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NEWS 
FOR WOMEN

Richards Tells How 
Cidney Pills Cured
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„ cir Alexandre Lacoste, K. C.
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---------—r------- ^rr^lette, ZA.B.
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MecARDf CB01ETTE 6 TANSEY

Barristers and Solicitor» ,<lroc«t«. »* JAMBS ST.
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ADVOCATE*

«.rlnes Bank Building, 160 SU JM 
Bell Telephone Main l6?>

^BeU Tel. Main 355A Night and day service.

Conroy Bros.
§ ,93 CENTRE STREET

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfilters
n Estimates Given.

jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley
PLASTERER

*w»ssor (o John Riley. Rsubll.hcd In l#6o 
JffSf Oroameltll Plistcnng. Repairs el 
3lindfl promptly attended to.

15 Paris Street. Point St. Chirks.

1, «.WELSH 6 CO
Caterers and Confectioners

10-12 HERMINE STREET, MONTREAL

Manufacturers of the Famous D. H. W. 
lraade Caramels and Bverton Toffee.
JESS*’ Wcdd,ng ‘‘"«-BnA.NmV’

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

TT. PATRICK’S SOCIETY.—Estab- 
H-k^i lurch 6th. 1866; incorpor- 
,Ud 1668; Meets in St. Patrick’s 
Wl, »a St. Alexander street, first 
ileeùp ef the month. Committee 
ewte last Wednesday. Offleere: 
Her. Ohapiaia, Rev. Gerald Mc- 
ghaoe, P.P.: President, Mr. H. J. 
Kavanagh, K. C.; let Vice-Preei- 
dmt. Mr. J. C. Walsh; 3nd Vice- 
Pneident, W. G. Kennedy ; 
Treasurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corree- 
poading Secretary. Mr. T. C. Ber- 
TOngtem; Recording Secretary. Mr. 
T. P. Taneey; Aeet.-Recordtng Se- 
netary, Mr. M. E. Taneey; Mar- 
mal, Mr. B. Campbell; Aset. Mar- 
■a.1 Mr. P. Connolly.
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HOMESTEAD REQ'JLAT IONS

ANYovoD Bumborod Motion ai Doati- 
tàm Land In Manitoho, Hastoatetoa 
M and Alberta, excepting 8 end M, 
M* rwerred, may be hcmiMt—i Aed tog 
■eg poreoa who ie tàw eole bend ef * 
hediy, or any male over 18 ye*m ef 
age, to the extent of one quarter eee- 
iea ef 1*0 aoree, more or lean.

Entry meet toe made personally at 
Ihe local land office for tàn dâetrtet 
I* which the land is situated.

Eetry toy proxy may, however, toe 
■ado on certain conditions toy tftn 
todhtr, mother, eon, daughter, tom- 
Ihw or Mater of an Intending home 
Header.

The homesteader is required te ger- 
•ma the conditions eopweeted thmre- 
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(1) At least six moeths rimrtinei 
spec aed aultivwtien of Ifce land in 
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SOLOMON’S JUDGMENT.

His Friend Said
"It They Don't Help op 

Core Ton I Will Stand 
The Price."

Mr J. B. Rusk, 
T Liver + Orangeville, Ont.,
T Complaint + writes: “I had been
T Cured troubled with Dys-

, many different re-
obtained little or no benefit, A 

nend advised me to give your Laxa-Liver 
Ils a trial, but I told him I had tried so 

‘cure alls” that I was tired paying 
ut money for things giving me no benefit.

a *bey don't help, or cure you, 
will stand the price.' So seeing his faith 

m the paia,! bought two vials, and I was 
^deceived, for they were the best I ever 

ÎÎ®®" ,^bcy g»ve relief which has .had a 
“ore lasting effect than any medicine 

* tiJ? ey?r used» Md the beauty about 
them w, they are small and easy to take, 
for t ■,eveihem.to h® the beet medicine 
or Liver Trouble there is to be found.”

1 nee 25 «satis vial or 5 for $1.00, at 
on W.,U h* Beat direct by mail
“jyre-Pt of price.

Mabum Co., Limited, Toronto,
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Eliza Doylo, Father James's 
housekeeper, was making raspberry 
jam in the kitchen.

Now arid again, as she brought a 
steaming panful to cool on the 
table by the window she stood a 
second or two to watch the pacing 
figure beyond the tangle of apple- 
boughs.

“He’s got something on h*s mind,” 
she thought. ‘Lord send there’s no
thing wrong with Master James. 
’Tis a while sixxe he’s come to see 
us; and there was that hussy yes
terday. I didn’t like tbe looks of 
her, somehow.”

James Lester was Father James 
Barron’s nephew, his only sister’s 
only child', amd dear to his uncle’s 
heart as if he had been his own 
child. It was quite surprising what 
a difference it had made to Father 
James, his possession of a scape
grace nephew. Jim had been given 
over altogether to his uncle at six 
years old, when his mother died. 
Father James had brought him up. 
The child and boy bad been such a 
joy to him that he had often won
dered why he should have been se
lected for so much happiness above 
his fellows. The lot of other priests 
was a lonely and barren one com
pared with his. “You see, I’m a fa
mily man,” he used to say roguish
ly to the other priests. And indeed 
his vicarious fatherhood had all the 
joys, all the possible sorrows of 
real fatherhood.

Then trouble had come. Jim had 
done worse than Father James ever 
expected of him. He had' entangled 
himself with two girls. And each 
had brought her claim to Father 
James. And for the litfe of him he 
could not tell which had the better 
claim to the scapegrace.

Jim had helped him but little. He 
had been unlike himself, something 
of a mystery. He bad been sullen 
like a child in trouble. Yes, it was 
quite true that he bad engaged him
self to Rose Maguire while he was 
up in Dublin studying for a pro
fession. He bad given her a ring. 
People knew about it. He had ask
ed her father’s consent. They had 
been about together as an engaged 
couple.

On the other hand, there was Nora 
Fay. Nora was a girl in a shop, 
much humbler than Rose. He had 
never intended to go so far with 
Nora. He was engaged to Rose at 
the time. Rose had been masterful 
and exacting; and Nora was gentle 
and sweet and soft. He had taken 
refuge with JJora, and things had 
gone too far between them. He was 
Nit to shoot himself when he 
thought of hurting Nora.

He looked oddly haggard by the 
time his uncle had extracted so 
much from him.

Father James mused with his 
cheek upon his band. In a lower 
social environment than that to 
which Miss Rose Maguire belonged 
Father James had known a sum of 
money to prove a solatium for a 
broken heart. It was unlikely that 
the young lady could be moved by 
such poor considerations as had af
fected her humbler sisters. Still, 
there was no knowing. And he had 
a little nest-egg.

Jim knew nothing about the nest- 
egg. He was not to know till the 
moment came when the nest-egg 
should be of great value to him— 
should open him some door, pur
chase for him some unhoped-for step, 
accomplish some wonder for him. 
Perhaps the moment had come now. 
It would hurt Father James to re
duce or to part with the nest-egg; 
—it was impossible to say what a 
fine young lady’s demands might 
not be, if she should stoop to ac
cepting money instead of a lover.

Father James wanted to think. He 
wanted to think and to act quietly, 
without Jim’s miserable eyes upon 
him.

Father Denis wants you, Jim,” 
his uncle said softly. "I've a letter 
from him in my pocket here saying 
he hoped you’d go to him for a bit 
of the vacation. The sea air will 
do you no harm.”

For a moment the boy looked hope
ful, as though he had a respite,, be
fore his face clouded agiain.

••You wish me to go?” he asked 
shortly.

"Yes, Jim, I wish you to go. 
There’s no use in your coming home 
with me now. You have your bag 
packed. Go off to Father Denis and 
let things be for a bit. Perhaps 
we’ll find a way out of it.”

Father James had seen Miss Rose 
Maguire. She was a toll girl, with 
a hard handsome face. so finely 
dressed that she had set tbe village 
gaping as she came through it from 
the railway station.

She talked quickly, fluently, so 
fluently that Father James blinked 
his eyes as though in face of a heavy 
shower. She said the same thing 
over and over again in many differ
ent ways. She might have dope 
much better than Jim, but since she 
had accepted him and all the people 
knew ft there was no going back. 
Father James m4 make bis nephew 
do his duty by Miss Maguire. She 
was no more prepared for a long, 
indefinite engagement than she was 
for toedng an old maid.

“Supposing that your engagement 
comes to nothing,” he naked. Ins 
eyes watching her, “it cannot mat
ter to you whether he marnes an
other girl or not.”

“But it does,” she panted. If the 
marries another girl I will make 
him nav for it.”

No iwwter that Father Jatnea 
was perplexed after this Interview^ 
On the one hand there was Miss 
Rose Maguire, whom he certainty 
did not like, but there was nothin* 
«minet the girl either personal!- or 
eoclally. In fact «he belonged to a
highly reputable family which hada 
good social standing. The girl her

self was highly esteemed. The reve
lation of vulgarity in her hail been 
a shock to Father James.

"Your Reverence," saJd Eliza 
Doyle at his elbows. "There’s a 
young woman at the door waiting 
to speak to your Reverence.’’

To be sure, it was Saturday after- 
; "om1, aml he had asked Nora Fay 
I ,t'° co“‘u whm she was free. Doubt- 
less this was she. And it was.

You ve walked from town. my 
poor child,” lie said, "and you’re 
tiled. Now, wouldn’t you like a cup 

I of tea?” H
She looked her grateful assent.
I want tea, Eliza,” he said, com- 

i ing in on the good woman, “and a 
j dr°P of cr°am for it, and a new-laid 

C(S(5>' and some of the raspberry jam 
.you've been making. And a few of 
your griddle cakes could come in 
handy; my visitor has had a long 
walk.”

It 11 take time' to bake the grid
dle cakes. Father.”

Never mind that.” Father Janies 
had an idea that his visitor would 
enjoy her tea better when there had 
been an explanation between them. 
He did not want the explanation to 
be disturbed by the coming and go- 
i'ng of Eliza Doyle, so he added 
with great cunning: “and I’ll tell 
you what, Eliza. Put the tea in 
the summer house in the garden. 
And when you’re ready for us just 
ring your little bell.”

When he returned to the parlor 
he was pleased to see that his vi
sitor had somewhat recovered her
self. Apparently she had dreaded 
an unfriendly reception, and had been 
reassured by Father James’s kindly 
way. The color had come back to 
her cheeks, and she smiled, showing 
little even teeth. Her smile had the 
ingratiation of a child's.

“You’re too good to me, Father,” 
she said, and came to the point 
with a directness he was not pre
pared for. ” ’Tis about Jim, Fa
ther. He isn’t to be blamed. I 
don’t know how you knew. I’d ra
ther die than tell his secret—”

"He told me himself.”
“We didn’t know what was hap

pening till it was too late,” she 
went on, her cheeks firing. "He used 
to come in for bis lunch. He was 
sorry for me because I’d no one to 
take me out; and he didn't like the 
town, and I didn’t, being always 
used to the country. So be used 
to talk to me, and we were friends 
and then be took me out and it 
went on and on, and we didn’t 
know where we were till we were 
fond of each other.”

"Supposing he found he had made 
a mistake?—a very natural mistake 
for a young man to make when he 
is thrown into such a friendship— 
and discovered that after all his 
heart was where it ought to be, 
with the girl who was wearing his 
ring?”

Plainly she took his question for 
an assertion. She gazed at Father 
James for a few seconds, and some
thing like a film come over the blue 
of her eyes. She shivered as though 
she were cold. Then she stood up 
and raised her little hand with a 
forlorn dignity.

"If that be so,” she said, “I shall 
never trouble him.”

“Wait,” Father James said, put
ting his hand on her arm. "You 
haven’t had your tea. Besides, I 
haven’t finished. Supposing he is 
really fonder of the other girl than 
he is of you, but that he feels he 
has done you the greater wrong. 
Supposing he feels that she can do 
without him better than you can, 
and is prepared to give up bis own 
happiness to mak« you happy?”

“That would be very kind of 
him,” the girl said, gently, "but, of 
course, I couldn’t take it from him. 
Will you please tell him from me, 
Father, that I shall do very well, 
and that I’m mindful of all the 
kindness he showed to me; hut that 
the'best of friends must part; and 
I shall be happy thinking of him as 
happy"

A small sob broke the heroic 
speech.

“But you wouldn't be happy, 
child?”’

”1 Would not. Father,” she su id : 
and he felt as though the secrets ul 
a soul were laid bare to him in the 
confessional; “but he is never tv 
know it. 1 shall do very well l 
have my mother to think of—”

She held out her hand.
There, there, -child,” he went on, 

soothingly. “You haven’t had vour 
tea yet, and it is a long. dusty 
walk back. Better wait a while 
till the coolness comes, and the 
dews. Maybe I'li be borrowing a 
pony and trap to take you part of 
the way. What, you want to be 
*by yourself—to break your heart 
alone! Child, what did you think 
of us of me and Jim? I thank 
God for the revelation of a pure, un
selfish love. Trust me. and trust 
him. He is a good boy, but you 
will need to watch over him Ah. 
there is the tea bell ! ”

Three or four days after, Jim Les
ter, fretting his life out in the (JIon 
to the trouble and bewilderment of 
Father Denis; received a small pos
tal packet.

Within it lav the ring he had giv
en to Rose Maguire, with a formal 
and very cold quittance from that 
voting lady. Fortunately she had 
discovered her mistake before it was 
too late: she could never have been 
happy with Mr. Lcsfter. She there
fore set him free arid claimed her 
own freedom. Would Mr. Lester 
send her letters, and she would re
turn his and his gifts.

Jim Lester whistled like a black
bird as he packed his bag. He had 
no idea at all, nor ever had, of the 
depletion of that little nest egg 
which Father James had put by for 
him by a few hundred pounds. Fa- 
•ther James had shown more diplo
macy than any one would have cre
dited him with in that second in
terview with Rose, in which be had 
persuaded her that the results in 
hard cash of a law suit were pro
blematical, while the depreciation in 
the manriage-market of a young lady , 
who had set a money value on a ' 
broken heart was considerable. Jim 
asked no questions. He was too1 
delighted with the fortunate issue 
of his troubles to ask bow it had 
come about. If ho was inclined to 
give Rose too much credit for gene
rosity and high-mindedness that did 
no harm in Father James’ opinion. 
Father James rejoiced with has ne
phew when Rose became a bride 
within the year; and was inclined to 
think that the shrinkage of the 
nest-egg was well a/toned for by 
the excellent results.

“It was a judgment of Solomon,” 
he used to say to himself when he 
was once more left to the com
panionship of Rex and Prince. "I 
had to give him to the woman who 
loved him bes/t and had the best 
right to him, so I had, and -sure the 
Lord guided me. The one who was 
ready to give him up was tbe right 
one, after all-"—Katharine Tynan 
( Abridged. )

To Digest
the Food

Bale In the intestine» i» «e import
ant to digestion ex are the gextric 
Juices in the etomeoh end bile is 
only supplied when the User te in
native condition.

The serious and chronic forms of 
indigestion are cured by Dr. A. W. 
Chase's Kidney-liver Pills because 
of their influence on the liver, ce-us- 
jog » good flow of hfle to aid the 
«gestion and keep the bowels regu
lar, thereby preventing fermentation 
of the food, the formation ot gas 
and all the disagreeable sy. -ptotna 
of Indigestion.

Long Standing oases ot chronic In
digestion yield to Dr. A. W. Chase's 
Kidney-Liver Pilla eJter all else has

Here’s the proof.
■T was for many years troubled 

with indigestion and headache and 
derived no. benefit from the many 
remedies I used. ’ A friend advised 
the use of Dr. Chase's Kidney-liver 
Pills said after taking four boxes the 
result is that I am onos more In the 
full enjoyment of the blessings ot 
good health.’’—Mr Duncan MePber- 
eon, Content, Alt*.

One pill * doss. 96 esnta » box, 
at *11 dealers, or ■dmaeson. Bates 
ft Co., Toronto.

Dr. A- W. Chase’s 
Kidney- t

Liver Pills
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The Priest of
the Sacred Heart.

In one of the poorest districts of 
Rome, attached to a little new 
church dedicated to the Sacred Heart 
and St. Dominic, erected by himself, 
there dwells a twentieth century 
saint. His days are passed in the 
service, both spiritual and corporal, 
of his necessitous and occasionally 
ungrateful neighbors. The children 
love him; there is no good' work 
that does not gratefully acknow
ledge the benediction of his earnest 
interest, but before and above all he 
is known solely and simply as “The 
Priest of the Sacred Heart.”

For the love of the Incarnate Love 
is hie life’s greet passion. And 
this title is at once his dearest trea
sure and his greatest humiliation. 
For he was not always a "vessel of 
election,” rather his vocation is one 
of the!victories of the Sacred Heart, 
"one of the miracles of its mercy," 
as he himself has been heard to 
say.

And, years ago, thus it was that 
it occurred.

Padre Domenico’s eyes were full 
of tears. Ar.d his heart was sore
ly agitated. He paced his little 
austere room, with its scholarly but 
few and unpretentious rows of neat
ly kept book shelves. Without the 
wind was howling dismally, and
the rain dashed with dreary vio
lence upon the window panes. The 
night was dark; and cheerless His 
solitary candle, flaming at the foot 
of the image of the Crucifix, flicker
ed fitfully in the strong gusts of 
wind that ever and anon swept the 
draughty apartment.

“Oh ! poor, poor blinded soul ! “ 
be exclaimed aloud at lest, repeating 
the words in a voice broken- with
emotion. Suddenly retracing his
steps he cast himself before the som-
-UOISSTKlUlOO "5V»0U1 611 Ml?AX SSOJO OJQ

ate figure, which dominated the se
verely simple room that seemed no 
unfitting shrine for its unearthly 
majesty.

"Lord,” he cried, fitfi/ng his stream 
ing eyes upon the gentle face that 
appeared to bend towards him in pi
tiful condescension as be prayed, his 
emaciated hands clasping closely a 
cherished little image of the Sacred 
Heart. “Ah ! gentle Lord, Heart! of 
Love, Who cometh from beaver, to 
this our desolate world, to seek and 
to save that which was lost, be
hold ! behold ! I, an unworthy 
shepherd of Thy flock, oast myself 
upon Thy pitiful mercy. See, Lord, 
I can do naught for him, this poor 
one for whom I plead and pray. 
Thou knoweet I have indeed» striven 
my beet to bring Thee back Thy 
wandering child 1 And woe, ah 1 
woe is me !( I have failed ! I have 
no hope but in Thy mercy. Save 
him, who alone caret, save him 
from utter, endless misery •! I cat 
but weep before Tby feet ; I em *b 
unprofitable servant ; save Thou this

; i-ouJ. and Thine alone, () 
my liud, shall lie the glory !1

And as Ho wept and 
there cam,-, suddenly owr the 
•priest, a -strange husli am! vain, 
fore him rosv. so clour and bvauli- 
ful he knew not wlreubur it was 
with the mind’s eye Ire beheld, it or 
whether in very truth the blessed 
vision gleamed on tho dimness- of 
the faintly illuminated apartment : 
the tender figure of the Saviour, 
even as Hef greeted the holy Visit- 
ainline in her convent chaj>cl years 
ago. And u«s he gazed upon that 
glowing Heart, "the lyop.- of all 
who mourn,” the Heart of th‘Eter
nal -Shepherd, there fell. u« it were, 
a balm and a strange sweet glad
ness as of paradise, upon his wound
ed spirit. for w,thin the arms of 
the Redeemer, clad in the shining 
radiance of a vested priest, there 
sir»led upon Ifini the soul for whom 
Ire laid spent himself in midnight vi
gils before the Eucharistie heart of 
Hod, in austerities uml in ceaseless 
exhortations and pleadings—the soul 
for whom even then he was in an
guish.

And the voice that had charmed 
thousands on, the hills wnd plains of 
Palestine fell like a silver Ml on 
his enraptured v«r: "Domenico. '
xvouldst thou gain this soul for Me? 
It is a petal! of great price, and he 
who would buy It must needs pav 
highly for it. What wiR thou offer 
to win it ?”

"The good shepherd giveth his life 
for his sheep," returned Padre Do
menico simply. "Willingly I offer 
Thee my life: it is all 1 can, and 
less I cannot.”

And the gracious answer come 
sweet and soft, like the refreshing 
sparkling of a fountain in a parched 
desert, to his weary soul: "The gem

thine; 1 accept thiine offering, 
true shepherd <>f My sheep.”

And the servers of Padre Domeni
co’s mass next morning marvelled at 
the unearthly radiance of his face, 
for it wee ns if transfigured, and 
for the whole of t-heit day ho seemed 
rapt out of his usual calm serenity.

Some time later he went to call, 
with renewed hope, upon the atheis
tic lawyer, Signor Luigi Roui, the 
soul for whose conversion ho had 
longed so ardently a/nd labored so 
zealously, whom he had known since 
t-he young man’s boyhood and- had 
directed while he might. Somewhat 
to his surprise, he was immediately 
admitted to the presence of Signor 
Roni, who had of late constantly re
fused him entrance. But his bright 
anticipations were doomed to a 
summary extinction.

For, without oven inviting him to 
be seated, the lajwyer spoke in oool, 
incisive tones, piercing with their 
icy finality the gentle heart ot the 
devoted priest.

"Good day to you, inuire. 1 have 
admitted you to my house this af
ternoon, but it is only to inform 
you that the insistence wherewith 
you haunt me must henceforth cease 
and cease utterly. I will have no
thing more to do with either you 
personally or with any of your 
black-coated brethren. Nay, liston 
to me,” he went on, interrupting the 
priest’s protest with a sudden ac
cess of fury, his lean sallow face 
flushing fiery red with -anger: "I ojui 
determined once and for all to put 
an end to your accursed interfer
ence, an1* so 1 warn you that if 1 
ever see your face again, be it where 
you will, at my door or elsewhere,
I will shoot yo-u dead, by the hea
ven above us 1 swear it! And row 
begone!” And sharply striking a 
small silver handbell, he summoned 
the servant to usher out his dis
mayed and astounded visitor.

Longer than ever were the mid
night vigils of good Father Domeni
co, more and more ardent the sup
plications wherewith he entreated 
the "Heart of Love and Mercy," and 
daily the patient suffering in his 
worn face became more pathetic. 
From time to time, too, he heard 
reports of the young lawyer, bow he 
was advancing in popularity, of the 
brilliant promise of his gifts and 
talents, and he trembled for the 
future of the ambitious, deluded 
soul. And at last there came a 
day when his worst forebodings and 
fears were -only too fully realized. 
Roni had boldly espoused the cause 
of the Free Masons and socialists, 
amd was heart and soul an anarchist 
bound up with them in the work 
of destroying religion.

Weeks passed into months and 
months soon swelled into years, 
when again Padre Domenico met
the lawyer. There had been of laite 
vague rumors of a grave disruption 
among the ranks of the socialist 
party, and some even went the
length of asserting that Roni 
altogether abandoned them at 
It was in the dusk of an October 
evening, and the shades of the Ita
lian night were falling rapidly. Par 
dre Domenico bad beer, out on an 
errand of mercy to a dying youth 
and was returning to his little si
lent room, his beloved heritage, as 
he styled it. Turning into the dim
ly lighted square in whdeh he re
sided fie passed a dark furtive-seem
ing shadow that drew his attention. 
Before he could well distinguish 
aught of it, however, it had appa
rently vanished. Perplexed and 
doubtful, with an irresolution for 
which he himself could not aooount, 
the priest hesitated amd stood stm.

At that moment there was a sud
den spurt of fleane before him and 
a loud- report. A burning pain in 
the side immediately followed!, caus
ed him to stagger, and he would 
have fallen to the ground had not n 
pair of strong arms suddenly 
ported him. A well-known 
spoke in his ear:

“Father, oh! Father, what in the 
name of God have you done? Oh, 
why, Why did you pause just now^ 
That ruffian’s bullet was intended 
for me, and if you had not stopped 
just then you would t»™
God have mercy on me. goilty that 
I am. for whom His priest be® giver 
his life. Dear Father Domentao. 
vou mot remember me. I am *

had
last.

CmO GET NO RELIEF
' Lit ” Father Alorriscy’s No. 10 ” 

C:u cd Bronchial Trouble.

Pictou, N.S. 
Pathkr Morriscy Med. Co., Ltd.

I can testify to the benefit derived 
from Father Morriscy *s cure for Bron
chial trouble.

For some time I was a sufferer from 
this trouble, and could get no relief 
from it, until I used his medicine 
prescribed.

On taking Father Morriscy's medi
cine, to my surprise, I began to improve, 
and was completely cured.

With a grateful heart, I give this 
testimony, to the great value of Father 
Morriscy's prescriptions.

I remain,
JOHN GRATTAN.

This is simply a sample of hundreds, 
of letters which were received by Fa
ther Morriscy during his lifetime, and 
since then by the Father Morriscy 
Medicine Co., Ltd. Do not despair, 
even though your cough has defied 
ordinary cures, but get a bottle of 
“ Father Morriscy's No. io” and ex
perience yourself the relief it has 
brought to so many sufferers. Trial 
bottle, 25c. Regular size 50c, at your 
dealer’s, or from Father Morriscy 
Medicine Co., Ltd., Chatham, N.B. 13

Roni, who once swore to kill yxm, 
and now, oh! God, you are dying 
for me ! ’ ’

"TVhut made me pause, Luigi, child 
of my heart," murmured tho mor
tally wounded but supremely happy 
priest, smiling into the face ot the 
lawyer, wh-osc tears were streaming 
h-ot and fast; "what but the infinite 
mercy of God, tho love of the Sob
ered Heart for us both.”—Irish Mes
senger of the Sacred Heart.

A Huguenot Protest.

When Protestants almost unanim
ously flocked to the side of tho 
French atheists ut the inauguration 
of their war against the Church, 
they were told tliat tlw; day would 
come when they would realize that 
the enemy was aiming at , them, too, 
and that they would, for their own 
protection, bo compelled to join 
with the Catholics in defence of re
ligion. The prophecy lwvs boon rea
lized. The Paris corree|M>n<lent of 
the Daily Dost, <>f Birmingham, 
England, writes u# follows to his

"French families of good old 
Huguenot stock are as grieved at 
wlint is going on as Roman Catho
lics themselves. At their consisto
ries, at their meetings, in their tem
ples, in their homos, the note is 
one of lamentation; and H I venture 
on a statement that may appear pa
radoxical. its seems to me, from 
fuels Uïat have come under my per
sonal notice, that French Protest
ants and French Catholics have been 
brought into sympathetic contact 
with each oilier by the- anti-Christ
ian wave. It is the first instinct of 
common action against a common 
danger, and will certainly grow.

"This very week l have been ap
pealed to by a distinguished P rot os
ant family, well known in French 
society and in consistorial circles, to 
do my utmost In the press to call 
attention to a grievance that affect
ed the sanctity of the Christian 
home. It was this: At the lycees 
the teachers gave the boys on Sun
day afternoon so many lessons to 
projmre for Monday that the Sun
days were taken up in studies, and 
as a consequence, divine worship, the 
catechism class, -association with ixv- 
rents were interfered with. Alto
gether, it was an indirect method of 
secularising the whole week, instead 
of six days. My friends are not 
alone : a number of their co-reli
gionists share in tho same discon
tentment, and it helps what 1 have 
been saying when I add that in the 
movement of protest that is being 
formed the Protestant iKistors are 
eodkting the active support <A the Ca
tholic priests.

"Tho very present situation is, to 
my mind, very cleaj. On the one 
hand wc. see in France a weakened 
voluntary system of primary educa
tion, struggling hopelessly in an un
even battle, and the other a huge 
network of secular schools, imposed 
by the State, supported -by the State 
and supplying a particular kind of 
instruction determined by the State. 
Tho State selects the teachers and 
selects the cloes-books. Anything 
that refers to the past glories of 
France is passed over, erased or ca
ricatured every time it redounds to 
the honor of the Church or of reli
gion. The word of God is never pro
nounced in a French State school. It 
is neutrality carried to excess. In 
fairness, the facts should be related 
and the comments withheld—t hait 
is an Englishman's idea of neutrali
ty. But this might be borne by 
French parents if the State sohool- 
meMer and schoolmistress contented 
themselves with going no further. 
Instead of which there is a delibe
rate campaign, noticed more or less 
all over France, to instill into the 
children'» minds on aversion anh 
disgust for '•Christian superstitions 
and observances. ' The most sacred 
things are ridiculed, a favorite me
thod with the State teacher, because 
he knows how susceptible the child
ish mind is to ridicule and mockery. 
The doctrines of the divini
ty of Christ, tho Incarnation, 
the Redemption arc among the su
perstitions ; going to church, bap
tism, communion, prayer are among 
the ‘observances.’ What chance have 
the children t<o muss successfully 
through the ordeal ?”

do
Luigi
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