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m,—COntim{cd. have to let Ralston to somebody

1t was not long before little Leo
gound his way on to the terrace a-
gain; he gave Sir Philip a long and
full account of the choir practise
with some interesting details thrown
in as to the refection of negus and
spuns, and the color of Miss Cecily’s
frock. Then he sang the Antiphon
.all through, and promised to bring
the music of it next time he came,
so that Sir Philip could play it on
the piano. This was the beginning
of a real friendship, and as the time
went by Leo rarely passed to and
from school without a little chat, if
only a few words over the terrace
palustrade. In him Sir Philip found
.a new medium for communication
with the outside world, and by de-
grees, his interest in his estate and
/is people began to revive. Every
day seemed to bring him new duties
and he found the hours go by with
lighter feet. 'He was conscious of a
aew spring welling up within his be-
ing, from which, it seemed to him,
he drew in deep draughts of life and
inspiration, of emergy and strength ;
the joy of living had returned to him
and he knew that she had brought it
4o him, who came in fairest vision—
Mary the Mother of Christ, who had
leaned down to him, that night, in
%is dream, and stretched forth loving
hands to draw him out of the
slough of misery and despair, where
he was sinking out of reach of hu-
man aid. Every night the remem-
brance of that vision returned to
him, to fill him anew with its sweet-
ness; and ever his thoughts went out

to her in unconscious prayer and
praise, while ‘Leo’s Antiphon, now
known by heart, was often on his

lips. He was learning other forms of
prayers, wherewith to invoke her. In
the library, amongst some valuable
illuminated missals, were some old
Catholic books of devotion. Looking
through these, and ‘handling them
with a strange reverence, he found a
beautiful book of ‘“The Hours of Our
Lady,”” which had belonged to one of
the Queens of England. It was richly

illuminated, and bound in velvet,
with gold clasps—a real treasure
from a collector’s point of view.

This, Sir Philip took away with him,
and he kept it always by him., And
vet another token of love he offered
to this sweet mistress. In a great
gallery, in the western .portion of the
house, partially closed, and lighted
only by‘ono large unshuttered win-
dow of painted glass, there was an
exquisite picture of the Madonna, by
Titian, brought from Venice by a by-
gone Ralston with a taste for art.
Sir Philip had himself wheeled into
the gallery several times, to feast
his eyes on the fair image, but he
found so much to depress him there,
in the silence and schhi-darkness,
with the furniture all swaddled up in
Holland covers, that he gave an or-
der for the picture to be removed and
hung in his own sitting-room. Then,
placing himself before it, he register-
ed an unspoken vow, that he would
never part with it. He knew it was
of great value, and already his a-

gent  had been making hints .that
some of the more valuable of the
pictures and cabinets might, with
great advantage, be converted into

ready cash; but the thought pained
him greatly—he felt he would rather
Ureak up his home altogether than
see it go to pieces by degrees. One
day Leo came to him in a great
state of excitement, with a story of
a fight with poachers, and the cap-
ture of one of' them, in one, of his
Poaching had been
very rife of late on the estate. The
stafl of keepers had been so reduced
that the game was not properly
looked after, and poachers had mul-.
tiplied their numbers, and had be-
come very bold. ILeo was in a great-

ly disturbed state because one of

Daddy—he had not
might have done,

| ternoon that same week. Sir Thilip

who can afford to keep it up, and
keep the poachers in better order.””

“Then you would go away! No
don’t do that, please, Sir Philip.””

Sir Philip put his arm around him
and drew. him close to his side. The
child’s affection was very precious to
him; he felt he owed somewhat to
little Leo. It passed through his
mind how, of old, Jesus Christ had
placed a little child in the midst of
His disciples, when He wished to il-
lustrate His teaching about the
Kingdom of Heaven; and this was
what He had done for him! He had
sent him a little child that he might
learn of him a truer lesson of life;
learn of Faith and Hope and Love—
virtues far-reaching and all-embrac-
ing, linking with the infinite, draw-
ing down the Spirit of Life to move
and work in man’s being, in that
more abundant life whereof the Gos-
pel spoke. ‘‘Be a little more hum-
ble,”” the doctor had said to him ;
but God had been before him—‘hum-
ble yourself as this little child,”” and
the child had shown him—Mary.

‘““All right, little man,’”’ he said,
tenderly, “I won't go away; I'l
stay and make a big fight of it, even
though my debts and mortgages pile
Ossa. on Pelion—you don't know
what that means? It means rather a
big thing in piles. But I'll tell yon
what I will do, and that at once;
T'll have some big shooting parties;
I'll invite all my neighbors und
friends and raise every available gun.
I didn’t know game was so plenti-
ful.””

“Daddy will De pleased,”’ said Leo.
““He is coming to see you to-night
about the poaching—I heard him say
so0.”

The sportsman spirit having been
aroused in Sir Philip, he soon had
his invitations out for a large shoot-
ing party. They were all accepted,
for the Ralston covers were the fin-
est shooting in the county, and all
were pleased to see a sign of life a-
gain in the old place. Colonal War-
ing, of Risworth, was one of those
who accepted; Sir Philip only knew
him very slightly, as the Warings
had been ‘“new people’’ in his 1a-
ther’s lifetime, and had been ahroad
a good deal. The Colonel had hought
an estate and built a splendid man- !
sion on it, about ten miles f{rom *
Ralston; he was enormously rich, .
and a good fellow in every way, so
the county had taken him up and
made much of him. There were sev-
eral daughters, but they were stiil in
the school-room when Sir 'hilip had
gone to the war.

Evidently they had ‘‘come out ™
since then—at least ‘‘Miss Cecily ™
had; Sir Philip smiled as he remem-

bered the worship Leo paid at her
shrine. 'The Warings were Catholics,
and the Colonel had built the Ittie
church and school in the v, llage to
which Leo trudged twice daily in the
pursuit of learning.

The shooting party was a great
success; Sir Philip joined his friends
at lunch, and it warmed his heart 1o
see the manifestations of kind friend-
liness with which they greeted him,
After all, he was one of them -- he
had not become a stranger and an
outcast because a Mauser bLullet had
smashed his thigh—yet he had fan-
cied as much. How pleasad th:y all
were to see him again! It was a
very merry party, all were in excel-
lent spirits.

“By the way, Ralston,” said Col-
onel Waring, before leaving, ‘I
charged with a message irom my
wife. She has some friends staying
with her who are great devotees of
the fine arts, and she wouid like very
much to show them your old tapes-
tries in the south suite, a'so the yic-
ture gallery, if you would be lind
enough to allow it. She savs she
will not ask for you, as it rught tire
you to see strangers; if ;ou will jrst
tell Kitson to show them round, that
would do very well, and sle would
be most grateful.”

Sir Philip said he would be  de-
lighted for them to come, and Le
was sure Mrs. Waring would excuse
him, if he did not feel equal fo see-
ing them. They came one sunny af-

ani

them arrive, but XKitson had

wall

close to the house
1 and

warmth

beautiful picture in the gallory ard
it is not theré—Do you happen to
know where it is?’’ (this evidently to
Kitson) Sir Philip rang his bell
sharply; ““wheel me inside,” he said
when Kitson appeared, “‘and ask
these ladies to be good enough 1o
favor me with their company there ;
and bring tea.”’ |

When Mrs. Waring introduced “My
daughter Cecily’’—Sir Philip's cager
look of interest made the gurl's color
rise; but their was more than inter-
est in her own soft, grey cyes as she
gave him her hand, there was sweet
sympathy and friendliness shining in
their clear depths. After a little gen-
eral conversation he turned to her
and said, “I heard you asking for
the Titian. I was on the ierrace le-
low you—there it is!”” He pointed to
the picture, over the fireplace.

‘“Ahl” said the girl. She rose and
went over and stood before it, her
hands clasped loosely behind ker
back; she was a beautiful picture her-
self, fair, young, and of a zentle and
modest demeanor—Sir Philip sudden-
ly remembered his wound—he smoth-
ered a sigh, and began talking of It-
aly and pictures with one of the
strangers of the party.

“Does it come up to your expecta-
tions Miss Waring?’’ he asked as she
resumed her seat.

“It exceeds them,” she answered,
““it is almost too spiritual for a Ti-
tian Madonna.” As she spoke she
turned away slightly, and her eyes
fell upon the gorgeous ‘‘ Book of
Hours”’ lying on the table; ‘‘Oh what
a beautiful book,’” she cried, “may 1
look?” In a moment the whole par-
ty, with various exclamations of de-
light, were bending over the volume,
and Cecily, turning to Sir Philip,
asked softly, ‘“do you read, that?"

““Yes,”” he answered briefly in a low
tone.

One of the ladies had gone into ecs-
tasies over the prayer-book, and Sir
Philip had to devote his attention to
her for some moments answering her
questions regarding it. He was about
to have her conducted to the library
to see the similar treasures which
were reposing there, when Mrs. War-
ing interposed, saying that it was
time they were going, and that she
must not keep the horses waiting.

“Will come some other day
and see them?’’ said Sir Philip eager-
ly. “‘I should be delighted if you
would. Not to-morrow, as the work-
men will be in the library doing a
little repairing, but any other day
that would be convenient for you."”

““Oh, very well,”” said Mrs. Waring,
““thank you very much, we will come
the following afternoom,”” then she
said good-Lye.

As Sir Philip shook hands with Ce-
cily, he said, ““then I shall expect
you on Wednesday, Miss Waring,”
and Cecily, feeling that this conveyed
a wish that she should be one of the
party, answered simply, ‘“‘yes, I shall
come on Wednesday.’’

Colonel Waring drove the
over on the day fixed; he left
ladies at the house and then went on
to sce John, the keeper, about a
pheasant drive, which Sir Philip had
asked him to arrange. The young
people had a happy afternoon in the
library, they overhauled all the rare
books, and became quite merry and
friendly over the tea-table, where Ce-
cily presided. Before they scparated,
it was arranged that one of the lad-
ies should have the opportunity of
copying one of the pictures—an ex-
quisite little ‘“Turner, which had
greatly delighted her. Sir Philip S‘z‘i(l
she could comt any time she liked,
and Cecily added—'‘I can drive you
over any afternvon when mother does
not want me to go out with her.”

Sir Philip looked grateful, these
two had had so much interesting talk
that afternoon, it would be a great
pleasure to him to renew it.
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But to a, happy day succeeded a
night of great suffering and misery.
The old pain in Sir Philip’'s wound,
which had. been much better of late,
returned intensified a hundred fold.
Feverish and hk great suffering, he
tossed about through the long.hours
full of anguish in body and mind.
All the fair hopes v_vhlch had been
springing up within him seemed to
shrivel up and die like tender blos-
soms mipped = by an imely frost;
his star had set, he thought bitterly
~—the light had failed him—here was
the beginning of the end,

ay ha !:cnr;

-wardly she

““I have been expecting develop-
ments,’” he said, on arrival, or ra-
ther hoping for ‘them: now, with
your permission, I'll just see what is
going on.”

When Sir Philip awoke from the ef-
fects of the anaesthetic the first
thing he noticed was the smiling as-
pect of the faces about him; the doc-
tors were examining something, with
pleased looks, and Kitson had a
broad grin on his countenance as he
busied himself about his master,

“They’ve got him, Sir Philip,” said
Kitson, ““you’re all right, sir.”

“Got what?’’

““That there Mauser bullet, sir, 1t
won’t trouble you no more.”

““Yes, Sir Philip,”” said Sir James;
“I am very glad to present you with
this souvenir of ‘Modder River,” it
has cost you something; but I must
say it has let you off much more
easily than I could have hoped. A
month ago, there seemed to be little
chance of it working out, and whilc
it remained just where it was, there
was very little to be done.
can

Now we
do a great deal; and I have
hope of seeing you on your
feet again before six months are
over.”

Sir Philip could not speak, tears of
joy and gratitude welled up into his
dark eyes,

“Mind you,” Sir James went on,
“I won’t say that you will not have
a limp, and need the aid of a stick
for some years; but the lameness will
tend to become less as time goes on,
and I hope you will have a fairly
serviceable leg for the rest of your
life.””

When, later on, Sir Philip found
himself alone, in ease and quictness,
in his darkened room his heart went
out to God in a passion of
and thanksgiving.

“And I doubted,” he murmured
brokenly—‘‘oh, ye of little faith!"

Now, for a certainty he knew that
she—Christ’'s Holy Mother—whom he
had invoked, had really come to him
and saved him; in her he had found
‘“all hope -of life,”” and he promised
then to be her servant ever wore,
and praise and thank her all the rest
of his days. If Lankrupt in all else
besides, he prayed he might never Le
poor in love and gratitude; she was
the Star that had shone upon him in
his darkness and desolation— whose
light had not failed.

Little Leo was early on the scene
to inspect the much talked oi Mauser
bullet.

“I knew our Lady would make you
better, Sir Philip,”” he said, *‘ cnd
I'm sure I asked her every day.”’

“\\'el], now you will have to teach
me how to thank her,”” he answered.

every

prayver

““Oh, you’ll have to bhe a (atholiz
to learn that,”’ said Leo, decidedly,
because Protestants don't love :jur
Blessed Lady."’

“That is just what T was thinking
myself, little Leo, and T am going to
do something in thanksgiving; what
do you suppose it is)’’

“I don’t know."’

“You remember what you told me
the other - day—your secrot, you
know?"’

““About wishing to be a prinsi?"

“Yes. I have decided to send you
to c(r)]r\gv. at my ‘sole cost and

charges,” as the old documents say—
so you can have your wish fulfilled
if you care for it; I owe you a great

deal, little man!"’
Leo's eyes shone with delight.
“‘Oh, you are good,”” he said, * can

I run home and tell mother?”’

“Yes; off you go,”” he said, laugh-
ing.

Sir Philip was soon able to move
about the house on crutches, and he
had many happy afternoons in the
library while the picture copying
was still in progress. There he and
Cecily, bending together over some
rare book which they were pretend-
ing to examine, had many long ten-
der conversations; for the first time
in his life, he had found some one in
whom he could confide, and to whom
he could open his heart. He told her
amongst other things that he in-
tended to become a Catholic as soon
as he was well enough to take the
necessary steps: *‘I shall go abroad,””
he said, “for some years, and let
Ralston; T had hoped to live on here
quietly, and try and get my fin-
ances into better order, but my a-
‘gent says that things are too bad
for that—and I must either sell, or
Tkt 1 n f
Cecily was_
dly she was

‘lull of sympathy; in-
praying that  God

wealthiest Catholics

parallel in the history
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and hobble along with a stick, and
the warm sunshine of a mild winter
day tempted them out. He sat down,
to rest a moment, and Cecily stood
by him, leaning her shoulder against
the grey stone wall of the house, and
toying with a belated rose growing
near her. They were silent for a few
minutes, then, Sir Philip, taking note
of the girl’s attitude, said smilingly:

“You look as if you were trying to
prop up the old house.”’

A sudden inspiration seized her,
Why should she not give her  hand
and her great fortune where she had
already given her heart, and build
up the fallen fortunes of a good and
noble house?

“Do you think I could do 80?’’ she
answered; her voice was low and full
of meaning.

He looked at her a moment, his
eyes alight with hope; then he bent
his head and said, sadly:

“I wish you a better fate.””

“I desire no better,”” she answered,
softly.

Presently Sir Philip said: ‘“‘Come
inside and see our picture.”’ And
there, standing before the sweet im-
‘age of the Blessed Mother, he told
Cecily all that Mary had been to
him, all that she had done for him;
he said:

‘““No sigh ever went out to her
from a more desolatée heart than
mine. That night, when all-uncon-
sciously, I turned to her, it was not
I who spoke, but my soul that cried
out within me. But she heard and
understood—she, herself, the Mater
Desolata—and I knew her when she
came, and loved her. She came to
me with full hands; she has filled me
with consolations; and you, beloved,
are her best and dearest gift, her
crowning favor. One heart was not
enough to thank her with—now 1
have yours; united, our hearts will
praise her all our days. ‘The Mother
of fair love, of fear and of know-
ledge and of holy hope.” ™

The Churck of the Poor

Archbishop Farley preached at the
Solemn High Mass in St. Patrick’s
Cathedral on a recent Sunday morn-
ing, taking for his text the words of
Christ (Luke vii., 22). ““Go tell John
what things ye have seen and heard;
how that the blind see, the lame
walk, the lepers are cleansed, the
deaf hear, the dead are raised and to
the poor the Gospel is preachedy’
The Archbishop described the Catho-
lic Church as the church of the poor.
He went on to say:

““Yes, beloved brethren, the Church,
and the Gospel of Christ likewise, is
unpalatable by reason of its simpli-
city, its humility, its morality, so
difficult for human nature to live up
to. The Jews rejected it because of
its humility, and many have done so
since. Even those who profess Chris-
tianity rebel at the word of law, and
say ‘‘this is hard and I cannot be-
lieve it.”’

“The law has decreed, ‘Whom God
has joined together, let no man put

asunder.” And there are some who,
because this is hard, will not believe.
They go out of the Church because
the law, which was not man-made,

but was brought down by God from
Heaven, is hard. The humility, the
morality of the law is a scandal to
them who bid fair to be scandalized
by their own perdition.

““And there are others of the house
of faith by whom the religion it is
hoped is loved, but who speak of it
with bated breath. People are scan-
dalized because the Church hds not
great millionaires in its fold and no
rich mnrri:iges can be made for their
children in its ranks. This is no se-
cret to you, but is shown to us
every day. These are they who if
not touched by the grace of God will
scandalize themselves. Let us stay
close to the poor if you would have
the merit of the faith, Let us learn
to put the things of God before the
things of man, the things of God be-
fore the things of Caesar, the things
of the soul before the things of the

body. Then perhaps this stumbling
block will be removed from our
path.”

As the collection was for the Cath-
edral  debt, Archbishop Farley

touched upon this subject,

‘“The ordinary collection does not
support the expenses of the Cathe-
dral,”” he said. ‘‘This year there has
been a debit of $20,000. The Catho-
dral was built by every congregation
in the diocese. It has bheen - open
twenty-five years and there is still a
debt of $200,000 on it, alth:

have attended here.
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“The Home and Headquarters
of 8anta Claus in Montreal.’’

On our third floor is a veritable
Children’s Paradise, containing, as it
does, thousands of marvéls in Toys
and Dolls, Games, etc., gathered to-
gether from almost every country under
heaven. It is safe to say that no such
aggregation ot things new, and of old
favorites, in this line, has ever before
been collccted under one roof in this
city. Here are almost literaliy toys
or the million—toys to please all tastes
and to suit all purses !

Thousands of Noveltiea for
Christmas giving in Silver,
Ebony, Bronze, Brass, Ena-
mel, Leather, Ebony, Cel-
luoid, ete., etc

Everything new and beautiful
in Christmas Cards, Book-
lets, Art Callendars, eto.

Useful Christmas Presents in
Ladies’ Cloaksr Costumes,
Blouses, Gloves, Neckwear,
Boys’ and Children’s Cloth-
ing, Furs, Dress Goods, Silks
Blouse Flannels in pretty
boxes, Linens, etc., etc.
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JOHN MURPHY & CO.

3343 8¢, Catherine Strent, corner of
Metealfc Streoet.,

Torms Cash ,,, ....Telephone
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Gatholic Orphans.

A Unitarian minister, Rev. Harold
Rylett, writes in ‘‘Reynolds’ News-
paper,’’ for which he has been acting
as a Press Commissioner in Canada.
““The most interesting experience I
had in Canada in this respect (the
emigration of children) was at
Prince Albert. Here I found the
Catholics—~how well the Catholics
know how to do these things!— ear-

rying on a home—St. Patrick’s
Home—for orphan children. On the
occasion of my visit the venerable

Bishop was visiting the school, and
the children were to sing and recite
before a company of visitors. Ime
agine my delight when one dark eyed
lassie stood forward to say her
piece, and I heard that accent always

so sweet in my ears, the beautiful
Irish accent! I was told that in this
small school-home, my Catholic

friends had no fewer than thirty lit-
tle children that had been picked up
in the streets of that Great Babylon
from which T had come — thousands
of miles away! May God bless the
work of those good Catholic priests
and Sisters in remote Prince Albert.
I found that the name of good Fa-
ther Bans, of the Harrow Road
Boys’ Refuge here in London, was
well known in that rar-off spot, and
I was convinced that the experiment
there Leing made of taking the chil-
dren at the earliest possible age and
rearing them in the Canadian atmos-
phere was profoundly wise.”

Prince Albert is the chief town in
Saskatchewan, of which Bishop Pas-
cal, O.M.I., is the Vicar Apostolic.

The Moderate Drinkers.

The moderate drinkers in our city

are numerous. One need only walk
through our strects and note men of
all classes entering saloons durlng!
business hours to realize this  fact,
Here is a warning note for them:—

That a man who was never into:
cated in his life, and whose only
dulgence was a moderate drink of
whisky in the morning and another
before retiring at night, may
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strated by an autopsy made
Bellevue Hespital in New York,




