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1 have loved her more than anyone 
in the world ever ilnce ehe was a 
little child. But the pr&tty, sweet, 
gap young girls, they don’t care for 
a man like me—steady, quiet, get
ting bald. They like the handsome 
young boys like you, N|ckle. So, 1 
want Lucia to be happy, to be com
fortable. I want that more than 
anything—so I give you my store. 
You see ? And you—and Lucia—”

Nickie was not laughing now. 
His face was as serious as Tony’s 
own, as he looked at him with very1 
great respect in his handsome black 
eyes.

“ I see : you think Lucia loves me 
and we get married, and I have 
your store, because you—”

Tony nodded. “ 1 want her to be 
happy—I want that most of all,” he 
said, and added anxiously, “You’ll 
take good care of the business, 
won’t you ? It’s been hard work to 
get it started.”

Nickie made no direct reply ; 
instead, he held out his hand. “I’d 
like to shake hands with you, Tony 
Teatino. You’re sure a good 
fellow," he said heartily.

Tony complied with his request, 
thinking it an unaccountable one, 
and after their hands fell apart, 
Niclrie explained frankly, straight
forwardly :

“ I'4 marry Lucia M ntenaro 
tomorrow, money or no money—we 
could manage somehow—if she 
would have me. But she won’t. I 
asked her many a time, and she 
always laughed at me, and said ‘No, 
of course not.’ She did until last 
week. And then when I asked her 
again she answered, so sweet and 
earnest, ‘Nickie, I like you. I am 
your friend, but ever since I was a 
little girl, nine or ten years old, 
I’ve known the one I wanted to 
marry. 1 like to have some fun, 
some gay times, first, but one of 
these days when he asks me, I’ll 
marry him ; 1 will never marry any
one else. And Tony, I thought she 
meant you.”

A smile had dawned in Tony’s 
dark eyes. It grew and spread 
until his face was fairly radiant 
with joy.

“ She meant you, Tony ; I’m 
almost certain she did," Nickie 
repeated sadly.

Suddenly Tony rose to go. “ It is 
late; I must go home now,” he said. 
—Florence Gilmore in The Ave 
Maria.
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The sun rose higher in the clear 
April sky and now it was near to 
noon. The contest between the 
flaccid defender and the furious 
assailants had wasted most of the 
morning, and there was no time to 
lose. According to Mosaic law, the 
bodies of executed criminals could 
not remain after sunset on the 
place of punishment, and Atfril 
days are not as long as June days.

Moreover, Caiaphas, reenforced 
though he was by so many furiously 
enraged partisans, could not draw 
a tranquil breath until the Vaga
bond’s feet were forever halted, 
fastened with iron nails on the 
cross. He remembered how, a few 
days before, Jesus had entered the 
city surrounded with waving 
branches and joyful hymns He 
was sure of the city itself, but at 
this period it was full of provin
cials come from everywhere, who 
had not the same interests and the 
same passions as the clientele 
dependent on the Temple. Those 
Galileans especially, who had fol
lowed Him until now, who loved 
Him, might make some effort at 
resistance and put off, even if they 
did not actually pi event, the real 
votive offering of that day.

Pilate, too, was in haste to have 
that troublesome, innocent man 
taken away. He did not wish to 
think of Him again. He hoped that 
he would forget after His death 
that look, those words and, above 
all, his own corroding uneasiness, 
so painfully like remorse. Al
though he had washed and dried his 
hands, that man in His silence, it 
seemed to him, was sentencing him 
to a penalty worse than death 
itself. Before that scourged man, 
at the point of death, he felt him
self the guilty one. To vent his 
uneasiness on those who really 
caused it, he dictated the wording 
of the titulus or superscription, 
which the condemned man was to 
wear about His neck until it was 
fastened above His head at the top 
of the cross, as follows : “ Jesus 
of Nazareth the King of the Jews.” 
The Scribe wrote these words three 
times in three languages in clear, 
red letters on the white wood.

The leaders of the Jews, who had 
remained there, craning their 
necks, to hasten the preparations, 
read this sarcastic inscription and 
protested. They said to Pilate,

Write not, The King of the Jews ; 
but that he said, I am King of the 
Jews.”

But the Procurator cut them 
short with a dry brevity : “ What 
I have written I have written.”

These are the last words recorded 
of him, and the most profound ! I 
am forced to make you a present of 
the life of this man, but I do not 
deny what I have said. Jesus is a 
Nazarene, which means also, saint. 
And He is your King, the wretched 
King who fits your wretchedness. 
I wish all men to know how your 
ill-born race treats saints and kings. 
It is for this I have written these 
words in Latin and Greek as well as 
in Hebrew. And now be off, for I

have endured you long enough, 
" Quod Scrips!; scrips!."

In the meantime the soldiers had 
put back on the King His poor 
man's garments and had tied the 
notice about Hie neck. Others had 
brought out from the storerooms 
three massive crosses of pine, the 
nails, the hammer and the pincers. 
The escort was ready. Pilate pro
nounced the usual formula : “ I 
lictor, expedi crucem." And the 
sinister procession moved forward. 
The Centurion rode at the head, he 
whom Tacitus calls with terrible 
brevity, “ exactor mortis." Imme
diately after him came, in the 
midst of the armed legionaries, 
Jesus and the two thieves who were 
to be crucified with Him. Each of 
them carried a cross on his shoul
ders, according to the Roman rule. 
And behind them, the shuffling 
steps and the uproar of the excited 
crowd, increased at every step by 
accomplices and idle sight-seers.

It was Parasceve, the day of 
preparations, the last night before 
the Passover. Thousands of lambs’ 
skins were stretched out on the 
sunlit roofs ; and from every house 
rose a column of smoke, delicate as 
a flower-bud, which opened out in 
the air and then was lost in the 
dear, festal sky. Old women with 
malignant faces, mumbling anathe
mas, emerged from the dark alley- 
ways ; dirty-faced little children 
trotted along with bundles under 
their arms ; bearded men carried 
on their shoulders a kid or a cask 
of wine ; drovers were dragging 
along asses with hanging heads ; 
children stared with impudent and 
melancholy eyes at the foreigners 
who were walking about circum
spectly, impeded by this festal 
bustling. In every home the house
mother was busy, preparing every
thing needful for the next day, 
because with the setting of the sun 
every one was exempt for twenty- 
four hours from the curse of Adam. 
The lambs, skinned and quartered, 
were all ready for the fire ; the 
loaves of unleavened bread were 
piled up fresh from the oven ; men 
were decanting the wine, and the 
children to lend a hand somewhere 
were cleaning the bitter herbs.

There was no one idle, no one 
whose heart was not rejoicing at 
the thought of that festal day of 
repose, when all families would be 
gathered about the father, when 
they would eat in peace and drink 
the wine of Thanksgiving from the 
same cup ; and God would be wit
ness of this cheer because the 
psalms of the grateful would go up 
to Him from every house. On that 
day even the poor felt themselves 
almost rich ; and the rich, because 
of their unusual profits, felt them
selves almost generous ; and chil
dren whose hopes had not yet been 
dashed by experience of life felt 
themselves more loving ; and women 
more loved.

Everywhere there was that peace
ful confusion, that good-natured 
tumult, that joyous bustle which 
goes before a great, popular feast- 
day. An odor of hope and of Spring 
purified the old filth of the Jewish 
ant-heap. And the great eastern 
sun sent down a flood of light upon 
the four Hills.

SIMON OF GYRENE

Under that festal sky, through 
that festal crowd, slow as a funeral 
procession, the sinister column of 
the bearers of the cross made its 
way. About them everything 
spoke of joy and of life, and they 
were going to burning thirst and to 
death. About them all men were 
waiting joyfully to spend the even
ing with their loved ones, to sit 
dowu at the well-garnished table, 
to 'drink the bright, genial wine 
served on feast-days, to stretch 
themselves out on their beds to 
wait for the most longed-for 
Subuath morning of the year. And 
the three, cut off forever from 
those who loved them, would be 
stretched upon the cross of infamy, 
would drink only a sip of bitter 
wine, and, cold in death, would be 
thrown into the cold earth.

At the sound of the Centurion’s 
horse, people stepped to one aide 
and stopped to look at the wretched 
men toiling and sweating under 
their terrible burden. The two 
thieves seemed more sturdy and 
callous, but the first, the Man of 
Sorrows, seemed scarcely able to 
take another step. Worn out by 
the terrible night, by His four 
questionings, by the buffetings, by 
the beatings, by the flogging, dis
figured with blood, sweat, saliva, 
and by the terrible effort of this 
last task set Him, He did not seem 
like the fearless young man who a 
few days before had scourged the 
vermin out of the Temple. His 
fair, shining face was drawn and 
contracted by the convulsions of 
pain ; His eyes, red with suppressed 
tears, were sunken in their sockets ; 
on ffis shoulders, torn by the rods. 
His clothes clung to the wounds, 
increasing His sufferings ; His legs, 
more than His other members, felt 
this terrible weakness, and they 
bent under His weight and under 
that of the cross. “ The spirit is 
willing but the flesh is weak.” 
After the vigil, which had been the 
beginning of His agony, how many 
blows had been struck upon that 
flesh ! Judas kiss, the flight of His 
friends, the rope on His wrists, the 
threats of the judges, the blows of 
the guard, the cowardice of Pilate, 
the howling demands for His death, 
the insults of the legionaries, and 
now this weight of the cross, car
ried along amid the sneers and 
scoffing pf those whom He loved !

Those who'saw Him pass took no 
notice of Him, or at the most, those 
who knew how to read tried to make 
out the inscription which hung

down on Hie chest. Many, how
ever, knew Him by sight and by 
name, and pointed Him out to their 
neighbors with learned and com
placent airs. Some of them mln-

6led with the crowd, following 
ehind to enjoy to the end the 
spectacle, always new, df a man’s 

death ; and more would have fol
lowed If it had not been a day when 
there was much to do at home. 
Those who had begun to hope in 
Him now despised Him because He 
had not been stronger, because He 
had let Himself be taken like any 
sneak-thief ; and to ingratiate 
themselves with the Priests and 
Elders mingled with the crowd, 
they cast out at the false Messiah 
as He went by some neatly phrased 
insult. Very few were those who 
felt any movement of pity to see 
Him in that situation and among 
those few were some who did not 
know who He was, who were moved 
merely by the natural pity which 
any crowd feels for condemned 
men. Some few there were who 
still felt a little love in their hearts 
for the Master who had loved the 
poor, who had healed the sick, who 
had announced the Kingdom so 
much more righteous and holy than 
the kingdoms then In existence 
and ruining the earth. But these 
were few, and they were almost 
ashamed of that secret tenderness 
for one whom they had (believed to 
be less hated orsmore powerful. 
The greater part laughed, satisfied 
and contented, as if this funeral 
procession had been a part of the 
feast-day.

Only some women, their heads 
wrapped in their cloaks, came be
hind all the rest, weeping, but try
ing to hide this seditious grief.

They had not yet come to the 
Gate of Gardens, but they were 
almost there when Jesus, His 
strength utterly exhausted, fell to 
the ground and lay there stretched 
under His cross. His face had sud
denly gone white as snow ; the red
dened eyelids were dropped over 
His eyes ; He would have seemed 
dead if it had not been for the pain
ful breath coming and going 
through His half-open mouth.

They all stopped, and a dense 
circle of jeering men stretched out 
their faces and hands towards the 
fallen man. The Jews, who had 
followed Him from Caiaphas’ house, 
would not listen to reason.

“ He is only pretending.” they 
cried. " Lift Him up ! He is a 
hypocrite ! He ought to carry the 
cross to the last ! That is the law ! 
Give Him a kick, as you would to 
an ass, and let Him get along !”

Others said, “ Look at the great 
King who was to conquer Kingdoms. 
He cannot manage even two sticks 
of wood, and yet He wanted to 
wear armor. He said that He was 
more than a man, and see, He is a 
womanish creature who faints 
away at the first work given Him. 
He made paralytics walk and He 
Himself cannot stand up. Give 
Him a cup of wine to bring back 
His strength."

But the Centurion who, like 
Pilate, was in great haste to finish 
his distasteful task, was experi
enced in the handling of men, and 
saw clearly that the unfortunate 
Jesus would never be able to drag 
the cross along all the way to Gol- 
gotha. He cast his eyes about to 
find some one to carry that weight. 
Just at that moment there came in 
from the country a Cyrenian called 
Simon, who, at the sight of so many 
people, had stepped into the crowd 
and was looking with an astonished 
and pitying expression at the body 
prostrate and panting under the 
two beams. The Centurion savy 
that he had a friendly look, and 
furthermore that he was strongly 
built, and called to him, saying, 
“ Take this cross and come after 
us."

Without a word the Cyrenian 
obeyed, perhaps out of goodness of 
heart, but in any case from neces
sity, because the Roman soldiers in 
the countries which they occupied 
had the right to force any one to 
help them. " If a soldier gives 
you some task to do," wrote Arrian,

‘ be careful not to resist him and 
not to murmur, otherwise you will 
be beaten.”

We know nothing more of the 
merciful-hearted man who lent his 
broad countryman’s shoulders to 
lighten Jesus’ load, but we know 
that his sons, Alexander and Rufus, 
were Christians, and it is extremely 
probable that they were converted 
by their father’s telling them of 
the death of which he was an en
forced witness.

Two soldiers helped the fallen 
man up on His feet, .and urged Him 
forward. The procession took up 
its way again under the noon-day 
sun, but the two thieves muttered 
between their teeth that no one 
thought of them, and that it was 
not right that that other man by 
pretending to fall should be freed 
of His burden while they still were 
forced to carry theirs. It was 
favoritism, nothing less, especially 
as that fellow, to hear what the 
priests said about Him, was much 
more guilty than they. From that 
moment His two companions in 
punishment, jealous of Him, began 
to hate Him, and were to insult 
Him even when they were nailed at 
His side on the crosses which they 
were then carrying on their backs.

TO BE CONTINUED

THREE

The Christian faith is a grand 
cathedral with divinely painted win
dows. Standing without, you see no 
glory, nor can you imagine it ; 
standing within, each ray of light 
reveals a harmony of unspeakable 
splendor.

U. S. IMMIGRATION ACT 
HAVING SAD RESULTS

Washington—Theiniqultouseffect 
of the Immigration Act of 1924 in 
separating families of immigrants 
and promoting immorality and suf
fering has recently brought to the , 
N. C. W. C. protests and. pleas for i 
aid from national agencies in three I 
countries. This does not take into 
account the numerous individual 
cases of this nature which the 
N. C. W. C. Bureau of Immigration 
is attempting to solve almost daily.

Literally thousands of families 
are kept separated by the operation 
of the Act of 19:4, says the 
N. C. W. C. Bureau. The cases are 
numbered in the hundreds In half a 
dozen nations, and large numbers 
exist in every quota country. Yet 
to provide for the admission at once 
of all separated wives and children, 
it is pointed out, would produce so 
little effect on general Immigration 
to the United States that it would 
be unnoticeable, while at the same 
time preventinglmmeasurable social 
damage.

Some of the pleas recived are 
pitiful, others bewildered. In 
virtually every instance the Euro
pean peoples express themselves as 
unable to understand how the 
United States reconciles its name 
for high idealism with the separa
tion of wives and little children 
from their husbands and fathers.

HOW SEPARATIONS WERE BROUGHT 
ABOUT

The situation complained of was 
brought about as follows : Previous 
to quota restriction, immigration 
to the United States was virtually 
unlimited. Accordingly, many heads 
of families came to the new country 
alone, preferring to establish a 
home before bringing their wives 
and children ; with no restrictions, 
they were confident their families 
could come to them when they had 
obtained work and were prepared 
to care for them.

Then came the Act of 1921, with 
its restrictions, and the Act of 1924 
tightening the bars. Many thou
sands of families were caught 
temporarily separated. But the 
latter act made no provision what
ever for this emergency ; under it, 
wives and children of men resident 
in the United States but not yet 
citizens were given no preference, 
but were forced to take their turn 
in the regular quotas. Many of 
these quotas, however, were so 
small—several are only 100 a year 
—that thousands of separated wives 
faced, and still face, a wait of as 
long as five years before rejoining 
their husbands. Added to the diffi
culty is the fact that 60 per cent, of 
such quotas as are allowed is 
reserved for classes not including 
the wives and children of residents 
of the United States who are not 
citizens.

If a man became a citizen, his 
wife and children were entitled to 
non-quota status and their coming 
was hastened. But it requires five 
years for a man to become a citi
zen. Moreover, a majority of the 
courts in the United States consid
ering such cases have held that an 
immigrant is barred from becoming 
a citizen while his family is in 
Europe. The man's interest and 
loyalty, and hence his legal resi
dence, are in the land where his 
wife and family live, say these 
tribunals.

Thus there is brought about the 
contradictory situation of a man’s 
citizenship being withheld until 
his family joins him, and at the 
same time his family being denied 
prompt entry to the United States 
because he is not a citizen.

“VOICE OF CONVENT” THEME 
OF ADDRESS

of the college In terms of quiet 
dignity and grace, devoid of osten
tation and entirely suggestive of the 
purposes for which it was designed.

The central portion of the build
ing provides for administration, 
class rooms, offices, etc., on the 
main floor. The ground floor plan 
provides dining rooms, kitchen, 
serving pantries, cold storage and 
the necessary storage spaces. In 
the north wing, recently completed, 
the Sisters’ chapel with sacristies, 
etc., occupies the main floor. The 
second story is allotted to dormitory 
purposes. In the basement of the 
north wing are a aeries of piano 
practice rooms, a large dining room 
to provide for floor space increases 
demanded by the growth of the 
College.

The south wing, symmetrical with 
the Chapel wing to the north in 
exterior effect and similarly ap
proached through an open portico, 
is entirely devoted to the work in 
biology, physics and chemistry. 
These three departments, each con
sisting of laboratories, lecture halls, 
and professors’ studies, insure work
ing facilities for the intimate re 
quirements of the science depart
ments in well lighted, well venti
lated and generously proportioned 
quarters.
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Cleveland, June 12.—“The Voice 
of the Convent" was the theme of 
of an address here yesterday before 
the alumni of St. Joseph’s Academy, 
by Rev. John Cavanaugh, C. S. C., 
former president of Notre Dame 
University.

“The voice of the convent," Dr. 
Cavanaugh said, "is the answer to 
the problems that confront the 
Catholic girl of today. It is the 
same voice that has been spoken 
from every convent since the 
motherhood of Mary began and it 
rings like sweet, remembered music 
‘Seek ye first the Kingdom of God 
and His justice and all other things 
will be added unto you.’ Seek God 
and finding Him you will infallibly 
have happiness. ‘Ail other things.’ 
All things that exclude God are 
idols and the worship of them— 
putting them above God or seeking 
them first in idolatry. The king
dom of any ruler is where his name 
is honored, his laws obeyed, his 
plans and purposes loyally support
ed. The Kingdom of God is that 
spiritual dominion made up of 
human hearts where His will 
reigns supreme.

” ‘Seek that kingdom,’ says the 
voice of the convent, " live within it 
and all other things shall be added 
unto you. The enemies of that 
kingdom may experience thrills, 
but they can know no true joy."

SISTERS’ COLLEGE NEW WING

Washington, D. C.—Work has 
begun on the new south wing of 
Brady Memorial Hall of the Catho
lic Sisters’ College. This commo
dious addition will complete the 
large main building of the Univer
sity College which is intended for 
the higher education of the Catholic 
Sisterhoods of America.

Of fireproof construction. Brady 
Hall expresses the particular needs

St. Jerome’s College
KITCHENER, ONT.

Commercial, High School, College and 
Philosophical Departments

Large Gymnasium, Swimming Pool.
Comfortable Sleeping Rooms. Good Board.

Board and Tuition Per Year $250.00
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REV. W. A. BENINGER, O. R„ President.
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BEDSIDE TABLE
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We are not a Jobbing House. We manu
facture all the goods we sell Let us make 
yours. Ask for quotations.
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Sharpen up hot weather ap
petites with a tasty healthful 
drink at meals—O'Keefe’s 
Pale Dry Ginger Ale. It cools. 
It refreshes. It makes food 
taste better. More than that 
*—it actually aids digestion 
and exercises a mild tonic 
influence.
When you serve O’Keefe’s 
you serve a beverage as fine 
as the purest ingredients and 
scientific skill can make. 
Order O'Keefe’s by case, or 
handy 6 and 12 bottle car
ton, from your dealer. Or 
Phone Main 4202.

O'KEEFE'S BEVERAGES 
LIMITED, TORONTO
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John Ferguson 4 Sees
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Open Night end Day
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E. C. Killingeworth |
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night
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Established Over 30 Years

J. SUTTON & SON
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111 Ouelotte Ave. Windsor, Ont. 
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