gain of another, as the one
grand central fact around which re
volves the history of the world, and
in which it finds its unity and its
significance, and we bow down our
rebellious head and worsbip. You
may tell us she is & masterpiece of
buman wisdom and ekill, the chef
d'aeuvre of human contrivance ;
but in vain. We have henrd
of human oontrivancese and are
not ignorant of human his-
tory or human philosophy, and
oan but emile in your face when you
tell us she is the creation of human
craft and passion. Tell that idle
tale in the nursery, not to men with
beards on their faces. Behold her,
where she stands, exposed to all the
storme of human passion and all the
rage of hell, for nineteen centuries,
a8 young a8 besutiful, as vigorous,
a8 when her chied disciple returned
to Rome to seal his apostleship with
his blood. Human contrivances !
The glorious

Reformation is but a human con-
trivance. For these three hundred
yoars you have had frees scope of
human oontrivance, you have rev
elled in human contrivance ; you
bave confrived and contrived, you
bave rejected one plau and then an
other, adopted now this one, now
that, altered it now here, and now
there, but with all your wisdom.
genius, oraft, passion, aided by all
your boasted progress of modern
times, what have you been able to
construct to compsre in ¢xquisite
proportion, in the beauty and sym
metry of the whole and co-herence
of the parte, in strength, durability,
and admirable adaptation to the end
for which it was designed, with this
glorious old Catholic Church, which
nor time, nor men, nor devils can
affect, and which you would fain per-
suade ue was the handiwork of be-
sotted monke and effeminate priests
in an ade of darkness ? You are of
yesterday, aund yet your works
crumble around you ; they fall, and
bury the very workmen in their
ruine, O my brother! for God's
sake, nay, for the sake of our com:
mon humanity, say no more. Pat
that idle dream ouf of thy head,
return to thy allegiance, and find the
covert from the storm you in vain
shall seek from your own handi.
work.—Sunday Visitor.

AN UNPREJUDICED
TRIBUTE

The "Booklover's Magazine,” avery
readable periodical of the secular
kind, pays this unprejudiced and
sterling tribute to the Catholic
Chuarch, Itis a common sense view
often expressed by Americans. It
remains that these sentiments shall
be expressed in terms of the heart
and conscience :

“ The growth of the Roman Catho-
lic Church in the United States e
one of the most striking facts of his-
tory—and she has also gained the
popular good will, or at least a favor-
able poaeeesion, and she has con-
quered respect. At present those
who look upon her moit favorably
are that large and influential class ol
men whose antecedents were Pro.
testants, but whosse sotual conneo-
tion with a Protestant Church is little
more than nominal. They know
enough of Protestantism to make
them alive to ite faults, and they
koow just snough of Catkolicism to
meke them admire its excellence.
These men care little for the theolog-
ical ecoclesiastioal questions which
separate Rome and Protestantism.
They are legislators, olty cfficials,
railroad men, editors, managers of
large business interests. Whenever
their dealings bring them in con
tact with a Roman Catholic institu-
tion, they find an organization which
knows ite own mind, knows what it
wants, has some one who can speak
for it officiallyand finally. They can
see thal it maintains discipline
among its own members, and seems
at the same time to retain their affec-
tion. They are attracted, in a word,
by its practical, business like effici.
ency, and are repelled by the oppos-
ite qualities in Protestantiem.”—
The Missionary.
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MANGER AND ALTAR

The shepherds watoh upon the wind-
swept hills,

Where, huddled close, the sheep sleep
in the fold,

When suddenly strange mystic music
fills

The midnight skies, now bright with
barnished gold.

And sore afraid, in fear and awe they
bend—

As sc to hide this marvel from on
high—

And trembling ask themselves what
doth portend

This noon-day brightness in the mid-
night eky.

Then spake a voice, . Fear not, O sons
of men,

For tidinge glad to you and all we
bring,

Emmanuel is flash to conquer sin,

In Bethlehem go seek your new-born
King,"

With heating hearts, no longer sore
afraid,

They straightway sought this Mystery
foretold ;

They worshipped Him in lowly

manger laid,

While angel shepherds

above the fold.

O favored three ! had we but watched
that night,

We, too, would seek Him in the dawn-
ing grey—

But, joy of joys, where gleams the
] altar light,

The Babe of Bethlehem waits us
to.day.

watched

—Rev. D. A, Casey
———————

ANGLICANS’ ROSARY GUILD

From the London Catholic Times

Anglioans who have borrowed so
much from the Catholic Churech, still
continue the practice. They now
have a Rosary Guild, the object of
which is announced a8 the farther-
ance of devotion to our Blessed Lady
The guild devotes itself to this work
because it believes that “there is no
devotion which teaches the Incarna-
tion so profoundly as does the
Rosary, or which nurtures so per-
fectly a Catholic tone of mind, be-
sides enabling ue to give our Mother
that regular and constant devction
whioh ie due to her as our Qaeen and
Mother.”

On this ground Mr. M. W, T. Con-
ran, of the Society of St. John the
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Evangelist, recommends the recita-
tion of the Rosary as a remedy for
the indifference of the Anglican
laity, of which, as we recently stated,
a writer has been making complaint
in the columns of the Charch Times.
“We shall never,”" says Mr. Conran,
“make any real and lasting bheadwsy
till we bring the laity to ponder
upon the life of Our Lord and to
turn each event of that lite into
prayer, which they will never cul-
grow ; and for this purpose 1 know
of no better seminary to teach thera
than the sacred mysteries of the
Rosary, which have been used in the
Church for this purpose for hundreds
of years.”

We fear that it would be very difli
oult to get the average member of
the Church of England to adopt Mr.
Conran's suggessions, and that it will
provoke spathemas from his Protest
snt co religioniste. But we are sure
that the Anglicane who do recite the
Roeary will tbereby be brought
nearer to the Catholic Church.

WITH THE PEOPLE

In late years in Anglo-Protestant
circles on both sides of the Atlantic
there has bgen much talk about “re.
union of the Churches,” and many
plans and suggestions have been of
fered towards the bringing about of
that object. A writer in the Guard-
jan (London) discusees the gquestion
in connection with the war and in
reference to the three Churches
mainly represented among the bel-
ligerents—:he Catholic, the Church
ot England and the Russian, as to
whioh he says that they have worked
together freely as individuals in their
own particular sphere, but all work-
ing together at the same time for the
same end, and ke enquires :

(g it not poseible at any rate that
this may point to the mode of attain-
ing ultimatsly the unity o8 the
Church, not by the subordination of
one part to another, but by a frank
and independent alliance in the com
mon cause of the faith ?’

Commenting on this the Catholic
Times anawers the question :

“The question is easily answered.
There can be no alliance such as the
writer suggestse. The doctrine of
Papal Supremacy is not a thing
which can be teken up or laid down
at pleasure eitlier by the Catholic
Church or by the Anglican and Rus.
sian Churchee. It i#s not a pious
opinion, an administrative arrange.
ment ; it is & dogma of faith. Only
by recognition of the supremacy of
the Holy See can there be any hops
for the Anglican and Rauseien
Chueches to return to Catholic unity.
And only by such recognition will

those Churches free themeelves from
State control and, putting aside
wealth, take their stand with the
people, to whom belongs the tuture
in every civilized land.”—N, Y. Fres-
man’'s Journal,

FATHER FRASER'S CHINESE
MISSION

Taichowfu, March 22, 1916,

Dear Renders of CATHOLIC RECORBD :

Yesterday (Pascion Sunday) [ laid
the corner.-stone ot the church in
Taichowta. The former church was
too small for the crowds who are
being converted in the oity and neigh-
boring towns. Hven with the mew
addition of forty eight feel and a
gallery it will be tos small on the big
Feasts. May God be proised Who
deigne to open mouths to His praises
in the Far Kast to replace those
gtilled in deatb in Europe. And may
He shower down His choicest bless-
ings on my benefactors of the CATH.
onic RECORD, who are snabli: gz me
to hire catechists, open up new plases
to the Faith, and to build acd em-
large churches and schools. Reel
assured, dear Readers, that every
cent that comes my way will be im-
mediately put into circulation fon
the Glorv of God.

Your gratetully in Jesus and Mary,

J. M. FRASBR.
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Mr. P. Hogan, Charlotte-

P. J McGuire, Quebee.
8. 0. B,, San Francisco.
M. P. Ryan, Lingan Road...
" One praying tor favor”
Subscriber, Vancouver......
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A. R. McDonald, Bristel...
Dobberthien family.........
Readers of the RECORD,
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Mrs. James Owens, Egnn.
WLA®, osiseinnnacinn shegheny -

Thoraton-Saith

Mural Painting

Church Decorating

11 King St. W. Toronte

Pald-up OCaplital -

Merchants’ Bank of Canada

ESTABLISHED 1864

Reserve Fund and Undivided Profits
GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS

206 Branches and Agencies in Canada

Savings Department at All Branches
Deposits Received and Interest Allowed at best current rates

Bankers to the Grey Nuns, Montreal ; 8t. Augustine's Seminary, St. Joseph's
L Academy, and St. Michael's Hospital, Toronto.

87,000,000
7,245,140

v

E. Fabre Surveyor, K. C,, Montreal,
Hu&h Doheny, Montreal.

E. W, Tobin. M. P., Bromptonville.

Hon. Wm, McDonald, Cape Breton.,
Rdward Cas, Winnipeg.

Capital Trust Corporationf‘u

Authorized Oapital $2,000,000.00

BOARD OF DIRECTORS:

President: M. J. O'Brien, Renfrew.
Vice-Presidents: Hon. S. N. Parent, Ottawa ; Denis Murphy, Ottawa
R. P. Gough, Toronto; A. E. (Xgrmslg. Ottawa.
Bk

Offices: 29 Sparks St., Ottawa, Ont.

'helan, Toronto.
ichael Connolly, Montreal,
W. ], Poupore, ex-M. P., Montreal.
Lt.-Col. D. R. Street, Ottawa.
%ﬂ&" Lyons, Ottawa.
rdon Grant, C. E., Ottawa.
C, P. Beaubien, K. C,, Montreal,

Managing Director: B. G. C 11 &

Make Your Wil

them of the
such as the
provisions of your Will.

rotection a Wi

The importance of providing for those

daronding on you is obvious. Do not deprive
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apital Trust Corporation, competent to carry out the
We invite correspondents and wllr

request our special book!st on Wills.
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