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And when the light came back— |

dim, Indeed, but full of & new hope
and life for him>-it was Mabel from |
whom he drew the sweet confession
ap they stood under the lilacs.

“ves I loye you, Harvey. I told
you g0 onoce before. I1i was I—I
that knelt besjde you in the dark- |
nese, that held you to life and love
It was not all fevex dream
Harvey

I know it, de

he whispered.
I have known it for years. And it
hae given hope and strength and
courage to win my pearl beyond all
price,’—Mary T, Waggaman,

nr,

B

HOW I CAME TO THE
PALACE BEAUTIFUL

EPN—

] N« R1 1 The M

Many times, during the thirty yeare
gince 1 became a Catholie, I huve\
been ssked both by Oatholice and
by non-Catholics why I took that |
step. 1 have found it was & vur)“
interesting subject. The Catholic i
was pleased and edifled to hear ths |
reasons which led an outsider, upon
purely logical grounds, to accept the
belief that his Church was the one |
true Church established by Christ
Himself. The non-Catholic, a8 =&
rule, found the step incomprebeu
gible. And that one sbould continue |
to believe in it even after one knew |
‘the inside tfaots,”’ and ghould go‘
year after year, loving 1i with an |
ever-incre feotion, was more |
imcompr \ Fer that, it |
wae & sabject which the 1 Catho
lic regarded with pome interest and o |
great deal of curiosity. I found that |
being & convert gave me a greab |
advautage, for non-Catholics would
tal more freely with me about |
religion on that account. I knew
their point of view, and the objec- |
tions they were likely to cffer. ‘1

|
|
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K

It is with the belief that the sub
jeot is etill of interest, and with the ‘
hope of reaching many whom I ehall
never see, that I have written, with
the greatest candor, this account of
the reason which urged me, and of
the various steps in the journey
which at last led me safely into the |
Palace Beautiful, the true home nt“
my soul.

I was born in Chicago of American
parents in moderate clrcumstances, |
Ag far as I know, there had never
been a Catholic in the family, nor
anyone dreamed of it. There
were people we knew who believed
in and practiced religion—

probably it was a good thing they
did—but thet we should embrace it
would be strange as that we

uld make ourselves South Sea |
dere, or consent to change our
skina to black. My father was |

a lawyer, an intelligent honora
men and 6 convincing talker, bub a |
men entirely without religion. |
Many a time I have heard him say,
in his authorilative Way, that
religious beliet was a delusion—
pothing more. It wes a comforting |
delusion, thersfore people clung (nl
it. But it had no foundation in fact |
or reason. My mother was little
and sweet and young. She had |
geveral children, and lost them all
except my brother and myself during
their infancy. Dear little mother!

She hereel

who

that
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ung

religious con-
fact, ehe

opinione or sef

ther's master

§6 ever

1ildish heart
to Him Who
beautiful, anc

< ul and
Alps! How Ifar be

enrly ideal has been the reality !

first y I went to school I
heard the childr recite the Lord's
Prayer. Thet much religion was
allowed in the public schoocle of
those days. It was the first prayer
I bad ever heard. I was delighted
with it, and learned it at once.
When I spoke of it at home father
laughed at me a little, and asked
me to recite it for him, just so he
conld gee how it went—he had about
torgotten it, he said. I cried out,
“1 will not!” Not that I dared dis-
obey fathex, but I could not bear to
have it made the subject of ridicule.
Mother gently interposed in my'
behalf, and the subject was dropped. |

When I wae about ten years old |
my mother bscame very ill, and l\
was send to a neighbor's houee, gach
day to practice my music lessorfa.
What house it was! Big and
roomy and filled with children.
There was & kindly, hard.-working |
father and & big, warm-hearted
mother; there were holy pictares on
the walls, andg an atmosphere of love
and piety pervaded the house. One |
day the mother took me by the hand

~how tiny my hand was in her big
strong .and led me upsiairs.
There on a bed in the epare room
were lovely white dresses and veils
tor two of her little girlse who were
to make their firet Communion on
the following Sunday. How beauti
ful it all was! And*how kind they
all were to the lonely child whose
mother was 8o sick!

My mother died a few days latar,
and we moved to another house. I
pever saw them again, but I have
never forgoiten them. Where are

a

one

‘(Iu,d.

| and wae

|
my

l Protestant
rather surprised when I stated my |

| could

they now, I wonder—Mary and
Margaret and little John and 11 the
rest? And did they ever know how
powerful an inflnence Ghat One
memory of & happy Catholic home
was to me in later years ?

In time my father married again,
and a year or two afier he, also,
My gtepmother was 8
different woman from my mother,
She had a more self reliant nature
deeply religious, BShe wns
very kind to us and perfectly wise
and just, both to ue, and to her own
little boy, who wae born ghortly
before my father died. She was a
strict Presbyterian and began at once
to send us to Sunday school. 1 was
glad to go, and very soon at my own
request, I was baptized. I wanted to
do something to draw nearer to God,
and that was the only thing 1 could
think of. Unfortunately, between
stepmother and myeelf there
existed a etrange barrier of reserve
and embargassment in regard fto
religion. Upon ali other matters we
talked freely and confldentially;
upon the subject nearest to both our
hearte, we seemed unable to epeak.
I belleve that condition often exista

Chburch.
When I was fifteen we moved to
Oalitornia, and as teachers were
gearce I soon began teaching in e
country school.
I went to echool in the city.
gsountry schools were then closed on
account of the heavy rains, In

|
very |
| proy

| inspiring, and the ritusl kept

| the congregution of Christ's

| between persons outgide the Catholic |

thought I had found what my uoul‘
craved. After a while I applied to
the elders of my own church for a
letter transferring my memberehip
to the Episcopal Church, This re

quest wae readily granted, and 1 was
given a moet beautiful letter full of |
exprossions of kindnees and Chris-

tian fellowship.

For a while I was happler. I could
better, for the beanuty of the
church was & help, the music was
my
mind from wandering. But in Lime‘
my other difficulties came back to
torment me, Besides, even here
there was nu sense of securify, no
gtendtast doctrine to cling to,

One thing troubled me exceeding-
ly. In the form for administering
the sucrament of baptiem, which I
found in my Book of Common prayer,
were the words : "' I baptize thee in
be Name of the Father and of the
Son and of the Holy Ghost, Amen:

We recsive this child into
flock
and do sign him with the Sign of the
Cross"—and 8o on. A footnote
added: If anyone objects to the
Sign of the Cross it may be omitted.
“ Well,” I gaid to myself, " if the

| Sign of the Croses is bad, it has no
| buginess to be in the baptismal gerv.

During the winters |
,l.!lf_’ |
| dare to object
the |

city I went regularly and joyfully to |

church—the Presgbyterian, of course.
But 1 became very much troubled
about certain matters and determined

help in regard to them.

ice at all-——nor anywhere else. But |
if it is good and holy and part of the
sacrament which makes the person
baptized a child of God,
to 1t ?"

who shall
And what
confldence could anyone bave in a
church which would allow him to
dictate ns to the worde or forms uted
in one of its most solemn ceramon-

| ies

e to go or to whom, I did not |

know.
Finally I
minieter himself. Such a thing wae
unheard of, I believe among
young companions and I did
mention my
After oalling several times at fhe
little study back of the church and
finding no one in, I left a note saying
I would ba there at a certain time.
Whoen I arrived the door was locked,
but atter some delay, the minister
came and agked me in, He was a
bright man and a good speaker upon
current topics, but hardly a
example, I think, of the average
minister. He seemed

not

errand.

‘ What particalar points are you
troubled about ?"” he asked

“Well, for one thing, I
wondering where the
father and mother are.
80 good—eo dear.
honorable man; mother was
and kind. I don't think she ever
did a wrong thing in her life. Yet
neither of them went to churcl
Father did not believe in religion at
all., I can't bear to think they may
be in hell.”

The minister answered
gome impatience :

‘We have nothing to do with
your father or your mother or any
of your ancestors.
that those who believe in the Lord
Jegus Christ will be saved, and that
those who do not will be lost.
almost sure he said " will
damned.”

* Another trouble ig, I can't pray.

"

can v
gouls of

They were
Father was a fine,

help

be

fair |

| gone to live in n small mining fown.
resolved to go to the |

my |

intention fo anyone. |
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| and sad.

my |
aweel |

| staff. The

me with |

In the
had died,

meantime, my stepmother

and I bad married and |
My husband was "' born and raised ’
a Catholic, but had not practiced his
religion since he was a boy. At the
time I met him he had lost all faith,
I think, and made no objection to
our being married by the Episcopal
minister. When my children came,
I was very busy and, ag there was
no particular obligation upon me to
attend church, I went but seldom
and finally sank into & low, unhappy
gtate of mind, asking no help and
bearing my burdens as best I counld
alone.

Onpe sformy night I was sitfing by
the baby's cradle. The older chil
dren were ngleep. My husband was
v on business, and I was lonely
Life had bscome hard for |
me in ways. I had a little |
volume of poems in my hand, and |
Amor was one, ' I Stand at |

yr and Knock.,” I do notre
member the words : it was the illu
gtration that totiched my heart. The
picture showed Our Lord, weary a 1d
travel-worn ing a lantern and a
heavy, barred door at
which he knocked was overgrown
with brambles and weeds, I have
the little picture before me a8l
write.

Suddenly I realized that although |

many

| I had forgotten God and had (‘lorng

The Bible teaches |

| down on my
I am |

| lady

My mind wanders off to other things, |

and I don't know what to &
" Get down your knee
the best you can
“ Then, I get so discouraged about
I am B0 sorry
an with
And I do

on

waen

with
man
llower
eing kir
\ been, he
cold. He was
nister of God. Bu
1 give me no me
of Wisdom
yungel in my he
I'here was, hen
me but God. I

BRWAY

sage fro
Cruth, no
yur of need.
no one to
would do tl

and lepve it all in His h
One summer while I was teach
ing echool near & small town, I
visited a flne American family, Pres
byterians like myself. On their

anad

the door of my heart to Him, He ha
not forgotten me. I laid the book
fae down in the cradle and went
knees beside it, begging |
Our Lord not to leave me, but to
come into my heart and abide there.
Among my neighbors were an old |
and her two daughters. The |
old lady was in poor health and I
went in quite often to see her. Taey
ware vout Oatholics. One day I
a large picture of the Pope
BI underneath,
Father

the |
Popa Pius

v But i
1ead of the |
i of Christ |
he is entitled
aection.” .
need I aa
1d not write
y begged her pardpon, and
on I tell into thd way of
questions ; what did this
they do that, and €0
answered me a8 she

from then
king her
mean, why
She alwa

B8

| did at flest, kindly and seriously, and

| without taking offense.

bookshelves I ocame across a book |

called ** Priest and Nun.” I
always fond of reading and particu-
larly interested in anything regard
ing religion. So I borrowed the
book and took it with me out to
where I was teaching.
terrible book.
go.onlled disclosures of an escaped
pun, and revealed the vile and sin
ful lite eaid to be led by priests
and nuns and the awful crimes com
mitted to conceal these thinge.
Strapge to say, thees horrible
stories produced no effect except to
arouse a distrust of their truth. My
gense of justice made me long to
defend those who were thus attacked
without being given a chance to
defend themselves. I could not be
lieve that people who had left their
houses and embraced a life of hard
ghip witk the avowed purpose of
serving God could all be hypocrites
and oriminals. Some, if not most,

| must be sincere and living good and

holy lives. It so, it was a wicked,
a horrible thing. to write such a
book about them. I was surprised
that my friends, kindly Christian
people, should allow it in their
houses.

That winter, after I went back to
the city, I happsned to attend the
Episcopal Church, once or twice, in
company , with somg of my girl
friende. The solemnity and beauty
of the service charmed me, and I

was |

It was a|
It was full of the |

One day she
said to me:
“f ghall live to ges you a Catholic.”

“ Oh, no”!" I cried, laughing, as at
firet. Bul she insisted.

“Why ?" I asked. Tell me why
you think so. Why should I become
a Catholic any more than thousands
of others ?"

‘“ Baopusge you really want to know.
People often nsk questions, but in
their hearts they don't care anything
about it. But you really want to
know. Don't you really want fo
know 2" ghe persisted, looking into
my eyes. '‘Don't you want to know ?
If God reveals to yow that it is the
one true Church, established by
Chrigt Himself, in which you can
find guidance and comfort and rest
for vour soul here and eternal life
hereafter—then wouldn't you want

91

to be a Catholic ?

I angwered that I surely would.

“Then you will,” she cried, "I
ghall live to see you a OCatholic.”
And she did, and knelt by my side at
the altar rail more than once.

There wae & mission in the little
mining town, and the old lady's
daughters, seeing that I was inter-
asted, came home each day and told
us what had been said. One day the
message seemed especially for me :

“Father — said that anyone, no
matter what hia belief, who did not
know the Oatholic Church fo be the
true church and lived up to whatever
belief he had, was safe—provided he
telt sure his belief was right. But"—

| mind for, it not to use it ?”

i
| geemed 8
| was

| of that (
| up

| bundred ¥

| Church

Church

| wandering

and the worde that followed seemed

sent to me by God Himself
bhas any doubt he is bound before
God to investigate, and fto follow
such light ae God eghall send him.”

Ah, my heart cried within me, I
am bound before God to inveatigate.
To investigate | And I will,

Then for five months I read and
gtudied and prayed. Never once did
I eay I would or I would not be a
Ontholig. I begged of God continu
ally to show the way, and I
promised to walk therein, no matter
what it cost.

One of my little children became
very sick, and the Sistere at the con-
vent, whom I knew glightly, begged
me to have him baptized. I con
gented not only to have him baptized
but all my children. I had come 80
far on my journey—a long, long way
from my old Protestant standpoint—
a8 to be willing that my children
ghould be Catholics, no matter what
I might do myeelf in the matter.

The little eick child died
after.
gince I was old enough to realize and
together with my other troubles,
would have bowed me to the earih
only that I had already
catoh the gleam of the light that was
leaffing me on. I turned with even
more zeal pnd fervor toward
great question awniting solution

I read continually, at first a small
prayer book, then a larger one, a
oatechism, and
which I obtained from the SiE
Once when I was reading, I threw
the book away from me in anger

“No !"J eried, " I will not submit

it he

me

ings of the Church | What have I a

3ut my

| guardian angel must have whispered

to me:
“If the Church is really the Church

that wae devotion *to the Bleese

;vblch I was slow and cold about, and I‘
d |
Virgin, My intellect acknowledged ‘\

| the justice and adventage of giving |

ber bonor and ssking her interces-
glon, but my heart was nob in it. I|
puppose that this wos the lost

vestige of my old Protestant train

|
l

&
|

|

\

g00D |
It was my flest great sorrow

ing. But sorrow brought me even to

that. How often since, have I cried

to her who was the Mother of an All-

Holy Son to pray for me, & weak pnd |
ginful mother, and for my children,

and to be s true mother to ue all.

So this i how I came to the Palace
Beautitul, Pray for me, denr reader,
to whom I bave shown my Very
heart, and beg of God that unworthy
though I am, I may be kept until the
end within its blessed shelter, And
may I meet you and know you,
whom perhaps I ghall never’know on
earth, in the streets of that City, not
made with hande eternal in the
Heavens. ®

e ——

BEAR WITH ME, LORD

Bear with me, Lord, and suffer me to
|

begun to |

the

books of controversy
|
ers. |

keep |

My soul from esrthly gtain ! for all |
day long

The tempter's voice is pleasent in
mine ear,

I'he world's deceiving beauties soothe |
mine eye,

And all my frailties rise against my
will.

| Bear with me, Lord; and help me in

| my private judgment to the teach- |

of God, existing in the world for the |
very purpose of gulding men in the |

way of ealvation,
your private
ones, perhaps—ngainst the teachings
of the Church ?
up the book. Later I had another
such fight with myself about making
the Sign of the Crose.
wouldn't ‘cross mysell’ as we oalled
it. It seemed too ‘foreign,’ too ignor
ant., But ngain grace conquered, and
I made the sacred sign. May it be
my last act before
folded in death.
I had never
was God; of that, the sublime beauty
of His charactar, ¢
wisdom of His

who are you to set

itterances —which

nd lhf‘murvol uas | s
| The beauty of Thy presence, 80 my

opinions — migtaken |

my need

Look down in pity on my fainting
heart,

And raise me in mine anguish ; for |
the night

Is full of diverse thoughts that grieve |
my soul, |

And fright me with the phantoms of
despair.

Thou knowest, Lord, my dire ueces
gity,

| Thou knowest the will and weakuess

I went and picked |

I zouldn’t, 1|

my hands are |

doubted that Christ |

have outlived the wisdom of the nges |

and have

more true with ¢ changing years—

ffiei oof. If, then, He
God, it was ly

supposa that, ¢
He est

e God of wisdom,
rmanent, vieible
r'ey on

blished ¢
to ot
J though His

this . world, followers were
living in this world, and needed guch
help as only a visible, liv , organ
ization, possessing unity and author-
ity, could give them.

1 read, now, that Christ did estab-
lish such an qanization. in the
Catholic Church.
promised to rem 1 with the Church
until the end of time, to help it to
teach nll truth
from error. The gates of hell should
not preveil egainst it. By what
right; then, did certain men, centur
jies ago, call in question the authority
Jhurch, setti themegelves

ag feachere nt Christ™? It
ever once during the fitteen

g in which the Cat

zation
His

)

or

it

Christi
Catholi

ind
18 Hig prorx
He nd he

W e grou

truncture

When I bagat

| Catholic

found al
tione ¢ fere
the do ) of rg ry,
could | souls of
father and 1 r. Here

gacraments anc

was

and I
my dear
were the

1ly proved themselves |
reasonable to |

His work. |
{ingdom was not of |

| Christian
g | ox
Not only that : He |

and to preeerve it |

of my heart;
Oh, let my soul that crieth out to
Thee) |
By sorrow’s flre refined and purified—
Rest in the peace and pleasure of |
Thy love.

let the
light
Flood all my being, and drive the |

shadows forth
Of every vein desire :
feel

Lord, living glory of Thy
|

Oh, make me

foet
Shall never misa the path that leads
to Thee.

YIELDS SACRED

ROOM OF THE LAST SUPPER
TURKISH SULTAN'S GIFT
TO ITALY

peculi

PLACE |

A gifé

of r interest to the |
world is the coenaculum
the room of the Ludl Supper
which according to La Tribuna, of
Rome, has been pregented to the |
Kiog of Italy by the Turkish Sultan.
The house in which this room ie

situated was a place of pilgrimage in
| the ancient church as early as the

| was for m

cramentals, and all |

the ritual of the Church to hold my |

pray. Here was
in the sagcrament P
strength and to
Each deotrine, as I studi
so logioal, so reasonable, g0 suited to
the neede of the human heart, 1 felt
convinced that osly God who made
the heart could have devised means
to meet those needs so completely.

snance, and

1n
ao

Thus it was that faith came to me,
a8 every good thing has come to me,
through reading. It is quite fitting
that I should be epending these, my
later days, in writing, more than
satisfled if 1 can do for some one
else any small part of all that has
been done for me. :

It was only when I began to go to
Mase, however, that I realized the
grandeur and loveliness of the Palace
Beautiful, to whose portals my wan-
dering feet had ad last come. And
when I had been led within ; when
my soul had been made without a
doubt, a child of God in conditional
baptiem ; when I had made my firet
faitering oconfession and felt the
peace which only ganctifying graoce
restored to the soul can give ; when
all the beauty and security and com
fort were mine—Ah, then I had
found my home !

Most tender, most consoling, moet
appealing of all was the Real Pres-
ence of Oar Dear Lord in the sweel
Saorament of the Altar. Who could
doubt its truth when to remain thus
with us and to come within our
hearts in Holy Communion was &0
like Him, 8o in keeping with all that
He did and sufferegd for us, 80 worthy
of Him as God !

There was one thing—only one—

houghts and help me to |
reness of sins |

better. |
ed it, seemed

beginning of the Ssco It
church
ywn in relig
ious history as the Church of Sion, o
the churel the A
into the hands of €

sen ntury

nd century.
the only

being kr

\1V VEArs
in Jerasal

a1

of les

the place o
cealed by

taus
crowned with a statue of Venus
wae not the Fourth cenfur
that Constaniine the uncov
ered the cave where the body
Jesus had been Iaid by Joseph c
Arimathes, marked the eite of tl
erucifixion and build the Church ¢
the Holy Sepulchre.

Besides being the sceme of the
Last Supper, the room, according to
sacred history, and tradition, was
algo the place where Christ showed
Himself aiter His resurrection, where
the election of Matthiag to the
apostolate took place, where Peter
came atier his liberation from prison
and where the first Christians asgem-
bled to break bread.

The room, which was on the second
floor of the house, hag been de-
geribed ae "'a hall of goodly propor-
tion.” Some of the drawings of the
Last Supper in the catacombs at
Rome, it has been asserted, picture
this room. It has been represented
too, in early Italian woeaic and
marble works. Leonardo da Vinel in
his famous painting at Milan and
Von Gebhardt in a more recent canvas
have given to us their conception of
this, perhups the Iast, meeting place
of Christ with all His Disciples.—
N. Y, Herald.
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SIN A HARD MASTER

When a men begins to do wrong,
he oannot answer for himself how
far he may be oarried on. He does
not see beforehand, he oannot know
where he will find himeelf after the
gin is committed. One false s&tep
foroes him to another, Sin is a hard
master ; once sold over to it, we oan-
not break our chain, one evil conoes
gion requires another. — Oardinal
Newman.
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inthe Far North

By Father P. Duchaussois, O. M. ' &
ILLUSTRATED

Here is a record of heroism, self
denial, and eacrifice in the lone
Northland. At Fort Providence on
the Mackenzie River, the Grey Nuns
in 1867 established their convent, the
Sacred Heart Hospital, and entered
upon their chosen task of bringing
religious instruction and education
to the Indians of this wild region

The opening chapters of this
volume give the story of the found
ing of the Order of the Grey Nuns
at Montreal by Madame d’ Youville,
and the extension of their work later
to Manitoba. The re inder of the
book is an inspiring sount of the
achievements of the Grey Nuns in
gpreading their work of healing the
gouls and the bodies of these hitherto
neglected Indian tribes,

“The Story of the Grey Nuns in
the Far North’is full of incidents
of extraordinary human interest and
appeal.
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Under the patronage of His Lordship

The Right Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D.
Bishop of London.

All Courses Leading
to Degrees in Arls

For information, apply to the

Ursuline College
“The Pines”, Chatham, Ont.
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