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many as a million of the minute but murder
ous bacilli of consumption There has never 
been but one medici 
mill prevent and cure this disease. It is 
Ur. Pierce’s Gulden Medical Discovery. It 
acts directly on the lungs, driving out dis
ease germs and building new and healthy 
tissues. It allays inflammation of the 
mucous membranes. It is the great blood 
maker, flesh-builder and nerve tonic. It 
cures <)H 
tion and
medicine dealers sell it.
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per cent, of all cases of con sump- 
diseases of the air passages. All

Mis. I.oiiisa St-inmann, of 07th St.. Brooklyn, 
. writ» • " Three years ago 1 was so sick I

k, for I coughed all d 
was reduced from 15c 
night that 1 slept f 
iftvr I had taken

cal Discovery, 
ed grew less 

whole of one 
coughing, 
weigh 178

N Si-not eat, sleep
Tl We

ta y 
- toi'i-i"•ml night. 

vs] pounds, 
hours at one time, \ 

es of Dr. Pierce's
offensive matter exp 
day and when 1 had hi 

■ 1 could sleep all night 1 
have hven well ever sin

» (".olden Meric 
icctornt 
ikon the

bottle 
«n i ;
pounds."

When someone is sick in the family and 
the doctor is called in, what is the first 
question he asks? “Are the bowels regu
lar 1 That's the question, isn't it? 
wife and mother will see to it that when 
any member of the family is troubled with 
constipation a prompt resort i ; had to Dr. 
Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets, there will be 
mighty little sickness in the family. One 
little “ Pellet ” is a gentle laxative atul two 
jt mild cathartic. They cure constipation 
end biliousness and never gripe. They reg
elate and invigorate the stomach, liver and 
bowels. Pound at all medicine stores.
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JANUARY 1, 1698.THE CATHOLIC RECORD
YOUNG MEN AS CHURCH ALLIES.I A1W\ mirinn riT'/CCD tin dellv more delightful, more hard to leave, ened to the fine phrases with which the friend of mine once Jtie

I (|R|) r jl n Mill r 11 /llhli iLI) It was active idleness, pleasure unpur- young lurd donounced the whole human voice, tone, and thought bring vividly 
LUHU LUflnllU lllliVJU l Chased by toil or pain. No harsh duty race, because a heartless woman had my mind — . .

crossed the path of delight. The mini jilted him. But before he could clow the sentence
was called upon for no effort, llie will suf- , lie s|wke again very gently. “ Poor 1 with the name of Maurice Blake the other 
fered no strain. Tub excitement of tlie , boy !" lie said. “ In your grief and pas- \ rose abruptly. Witli a gesture, that was
hunt, the freedom anil solitude of stream ; sion I flint in y own wound again. Do i like a blessing, lie laid Ins hand on LoM
and furent, the ever-varying beauty in ; not, as I did, listen only to the spacious Edward s shoulder; then, without a word,
w hich Nature had clothed the w ilderness, lies your pain and anger tell you, and so he vanished into the thick gloom, moving 

CHAPTER VIII. charmed him. His life seemed to have wreck your life. You have seen but the towards the forest . ,
non id ASIDE AND merged into a delicious dream, which he bright surface of savage life. You know Lord Edward sat far into the lone y

I had no power or will to break, knowing nothing of the horrors below. Has there midnight, buried in thought, while lony 
-Henry IV. Part I. that he should waken to remembrance, been no time when the life you left also slept the sleep of unconscious content in

•• Whate er you are ; and labor, and p tin. seemed full of happine-s and truth?” the interior of the wigwam,
in this desert lnacceeaible, I In the shock Ids heart had suffered, the Lord Edward was silent. The noise of the running water, which
''dV^kSu^lSVhMSiolftlm..” springs Of self-reliance were mruined. lie remembered how bright the world alone broke the silence of the still night,

-As You Like it. I His ambition was so interwoven with his seemed, and how good its men and mingled with lus m usings. 1 he energy
love that it almost died with it. All women, while he still dreamed that Lady of life and hope, of ambition, had been
things tl.at stirred or charmed him in the Gertrude loved him; how suddenly he revived in his heart, which throbbed 
old days seemed vague and remote. Rest realized all its wickedness at once when strongly and fiercely now, forbidding 
and oblivion were what his soul craved, she turned from him. sleep. But his vague, restless thoughts
There w as nothing in the world he “ Life is not all sport and sunshine, be- could shape themselves into no definite 
thought worth toiling for. lieve me,” the warning voice went on. resolve. No way of life opened be lore

The strange charm of the life he led “ Even here in the woods I have seen him. The crisis of his disease had come 
might have caught and held him to his horrors of cruelty, when hunger or re- and gone. The fantastic lever begotten 
life's close. He might have chosen for venge roused the wPd beasts in the wild of hissorp heart-wound vanished, and Ins 
himself, or rallier, with enervated will, man, horrors which it would freeze your judgment was cool again. He could smile 
have allowed fate to choose for him, the blcod to hear. But even were this wild at the folly of the vision of love that had 
simple, easy, empty, purposeless life of life all you fancy, its joys are not for you. so charmed him, as the awakening man 
the wild man or wild beast. The sad- Would you sink to the brute’s level ? The smiles at the incoherent dreams that 
dest and m ist glorious chapter of Irish beast that ranges wild over the plains, the troubled his sleep.
history might never have been written, deer that drinks in the evening at the Back to the world he felt his path lay. 
if a strong, stern will had not interposed river’s brim, the bird that flutters through Then, once more custom took control of 
and saved him from ignominious ohli- the tree-tops, the bear that haunts the his movements, and insisted on the com* 
vion. summer woods and snores away the win- pletion of his interrupted progress to the

He sat one evening smoking dreamily ter, has all the joys you envy the savage British barracks at New Brunswick, 
in the doorway of his wigwam, looking man, till bullet or arrow cuis their life where his regiment was encamped, 
out on the stream that flowed red in the short like his. Are you content to go The night was melting into dawn when 
slanting sunbeam, and listening to down to the level of the beast?” he dropped asleep. Next morning found
the happy cries of the children “ Is it crime or folly to shun pain ?" him still resolved and eager to depart, 
whose voices came up fitfully on the said Lord Eiward, evading a more direct The Indian chief heard of his sud- 
wind. reply. den purpose without a sign of

His musings w ere vague as the soft “ Yes. Folly, and crime, and coward- surprise without a hint of remon
vapor that curled round his head, melting ice, if you play false with your manhood strance. 
in the summer air, but as soothing with- to escape it Better the noble sorrow 
al. A shadow fell at his feet—a figure than the low delight. You cannot siuk 
crossed between him and the rosy mil- your soul down to the brute’s level even if 
snt. Dropping his gaze, which had been yon try. It was not for this that high duties 
dreamily drinking in the beauty of the and glorious hopes were given you. Your 
sky, he encountered the keen blue eyes soul will rebel against the degradation 
of the man whom the Indians called you would impose, and torture you. May 
Thundercloud. you never know such torture.”

“ Lord Edward Fitzgerald,” he said, IIis voice faltered. Even in the dark- 
with that old-fashioned courtesy which ening twilight that was now softly draw- 
seemed so strange amid such surround- mg its gray veil across the glowing sky 
ings, “ if you can pardon ray intrusion Lord Edward could see that he was deep- 
i would fain speak a few plain words with ly moved. He started from his seat, and 
you.” paced up and down for a moment or two;

Lord Edward was fur a moment startled then paused as abruptly as he had risen, 
to be so addressed. The language and When he spoke again it v. as with no 
manner of the outer world brought the trace of the emotion that had shaken him, 
outer world sharply to his mind, but he only his voice was lower than before, 
merely bowed his head and made room ‘ 1 had not meant to speak of myself,” 
for the other on the bench on which he he said. ‘ Lord Edward Fitzgerald,some- 
sat. thing I have gathered of your history

from that faithful follower of vonrs, some
thing also, strange as it may seem to you, 
from other sources. 1 have patched out 
what I have heard with guesses, which, I 
think, come near the truth. Your words 
to-night confirm them. Your heart has 
been sorely wounded—it will revive and 
live.”

Lord Edward shook his head sadly, 
with all the profound confidence of youth 
in its own wisdom.

“ Sorrows are not eternal,” said the 
other, “ though youth thinks them so.
When night first falls on bright hopes, 
youth fondly fancies there can never be 
day again, but the sun will rise again to
morrow—it may be, brighter than before.
Believe me, the pains you have suffered 
are but a child's ache compared to mine.
Your warning came in time. Even now 
your reason tells your loss was a bless
ing. Bitter shame and disgrace mingled 
with my agony. Yet, in time, even that 
agony wore itself away, and happiness 
came too perfect at last. My second loss 
was more terrible, because more real. I 
lost a love, the purest and dearest that 
ever breathed on this earth. The weight 
of the blow stunned my reason, and broke 
the springs of my will, 
coward from the battle, where I was so 
wounded. Bitterly have I paid for my 
cowardice. To the sweet oblivion I first 
sought and found in the woods has come 
a terrible reaction. The worst paroxysm 
of wounded love was easier to bear than 
the const mt soul-subduing monotony of 
a purposeless life. I am here alone with 
my remorse ; my imprisoned soul teeding 
on itself.”

There was deep pity in Lord Edward’s 
heart as he listened. His own sorrow 
seemed petty in comparison with the

The recluse gazed kimlly at that young g™f 'of this 8.,r»n8e ma".. " ho
face, tlusl.ed with sudden pain. For the sll"«’e>1 hm own wounds tor a warning 
first time since lie had come amongst There was silence between them. The 
them he caught his hand and grasped it village was asleep. The white crescent of 
tight while he spoke again. tl,e moon, keen-edged and shining as a

••It is your passion and grief that speak ™rved sword shone coldly in the blue- 
now, he" said “ not reason. Believe an hLark sky. The night was hush as death, 
old man, they are fleeting, though while 1 he thought came in Lord Edwards 
we suffer they proclaim themselves how placidly beautiful and cold-
eternal. In energy, not sloth, the real lieHrt?d Nature smlled at t'oor mortals’ 
remedy lies. Fight the enemy and beat 8 * , n^’. . . , , , ..
it. Ho not live its languid prisoner for A low, despairing sob shook the strong 
ever ” figure stooped beside him; the moonlight

"My first relief was here," replied Lord lining on the white hair.
Edward. •• Energy had gone out of iny The young man's heart was Hooded 
life, and only pain remained. Here the with compassion. “ Let us leave to- 
pain was softened by forgetfulness. What gather,'* lie said. 11 if this life he bitter 
calls me back again to the sorrow of llie to yon, abandon it. Come back to the 
world from which 1 have happily world where your place lies, and your
escaped V Here I may dream my life w-ork still waits for you.”
pleasantly away, and die when death The face that raised itself from the 

without keen regret. “ Here is bony hands might have been carved in
Hod’s beautiful world ; itère is man as grey stone, so ghastly it looked, and so
Hod made him before what is called civ- hard.
ilization spoiled him.’’ He pointed as lie "No! no! no!” lie said, and each word 
spoke to the tall trees that curtained the sounded like a moan of despair, 
burning western skies, to the glowing me there is no esca|ie. 
river, and the young Indians sporting oil my lot and must abide by it. 
its margin. ” The selfishness, the greed, might you try to transplant, yonder deep- 
the falsehood, the cruelty, of the civilized rooted tree, and bring hack its lost life 
world are missing here.” and verdure."

‘‘Are all found here," retorted the ] Ie pointed as lie spoke to a blasted oak 
other, sadly. "Do not harbor so foolish a by the river's hank, that stretched its 
delusion for a moment. The evil pas- huge branches, hare and white, casting 
sions, which are the seeds of sin and black shadows.
misery, are in all human hearts alike. It “ Habit and despair bind me here, 
is the virtues of civilization that are lack- The chain galls, but it holds. I cannot 
ill g here, and not its vices. Cruelly, and now stretch forth my hand to c’asp the 
selfishness, and falsehood — believe me, duties and joys of life that I cast from me 
for I know—can lodge in a wigwam as in so recklessly. But you have the youth 
a palace. But of purer love, of larger and vigor that cast off sorrow lightly. Be 
humanity and self-sacrifice, there is little warned by my fate. Depart?" 
or no trace." “ Whither V" asked Lord Edward,

" They are not needed," said Lord Ed- dolefully. “ No duty calls ; no career 
w ard stubbornly, for his conscience re- opens for me ; 1 am "sick of soldiering, 
belled against his worils, " where all are which was once my delight." 
free and equal. Man's vices make the " Idas your own heart no answer ? On 
evils that man’s virtues partially relieve, your name and race lias Ireland no 
From oppression patriotism springs, it claim?"
is cruelty that evokes benevolence. But The gaunt figure was erect as he spoke, 
the virtues light fitfully and lose; the and the gray eyes alight witli excitement, 
vices fight constantly and win. So lux- His voice took a holder tone, 
ury and misery divide the civilized world Something in voice, face and eyes sud- 
between them. You speak of love," lie denly made clear to Lord Edward a 
went on with an increased bitterness, vague resemblance that was haunting 
which showed the Source from which his him. There came back to him in a sud- 
line, youthful misanthropy sprung. “ It den flash the eager words of Maurice 
is the mockery of the many and the tor- ! Blake, in those far-off days that now 
ment of the lew. A foolish, bitter, self- ’ seemed to belong to another life, and the
wounding passion, which tortures even vow they had silently sworn in the solemn „ .7 , , ! I» Tour Daughter In School 1
while the heart that sutlers owns its starlight. llOODS Sarsaparilla has over and over There are thousand of sickly selioc! girls
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At a recent meeting of the Young 
Meu’d Archdiocesan Uuion of I’niladel- 
phia, we learn from the Standard and 
Times, the following address was deliv 
ered by ltev. James F. McLaughlin, 
I) D :

An Historical Romance*

SV M. M il. Ut.IlKIN, Q. C.

" I write to you, younir men, la-cause yo 
strong, amt llie word ut (iod abidcth fu 
ami you have overcome ttie wicked 
(First KpHlle of Ht. John, 11., I t )

you. 
one. ’" i>afFin Tin:

nil) IT l’ASH."
“ My dear fellow members ot the 

Arch diocesan Union, St. John was so 
sensitive of the importance of the 
young men In tho spiritual army of 
our Lord Jesus Christ that in his ex 
hortatlon to the different classes of the 
faithful he twice relets to them and 
lingers over them with special affect
ion. Tae young men in civil ns in 
sacred matters form the sacred hand, 
the chief reliance as well of the Church 
as of the State. The spiritual condition 
of any country Is best gauged by the 
religious dispositions of its youug men, 
not by its old men, its women or chtl 
dron. Any country in which tho 
young men are deeply religious is in 
a good spiritual condition Any coun 
try where they are lukewarm or indif
ferent, no matter how successful it may
be iu other regards, is not in a healthy 
state, religiously or morally. There
fore the Church has iu all times con 
cent rated her efforts on the young men 
in order that they made be well 
grounded in the faith. When she con
verts an old sinner she merely saves 
the wreck of au individual life. When 
the young men are saved she saves a 
whole generation—a generation of 
earnest workers. "
INFLUENCE THROI llH THE INTELLECT.

That
Und<;

“ Who thought there was no more 
Th «n su h a day to inorru v ae to (lay,
And to be boy eternal. "—Winter’s Tale.

• What Is a man V 
ark it of his time 
? a beast no more- 

made us with such large dis
ave un not

I f the chief good and m 
He but to sleep and feed 
Sure, he that

course.
I ooklng before and after, va 
Tnai capability and God like 

j fuel in us uuustd."—Hamlet.To

For some days Lord Edward lived this 
strange primitive life with a forgetfulness 
that was akin to delight, so hitter had re
membrance grown. lie joined in the 
wild spurts of the Indians with youthful 
emulation, and gloried to hold his own 
amongst the best of them. It was a re
newal of thoughtless, happy boyhood. In 
the soft evening as he smoked placidly in 
the doorway of his hut looking towards 
the river, a dreamy, delightful reverie 
stole over his soul like a rosy haze, soft
ening the harsher outlines of the land
scape. Action and duty, even blighted 
love, were half-forgotten—he lived for the 
careless pleasure of the hour, and 
“ thought no mure behind, than such a 
day to-morrow as to-day, aud to be boy 
eternal.”

The ice of stoicism once broken, the 
Indian chief treated him with the frank 
demonstrative friendship of a school-boy.
I lis slim young daughter—“ Laughing 
Water,”—as graceful as a fawn, almost as 
shy, glanced with timid admiration iu 
her soft dark eyes at the handsome young 
pale-face chief.

Of the strange old man with the wild, 
gaunt figure, and cold courtly manner, 
who had so roused his interest, Lord Ed
ward saw but little.

With Tony, however, tho recluse was 
more familiar. These curiously assorted 
comrades had long walks together, while 
Tony 's tongue rang on incessantly as the 
restless stream, and the other listened sil
ently as the dark still forest.

From his faithful servant Lord Edward 
gleaned that the old man had come 
amongst the Indians many years ago, 
and lived amongst them since, an adopt
ed son of the tribe, second only in auth
ority (if second) to their titular chief. 
Ever and again lie visited the fringes of 
civilization, and returned to his tribe with 
horses laden with the wealth the Indian 
prizes—rilies and powder and ball, aud 
the simple medicines that sufficed fur a 
life so natural and healthful, that old age 
or violence alone brought disease or 
death.

He preached peace perpetually to the 
tribe. He never joined them upon the 
war path. But once, when the village of 
the tribe was attacked in the night by a 
hostile hand, far outnumbering them in 
fighting men, he took the lead iu the 
brave and successful defence, and his 
long ritle wrought such havoc amongst 
the discomfited toe, that the terror of it 
long afterwards kept the village safe from 
attack.

“ Thundercloud ” he was called by the 
Indians, both on acount of the solemn 
gloom of his appearance and the fatal 
Hash of Ids ritle, which never missed its

Grave courtesy absorbed both.
“ My white brother,” he said, “ is free ; 

where his will calls him he goes.”
By noon Lord Edward and Tony were 

riding through the depths of the silent 
forest, many miles from the primitive 
settlement of the Indians. The river was 
their guide—untiring and unerring—a 
guide that would neither loiter nor mis
lead. Tony had much to tell of the 
quaint customs of the Indians, with 
whom he had mingled mure familiarly 
than his master, but Ids talk ran chiefly 
on “ Thundercloud.”

"A strange man,’’ said Tonv, with ... . . , , _ Tl, . lL . ,
something of awe in his tone, for Chris- WIW be for long, It is the duty ot

our young men to enlighten them
selves regarding the truths of religion, 
especially iu these days when they 
should be always ready to give a rea
son for the faith that is in them. The 
youug men are the vanguard of 
Christ's army and are battling face to 
face with the world aud its sophistries. 
They are far oftencr called upon to 
defend the truths of religion than the 
priest, and when not properly trained 
to answer objections they not only 
lose the opportunity for missionary 
work, but in time lose the faith them
selves because of their inability to 
withstand the violent onslaught of its 
enemies,! In our day there are many 
controversial aud religious works with 
which we should be familiar. There 
is xiot an objection to our holy faith for 
which there is not already an answer 
and which it should be part of our re
ligious duty to kuowr. One earnest 
youug man is a missionary to hundreds 
not only by his example, but by his 
force of words.

Hero the speaker said that the only 
way the Church could reach young 
men is through the intellect, as they 
are not led by sentiment, hence appeal 
must be made to their reason. They 
may be misgu'ded by passion for a 
time, but if they have an intelligent 
conception of religion, the deviation

tianity had not got the 
leaven out of his blood, 
man. Speaks very little, knows 
much. Would listen always to my talk 

i of you and Christy, but above all of Mas
ter Maurice. At times he would drop a 
few words that seemed to show he knew 
more about you all than I could tell him. 
He spoke of Master Maurice as a father 
might speak of a son.”

A careless word will sometimes kindle 
a train of thought, as a eareless spark 
kindles gunpowder.

old superstitious 
“ A strange 

very

t he elder man accepted the seat with
out a word. Hiding his face with his 
hands, he seemed lost in thought and 
forgetful of the purpose for which he had
come.

Lord E l ward began to grow impatient 
at the long silence, when his companion, 
lifting up a face paler and more haggard 
than ever, with traces of much suffering 
in it, spoke again abruptly—

“ When do you go hence, my lord ?”
The young dreamer had no reply ready 

He had not

It came on Lord Edward's mind, with 
swift certainty, that “ Thundercloud ”— 
the strange Indian recluse—was no other 
than the missing Sir Valentine Biake, of 
whom IT. Deuver had spoken. He mar
velled at his own blindness that had 
missed the plain truth so long. The 
strange coincidence of circumstances, the 
resemblance in face and voice, even in 
thought, to Maurice Blake were proof 
conclusive.

for the sudden question, 
thought of it. He had lived from day to 
day, bidding each morrow welcome as it
came.

“ This is no place for you,” the other 
went on, more eagerly than before. “You 
must not waste your young life and 
energy here in unthinking ease. Your 
life is a trust, my lord, not given for self 
only — it is a sacred trust, the one thing 
real in a world of shams—to be used, not 
wasted, while it lasts.”

“ To me,” Lord Edward replied rather 
ungraciously, for the words set the old 

nd throbbing again in his heart, “life

His hand was on the reins to wheel 
round in his tracks and return, but the 
thought checked him—“ To what pur
pose?” What could he do, what say 
that he had not said ? He remembered 
now with what emotion the old man had 
turned and left him, when the name of 
Maurice Blake was on his lips. Why 
should he probe further, and to no good 
purpose, a wound that plainly was deep 
and sore ’/

So he did not turn, but rode steadily 
forward plunged in thought, with Tony's 
words sounding in his ears with no more 
meaning than the incessant monotone of 
the stream.

“You know as well as I do,” con
tinued the speaker, “how worn aud 
hollow are the pretenses which keep 
people outside of the Church. Those 
who are not stopped by the strictness 
of her moral code are stopped by un 
reasonable prejudice.” Here the ne
cessity ot' a highly educated laity was 
shown, for the reason that they "alone 
can reach those outside the Church with 
whom the priests do not come in con
tact. This work tv as shown to be an 
ooligatiou on Catholics, to which they 
were especially consecrated by baptism 
and

won
is the hollowest ol all shams — a burden, 
not a delight—to be borne as easily as may 
be until it can be cast aside.”

“ Your life is yon,” was tlie stern re
tort. “ Here or hereafter you have or are 
nothing but that. Each hour wasted is 
part of yourself lost. Will you step down 
from your high place? Will you swop 
fate with the beast, or with men just ris
ing from the beasts ? Will you change 
even the noble suffering of soul for low- 
delights of the body ?”

“ Oblivion is better than sorrow,” said 
Lord Edward, sadly. “Why suffer when 
one may be at ease ? Forgetfulness is 
the best thing the world can give me.”

The life in the woods, in its wild and 
free simplicity, was very soothing to 
Lord Eaward's wounded spirit. He 
rallier dreamed than lived. But like 
cold water on a sleeper’s face was the 
awakening thrill, when the news came 
that it was resolved to adopt him into the 
tribe. He quickly learned, however, that 
t was an honor to be conferred, not a 

vow to be enforced. He would still be 
free to go or stay.

Next day at noon, down by the river 
side, the solemn ceremony of adoption 
was performed, with all those curious 
rites, q.iaint yet grave, 
love. The certificate of his adoption, 
iously engrossed on parchment, is still 
preserved. Tlie copy, iu the Indian lan
guage, will be of interest to every reader 
who follows the strange adventures of the 
young Irish hero. It is as follows

1 fled like a

TO BE CONTINUED.

An Humble Archbishop.
which they owe as a charity to

ward their neighbors The contrast 
between so many non Catholics who are 
ever ready to talk of religion and the 
disinclination of Catholics to discuss 
this subject was drawu, and the neces
sity of even introducing the topic was 
shown. To fit themselves for this task 
he advised the young men to supple
ment their catechism with the religious 
works to be found in parish libraries.

Catholic Standard and Times.
Not long after my ordination one 

Sunday, while the othor priests ot the 
church at which I was stationed were 
saying Mass — one in the church 
proper, the other in the basement of 
the church—I was called down from 
my room to the parlor. There I saw a 
strange priest of respectable appear
ance and middle age. I introduced 
in y self as the junior assistant and re 
quested his uame. He told me that he 
was a missionary from California and 
that his name was Father Joseph. He 
spoke with a foreign accent. He in- 
f irmed me that he wished to say Mass. 
1 told him that I would have to consult 
the pastor. I then went up stairs and 
found the pastor in his room, to which 
he had just come from the church. 
He returned with me to the parlor aud 
asked the strange priest his name. 
He told the pastor, as he told me, that 
his name was Father Joseph aud that 
he was a missionary from California. 
The pastor then requested me to take 
him to the sacristy and give him the 
vestments aud chalice for Mass. I 
offered him a black cassock belonging 
to one of our priests, but ho smilingly 
declined my offer and took from his 
valise a white cassock which he 
at Mass. I then went back into my 
room. I was quietly reading there 
when my fellow assistant dashed into 
my room and appeared considerably 

‘‘Do you know that that 
clergyman is a Bishop?”

I was very much surprised at the 
intelligence and replied,

“ Yes, he Is."
“ How do you know?"
“ Because I saw on the neck of his 

cassock Most Rev. Joseph S. Alemany, 
G. S. IX"

that the Indians

“ Waghgongh Sen non l’ryer 
Ne nen Seghyrage ni i 
Ye Hayata Egbnldal
Ethonayyere Karonghyonte Iyogh Saglv 

nohtyon."
Translated it runs :—

•' I, Chi
aid, for w

its lit; lives.

FORCE OF EXAMPLE.
The necessity of leading lives such 

ai would draw non Catholics to admire 
the Church which influences such lives 
was also dwelt upon. So far as each is 
derelict in his duty, so far is the king
dom of Christ kept back.
Loughlin expressed the hope that all 
tho youug men have enrolled them 
selves in the Army of Mary,that is, in 
her sodality, as well as being members 

young men's literary in
stitutes intended for the cultivation of 
the intellect under the auspices of Holy 
Church.
truths of religion, but talso fosters the 
arts and sciences.

The advantages of the literary so
cieties v ere hero enumerated, the 
bringing together of Catholic young 
men in social intercourse, the commun
icating to each other of the best qua'it- 
ies each possesses, the formation of a 
peculiarly Catholic atmosphere.

The work of these societies was 
eulogized and the members encour
aged to continue to labor for them. 
Of the union ho said that nothing has 
done more to elevate tho tone of the 
Catholic young men and to give them 
standing before the whole city. Dur
ing his connection with it as spiritual 
director he had not been able to find a 
single action which w as not conduc 
ive to tho glory of God, the exaltation 
of Holy Church and the good of the 
young men. They should be solicitous 
for the union. Love for the union 
will increase the love for their particu 
lar society. See that the interest is 
kept up in the individual society. Al
ways have something to interest the 
members.

of of the Six Nations . vive the 
l'il to my friend Lord Edwa 

nich I hope he will r 
l he name tie

emember <’ 
donga to the

of /.’

as Ion if 
Hear T

Henceforward lie was known by his 
name of adoption, “ Eghnklal,” amongst 
the tribe, and took rank as a “ brave.” 
l’oor Tony remained still an alien, with 
no rank at all, but neither his appetite 
nor sleep were disturbed by the slight. 
Ambition was no failing of Tony's.

Day followed day in careless, unthink
ing ease, and Lord Edward's life grew

Here 1 >r.

of Catholic
comes

She not only teaches the

*' For 
I have chosen 

As wellTHE SURGEON FOILED.
woreWanted to Perform an 

Operation.

excited.DR. CHASE’S KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS 
RENDERED IT UNNECESSARY.

Is he ?”
Too many doctors nro too ready to use 

the knife. Many a one is sacrificed on 
the altar of a surgeon's ambition to oper 
ate who could ho saved by the uso of Dr. 
(’hase s K L Pills 
W. B. AIKEN, of Zephyr, Ont., is one iu 
point. Her husband says that she had 
been doctoring with several doctors for 
Inflammation of the Bladder for over a

“The last bottle I got from tho doctor 
he said if that did lier no good sho would 
be compelled to have an operation per 
formed. 1 luckily picked up a sample of 
Dr. Chase's K.-L. Pills in Mr. Dafoe’s 
store, and my wife took one pill that 
night ami ono in the morning, and sho has 
never felt the least sign of pain since. I 
will always keep Dr. Chase's Pills in my 
house for all our family complaints.”

PRICE 25 CENTS A BOX,
AT ALL OEALBRS.

The case of MRS.

The three ot us, then—the pastor 
the first assistant and myself—went 
out to the sacristy, where we waited 
until Mass was finished. The pastor 
then advanced and inquired, “ Are 
you the Archbishop of San Francisco ?”

“ I am," replied the stranger.
At the request of the pastor the

Archbishop preached a nice sermon in ! „ , „ , , ...his kind, fatherly way.-Rev. I>. A. | thS?bkSd Suff Hold’s SarVapa^ilu'wh'i’i 
I reacy. I is the one true blood purifier and nerve tonic.

■
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COUSIN KATE.

by nano bouukk.
•• Where'er a noble deed is wro 

Where'er is .tuukeii a noble tl 
Our hearts in glad s'irprise 
To higher levels rise. '

I.
It was during » liever-to be for* 

made iu the South of Ireland bum 
that my friend, Alice Fmod. v 
8l»enl some weeks at One Oak, her 
Shannon, relat' d to me the lodnwi 

Cousin Kate, or KiV«- Siuddn 
daughter of in y mothei a yuungt 
when blie was just eight.’, n year* 
flesh and sweet as tlv heather " 
hills, married her soldier-luvt r. 

’ d for India. Captain Slier 
i pure, warm-hearted girl <• 
idsome, chivalrous and good 

married in tin- quaint little ( Inin 
and sailed the following week 
Créât wa» H he grief of all lv > 
friends when tiny bade her g 
bright and courageous ever, th 
looked fearlessly to tlie future,
first pain of parting was over. en. 
out exceedingly.

Cousin Kate, or Mrs. Hvrida 
admired by all on board tlie ha 
not only for h r be uil tfnl face a

I liât i

but for her sweei 
to whom '

manner,
with every Olie. i<
long and fatigm lng.

A Week or IWM III • '.vleUtti. a M 
apace—then Captain >iieridau 
with his iivn mi country to qi 

lie restless natives. Kate ba 
cheerfully as -'ll" eouli 
hat lie was. went elle 
Liu drum

ed?

by.
ier

lit uing that in 
i behold l lie w i

du
uui (in

tenderly
; pa-sed. then lll’.Ot 

another, without bringing any 
absent, but Kate buoyed te rse 
hope that III WS was at lea 

all prepan «1 fo 
wlien mlellig

was lint at 
• that fell hi!( "apt tin Sheridan 

killed in an encounter w'“ill:'
at li: st to alinoi

young w ite, but w ith an energ; 
bum.m she roused lierseli.and. ' 
friends and- olliecis, hastened 
remains of Iter husband and hi 

l been laid to r«*si.
((turning to Calcutta, she 

retirement until utter tin* bir 
diuighti r, whom she nano d 
wbum sit" lavished the greatlo1 
geio rous heart.

M i>,Sheridan's friends w ished
she would n une hoi 
grave in India 1 hat 

■en. nun. ias years rolled on.
1 consolation in the 

ghier.
Kate, as we nlwi

dill

she came lo live with us. w 
old. wilt 
lo r dan

tys t

‘of"
or to the care 

on as Mr. Grant, tno tru-te 
iicitor of Mrs. Sheridan, vouai 
tiling. Kiv'.e saued for hoi 

n u Hiver s wid

it.i

Dublin 
mother 

for many j 
Hint young 
home on 
Kill" vlsli.

, Mrs. Flood, h >( 
i sand lived quit

in s.i'
•Osier. Nora, at (tot 

Shannon, about 
warm, y

great bine ey 
as than shine

y< ;
ra. and the gi 

fast friends and companioi 
i n n of Cousin Kate was o 
hands of my mol her. i-hv wi 
w lieu No. a re: urm u '.<> her t 
September Ka' eshould go w ti 
her studies w hich had bet n c 
to during her moi her s ii'.e in 

September came in on Th 
]S -, and on the following M< 
I accuinpanil 
1 he con\ cul

with lo t i 
hotter bit:

' Yousin Kate was two 
sweet little Nm

f

d the t wo girls 
nil made all lit

yearns fori lies 
few days at oui liu.ei. • nat 11 
the ci: y and Kate \ Kit -'11 
whom she had travel!' d iron 
mother and I returned to on 
life at One Oak.

As Christinas appro v'hed. 
accustomed îorelli mgtr. w 
uui poor, helping wiih In i' 
Kindly heart to prepare lor t

I >e»r moth r ! XV In n 1 t1 
life every moment ol which 
l look back. was 
some one ! — of days 
in the cottage of tminepoor i 
a sick wife mending and n 
ones, that always seem bo ' 
poor man’s cottage and a 
and ti tell you < f soim- br: 
deeming feature in • ach an 

When she would cot 
usually trying visit her 

and pity for th« 
mul talk to 
and trust in 
p ior women 6 
far out i

:

IU V (
>rdour ch nr L< 

evinced w
at sea, and, wan 
,ay to me that 

women, with their faith, 
hi anti ful chastity of 'heir 
be well taken as models by 
of our noblest aud bust.

the win'er. f 
Norn and 

in g wit ti schonl-gi 
ide fur the long su

iso
b tiers fi

overflow 
ready jut

11.
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