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w Avgvment 18 like an errow frem a cross
bow, whic
Has cqual force though ehot by a child.”
—Johnson,

« More copy wanted!"” faid the
« devil " as he bounded into the sanc-

m.

t““ What's the matter ? The foreman
must be in & hurry to get off to a wed-
ding,” Javghingly remarked Lums-
den, the prcof-reader, as he wheeled
around his chair in my direction,

1 guees the boys in the press-room
are impatient for the forms,” I replied,
after planting & congpicucus ‘0. K."
at the head of the last ** revise.”

« Tell old Lerdsplitter to run in that
column and a half on ‘Spanish Atro-
cities.” He will find it among that
fresh batch of boiler plate,’ " said the
religious editor to our ““devil,” who
was at that moment divivg into waste
paper basket in quest of cancelled
pustage Stamps.

That day, padding was in order, for
news was mighty scarce. Never the.
Jess, a three column ‘‘scoop " of
Harris' on ‘A Bruneite’s Queer
Pranks ' covered a multitude of siereo
typed miscellanea,

But what of the compositors? Was
there no reason for their impatience
on this particular day ? DBesure there
was. Printers are human, Every-
bedy was anxious to get away early.
In a word, everyone was going to see
the ball game. Some of our men were
fast setters and, moreover, were
usually the lucky oues, when the fat
wiakes” hove in sight. As a conse
quence thege latter couid at times throw
up & one ‘' em " qued to decide if they
would woik or not. If the little nick
in the quod showed up, they would
throw down their ** stick " for that day,
and hand over their ‘‘case’ to some
poor hungry ‘‘sub.” Butall *“ typos”
ewnot act in this way. Asthey throw
the letters iuto the boxes they are re
minded of the little mouths to be filled
at home. No wonder, then, that they
are glad at 1imes 10 spend a couple of
hours ou the bleachers watching the
home team ‘‘knock the visitors all
over the field.” You could not be
grudge them that little bit of innocent
epjnyment.

The presses were now rattling below,
and everybody was fastening the but
tons of his shirt sleeves. The items to
be attended to that evening had been
written on the editor's pad avnd were
now checked off. Ouae thing, however,
had almost escaped the bawk eyed
editor.

“Look here!” he eaid to me
“This affair cannot be overlooked. It
does not amount to a row of pins, but
the manager’s wife's sister is a patron
of the concern, and there will be the
deuce to pay if it it is not written up.”

The thing referred to was & musical
and literary entertainment to bs given
late that afternoon at ‘‘Madame Per
verts' Home for Indigent Children.”

“1'll gladly attend to that,” I said to
the editor, although to tell the truth, 1
did not like it a bit. But likes aud
dislikes, like the perfumed essays of
the sweet girl graduate, often find a
grave in the editorial sanctum

I was the last to leave the office. Be
fore going, I searched for a programme
of Madame Pervert's juvenile show: ]
could find none. However, I had the
good fortune to discover the type of the
programme lying on a galley, among
the *‘dead ” matter. Unluckily some
careless ‘*devil " bad kvocked the last
line into “pi.” I quickly pulled 2
proof of what there was. The eud of
it read *‘ closing address by Rev
Then it etopped. There would be nc
trouble in finding out the clergyman’s
name,

Nezr the appointed time I was head
ing towards Mme. Pervert’s Home. 1
entered from the rear. In the yardl
accosted a venerable looking dame who
was busy hanging out clothes on the
line.

*Excuse me, madame, but are you
connected with this institution?” 1
asked politely.

“Faith and I don't, eir. 1 am just
a plain, decent woman tryin’ to earn
me livin,” and it wouldn't be for the

likes of them folks at the Bome, I'd be
workin', praise Ged, if I could find an
other place,” was the answer I re
ceived.

“ Would I be too inquisitive if T en
quired for the name of the visiting
clergyman ?” I asked further.

““Tg it the preacher you mean? O
murther! 1 never could remember.
Its a thundering big dutch name
Wait and I'll call the garduer. He
knows more than how to plant cab
bage, "

The functionary referred to came to
wards me,

* Sprechen sie
him,

He replied with a long drawn “‘ Ya,”
and a smile of equal proportion. He
W&s my man,

“ What is the minister’s name ?" I
enquired,

"Grosmaul, was the answer.

I was satisfied. Moreover, I learned
from thig obliging gentieman from
over the Rhine, that the lady bending
Over the laundiy barket was Mrs
Bridget Houlihan. ** Ske is Irish,”1
Was told in a whisper. A rather un
nt(!(‘z-bﬁl‘)' bit of information.

I bad enough material collected now
10 £pin out a good column and a half.
mostly depeuded though, on the pro-
8ramme, Therewouldbeplenty ofroom

deutsch ?” 1 asked

“left 1o speak of ‘*an ideal home,”

::“e” fed and rogy cheeked children,”
~1m“"‘"“lﬂll‘pillmv ghams,’’ *‘an air of
lidynegs,” +* perfectdiscipline,” and all

that. The annual report of the matron
¥as full of such platitudes, and would
elp me out wonderfully.

In the meantime I attended the ball-
game and spent an enjoyable hour
dodging the editor's sweeping eyes
and the foul balls which came my way.

On the morrow our evening edition
had an elaborate account of the
‘Great Iivent of the Season,” at
Madame Pervert's Home. Although I
had not the pleasure of sesing or hear-
ing any of the ladies who recited, or
warbled, to 1he delight of Madame
Pervert's juveniles, I managed to al-
most exhaust my list of adjectives in
speaking of the ‘‘ perfect, elegant and
unapproachable " performance of this
or that paragon of feminine loveliness.
I wound up the report by saying that
‘'the closing address given by Rev.
Mr. Grosmaul was couched in words of
fines: diction. It was a masterpiece
of graceful oratory, and the gifted
speaker sat down amidst a storm of
applause.”

My German friend had failed to give
the minister the usual polite prefix of
‘*Mr. ” when speaking to me. It was
a small watter, nevertheless, I weas
careful to supply it in print, but, alas !
small things work great mischief.

The next morning I was at my desk
bright and early, and when about to
rau my scissors into a fresh exchange,
! iooked up, and I beheld an object in
black, stauding at the sanctum door.
It was a minister, if a white cravat
and cadaverous countenauce meant
anything.

*“Good morning ! I said, and my

visitor promptly 1eturned the watutin-
al compliment,

‘1 come on business of a serious
nature,” he commenced, aud I sharp
ened my pencil expecting a rousing
bit of news which would make ** our
esteemed contemporary ' across the
way green with envy,

* There is an error in your report of
the eutertainment at good Madame
Perveri's yestercay, " said the minister.

*“You say—the reporter [ mean says
—that Rav. Mr. Grosmaul delivered
the closing addre:s, Splendid as far as
it goes, but, my dear sir, it ought 1o
have read Rev. Mrs. Gresmaul my
wife, who, like her unworthy husband,
is also a minister of the gospel. A
cerrection must he made, or I shall feel
it my duty to complain to your man-
Hg(

I felt ready to burst into laughter,
but managed to conceal my pent up
feelings by making a rush at tne office
cat which was then making a tour of
ingpection among a iot of cuts to be
used during the next Sunday school
convention.

“Sit down, Mr. Grosmaul — your
name 1 presume?” I then said.
“‘ Listen to me for a moment, pray ! I
wrote the report you refer to. Now,
if the manager finds this out I may be
soverely censured. I amsure you will
let the matter drop.”

“ By no meaus, sir !" he said.

I now changed my tactics.

“Mr. Grosmaul,” I commenced,
trying to be grave, ‘‘you yourself
delivered a much talked of sermon
some few weeks ago, did you not ?"

‘““Yeot. What of it?"

‘‘Everything. That sermon w=s
written right here in this office, aund
by one of our own reporters. More-
over, you got the credit of it,and a con
sequent increase of salary, Now, sir,
if you open your month about this little
mistake of mine, you may as well look
arcuni for some oneto write a fare-
well sermon which you can deliver to
your congregation, Understand 7"

He uuderstood. Lverything was
forgiven and forgotten there and then.
Moreover, 1 was heartily invited to
spend & pleasant hour, or two, with
the Rav, aud Mr. Grosmaul at
Madame Pervert's on some future oe-
casion. I accepted theinvitation

My
'S

What I have said fo far, is but in
troductory to the main argument, but
it ali \)wlu.ng.':i to the thread which led
to my acquaintance with Mr. Grosmaul
and his reverend consort. 1 have now
to touch on matters to be spoken of only
with respect and reverence, so I hope
the grave reader will over look \\:hat
appears at first sight frivolous. Trifles
go to make up the whole, hence a re-
porter faithtully gathersup what scemn
to ba insignificant details. That is
his business. Hence no apologies.

The society of St. Vincent de Paul is
one of the best in the Church. It does
an immense amount of good, and does
it uvostentatiously. A novel thing
struck me when 1 first became a memn
ber. At the end of the conference, &
bag was passed around amoug the
brothren, and each one dropped in his
contribution. No one knew what phv
other gave. It may have been & crisp
ten dollar bill or it may have been a
copper penny. S0 you see t}‘w‘m'was
no room for vanity or humiliation.
And like their alms giving 0 were the
deeds of the bretaren of St. Vincent de
Paul. There was uo record of pvrmmvnl
charity. The recording angel .le
a:h‘nd‘ to that. However the snv:w}[y
kevt a list of persons who needed its
aid, Many persons would starve
yather than beg for help, r\lnd these the
society went in search of. In many
cases non Catholics woulq algo visit
poor families and provide for t.h’?m,m‘d
as a result we often heard of Lat.hphc
children being placed in proselytizing
institutions,  Such cages required
great vigilance on the part of our mem-
bers who would be pained, to see souls
bartered for bread.

The duties of the members were
manifold. They visited the poor, m‘ud
sick, fed the hungry, instructed the
jgnorant, buried the dead -—n]) a “n.r.({
pxorcised all the spiritual anc corpora:
works of mercy. Since the majority of
the members had to earn their own
daily bread, it naturally !ulhl\vn'd that
most of the work of the society wasdone
in the evenings. On Sun('la)a we went
from house to house collecting the alms

of our regular _benefactors.

One of

these, a lady, one Mrs. Liebreich (Peace
to her asher) was one of our most gen-
erous benefactors. She was head wait-
ress in a wealthy family, and more

over a widow.

‘“Yes, I am alone,” she said one
day. *“‘I havenoone to provide for
pow. God is good to me, and I do not
think there is a better way of showing
my gratitude than by helping the poor
I suppose you see much of the miser-
able side of life 7"’

I admitted that we did.

‘1 have had my crogs to hear, 'tis
true,but I know it will pass away, and
the Blessed Virgin will obtain what 1
have asked of her., Beg the members
of your society to pray for my inten-
tion,” said Mrs Liebreich.

This good woman had met with some
painful loss or other. It gave her
much anxiety, This no doubt it

was
the cross she barely hinted.
We hed an orphan child on our

hands one day. It was to be baptized
at once. Looking around for a god
mother I thought of Mrs. liebreich.
She willingly acted ag the child’s spon
sor. Two things attracted my atten
tion during aud after the christening
ceremony. In the first place the god
mother jpsisted in having the child en
rotled in the Scapular of Mouut Car
mel, apd secondly I noticed ihat she
wiped away a tear or two from her
eyes

**My conduct may have appeared
strange to you,"” said Mrs. Liebreich
after the baptism, ** I may as well tell
you my own sad story. My poor hus
baud left me with one child, a beauti
ful little boy, whom I had christened
by the name of Louis. The Carmelite
father who baptized the child likewise
enrolled it in the holy Scapular, which
the priest said would always protect the
cnild from danger. The danger did
come, and quicker than expected, and
my darling child was taken from me,
Tnoge thiugs in church to-day brought
back everything to me. No one but &
wother knows what it meaus to lose a
chi'd.” By way of consoling her I
said :

** My dear friend unite your suffer
ing with the sorrow felt by our heaven-
ly mother when she lost her Son in the
temple. Remember, too, that, yeur
child is now among the angels praying
for you.”

+Oa! if T only knew that!” ex
claimed Llrs. Liebreich.

I could not understand this remark
coming from a woman full of faith.
She saw my puzzled looks.

‘It was this way,” she explained.
*“We lived in that row of houses
which were burnt down last winter.
The confusion at the time was very
great, and, moreover, it all happe.ed
at night. After all the excitement
had subsided, I loocked for my child,
thinking he had been pick:d up by
some charitable neighbor. 1 was 1ais-
taken, and my searching was allin
vain. The child could not have died.
If that was the case I would surely
have heard of it. Be it as it may, a
couple years have elapsed, and I have
not come across a trace of my poor
little boy. 1f Providence should give
him back to me I should be so grate-
ful, but alas! how could I recogniza
the child now? If he lives time has
wiped away all signs of recognition.
If I knew for certain that the boy was
dead an awful load would be taken
from my heart,”

“If, a8 you say, Mrs. Liebreich,” 1
remarked, you placed the child under
the Blessed Virgio's protection, she
will protect him. Of that I am cer
tain. So, dou’'t {ret, but leave it all in
the hands of the Mother of God.”

It would have been a pleasure to
help the poor woman. Auny efforis on
my part, though, seemed useless,
Humanly speaking nothing could be
done.

* Welcome ! welcome ! So elad to
gee you !" exclaimed the Rev. Mr. and
Mrs. Grasmaul, as they greeted me on
the steps of Madame Pervert’s Home.

0 Madame Pervert! allow me to
have the great pleasure of introducing
to you this gentleman—a right worthy
representative of the press,” exclaimed
the enthusiastic clergyman,

I was the lion of the hour. Every
thing [ saw I took good care to call
“*lovely,” and now and then for
a change, I declared all things ‘“‘charm-
ing,” **a feast to the eyes,” and good-
ness knows what elso.

After making the rounds of the insti-
tution, I was made to sit down to cake
and tea—which, of course, I said was
the best I ever had tasted. Then the
children were brought in, and marched
up on a temporary stage. A pretty
little play commenced. Some of the
children were dressed to porsonate
little cherubs,

*‘ Makes one fell asif he were among
the angels,” remarked Mr., Grosmaul
to me.

“Yes, indeed !” would have been
my proper answer, but I distractedly
said ‘‘ angels are in heaven, sir!”

The clergyman took my reply in
wonderful good grace.

*‘ That's a clever child there towards
the centre,” I remarked to Mr. Gros-
maul.

“Yes, my boy, little Luther, I ex:
pect great things of him,” he replied.

* Going to educate him for the min
istry,” said Mrs. Grosmaul.

After the entertainment the little
fellow, who was the subject of our ve-
marks, was brought towards us.

** He has been a naughty boy. He
has been crying all the morning over
pothing, " said Madame Pervert.

1 volunteered no comment here, but
thought to myself that children’s tears
are strong arguments at times, They
do not cry over nothing, with all re
gpect to Madame Pervert, In the
meantime the two reverend Grosmauls
were admiring an oleograph of Daniel
in the lion's den.

‘“What is the boy's name?"” 1 in-
nocently atked Madame Pervert, |
had forgotten that he was already
pointed cut to me as Luther,

** Wesley Koox, " said Madame Por-
vert with hesitation.

A flocd of light flashed across my
miud Madame Pervert’s hesitancy
was the cause of it It struck me
there nnd then that no one was desir
ous to let the child's origin be made
known. I felt like asking athousand
questions. However, 1 kept quiet and
smothered my curiosity, The game
had only commenced. 1 laughed
neartily at what I know not.

**Yes, children cry over trifles,” I
then said.

* Lok at this! Some Papist toy,”
gald oune of the nurses. ‘It was
acound the child's neck when it was
hrought here "

**Impossible ! What sense in hav
ing suchthingsaround its neck ! I said
with a show of surprise,

**It's a fact, she did find it on the
child. I can bear witness to that,’
said Madame Pervert

**Quite a curiosity ! 1 exclaimed,
“Why, what if I take it along to add
to our list of curiosdown at the cffice 7"

“You are welcoms to it, **laughed
Madam Pervert as she tossed me the
little Scapular

Little she thought that her own fate

ras in a way wound up in those slend
er Scapular strings.  In fact, littie did
I myself guess that 1 had come into
poseession of so tangible a bit of cir
cumstantial evidence which would lead
to unexpected results. My sole object
in getting hold of the Scapular was to
save so sacred an object from profana
tion. As I pocketed it the child from
whom it was taken looked wistfully at
me.

*“Too bad such a nice child should be
here. Evidently it is of Catholic
parentage,” I thought. largued right
ly. Little I knew that I myself carried
with me the instrument of rescuing an
innocent child from spiritual peril and
depriving some pulpit of a [uture

ceupant.

Neither Madame Pervert or her
reverend guests had suspected any
strangeness is my conduct. They were
thoroughly pleased with my visit,
With smiles and bows I was escorted to
the door.

“Thauks for your kind visit, and
we shall be grateful if you write us
up,” said Rev. Mr. Grozmaul.

*“Dopend upon that. I'll not for
get to write up everything,” I replied,
and I do not think anyone detected an
undertono of irony in my remarks

“*Come around and listen to me some
day. We bave a very cozy little house
of worship,” said Rsv. Mrs. Grosmaul
suavely.

“*You are a worshipper at the Pres-
byterian chapel are you not,” Madame
Pervert said somewhat inaudibly, but
her question was side-tracked by Mrs,
Grosmaul who quickly followed up her
first remarks by saying, ‘* Oh, 1sup
pose you newgpaper men haven't much
time to devote to religious services.”

“Very trus, madame. Still I man
age to fiud time to go to an early
Mass,”" I answered.

An earthquake wouldn’t have had a
more startling e ffacton those ladies than
that word *‘ Mass.”

I hurried down the steps
back to doff my hat. As I looked
averyone seemed glued to the spot.
There was a look of horror on the faces
of all.  Misery of miseries! they had
played into the hands of the enemy,

That evening [ was seut by our
society to look after a sad case. A
poor woman was lying dangerously
ill. Soon after my arrival at the house
another of our members arrived with a
good old Catholic woman who was to
act as nurse, latter treated me
very cooly at first, Her answers tomy
questions were monosyllebic.  Finally
she burst out into what scomed a re
buke. She addressed my fellow
brother of St. Vincent, but it was
moant for me,

‘“Bad cess to them entirely,” she
said. ** For the life of me I can't see
what these paper foiks do be doing
around a decent woman's house. They
must be hard up for things to print
And to morrow faith you'll see the same
gintlemen bowing and scraping to the
ministers.”

I roared with laughter at this sally.

‘““ Aren't you Mrs. Houlihan, and
didn’t I meet you before 7" I asked.

I received an answer in the aflirma
tive and then told her that I wasin
deed a newspaper raan, and, moreover,
had the honor of being a member of
St. Vincent de Paul's society, My
companion would bear witness to what
I asserted.

Poor old soul ! She was thrown into
great coufusion at this, but a little ex
planaiion set everything right.

“ Well, Mrs. Hoolihan, I am so glad
to have met you again, and you will [
am sure, help me very much in a little
affair between me and Madame Per
vert’s Institution,” I said.

*“* And do you want me to lose my
job 7" she asked.

‘““The society will
part. Don't fear!”

a sedative,

Good luck had it that Mrs, Liebreich
came to the house that moment in order
to visit the sick woman. She soon
came out into the small sitting-room
where I was alone for the time. We
fell into an interesting chat. I re-
peated all about my experience at the
Home,

© [ixeuse my curiosity, but I should
like very much to see that scapular,”
said Mrs, Liebreich

tCCertainly. Here it is,”
handed it to her.
;\Lllll)'.

“That's it !" ghe exclaimed.

I turned

The

attend to that
I said by way of

and I
Her face was a

““T don't quite understand what you |

say,” I said.
‘“ Why !" she said ‘' this is the iden-

tical scapular which I made for my
dear littla baby boy Lndwig.
lives ! Praise be to God !
ie good !"

“Yes, he lives if you mean the
child ealled Wesley Koox, " 1 raid

No further Argument was necessary
to prove that Wesley Kuox (or
* Luther " according to Mr Grosmaul
and Louis Liebreich were one and the
SAIG person.

** Lok here, please ! went on Mrs
Liebreick, **There may be nothing
to distinguish one scapular from
another in ordinary cases. But bere
is an extraordinary case. There are
noscapulars ke this one which I made
myselt. I ought to recognize my own
needle work Do you see this letter
M " worked 1o silk thread 2 Well,
I worked that, Is there further need
of proof or argument 7"’

* No," I said, **you have there the
very thread of the argument."”

It was a plain scapular. Simply
two bits of brown wool attached by two
slender cords. There were no pictures
attached, as we see at times.  As Mrs
Liiebreich said, there was just that one
letter worked in silk

‘“* But there is another thing to be
proved, namely, that my darling boy
wore the scapular when he was picked
up. Youn kuow tha partics who hold
him could easily attest that the scapu
lar was found on another child,’
said Mrs. Liebreich in a trembling
Vo ce

** No fear of that,” [ said. *‘1 have
the testimony of Madame Pervert her
selt and a nurse.  They
presence that your child
other had worn the scapular,
no more witnesses

‘“Faith, and if you do I'm at your
gervice,” said Mrs. Houlihan

“ Thavk you, ma'am," 1 said, turn
ing to my quondam laundry friend,
‘‘and be sure Mrs. Liebreich that 11l
have your boy restored to you in short
order,

Early next morning, Madame DPor
vert received a cart note from our
attorney informing her of the case,
and notifying her to deliver up the
child on a given day. Madame Per
vert was evidently used to such form
alities and did not mind it a bit, She
would fight to the last ditch before she
would relinguish her prey. I received
a stinging letter from Mr. Grosmaul
He was answered in the same strain
I told him not to forget the etymology
of his name, and also advised him to
keep quiet for the sake of himself and
reverend spouse. I further reminded
him of my promise to write up Madame
Pervert's institution and that I might
find it likewise convenient to add his
unsavory name to the ‘‘scare’ head
line. Mr. Grosmaul therefore for pru
dent reasons retired behind the breast
works,

The case came into court, Without
retiring, the jury gave the chiid over
to its mother, whe, oblivious of the
crowd covered little Louis with kisses

Mrs. Houlihan was the star-witness
She created quite a scene by refusing
to kiss the big book. She was only
ready to testify when 1 produced a
little pocket edition of the Duay Bible
which I happened to have about me
Uunfortunately for Mrs. Houlihan she
lost her position at Madame Pervert's
on account of her damaging testimony
In two days our society obtained a new
situation for the good old lady.

““Glory be to God !" she said after
wards **It’'s an ill wind that blows n¢

Oh, Mary

said in my
and none

We need

good I'm better off now. My pay is
bigger, and, besides I can go to Mass

every morning and have lots of time to
say my beads.”

Louis Lisbreich grew up to be a fine
youug man He was a great consola
tion to his mother in her declining
years. He became a valuable member
of St. Vincent's, and I must say ho was
a very devout client of Oar Lady of
Mount Cairmel le always wears the
Seapular which Madame Pervert took
from him. He says he owes every
thing to it, and ‘‘I'll be buried in it,’
he said to me when | last saw him,

I did not report this incident at the
time of happening. Of what interest
would it have been to readers of a
secular journal. The editor might
have questioned my sanity. So I passed
over these notes jotted down at the

when through some channel I could

Blessed Lady. And the day has come.

a——

Good Tihines Coming.

mind acts with mors vigor, the heart beats
stronger and the blood is greatly enriched
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sll question that medicine possesses merit,

That fa just the truth about Hood's Sar-
saparilla.  We know it possesses merid
because it cures, not once or twice or a

hundred times, but in thousands and
thousands of cases. Ne ke it cures,

absolutely, permanently, when nll others
fail to do auny good whatever,
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TE WILL & BAUMER €O,

Heachers and Refiners of Beeswasx, and

Manufacturers o

I i l
i 5 .
CHCRCH CANDLEN
UL LS8 1A VIVIAA
The Celebrated Purissma
and Altar Brand . . .
and Baumer's Patent Finish
Beeswax Candles .
Ackncwledged by all to be the bhest
ud in use upon the altars of the

Cuitholie Charehes throughout the
United Sta es,

.

Samples nnd prices will be eheeriully sent
upon app leation,

The Will & Baumer Co.

SYRAC g, N. Y,
For sale hy Thos, Coflvy

87 13
London, Ont,

High-Class
Uharel
Vindows

fobbs Mg, Co.

London, Ont.

ABK FOR DESIGNB

WEBSTER'S
DICTIONARY AN
THE CATHOLIC RECORD

e | O ONE YEAR

& $4.00 <t

4 f rrange ers we

e

THE CATHOLIC RECORD,
LONDON, ONTD

1 ' p ry r TAN
THE O'KEEFE BREWERY (0. OF TOROATO
BPECIALTIES (Limited.)
High-class English and Bavarian Hopped Ales
XXX, Porter and Stout
Pilsener Lager of World-wide Reputation.
E. O'Kzere, W. Hawks,
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