The above is a name of my own.
*There is no such term in the Medical
*Text Books as Catarrh of the
Nerves, but it is the best I can think
of under which to classify the fol-
lowing train of symptoms.

During the seventeen years I have
been studying and treating Catarrh
in its many and various forms, I
have found many whose system was
much run down. No organ of the
bedy was working properly, the
blood was poor in quality and defi-
cient in quantity, so much so that
it did not nourish and tone up the
nervous system proper Such per-
sons are usually debilitated, des-
pondent, always ready to look on
the dark side of things. In short
life has lost its charm.

Very often such. people are misun-
derstood by ‘their friends, who tell
them they are not sick, that they
only imagine they are unwell, and
that if they just brace up they will
be all right. All this is very wrong,
it only makes the poor sufferer worse.
Instead oi this they should receive
the utmost consideration, and all
gentleness, kindness and sympathy.

it has been my privilege to treat
wvery large numnb of such persons.
My heart always seems to go out to
them in their sufferings, and when I
have once more restored them to
health, I feel highly gratified and
that my life is not being spent in
vain, that it is being given for the
good of my fellow human beings, and
what a number of friends I hav
thus gained who were formerly my
patients. You would be astonished at
the numbers of letters I am all the
time receiving, thanking me for the
good I have done them, for once
more bringing brightness back into
their lives.

There is one which I will repro-
duce as it may be of interest to some
of my readers. It is a piece of poe-
ir;

Wake up to all my
The old, oldgﬂel

Oh, no! “tis true I wﬂk -hromd.
With peace and heavenly joy,

The sweet songs of the summer birds
No more my nerves annoy.

"Tis by thy aid, my gracious friend,
That I have found relief;
For God has blessed your skilful

work,
And sent this heavenly peace.

Oh, may thy future life be crowned
With blessings from above,

And may you long be spared on earth
For the great work of love.

How many sickly homes you've
cheered,
How many hearts made light;
For sickness reigns no longer there,
And all is calm and bright.

God bless your life, God bless your
home,
That home across the sea;
A thousand, thousand thanks I send
For what you've done for me."

Such communications as the above
are highly gratifying to me, and
are kept among my most valued pos-
sessions.

The most common Symptoms
Catarrh of the Nerves are as
lows

Do you get giddy?

Is your mind dull?

Is your memory poor?

Are vou easily dazed?

Do you have headache?

Are you easily excited?

Do your temples throb?

Do your hands tremble?

Does your heart flutter?

Are you easily irritated?

Are vou always anxious?

Do vour muscles twitch?

Is your temper irritable?

of
fol-

from sleeplessness?

Are you easily frightened?

Does not sleep refresh you?

Do vou forget what you read?

Do you have horrible dreams?

Does the least thing annoy you?

If you have some of the above
symptoms mark yes or no to each
question, cut out and send to 1ue,
when I will take pleasure in answer-
ing vour letter to the best of my
ability. Dr. Sproule, B.A. English
Catarrh Specialist, 7 to 13 Doane
Street, Boston. 5

A PATHETIC TALE OF A¥ RISH MARTYR PRI

Sir John Bustace hastily entered
his wife's sitting-room one Septem-
ber day in the year 1564. ‘“How
now! Mary,”” he said, “has Father
Matthew been croaking as usual?”’

Lady Bustace made no answer, and |

her spouse continued passionately .

““Has not the leech said that all
excitement is death to thee? And yet
thou wilt have Father Matthew here
daily.”

“Nay, Jo ’ Lady Eustace said
pacifically, ur good parish priest
js no croaker, rather otherwise. If
-we talk of serious subjects it is at
my election.”

The speaker was a delicate, refined-
looking woman of perhaps eight and
thirty years of age. The hectic glow
on her thin cheeks, the unnatural
brilliancy of her ev«s and the short :
cough that at times stayed her
speech, all spoke plainly of her seri-
ous conflition. He laid his hand
caressingly on his wife’s shoulder,
and said half in apology for his
Jasty speech—

«'1 kpow, T know; but though Fa-
ther Lamport is kind and good I
doubt e he is a trifie indiscreet in
a sick room. What was the subject
of discussion to-day?”

The flush on Ladv Bustace’s cheeks
deepened. “Well then "twas this new
Test Act that the Queen’s ministers
have devised. Now, my husband, be
not wroth at Father Matthew. Mis-
tress Loftus was here but yesterday,
and it was she that roused my cu-
riosity.””

Sir John muttered something un-
complimentary regarding womankind
under his breath, and Lady Eustace
continued—

“She told tne how the Lord-Deputy
had deprived Henry Lacy of his es-
4ates because he would not acknow-

her Grace as head of tihe
. Church. Heard you aught of that af-
M John?"’

Slr John hesitated a moment.

Lacy was always a fool, a
stubborn fool,”’ ‘he said at last, and
Jadv Eustace exelaimed—

“But, John, the oath of suprema-

Mm_

ggeﬂ his 'houlda'l “Tost frev over my levny. wlle?"“

were engaged in a war of words.
Lady Eustace sighed to her husband
to be silent.

““A nice head of the Church, verily,
{is your Queen!’’ the boy was saying
hotly. ‘“Do you know, FEleanore,
that your first precious head burned
xmen for believing in some of your
present Thirty-nine Articles ? {
| next head, Edward, or rather Cra.
"mer for him, established forty-two
articles of belief. Don’t you think
your various heads are somewhat
comradlctorv" .

“My father says—'’ the'girl began.

‘““Oh, your father!’”’ Maurice inter-
rupted contemptuously. As the angry
tears rose to the girl’s blue eyes. he
regretted his hu.sty words.

Nay, KEleanore,”” he said contrive-
L g | mea.nt not to be rude. For-
give—=""

Maurlce Eustace, I won't for-
give you,”” the little maid broke in.
“I won't forgive you, and I won't
come here again, and I will tell iy
inther

““But, Eleanore,’”” the boy said,
suppressing a strong desire to laugh
at her indignation, ‘‘you have not
been to see my mother.”’

The girl hesitated. A strong friend-
ship existed between the wife of the
Protestant rector of Castlemartin
and Lady Eustace; and Eleanore Lof-
tus had spent many hours in the
sick room of her mother’s friend.,
Maurice spoke again as he saw her
pause.

‘“Come now, Eleanore. We—-""

,"” the girl’s anger had died

““not to-day, Maurice.”’

“But why?"’

‘““My father is at the reclory to-
day, and 1 want to ask him about
things.””

"What things?’’

““About the Thirty-Nine Articles
xmd what you said. Good day, Maur-
ice.”.

The girl disappeared down a walk
closely bordered with box and yew;
and Sir John laughed loudly. “‘So
even = the children grow fanatical,
Marv. I'd give not a trifle to hear

"in the city yonder;”’

the boy have his will, Le
God in the way he wish

raised his wife from her Tow!
ture, and movec once or twice across
the room,

“Johny; I have tried" to be a good
wife to you. You will not refuse my
dying request?”

“No,” Sir  John at length said,
“no, I consent. The boy may go to
Flanders to-morrow for me."

Lady Eustace raised ' her clasped
hands to Heaven.

“John, John. I thank youn; vyou
have——'". A fit of coughing inter-
rupted her words; and her husband
saw, in alarm, that the handkerchief
she raised to her lips was stained
with blood.

“‘Hush, hush, Mary, I beg of you !
All this talk of religious matters is
bad and wearing. Let me summon
your woman."’

Sir John left the apartment hasti-
ly, and Lady Eustace gazed after
him, a sad smile in her eyes,

“Poor John! he would ever do the
easier thing. God give him grace and
strength for the evil days that are
coming! But I think he will keep his
word im regard to Maurice ; and,
thoush it break my heart,  the boy
will depart speedily.’’

An elderly woman opened the door
of the room noiselessly. She raised
her hands in consternation as she
gmned her mistress’ side.

‘Nay, Bridget, be not alarmed,’
Lady Bustace said, ‘‘the attack has
passed for the time.”’

The woman closed the open win-
dow vindictively. ‘“The master might
have well noted that the air grows
chilly,’’ she observed.

“I did not,”” Lady Bustace said in
extenuation of her absent lord, “‘and
we were listening to the children.”’

Bridget pursed up her lips, and did
not speak till she saw that Lady
Bustace was not disposed to conti-
nue . the conversation further.
she burgt forth—

‘““The. children, aye!
me, but it grieves me to see your &
and the daughter of bla.ck-hm\.rled
Adam Loftus together!”’

“But = Eleanore is a good child,
Bridget,”” Lady Fustace said gently.

“It may be so,”’ Bridget admitted
doubtfully, t may be; her mother
is not unkindly. Adam is at home to-
day for a wonder,”” the woman add-
ed

““So I believe.””

‘I marvel much how he is wanted
Bridget said sar-
nodding her head in ithe
‘‘But here comes

castically,
direction of Dublin.
Master Maurice.’’

The boy crossed the room
mother.

““Are you worse, mother?” he in-
quired, anxiously as he knelt by her
ide, and gazed into her flushed, worn

to his

. my dear poy, not worse,”
Lady BEustace said. ‘“Maurice, I have
von vour father's comsent. You can
go to Flanders at once.”

There was a glad light in the boy's
eyes, though his lips trembled.

‘At once, mother! But you are so
ill—"’

“‘Not so very ill, Maurice,”” Lady
Eustace said with a heroic smile No
one save.Father Lampgrt knew her
anxiety regarding her son. She had
prayed that she might live to see his
own eager wish to become a priest
gratified.

None knew better than she the
weakness of her husband’s character,
and though her heart ached almost
to breaking, she hurried on the pre-
parations for Maurice’s departure for
the Low Countries during the next
few days.

*If I were dead,’’ she confided to
the parish/ priest, “John might na-
turally wish to keep the boy at home
for a time, and after a time he might
even forget his promise. It is best
Maurice should go and go speedily.’’

Bo while the leaves in the wWoods
round Castlemartin were still green
Maurice Eustace bade farewell to his
home. Lady FEustace hept up brave-
1y to the last, but when a turn in
the winding avenue hid her boy from
her sight she’ turned from the "opm
window with a heart-nroken " cry,
and fell insensible in her waiting-
woman’s arms. In the Flemish col-
lege Maurice waited long for
sight of his mother's hand-writing,

the maid question her reverend fa- :
c_vl He eonld not luwfnlly subscribe { ther.”” :

Ludy Eutwe sighed heavily,

Bir John asked
“Over, many things,” Lu!y nia-
uw r#lied .-My over my failing

Emrtoe Dustm wnlk slowly u
and down the narrow limits
cell in a Dublin prison. He had been
a captive but a week, yet that week
had entirely changed his appearance,
The horrible vitiated atmosphere, the
foul water, and viler provisions ha.l
done their work so effectively = thpt
even his jailer had been moved to
something like pity. As he paced up
and down with feeble, ungertain
stens memories of his peaceful Yfe in
the Jesuit novitiate in far off Bruges
came dream-like back to him. = He
could hear the musical clang of bells
from the belffy in the market place,
and the voices of his early teachers
rising and falling vogether in Matins
or Vespers; and he could recollect
more distinctly the day on which it
was decided that he should obey his
father's command and return to Ire-
land.

Sir John Eustace, much though he
had loved his wife, had not sorrowed
over long for her. His second /'bride
belonged to one of the English fami-
lies of the Pale, and professed ihe
new faith, and it was her continual
entreaties that at length induced her
husband to break the promise he Lad
made to his dead wife and recall Lis
son from the career he had chosen.
Maurice himself was inclined to dis-
regard his fatherjs wishes, but his
superiors thinking .perhaps he might
be more useful to the Church he lov-
ed in the world than in the religious
state, counselled him to obedience.
On his return home he had been ap-
pointed a captain of horse. But
though Maurice Eustace was in the
world he was not of it. An interview
which he had with the pious Arch-
bisho~ of Cashel, Dermot O-Hurley,
decided him to abandon the army,
and he received Holy Orders some
montht later. His father had died
about a year before, and Lady Eus-
tace, anxious no doubt that ome of
her own children should inherit the
Castlemartin estates, had denounced
him to the authorities as a priest
and an enemy to the Queen. He had
been almost immediately arrested and
imprisoned, and waited daily to hear
that the day had been fixed.

As he continued his weary, Test-
less walk from wall to wall of his
‘| duneeon the key rattled loudly in the
lock, and the door of his cell opened
to admit a figure closely enveloped
in a dark, heavy cloak, The door
closed again with a bang, and  as
Maurice vainly endeavored to make
out in the dim light who his visitor
might be, a voice said :

““Come, Maurice, have you no
collection of old friends?’’

““No, indeed; "’ the priest answer-
ed. It may be that I am growing
stupid.”’

““Odds, man, it would be strange if
you did not in an atmosphere like
this,”’ the visitor said, throwing
aside his cloak and Maurice recog-
nized Adam Loftus, the Protestant
y. bishop of the city.

“My Lord,”” he said, trying to re-
collect himself, *‘I know you net of
a surety. The authorities make no
provision for visitors, so I cannot
ask you to be seated.”

““Never mind, our interview, of ne-
cessity, must be short. Look you,
Muunce art anxious for liberty?’”

“Liberty!’’ Maurice thought of the
blue sky, the green fields, and the
pure air of heaven. ‘““Yes.”

‘““Then have it.”

‘“‘But how?’’

‘ Rengunce your faith—nay,
me out. Renounce your faith,
freedom, honor and preferment
yours.”’

“What will it avail a man to gain
the whole world and lose his own
soul?” Maurice repeated the words
rather to himself than in answer Lo
the visitor.

*“Folly, my lad,’”” the Archbishop
said; ““thou must know that I wish
thee well, otherwise I had not sought
thee out, renounce the ways of Rome
and thou art free.”’

“That with God’s help, I shall not
do."*

“ Then take thy own way and see
where it ‘will lead thee,”’ the Arch-
bishop said hotly; but I had fain
saved thy father’'s son from ihe
hanmmnan.”’

The priest shivered, but answered
bravely, ‘“Truly I thank thee for thy

goodness; but I have chosen.’’

"So be it then.””” The Archbishop | the
drew his cloak around him. ‘“‘So be
it.’’ He paused as he reached
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The trial prooeaded
being

ice was accused of

those with whom she was at ;
He denied the two last charges, but
to be a priest was sufficient for the
packed jury. He was found guilty of
high treason, and sentenced to die.
When the sentence was given Adam
Loftus whispered a word or two to
an. attendant, and the court was
cleared of all but a few persons; ehen
the - Archhishop rose from the seat
he occupied.

‘““T am empowered to offer m free
pardon to the prisoner " he said,
with 'a vindictive glance towards
Lady FEustace and her son-—"'a free
pardon on conditions."”

There was a deep hush
Chancellor resumed.

‘““Maurice Fustace, your father's es-
tate awaits you; a young and beau-
tiful wife: and an ample dowry'”
he pointed towards his daughter as
he spoke—'‘are yours if you renounce
your faith—if you take the oath of
supremacy.’”

Before the prisoner could make the
negative reply that trembled on bis
lips Eleanore Loftus, quivering with
excitement and righteous anger,
sprang to her feet.

“Do not heed him, Maurice, do not
heed him!.” she cried passionately.
‘‘Dear friend, dear playmate of hap-
pier yvears, heed him not. I knew
nought of my father’s intentions; I
did not, Maurice.”

Her father seized her by the arm,
but she shook off his grasp.

‘I am ashamed, ashamed to ~ the
heart that my father should try to
influence you thus, Maurice. If your
faith—if you think your faith
true one, keep to it!’’

““With God’s help, T will,”" Maur-
ice said humbly. ‘‘As His Son died
on the cross, I desire and hope (o
die for Him on the scaffold.”

‘‘Have thy wish then!'’ Adam Lof-
tus eried bitterly. Between the Chan-
cellor and the family of the second
Lad- Eustace a bitter feud had raged
for many years; and it was quite as
much for revenge on her ladyship as
for the sake of former friendship that
the Archbishop desired to save Maur-
ice from a felon's death, and to res-
tore him to the family honors. He
had counted much on Eleanore's
beauty for the furtherance of his
plan. It had been a marvel to the
gay gallants of the capital why the
Chancellor's beautiful daughter lLad
remained so long unmarried. She had
been sought by the noblest youths of
the Pale, and it was also whispered
that she might have been the wife of
mor¢ than one English noble had she
so listed, but all offers of marriage
had been firmly declined by her. 1 of-
tus himself, indeed, believed "that a
romantic affection for her former
playfellow filled her heart, and he
turned to her flercely.

‘““Hie thee home, girl; Sir Anthony
Weyland seeks thy hand. Thy wed-
ding bells shall rmg on Maurice Eus-
tace's dying day.’

Eleanore did not seem to hear his
words. She stood white and trem-
bling by her seat.

““Dost hear me, wench? Is it not
enough for thee that thon hast re-
fused honorable offéers to be spurned
by him for whose sake thou didst

till  the

father.”” Eleanore made an-
swer trying to speak calmly. ‘* You
wrong me. I have refused to  marry
because she hesitated a moment,

‘‘because 1 am, because T hnvc long
been a Catholic at heart.'

The Chancellor sank back on his
seat

'A Catholic! You, my . daughter!’’

“Yes,"” the girl turned to the pri-
soner with the shadow of a smile on
her lips. ‘Do you recall the day we
quarrelled in the garden at Cu\‘,le-
martin over the oath of suprémacv?’’

Maurice shook his head; he had for-
gotten the incidenmt.

“It was a few days previous to
your departure for Flanders. On that
very day I began to have doubis
concerning the faith my father preach-
ed. Of late years I have had no
doubts, but I have been a coward,
-. muer bh coward, h}.huve clung to

//

‘and to shed' blood |
‘sake. T only ask that you who are-

{my brethren remember me in  your

A thril? of Horror ran through the
erowd as the drop fell. At that m.-
ment, i the retirement of her cham-

Eleanore Loftus was on Ler

for the martyred

priest, and for strength to'tread the
path she had cliosen.

When Adam Loftus saw that his
daughter was thoroughly determined
on heing a Catholic, he insisted that
she should' lbave Jreland; and for
many years the few British visitors
to Nazareth Convent, Lille, were giu-
tifled to find an English-speaking
amomg the community where, as ~is-
ter Veronica, Bleanore Loftus found
peace and happiness:—Magdalon .
Rock. in the Catholi¢ Celumbian.
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(. A McDONNELL,

Accountant and Liquidator.
180 8T. JAMES STREET,
..Montreal..

Fifteen years ence in connso-
tion with the liquidation of Private
and ' Ingsolvent Estates. Auditing
Books and Annual Reporte-
for private firms, and public corpora-
tions a specialty.

Loans negotiated om Real Estate.
Superintendence of Real Estate, such
as Renting, Collection of Renmts, and’
Repairs, Fire and Life Insurance.
Valuationy made of Real Estate. Per-
sonal supervision given to all mat-

ters.
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EVERY CATHOLIC

YOUNG MAN

should possess a copy of
« The Catholic Student’s Manua/
0f Instruotions and Prayers.”

s
ear. y &
immediate

lejvo, at
A Dbliss wi

“They sound l
world
At t\velve
‘When—for th
simple h
We feel a G

In erateful

“Who shall re
bell  brin

To his pure
In his anoin
King of

His God—h!

Yet other ki
peal
Sounds, wWwhe
At  Nuptial

lovers Ko
Praying The

When, thro
church to
Nought can
Save the blest

Bringing o

but— of
sweetest
{Is one as ye
On dying ears
With Miserer

Ah!

1 dream T hea
mist
Nearing my
Bear swifter,
charist,
And cross th

Sweet little b
bed rung,

This last bel
The Host is [
ed tongue
Ring for my

DON'T BE T
without .being
constantly wri
nwwhen standing
what to do W
sitting, the
feet, and with
ping or other
an unnecessary
especially in tl
ers. ' Let eac
train himself 1
stand at ease,’
and ‘he'll shov
count more thi
lessness.

DON'T BE 1
little word to
You have star
Everything in

and plea:
to your work
as the days p
more difficult,
change and ar
dark and thre
therefore be di
that the carefu
accomplished f
“‘meteoric Oash
ple of Robert
a. mood one on
not be blessed
a bright intelle
hension to gra
with a determi
it, and success
forts. ‘* Perse
obstacles,”” sho

WISE MAXT
the start saves
2. Don't str
gs at once.

2. Duty well
ful rest.

4. lock the |
unless you lm
portrer.

5. A river is
80 should your
than your read

6. Don't be
doing by evil ¢

GOOD ADVIC
are learning
thin*  to ha
xold. einge 4l
1o bring.




