
Strom mmsign, and the door closed. He led 
me to a desk at the opposite end of 
the room and bade me be seated 
again.

“Tell me some more about your 
America," he said.

We talked for several minutes. 
Now he seemed more the simple, 
kindly priest than the potentate, yet 
I could not get away from the 
tremendous intellectual grasp with 
which he seized all subjects, or the 
reserve force that resided so evident 
ly within him. Hie face is not so full 
as it appears in the photograph which 
he autographed for me at that desk 
—the photograph which accompanies 
this narrative. Not does the like
ness do justice to hie hands, thin and 
strong and beautiful.

After a little he rose to accompany 
us to the door. It opened and we 
passed through. I took out my 
watch. It told me that we had been 
in the Pope's presence for an hour, 
less two minutes—a longer audience 
than had ever before been granted 
to a Protestant.

As we passed back, the art-laden 
walls of the Vatican were blank to 

I could see only the sad, peace-

These are the only channels of her 
life, which is grace. Many a recreant 
enjoys the name of Catholic, and his 
misdeeds are immediately placed to 
the account of the Church. “This is 
your Catholic I" is remarked by 
infidel and Protestant. But the fact 
is that man is not a Catholic, nor 
does he in any sense represent Gath- 
olicity. He is no more Catholic than 
the sneerer himself. It is unfair and 
unjust to the dhurch to class such a 
man Catholic, and then attribute his 
tailings to the faith which he never 
practices.—Our Sunday Visitor.

“Not in ghosts as they are com
monly imagined ; those shadowy 
white things that point, and 
scare, and hover " came floating back 
in the thin, sweet tones ; “but in the 
spirits of the departed—it may be 
long dead, or newly called from earth
_who are permitted to borrow for a
little while the semblance in which 
they lived and loved, and return for 

last look at a beloved home, or 
come for one dear glimpse of what 
might, but for the Infinite Eternal 
Will, have been a home. You be
lieve in them, do you not?"

Looking upwards from the hall, the 
butler saw the slight figure of Sir 
Vivian's bride traverse the first land
ing and pass out of view, followed 
by the portly figure of the house
keeper ; and in that moment came 
the grind of wheels upon the avenue, 
a loud knock at the hall door, and a 
sharp peal at the bell. Two liveried 
servants appearing in baste admitted 
the master of the house, and at the 
first glimpse of Sir Vivian's ghastly 
face; and torn and disordered 
garments, Cradell cried out in alarm.

“ Sir Vivian — Sir t It's worse 
than what my lady said You’ve 
been hurt 1 Shall I send for the 
doctor ?"

“ He is with us !" came the hoarse 
reply, and Cradell, peeringout into the 
sad, gathering darkness, saw a strange 
carriage drawn up before the door, 
whose lamps threw a yellow reflec
tion on the clouds of stream rising 
from the flanks of a pair of jaded 
horses. They were busy about the 
door ; something was being lifted out. 
What? asked the old servants shak
ing lips, dumbly, as he turned to his 
master.

“Gad, sir, don't look like that !” he 
begged. “Think if her ladyship were 
to see you ! She--------- "

“It her ladyship were to see me !" 
repeated Sir Vivian. He laughed. 
“Cradell—are you mad, or am 1 ?"

“Neither of us, sir, I hope," said 
Cradell. Then a light broke upon 
him and he cried : 'Good gracious, 
Sir Vivian, is it possible that you 
don’t know . t . my lady is here?”

“I know it." An awful agony was 
expressed in Sir Vivian's face. 1 
know it too well !" Great drops stood 

his forehead, he turned aside,

\
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Aunt Honor's Keepsake, by 
intere ling st ry wi h » strong moral 
chara b-is are me' wi»h -n ev 
e n • ciety, in ev*iv trade ai 
noo and con •, The> a e real.

Alvira or The Heroin • ol Vesuv ue.
Reilly, A thri ling st-ry ot ih 

century
African PabioU, The ; transited by R eht Rev. 

Mgr. Joseph O Coiineb D. D The story of the 
Life o' S Per »etua who suffered martyr loro 
tog th* with he- slave PVintu. at Ca tnage in 
the year 305 Oie of the most moving in the 
annals of the Church.

Alch- mist’s Secir-t he ; by sabel Cecilia Will ama. 
This oiler ton of sho't stones is not of h sort 
written s m -h for amusement; they h?ve their 
simp'e due t teaching, and they lead ns to think 
of and to pi y sorrows aid trials ol ot iers 1 aider 
hm our own.

A'ia* Kitty asey, by Marie Gertrude Wititama. 
Kitty Casey is in r ality Catherine Carew. a girl 
threatened wth misfortune, wJ»o in an enrtea 
to sec ude her elf. and at the sam- time enj y 
advantages of th* country in I 'mmet time, an-epts 
► menial pOM'ion in hotel, taking the edition oI 
wait-ew 'efused by her maid. Kitty Casey The 
story is well wr tten. and a romance cleverly told.

Beech Bluff by Fanny Warner A tale of the 
South bef re th* Civil War. Two other s'oriea 
are cont lined n this volume : “ Agnes " and “For 
Many D*\s.’’

Blakes and F anagans. by Mrs. Jarres ga lier. This 
book is th* m ste-pi*ce of the illustri 
whose wiitings have mad? her name 
word among the (’atho i s of America.

Borrowed Prom he Night, hy Anna « Minogue. 
Miss M'nogue has a w«yof showing her reader» 
the d* ightfu -ou'hem character in a'l it* charm 
an 1 gentil y. No one will read" Borrow 4 from 
the N-ght" without being fascinated with viiss 
Martuiez whose early life is surrounded wdh so 

ch interest.
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THE PROTESTANT AND 
THE POPE

“It the Pope be the Vicar of Chriet 
on earth then all men, Catholic or 
Protestant, Jew or Pagan, have the 
right to go to him in distress. By 
the same token he may not refuse a 
single one who so approaches him."

These words were a Protestant’s 
passport to the Pope. George Barr 
Baker, his heart breaking with 
sympathy for the starving children 
in the war country, decided to appeal 
to some one “to whose voice the 
whole civilized world will listen with 
respect" for help. Without creden
tials he presented himself at the 
Vatican, obtained his audience, and 
the help he desired. Mr. Baker’s 
story as it appeared in the March 
American is partially printed below :

We met in San Francisco, a dozen 
of us, early in last September, to dis- 

the tragedy of Belgium. More 
than a million children starving to 
death — adolescent boys and girls 
falling before tuberculosis, rickets, 
and other fearful diseases of mind 
and body because the Commission 
for Relief could not give them 
enough food—was the fact we faced. 
Its horrors simply dazed us : it left 
us aghast.

“I believe if we can interest Amer
ican school children," I said, “we 
may ring down the curtain on this 
tragedy. There are more than 
twenty million children in our 
schools. If they could be made to 
realize that a million boys and girls 
in Belgium and northern France are 
slowly starving, they would save 
their pennies, and get other pennies 
to go with them, that this ghastly 
thing might end.

“Let each school, juvenile league, 
or other band of young folk take the 
responsibility of providing an extra 
meal a day to one village, or com

aud the burden would be

A Way to Soften the Hard
theWater of the Bath

Get out the LUX package—pour in 3 or 4 table- 
spoonfuls into the water and stir a little. The 
water immediately becomes creamy soft, most 
refreshing and very beneficial to the skin. Try it 
to-night. You’ll he pleased, well pleased. People 
where the water is unusually hard just revel in

On sale at all 
Druggists and Stores. me.

ful, powerful face of Benedict XV. 
Try as I might, I was not able to 
remember a single detail of the 
Papal library—its walls, its ceilings, 

ments and put my letter to the Pope I its furnishings. I had not the 
in proper official form. At the remotest idea of the sort of chair 
beginning of the fifth week of con- ! which I had sat in. So dominant 
tinued labor in Rome 1 received a had been the personality of the man ! 
communication to present myself- I knew that a load had been lifted 
with Signor Cortesi in the presence ! from me. The grisly night that had 
of His Holiness at 10.4!) a. m. on [ shrouded the children of Belgium

seemed broken and rolling away. I
We walked through what y-l-aWJKtat 

to me the most magnificent palace in far-nff tower a
all the world Rich room after rich » [ the Uo„r Then the 
room, vast chambers adorned with
the art treasures of the centuries * behind 8
unfolded into one another unt. time ot my writing it is too
finally we came to a little door. It , ge the ,ull effect of the
opened into the private library ot * to Cardinal Qibbons-a
Pope Benedict XV. totLr in which Benedict XV. ex-

The door swung back into a high pre66ed his belief that “the happy 
room, rather narrow for its length, childrenof America without distinc- 
and sparely furnished. At the far ti(m of faith or o( clagg| win vie, in 
end, on a great chair slightly raised thelt innocent pride, with each other 
from the floor, sat the most remark- to be able tQ extend to their little 
able man I have ever seen. brothers and sisters of the Belgian

Clad all in white he was, even to nati0n, even though across the 
the white skull cap on hie majestic immense ocean, the helping hand 
head. From a face as white and and the 0ffer;ug8 Qf that charity 
clear as parchment looked out eyes which knows no distance."—Chicago 
sunken and sad, yet gleaming with ^ew \yoridi 
a spiritual voltage that startled me.

1 made a bow and started forward 
but immediately the Figure left the 
throne and came toward me, meet
ing me before I had taken six steps.
After the regular formalities, he took 
hold of my arm graciously and led 
me back to the throne, drawing up a 
chair for me beside it.

“ We can never thank you enough,"
I began, only to stop at the sound 
of a voice, silver clear and resonant, 
which said slowly and gravely :

“ My son, never thank Us.”
In the conversation that followed 

Benedict XV. always referred to him
self as Us or We. I spoke in English; 
he in French ; we had no difficulty in 
understanding each other.

“ During two miserable years," the 
Voice went on, “ We have prayed for 
guidance and We have sought dili
gently a way in which We could 
show Our love for Our people and 
help them practically. On all sides 
We have been besieged with requests 
for action—impossible requests for 
the most part, because all these 
people are Our people. . . . Our
children are murdering one another 

” there was a sorrowful vibration 
in the Pope's voice. “ We are com
pelled to witness horrible fratricide 
devastating war, death unparalleled.

“ Even some of Our own clergy 
have failed to see why We could not 
take one side against the other.
They have all come to Us as poli
ticians, until now — " and Benedict 
XV. bent his head with a smile that 
illumined his face, a smile magnetic
ally fascinating—“ until now you, a 
non Catholic, have come to Us a 
lone crusader from that far America 
and approach Us spiritually. For 
this We thank you. We thank you 
always."

He hesitated a moment, his eyes 
lifted toward the high ceiling.

“ And further We thank you," he 
went on at last, “ that you have pre 
sented to Us a practical plan of 
service, a plan in which there is no 
politics—only love.

“We appreciate this so strongly 
that, although the present demands 
on Us are very great—Our people 
have been stricken terribly by War 
—We shall still prove Our sympathy 

The next day I asked for an audi- in a practical way by opening the
list of your new form of contribution 

“What are your credentials ?" was with a gift of ten thousand lire
($1,930.) This We are sending to His 
Eminence Cardinal Gibbons in Balfci- 

and We are writing him a
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LUX Carrlome. by Anna C Minogue. A Romance of 
Kentucky Mu h has been Witten of the trouble
some limes from i860 to 1865. but secern has a 
Caiholv author taken thishstoric half necade as 
materia' for a story. Miss Mmogue is a resident of 
Kentucky, nd in « "arrlome pr sent* a clear vture 
of the confusion an8 uncertainty whirli existed in 
that state. The story is admirably presented and 
bristles with romm e and aiiventur .

Ca'b-ta, by Cardinal Newman A ta'e of the 
Thin Century; attemp'ing to inarme and 
express the eebnps and re ations Letween Chris
tians and heathens o' that t me.

Captain os ff. hy *»a >u d* Naverv. A thrilling 
story of fearlessness and adventure.

Ca'holic rusoe, b/ Kev W H Audcdon, M A. 
The adventur-s of wen Evans Esq. Surg oos 

te. set ashore with companions on a de olate 
Island in th* Carrioe n Sea.
ineas by J M Vill*franche. A study rf civiliza
tion and a comparison r f Christianity, not < nly 
wi h P'g>n'sm and purely human Philos phy, 
but witli Judaism also, towards the rlos- of the 
reign of Ne o he seen s are laid in R'-meand 

meet and ana'yze »h* diff rent conditions nd 
lations, includin 1 the burnii 

author ha» created imaginary l 
C n-as of the Roman Guard aro 
version to Chnstianty the plot

Commander The ; hy 
historical nove of the 

Conscience's Tabs 
Thornughif interest 
Flemish li’e, indu 
Host G-nsendonck 
Poor Nobleman "

"Deer Jane." by Isabel Ce ilia Wi liams. A sweet, 
simple tale of a self sacrifi ing elder si*'e whose 
ambition *0 keep t e lit'le household tog» th r is 
tol with a grace a-M interes' that are irresistible.

Hope and Chant . by Anonym > s An 
exceedingly i teresting tale of love war and 
adven-ure during tne exciting times of the French 
Revolution

Femciiffe Femcliffe is the name of a large 
estate in Devonsh re, England the home of Ain es 
Falkland, who with h*r familv and ad vite 1 sister, 
Francis Macdonald, furnish th • interesting e”*nts 
and the s*cr*t influence of which Agne* Falkland 
is the innocent sufferer.

at Evi's of the nav.hy Cardinal Manning. 
Happy-Go-Lucky, by Mary C Crowley ^ collec

tion of Catholic stories for boys, inc'uding "A 
Little Heroine." “ Ne i's Baseball C ub," ' Terry 
and His Friends," ' The Boys at Balton," and “ A 
Christmas Stocking."

Hawthorndean by Clan M Thompson. A story of 
A meric 4 n 'ife founded on fact.

Heiress of Kilorgan. hy M s. J s«ad'ier.
fictio combined ; very inte esting.

In Th* Crucible by Isabel O-dha W lltamsl These 
stones of h gh end avor, of the patient bearing of 
pain the sacrifi e f s*-lf for others' good are ke$ 
on 'he divine t*ue story of HimW.10 gave up ah ... 
us and died on Calvary’s ~ross ( Sacred Heart

Kathleen’s M itto, by f"enevieve Walsh. An inter- 
esnng and inspir ng story - f a yo mg lad\ wh i. by 
h*r simpli ity and ho icsty, succeeds in spite of 
discouraging difficulties 

Lady Amabel And The Shepherd Boy, by Elizabeth 
M Stewart. A Catholic tale of England, n htch 
the love of an humble sheph*rd bo for the 
daughter of a nob'e English family is ridiculed. 
In th-- co use of time variou- opportu ities present 
them elveswhtch bring him before her parents in a 

e favorable light, and results in her m 
M s- Hollmglord by hosa Mu'hol 

l novel by Miss Mu 
a number of books 

tes which h ve met with popular fa-or 
Loui*a Kirkbnd.e, by <ev. A. J TheDaud, S J. A 

drame'ic tele of New York City -fier the Civil 
War. full of exciting 
strong icligious moral tone 

Maven Up-To Date A ; bv enevieve Irene.
Marian E'wood, bv >arah M Rrownson. Th 

of a hsughty society girl, selfish and arroga- t. 
awake» to the shallowness of her existence thr- 
the appreciation of th 10 lr cha acterand religi
ous example of a young man whom she afterwards 
marries.

May Brooke, bv Mrs. Anna H Do'sey. Tne story of 
two -ous'iis who are left in the care of the r very 
wealthy but ecc»ntrie uncle, who probsses no 
religi >n and is at odds w th all the world. It 
follows th-m through their many tr al» and exper
ience*, and contrast» the effect on the two distinct 
character

Merchant Of Antwerp,The; by Hendrick Conscience. 
A nove of impelling interest from beginning to end 
con' etning the romance of the daughter < f a dia
mond merrhan'.and aphael Banks who, through 
the un'-e'tainties of fo tune, earns the pa entai 
approval of their marnage which had been 
witrhe!d on account of difference in social 

osition

for the bath. Especially where babies are con
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These silky-smooth little flakes of the purest 
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clinching hie hands and fighting for 
self command.

“She came, half an hour ago," 
began the butler; “me and Mrs. 
Ansdey were qui'e took aback. Mrs. 
Ant-dey is upstairs with her

man and his wife scarcely said a 
word, but kept their eyes fastened on 
the praying visitor. When the 
barber was going, the woman was so 
affected that she could scarcely 
speak. A few weeks ago, a man and 
woman who said they were from a 
Pacific coast city called on 
barber. It turned out that they 
were friends of the man for whom 
he had prayed. They said that the 
man had not forgotten what the 
barber had done, and had told them 
that they must be sure to look him 
up when they came to Denver. The 
man is now in his full health again, 
and both he and his wife have 
been received into th^. Catholic 
Church. While the prayers said by 
the barber may not have been alto
gether responsible for the conver
sion, there is no doubt but that they 
helped.—The Missionary.

Siogen<T
’’ ' BlindMu ly 

Self-ExtinguishingTHE FUN OF FAITH
now the“Man, man 1" cried Sir Vivian, “do 

know what you are saying?” Faith laughs. Distrust scowls. In 
the case of Robert Hugh Benson, 
faith made every common hour 
“ fun." In the case of Frank Bullen, 
who wrote a charming autobiography 
called “ With Christ at Sea," faith 
caused a tragic moment to be a glori
ously happy one. The “ Life of 
Monsignor Robert Hugh Benson," 
written by C. C. Martindale, S. J., 
has this paragraph :

“ There was in Monsignor Benson 
an instinct which made him regard 
even religion somehow as a game or 
a sport. . . . Outrageous as this

sound, I am sure of it. But he

you
He turned his streaming face upon 
the frightened butler and gripped 
him by the arm.

1 Lady Hu h—my wife, is dead ! 
There was an accident—she 
killed instantaneously, with little 
pain, thank Godl They -aid so at 
the hospital. . . . She is outside
—there!” He pointed a shaking 
hand towards the partly open hall- 
door, through which a pale line of 
moonlight came stealing as the care
ful, measured tread of men carrying 
a precious burden sounded on the 
stone. “Yet you say to me—she 
arrived half an hour ago. You are 

ing or I am delirious !"
"It’s heaven's truth, Sir Vivian. 

And there is proof . . . and here
is Mrs. Ansdey to confirm it !"

B >th men looked up as the portly 
figure in its rustling black silken, 
robes hurried down the great stair-

mune,
slight. We have got to get another 
$1,000.000 a month. If only a third 
of the children of America would 
give a cent every other day, it would 
be enough."

“How will you reach the children?" 
asked a man beside me.

“ That is the question," I said. “In 
an emergency such as this we must 
appeal to someone in a high position 
who has many avenues of publicity 
—one to whose voice the whole 
civilized world will listen with 
respect. It must be one who has not 
spoken before and in vain, or"—and 
suddenly an inspiration struck me. 
“I know the one man who fits the 
need 1" 1 exclaimed.

“Who is it ?"
“It is the Pope. I shall see him." 
They smiled incredulously ; they 

shook their heads. 1 Too many 
others have tried and failed," they 
said. “The Pope is in a unique posi
tion ; he has political and religious

r,...r, zsvrsziï*.
hands worked nervously m entire influence to plans of Ins own
her fine lace apron. But.something CUurcb You a non Catholic might 
dreadful has happened! it s written not ev(jn bQ able t0 get an audience

with him."
‘T shall see the Pope !" I repeated. 
In the next few days I decided 

definitely to ask for no credentials 
from the Commission’s friends 
among the Catholic clergy, the Gov
ernment or the Papal nobility. I 
knew this was not the way ; it had 
failed too often. A lone hand seemed 
the only one to play.

On October 9 I landed in Rome. 
A friend had cabled ahead to Signor 
Salvatore Cortesi, an Italian gentle
man who had married an American 
woman, asking him to get in touch 
with me. The next day Signor 
Cortesi called. Fate was kind. In 
his youth, when Benedict XV. was 
only a priest, Signor Cortesi had 
known him well. I described my 
mission ; he became enthusiastic, 
and told me the best method to 
approach the Vatican.

What do these words 
mean to You ?

They mean 
Greater Safety 
in the Home

Four Gr*

History and

Perhaps you have noticed these 
words on our new “ Silent Par
lor” Match Boxes. The splints 
of all Matches contained in 
these boxes have been soaked 
in a solution which renders 
them dead wood once they 
have been lighted and blown 
out hereby reducing the danger 
of FIRE from glowing matches 
to the greatest minimum.

may
who has found sweetness and truth 
in the formulae he uses about God,
. . . and suddenly catches sight
of the splendors on which they stand 
. . . may burst into a joyous laugh
—a laugh, for he sees how enormously 
inadequate they are .... a joy- 

laugh for they are already so 
good, and promise what is so much 
better. In moments of this abrupt 
realization that God's in His Heaven’
. . . Hugh would literally break
into a laugh and hug himself, and 
cry out to his friends : 1 Oh, my
dear ; isn’t it all tremendous ? Isn’t 
it all sport ? Isn’t it all huge fun ?' "

A couple of days after going 
through an acute religious experience, 
on shipboard, Frank Bullen writes 
how an accident that might have 
caused him death, meant nothing but 
keen joy to him :

“ It was blowing stiffly," he writes, 
“ and we were carrying a press of 

to get north out of the bad

THE RIGHT SPIRITrav

The police officer comes in for so 
many hard knocks that it is a pleas
ure to pass on the experience of a 
missionary who had closed a very 
successful mission among deaf- 
mutes in Toledo.
Tribune relates the incident :

“One of the most pleasing side 
issues of the mission is the story of 
the most popular man in Toledo, the 
traffic officer, Malcolm O’Sullivan," 
said Father Oehl. “He would resent 
the telling of it, but I believe it is 
my duty to do so, as it contains a 
message for many a weak knead 
Catholic in public life.

“The gentleman in question stands 
guiding the traffic on one of the 
busiest corners of Toledo, and many 
proofs does he give during the day of 
his many qualities of gentlemanli- 

He took an active interest in 
the mission and was of great help to 
me. One evening after service he 
inquired for a young deaf mute, 
who, I had to admit, was not mak
ing the mission. 'He will be here 
to morrow night,’ he said, and this is 
the way I’m told he went about it. 
The next morning he took a car to 
the limits of the city and walked a 
mile and a half to the home of this 
young man, whom he told that his 

was desired at the mission

ult olleud. 
for ; oung

OUS simple and flelig 
who has writtenY‘hcas».

“Sr Vivian! Oh, velcome home, 
Sir Vtvian, a thousand tim is ! ’ The
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narratives inf sed with a

ugh
face 1" she cried, “and God 

but I am
in your
forgive a sinful woman 
beginning to believe that I have 
epoknu with a spirit!"

“Cradell telle me that-----” Sir
Vivian made an upward gesture.

“It’s true!” cried Mrs. Ansdey. 
“Her ladyship—it 'twas her ladyship 
—explained that you were delayed. 
Someone was.killed in the railway
ao ‘idt-nt--------- "

“Some one was killed!"
“And you wer* coming on after you 

. She—

Tired, Aching Feet 
and Limbs

promptly relieved by applying 
Absoroine, Jr., the antiseptic liniment. 
It is soothing, healing and invigorating 
—puts vim and energy into jade< 
muscles. One of the many enthusiastic 
users writes: “I received the trial 
bottle of Absorbine, Jr., all right and at 
that time was unable to walk without a 
cane, just around the house. I used it 
freely and inside of two days could 
walk without limping, something I had 
not done in two months. I went to the 
drug store and procured a $1.00 bottle 
and to-day can walk as good as ever. 
I’ll never be without it. I am recom
mending it to everyone I can, for I am 
a living witness.”

Absorbine, Jr., should always be kept 
at hand for emergencies.

At druggists, $1.00 and $2.00 a bottle 
or sent postpaid. Liberal trial bottle 
for 10c. in stamps.

W. F. Young, P. D. F.
299 Lymans Building, Montreal, Can.
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canvas
weather. Shortly after four bells we 
hauled down the ttying jib and I 

out astride the boom to furl 
astride the boom

ness.
«s>rry Hearts And True, by Mary C Crowley. A 

collection of stories for Catholic children, including 
“Little Beginnings,’’ ‘ Bind Apple woman.
•• Polly’» Five Dollars," “ Marie's Trumpet," and 
" A Family's Frolic"

House "By The Boyne, by Mrs. J. Sadlier. 
Piet ring scenes and incidents true to life in an 
in»h Bo-ough

Orphan Sisters. The ; by Mary I Hoffma 
an exceedingly in «resting stor/. in whv 
th • doctrines of tne Cathôlic Church 
defined.

Peail O' Antioch 
powerfully 
Church

Rose Le Blanc, bv Lady 
thoroughly entertaining story for young people 
bv one of the best k own ■ atnolic authors.

Rosemary, bv J Vincent Huntington. This novel, 
though written many years ago ho'ds its place 

ng he beat s’ories we have to-day.
Sister ' f Chanty, The; by Mrs. An 

story of a Sister of hartty who, as a nurse att- 
a non-' atnolic family, «1 d after a shipwreck 
rescue from aim *st a hopeless situation brings the 
family into he 1 hurrh of God. It is especially 
int resting in ts descriptions.

Sol tarv island. The ; by Rev. fohn 
As mysterious and fascinating in its plot as « 
of th sen»attonal productions of Archib-ridClaver
ing Gunth-r. a- d it con a ns portraits which would 
not shame the hru -h of a Thackeray or Dickens

Strawcutter’s Daughter, The ; by 1 ady (..enrgianna 
Fullerton. An interesting Catholic story tor

sprang
it. I was sitting 
when suddenly it gave way with me. 
The sail slipped through my fingers, 
and 1 tell backwards, hanging head 
downwards over the seething tumult 
of shining foam under the ship’s 
bows, suspended by one foot. But 1 
felt only exultation in my certainty 
of eternal life. Although death was 
divided from me by a hair's breadth 
and 1 was acutely conscious of the 
fact, it gave me no sensation but joy. 
I suppose 1 could have hung there 
no longer than five seconds, but in 
the time l lived a whole age ot 
delight. But my body asserted itself, 
and with a desperate gymnastic effort 
1 regained the boom. How 1 furled 
the sail 1 don't know, but I sang at 
the utmost pitch of my voice praises 
to God that went pealing out over 
the dark wuste of waters.”

It we would have the world a 
happier place, let's pray for an 
increase of its frith.—New World.

seen to the wounded. . .
ehe would not eat, or drink, or rest ;

she wished was toehe wished—all 
eee the house, and I obeyed, and we 
went through room after room until 
—there was a ring at the hall door 
bell, and a'knocking, and I turned to 
speak to my lady as we stood 
together in the painted chamber— 
and she was gone! Oh ! Sir Vivian, 
what does it all mean ?" cried Mrs.

Old
Pi

n. This is 
ch tome of 
are clearly

by Abbe Bayle. Acharmi g and 
written story of the early ages of the

Geor<ianna Fullerton.presence
that night, and he was back in time 
to go on duty at the accustomed 
hour.
present too, for I believe he felt it 
wouldn’t pay to cross the wishes of 
this police officer. All honor to 
Malcolm O’Sullivan, for he is a type 
of a truly Catholic gentleman, and 
his life is an accusation against 
those, who when they get into 
public life, are ashamed of being 
Catholic."

Ansdey.
“It means—that 1”
As the hall-door opened to admit 

the bearers with their precious 
burden, and as the men laid that 
cold, lovely, smiling image ot Death 
reverently on the settle, the blood
hound wakened from his slumber, 
and rising, uttered a long, plaintive 
howl.

‘‘Welcome home, my wife!" said 
Sir Vivian. “Leave us here together!"

Mrs.
Ansdey whispered, as her old comrade 
led her away.—The Good Work.

ence with Benedict XV. And the deaf mute was
na H I oney The

the challenge.
“My credentials," 1 replied, “are 

more than a million children who 
face starvation and death “

After a short delay the Vatican 
spoke again.

“By what right do you, anon-Cath 
olic, presume to approach His Holi
ness ?"

“If the Pope be the Vicar of Christ 
on earth," I replied, “then all men, 
Catholic or Protestant, Jew or Pagan, 
have the right to go to him in dis
tress. By the same token he may 
not refuse a single one who so 
approaches him."

After a few days the message came 
that my reply had pleased the Vati
can. I was asked to formulate my 
request and furnish documents to 
support my claims. 1 tendered 
records of physicians and scientists, 
and the audits by international 
accounts of the Commission's expen 
ditures—audit? which showed that 
the Commission was handling 
millions of dollars at an operating 
expens- of less than 1%. Only a 
man trained in business organization 

understand what that means.
All this had taken about ten days. 

The Vatican checked up my state-

more,
letter commanding him to place the 
matter before the bishops and priests 
and congregations in 
Further, We are going to promise 
Our Apostolic Benediction to all 
people, of whatever race or creed, 
who will join in this so noble and 
necessary undertaking."

Now that the immediate purpose ot 
my mission had been met, Benedict 
XV., began questioning me about 
America. I told him of my country, 
of its freedom of thought, of its 
religious tolerance, of the spiritual
ity, too often concealed, that lies in 
the hearts of its people.

“They must be a dear people," he 
broke in. “We are very much cir
cumscribed here. Our tasks are 
numberless. We have neither the 
time nor the strength to learn as 
much as We would like to know 
about your Americans, but We 
always hear concerning them 
most charming things."

At last l rose to go. Benedict XV. 
walked along with us almost to the 
little door, which opened automati
cally. Then, suddenly, he made a

Talbot Smith.

America. PARKER
Cleaning and Dyeing young people.

Tangled Paths, by Mrs, Anna H. Dowy, “ As a 
novel Tangled Paths is admirable , as a atholic 
nove it is most admirable and if the author will 
rompa e this ve y satisfactory production w th her 
ear ier work, The Stud-nt of Blenheim For»st, for 
instance, she can a’most s ng the 1 »une Vim ttis," 
for her improvement ts so marked that she -eems in 
her woik to have almost reathed its climax."—Ave

The W ters Of Contradiction by Anna C Mi ogue. 
A delightful romance of the Sont and Southern 
people, and so strong in its interest that the 
attention increases to the very last chapte .

Tears On The Diadem bv Anna H D >rsey. A 
novel of th* i.,ne life of Queen E izabeth So 
interestin • that the reader wil- be loathe to lay it 
d- w before fi ish ng the enti e st tv.

Tha’ia by Abbe A. Ba>le An interesting 
'n-tructive tale of the Fou th Century

Two Victories, The ; by Rev TV J. Potter. 4 story 
of th* conflict of faith in a n n Catho'ic family 
anr then entrance into the Catholic Church.

Tigranes, by Rev. 'oh i Joseph Franc •, S J An 
ab orbing story of the persecutions of atholics in 
th - fourth centu-y, and the attempt of Jul an the 
Apostate to restore the gods of Homer end Virgil.

The postman and the express- 
man bring Parker Dyeing and 
Cleaning Service right to your 
door. We pay carriage one way. 
Our exceptional facilities en
sure promptness as well as ab
solute thoroughness, — when 

you think of clean
ing or dyeing think 
of PARKER'S.
Write for booklet.
Be sure to address your 
parcel clearly to receiv- 

'ing dept.
PARKER’S DYE WORKS

LIMITED
791 YONGE STREET 

TORONTO

“It was the same face!" MENTAL DYSPEPSIA

Once upon a time Lord Bacon said: 
“Reading maketh a full man." The | 
saying caught the ear of the public, 
and it has become a most popular 
quotation as an argument in favor of 
reading. Father Plater, S. ,T., how
ever, uses it cautiously. He asks : 

Yes ; but full of what ? That 
who was near death. When makes all the difference. Eating,

likewise, maketh a full" man ; but are 
we, therefore, to devour sawdust or 
tin-tacks ? It is something to be 
full ; but it is far better to bn 
healthy. Health of -body depends 
upon the quality as well as the 
quantity of the stuff we en,t ; health 

the barber knelt beside the 0f mind and soul depends on the
morh than on the

A BAKBEB’S PRAYERS
WHO ARE REAL CATHOLICS?

Here is the story of a most un
usual conversion to the Catholic 
faith. Several years ago a Denver 
barber, a very good Catholic, was 
called to a stranger's house to shave

The church suffers not a little in 
the estimation of many good people 
tor the lack of discrimination between 
those who are and those who are not 
Catholics. Who are Catholics ? is by 

means a superfluous question. 
There are many so-called Catholics 
who have no real claim to the name. 
No one is entitled to the name of 
Catholic unless he be aprac'ical C ith 
olic. The Church is a living organism, 
and she bestows Catholic life upon 
those only who aro in communion 
with her, and her means of convey
ing this life is the sacraments.

a man
the barber was leaving, the woman 
of the house, wife of the sick man, 
came after him and hesitatingly 
asked him if ho could pray. The 
barber answered in the affirmative, 
and went back with the woman to 
the sick man's side. Taking out his

no

the

ftljC (Eatljülic ^veenrbrosary,
bed, recited the heads, then said a quality tar 
number of other prayers. The sick quantity of the stuff we read.
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