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for him, for I hear he has gone 
sadly, woefully astray."

So, on Christmas Ere, the convent 
'bus, an ancient vehicle, generally 
used to convey small day scholars 
to and from Mont Marie, was lum
bering heavily through snow drifts 
laden with a merry crowd of girls 
under the watchful eye of Made
moiselle Melanie, their French 
teacher, Terry, the convent gate 
keeper, driver, and gardener held 
the reins, for Mont Marie had not 
yet branched out Into the extrav
agance of an automobile. Terry’s 
" bastes," were usually most amen
able to his guidance, but that guid
ance failed today, as they floundered 
through the snow-blocked way 
chokrd and muffled with heavy 
drifts.

Twice the bus came to a standstill 
and its inmates hsd to tumble out, 
to their hilarious excitement, while 
with low-muttered expletivee not 
intended for convent ears, Terry 
struggled to start, his cumbersome 
vehicle on its difficult way.

The early twilight had deepened 
into night before Mias Milly’s 
Christmas guests saw the great 
pillared mansion aglow with festive 
light rising through the enow laden 
trees.

‘Shore the gates is down and 
blocking the road," said Terry, 
reining up his "bastes" hastily.
"A>i'importe," cried 

Mudemui-Huiio. "It is but a few 
8Ngm to thv Icmhf. We can walk,

i e to the convent,
Terry. Iinww lw« liiru, we are 
here safe at laet."
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"Mon company !" Dick Carleton 
looked amund at his crowded table 
in dismay. "The devil !"

"No rah, no,” corrected James 
Madison, hastily. "Seven ladies, 
sah."

"Seva* ladies!" gasped the 
bewildered host. "Don't let them 
in. you dumb fool.”

"Day’s in sah—in to stay—talking 
sort ob forrin dat I can’t zactly 
make out, cept it’s something about 
Miss Milly Somers, sah.” Richard 
Carleton started up, roused, 
sobered, at the name—the name 
that must ot be bandit d around 
nur even breathed lightly here. 
With a hurried apology which the 
flow from the c bwebhed bottles 
ta ode needless, he stepped into the 
hall where card tables laden with 
dice, poker chips, cigars and cigar
ettes told of the gay night to 
follow.

S x bewildered girls stood there 
repressing nervous giggles, while 
Mademoiselle Mthmrt «moue bright 
French eyes visualized the situation 
with horror, eeefrswted the master 
ef the hewe is csettsd indignation. 
"</»’.*Z </»/• d’eeti What is this? 
Where is this? To what place 
imjttme hase I brought ees filles 
Mmwwrire ?" Aed Mademoiselle 
buret into a F reach tirade in which 
Richard Carlbtaa distinguished only 
ose seme,» name that cleared all 
the fuawu from hie brain and 
Steadied him into the dignity and 

i the master of
Carteloe Hail.

"Miss Signers, Mies Some.s 
invited you here? There must be 
some mistake, madame, this is not 
her house .”

"Ah Mûterimrée / Then what 
house is it?" cried Mademoiselle as 
the clink of refilling glasses was 
greeted by a buret of masculine 
soar from the room beyond. 
"Where are we, me.s enfante! To 
what plaee have we come, with la 
voiture gone back to the convent ? 
We must fly from this house, we 
must fly, men enfante. Venez, 
venez, tonte de suite, toute de 
smite t"

* Oh wp can't, Mademoiselle, we 
can’t,” cerne the affrighted answer. 
"We can’t go out there in the cold 
and the snow.” And then, being a 
bevy of bright American girls, with 
fathers, and brothers who some
times gave gay parties, at which 
cards and poker chips were not 
unknown, Miss Somers’ guests 
explained their coming, the delayed 
j mrney, the broken gate, the mis
taken house.

"And oh, please, please," they 
concluded, "get somebody or some
thing to take us to Miss Milly’s 
right away."

Kiehard Carleton agreed with 
grave courtesy that he would. A 
few words to James Madison, and 
the big seven-passenger car that 
had brought out the gay dinner 
party was pre-empted without ques
tion, and Miss Millie Simers’ guests, 
with the reassured Mademoiselle, 
were ensconced comfortably in 
its capacious depths ; and leaving 
the roistering revellers to the care 
of his faithful henchman Richard 
Carleton took the wheel. While the 
high powered machine aped on over 
white roads, lit by a Christmas 
moon, and the merry girls laughed 
and chattered delightedly over 
their Christmas adr»nture, their 
silent chauffeur, stiricd Into bitter 
remembrance by the route he was

taking, relived that scene of five 
years ago. Again he saw the glow 
of happiness pale in the fair, 
startled faqe, the tender eyes lifted 
in anguished reproach, again he 
heard the low cry of love wounded 
unto death.

"Divorced! A living wife! Oh 
Richard, Richard, how could you 
lead me to this—to this ?”

He had been a cad, coward, 
dedelver to the woman of hie love, 
ready to trample the lily of her 
purity into the mire of his foul 
world. So she had thought, felt, 
believed, and she had turned from 
him justly, rightly, forever. He 
had never met her since. He must 
not meet her tonight, he would 
leave her happy guests safe at her 
door and speed back to his own 
fitting friends, his ruined home. 
And then, in striking contrast to 
that ruined home, there rose before 
him the stately gateway of Somer
set Manor and the car aped on 
through an avenue of noble oak* to 
the great house glowing with 
warmth and echoing with music of 
boyish voices led by a clear eoprano. 
Miss Milly and her college boys 
were practicing for the Christmas 
Mass. "O Holy Night ” they sang 
and the hymn seemed to breathe the 
blessedness of this hallowed home.

Then the words died into a burst 
of joyous welcome as the singers 
crowded to the door to meet the 
Christmas guests springing glee
fully from the great ear, and ail 
was a merry Babel of somewhat 
confused explanation.

For ont moment Richard Carleton 
glimpsed a slender, graceful figure 
standing in the wide doorway sur
rounded by youth and gladness and 
happy life ; then, laying a fierce 
grasp on the wheel, he would have 
started on his homeward way, but 
the ponderous machine lurched and 
then stood motionless.

Something was wrong, what he 
did not know. As his unheeding 
young passengers crowded into the 
house, he leaped from the stalled 
car with a muttered curse and 
turned on the flashlight to discover 
the troubie. There was a light step 
on the porch and a gentle voice 
accosted him.

"You need help with your car ? I 
will send our man.”

The words ended in a low, 
startled cry. "Richard !" came 
from Miss Milly'e white lips as she 
caught at the pillar beside her for 
support. "You here ?" X

"Yes," was the harsh-toned 
answer. "I had to come—they 
mistook the house, and there was 
no one else. But 1 will go at once 
if I can get this confounded car to 
move."

The flashlight snowed his face 
lined and changed, and just now 
fiercely angered at his awkward 
plight.

"I will send Dixon to aee to it," 
she said.

There was no hiding tne tremor in 
her voice, the tremor of her lips, 
but it was the olden music sounding 
in Richard Carleton’a ear, the music 
that had only grown deeper, richer 
in its tone.

"Meantime you must come in out 
of this bitter cold.”

"No,” he answered briefly, "I 
cannot, I must not, I will leave the 
car here, if you permit, and walk 
back."

"Oh no, no, no,” she said, "I can
not, hear of that. The young people 
are sitting down to the supper I had 
waiting for them. I did not know 
who it was brought them here. I— 
I would have thanked you sooner. 
You must be_£ery cold. Come in, 
please, and get warm."

Again the old gentle tone, so 
compelling in its quiet sweetness, 
the tone that only' a churl could 
resist. He followed at her bidding 
into the warmth and light of the 
library, deserted by all the gay 
guests doing full justice to the 
supper in the great dining room at 
the end of the wide colonial hall. A 
log fire blazed o’ the hearth, the 
walls, the windows were wreathed 
with Christmas green. So it had 
looked five years ago to the man 
who stood outcast and intruder 
here tonight. Milly gave her 
orders about the waiting car and 
joined her reluctant guest.

“Dixon will make it all right,” 
she said.

"It is my cursed luck to be 
forced on you like this," Carleton 
said bitterly.

"Give it a kinder name than 
that," was her answer. "It is 
Christmas, you know, when all is 
friendliness and welcome and good 
will. A time to forgive and for
get."

"Forget," he echoed hoarsely. "I 
cannot, can you ?" She did not 
answer. “But," he went on, "as I 
never hope, will never try, to 
see you again, there are some 
things I would like you to know."

“First, I did not, could not under
stand your Catholic viewpoint. 
Now I do, and in my later compre
hension of that viewpoint and its 
unchanging and unalterable obliga
tions, I saved the woman I had 
married from unutterable wretch
edness and disgrace and took fitting 
care of her until she died two years 
ago. And lastly, blind besotted 
selfish cad that I must have seemed 
to you, my love for you was the 
strongest, purest, highest exper
ience I have ever known. In losing 
it 1 lost alL As no doubt you have 
heard, I have gone to the devil 
utterly and forever—"

"Oh ! no, no," she said brokenly. 
"Not after all my prayers, my 
tears, my heart break. Let me 
help you, let me save you, 
Richard."

“Help me ! Save me !" he 
echoed harshly. "No one can help

THREE
me, save me now. • • j ruined 
hopeless y, my home, my fortune, my 
good name, all gone." .

"Let me help you," she repeated. 
"Help you to save, to regain all. 
Not here,” she continued as he 
would have Interrupted her, "but 
In a new world, a new life. Father 
left me large Interests In Colorado 
that are being sorely mismanaged. 
You are a mining engineer, go and 
take charge of them, Richard.”

“Milly,” he cried. "You would 
trust me like this in spite of all you 
have heard—all 1 have told you."

"In spite of all,” she answered. 
"It will be a hard enough life for 
you, perhaps, It will take strength, 
courage, endurance, but you can 
redeem home, fortune, name, all 
you have 1. st."

All that I have lost," he echoed 
bitterly. "There le but one thing 
that 1 have lost that counts with 
toe. That 1 can never regain—”

"Will you go ?" she asked again, 
and there was a softer note In the 
pleading voice. "For roy sake, 
Richard." She stretched out both 
hands to him—saving hands that he 
caught in the fierce grasp of the 
drowning while his heart leaped 
with a wild hope that found deep 
shaken voice.

"I will go at your word. I would 
go through much more than this 
requires if you could say ‘Come 
back to me.’ ” She lifted her eyes 
to him, eyes dim with tears but 
shining with the love that knows not 
Time or Space.

“It will be a hard fight," she 
said softly, “but when it is won, 
come back to me, Richard,"

THE GREAT ANTHEM 
OF CHRISTMASTIDE

By Bight Hev. H. T. Henry, Litt.D.
The Christmas Cycle extends from 

the first Sunday of Advent to the 
Feast of the Purification of Our 
Lady. It thus commemorates three 
outstanding facte in the history, not 
alone of the Church, but of the 
world. And in each of these three 
phases we perceive the beautiful 
presence of Our Lady either in 
prophecy or in person.

The first fact, signalized by the 
preparatory weeks of Advent, is the 
long period when the world awaited 
the coming of its Redeemer. This 
expectation was prophetically an
nounced to che Serpent who had 
caused Adam’s fall : “I will put 
enmities between thee and the 
Woman, and thy seed and her seed ; 
she shall crush thy head, and thou 
«halt lie in wait for her heel." Our 
Lady is thus presented to the 
expectant gaze of the world in its 
first morning of human habitation.

The second grand fact is the ful
fillment of this prophecy. God 
came visibly amongst us, and 
Christmas is the great holiday of 
the world. Again do we look upon 
Mary, His blessed Mother. Not 
only do historians date all the 
occurrances of earth before or after 
this central fact of all history, but 
poets and painters have celebrated 
it in their various fashions in innum
erable masterpieces.

The third fact is the Jewish legal 
complement of the Birth of Our 
Lord, namely His presentation in 
the temple and the purification of 
His Mother. The Mosaic law 
required this—and He Who had 
come " not to destroy the law, but 
to fulfill it," humbly allowed his 
sinlese*Mother to comply wish every 
detail of the law. " Who made the 
law, the law obeys," sang one of 
our Latin poets.
_ SUMMARY OF PROPHECY

In these three phases of history, 
then, we confrc >t a summary of the 
prophecy, the fulfillment, the com
plement, of the Birth of Christ. 
And, with the perfection of pro
priety, we also confront the person
ality of Mary, Mother of the Lord, 
in all three.

It is not to be wondered at, there
fore, that throughout this holy 
season, the Church should direct our 
attention to Mother as well as to 
Son, even as St.^.Matthew won- 
drously couples their names in hie 
Gospel : “Mary, of whom was born 
Jesus, Who is called Christ. ThF 
Marian anthem for the whole of 
Christmastide is the exquisite Alma 
Redemptoris Mater, whose first 
three words (“Benign Mother of the 
Redeemer") serve both to address 
her and to sum up in briefest 
manner her marvellous position in 
the scheme of our redemption.

The Divine Office of the first Sun
day of Advent begins with vespers 
of the previous Saturday, and then 
is heard the beautiful anthem :
“ Mother benign of our redeeming 

Lord,
Star of the sea 'and portal of the 

skies,
Unto thy fallen people help 

afford—
Fallen, but striving still anew to 

rise. -
" Thou who didst once, while won- 

d’ring worlds adored,
Bear thy Creator, Virgin then as 

now,
0 by thy holy joy at Gabriel’s 

word,
Pity the sinners who before thee 

bow."
This is the translation of the 

anthem by " the distinguished 
scholar, the Right Rev. Sir Oswald 
Hunter-Blair, O. S. B.," which I 
find in Dom Britt’s elegant volume, 
“ The Hyihns of the Breviary and 
Missal ’’ The anthem has also been 
rendered into English verse by 
Cardinal Newman, Archbishop Bag- 
shawe, and Fathers Caswall and 
Wallace.

It Is interesting to note that the 
original Latin contains only six lines 
of classicil hexameter verse. This 
cannot be adequately represented In 
English metres, since these depend 
on "accent" rather than on "quan
tity" In the syllables. As we all 
know, attempts have been made, 
from time to time, to echo In some 
fashion the thythmlc swing of clas
sical hexameters in the rougher 
medium of English verse. Thus we 
have Longfellow’s delightful Imita
tion in the rhythms of his ’’Evange
line"—to confine ourselves just now 
to a single example. An attempt 
like this was made In the English 
rendering of our anthem given in 
the Marquees of Bute’s trsnelation 
of the Roman Breviary. The first 
line of this rendering is
“Malden! Mother of Him Who re

deemed us, thou that abideet"
and we can appreciate the rhythmic 
echoing like to that with which the 
"Evangeline" has familiarized us. 
From the eight lines of Dom Oswald 
we have descended to six English 
hexameters. But a still greater re
duction of space is found in Arch
bishop Bagihawe’s six lines of Eng
lish dactylic tetrameters :
“Our Saviour’s sweet Mother, who 

art to us given
As Star of the Sea and bright 

portal of Heaven,
0 help us to rise when we fall, for 

while earth
Stood wond’ring, thou didst to thy 

Maker give birth,
Yet waet ever Virgin, saluted 

with ‘Hail’
By Gabriel ; for us let thy mercy 

avail."
ANOTHER FINE VERSION

Could this apace be still further 
reduced ? The powers of compres
sion, as well as of expansion, pos
sessed by a ixaster-worker in verse, 
are illustrated in the fine version 
made by the poet-priest and con
vert, Father Caswall His transla
tion ia also in six lines, but has a 
less number of syllables than any of 
the others:
" Mother of Christ ! hear thou thy 

people’s cry,
Star of the deep, and Portal of 

the sky !
Mother of Him who thee from 

nothing made,
Sinking we strive, and call to thee 

for aid ;
Oh, by that joy which Gabriel 

brought to thee,
Pure Virgin, first and last, look 

on our misery.”
It is perhaps curious to note, in 

this connection, that Caswall’s ver
sion antedated all the others 
referred to here. But what lover 
of Our Lady, having " a turn for 
verse,” should be blamed for essay
ing such a beautiful task, albeit 
others had already succeeded so 
well ?

While the Latin verses thus trans- 
lated are sung in the Divine Office 
throughout Christmastide, the ver- 
sicle, response, and prayer that fol
low vary. Down to the First Ves
pers of the Nativity (recited on the 
Eve of Christmas), these are (V— 
Versicle; R—Response; 0—Oratorio 
—Prayer):

V.—The Angel of the Lord de
clared unto Mary.

R.—And she conceived of the Holy 
Ghost.

O.—Pour forth, we beseech Thee, 
O Lord, thy grace into our hearts ; 
that as we have known the Incarna
tion of Christ Thy Son by the mes
sage of an Angel, so, by His Passion 
and Cross, we may be brought to 
the glory of His resurrection; 
through the same Christ our Lord. 
—Amen.

Since Christmas celebrates the 
Birth of Christ, the versicle, re
sponse and prayer change when the 
anthem is sung at the close of the 
Divine Office for the First Vespers 
of the Feast (recited as already 
pointed out. on Christmas Eve. 
Thenceforward, to the Feast of the 
Purification, we find :

V.—After child-birth thou didst 
remain a pure virgin.

R.—0 Mother of God, intercede 
for us.

0.—O God, who, by the fruitful 
virginity of Blessed Mary, hast 
given unto mankind the rewards of 
eternal salvation ; grant, we beseech 
Thee, that we may- feel that she 
intercedes for us, through whom we 
have bten made worthy to receive 
the Author of life, our Lord Jesus 
Christ, Thy Son.—Amen.

Who comnosed the Latin hexa
meters of our anthem? They are 
credited to Hermannus Contractus 
—Hermann “ the Cripple "—who 
was a felicitous poet as well as a 
chronicler and mathematician. 
Read the brief account of him given 
in “ The Catholic Encyclopedia ;” 
and if your leisure and interest will 
suggest farther explorations, read 
the twenty large pages allotted in 
Duffield’s work, “ The Latin Hymn- 
Writers and Their Hymns," to 
" one of the most meritorious men 
of the eleventh century ” (d. 1054.) 
Duffleld was a Presbyterian min
ister, but handles his theme sympa
thetically.

POPULAR THROUGHOUT EUROPE

The Anthem became very popular 
throughout Europe. It is recom
mended for frequent use in the 
" Ancren Riwle” dating about the 
year 1200.) Chaucer bases his 
" Prioresses Tale ” on a legend con
nected with its recitation by the 
"Litel Clergeon
This litel childe h;s litel book lar- 

ninge,
As he sat in the scole at his prymer, 
He Alma redemptoris herde singe,

As children lerned hlr antlphoner ; 
And, as he dorste, he drough him 

ner and ner,
And herkned ay the wordes and the 

note,
Till he the first vers coude al by 

rote.
The little clerk was greatly 

attracted by both theVords and the 
'melody of our anthem. His listened 
to the singers with intenee interest, 
until he knew by hesrt the first 
verse: " Alma redemptoris mater, 
quae pervia coeli." He filled his 
childish leisure singing it over and 
over again. Some strange sweet
ness in it attracted him, for the 
" litel clergeon " was only seven 
years old. His mother had already 
taught him the Ave Maria, which 
the boy was accustomed to repeat 
twice daily, going to and from 
school. He loved Our Lady ; and 
when an older companion explained 
the meaning of the Latin words, the 
boy was deeply Impressed :
" And is this song makert in rever

ence
Of Cristes moder ?" seyde the in

nocent ;
“ Now certes, 1 wol do my diligence

To conne it all, ere Cristemasse is 
went."
SANG ON WAY TO SCHOOL

He would learn the lovely chant 
of Christmastide " ere Cristemasse 
Is went." He sang the hymn, as he 
had said the Ave Maria, going to 
and from school :

Ful merily than wolde he singe, 
and crye

“O Alma redemptoris " ever-mo ;
The swetnes hath his herte pierced

so
Of Cristes moder, that to hir to 

preye,
Ne can not stinte of singing by the 

weye.
His way led through the Jewish 

quarter of the town, and the hymn 
of praise to "Cristes moder" grew 
more and more unpleasant to the 
ears of the denizens. They hired a 
man to cut the boy’s throat and 
thus assure the ceasing of the song. 
The body was thrown into a foul 
pit. Searchers for the lost one, at 
length coming to the Jewish quarter 
of the town, heard the sweet chant 
of the Alma Redemptoris Mater, 
and were amazed to find it coming 
from the lips of the boy hidden in 
the pit. They brought him to the 
church on a litter. There he was 
asked to explain the miraculous 
singing. He replied that our Lady 
had placed a grain on his tongue 
whilst he was dying, and he was 
thus enabled to continue the song of 
praise he so greatly loved. The 
grain was then removed, and the 
boy-martyr at length slept in the 
peace of the Lord.

In various forms, the legend 
spread over Europe, and its litera
ture is not alight. In his admirable 
“Life of St. Hugh of Lincoln," 
Father Thurston discusses the 
excesses perpetrated on the Jews as 
a result partly of false rumors, 
partly of cupidity for their posses
sions, and he praises the manly 
stand of the Church authorities in 
their behalf. In an Appendix 
(pages i)09, 610) he gives a further 
discussion )f the subject.

FAITH OF OUR 
FATHERS

Recently, in a fishing port, a large 
and striking monument was erected 
to the memory of those "who go 
down to the sea in ships." The 
figure on the pedestal is that of a 
seaman, clad in oilcloth, his hand 
resting on the wheel of the vessel 
that he is guiding into the vast un
known. His eyes, looking fearlessly 
before him, are strained upon some 
imaginary, distant object. He has 
met and known dangers and perils, 
yet he ia ever willing to face the 
untamed ocean with its treacherous 
shallows and deeps to fulfil that 
mission which he has set for himself 
in life.

The life of the seaman is a pre
carious one. But, in reality, all 
life is a venturous quest. In the 
morning, with fair weather and a 
stiff breeze, with peace and hope 
and mayhap joy in his heart, with 
faith in the future, man starts out 
to conquer the impediments to his 
welfare here and hereafter. With 
face sternly set to the fair horizon 
line, where he hopes to find safe 
port at the day’s close, he goes for
ward with the determination to 
overcome all obstacles and to win 
his goal.

Shall he arrive in the quiet har
bor at eventide ? His fate rests in 
his own hands. Whether or not his 
frail craft shall be moored in secur
ity to await the next voyage, or 
whether he shall go down to a 
hidden and unsung grave in the 
treacherous waters, it ia for him to 
decide. The passage of the spirit 
through this world is much more 
hazardous than that of the stout 
ship that seta forth with everything 
in her favor on the long voyage 
But with faith in God and deter
mination to conquer the obstacles 
that arise in the interior life, man 
need fear no opposing elements of 
his three arch-enemies.

The life stories of great men show 
clearly that those who wrought the 
beet, the highest works, were men 
of indomitable faith. They ever 
bore in mind the maxim of the 
great spiritual Masters : Confidence 
in God and diffidence in oneself.

The man of faith Is superior to 
his circumstances. Like Zacheus, 
looking through the foliage of the 
sycamore tree to see Christ, he

looks up through the mist of his 
leys and the maze of his burdens, 
to recognize the Compass that shall 
guide him securely though *1), to 
lasting peace. It points one Way- 
Heavenward. It never declines or 
deviates from Its course.

Faith of Our Fathers . . . 
there is something in the very words 
that bring a thrill to the heart of 
the nan who has inherited this 
priceless tn asure, even if he Is very 
poor In this world’s goods. To pre- 
i erve this sscred heritsge, to trans
mit It to generations yet unborn, 
patient monks lsbored in the fsding 
light long hours in their studies, 
tracing with careful hand the 
letters that spoke of the Mysteries 
of God. To atone for the careless
ness and indifference of those who 
tossed it lightly to the winds, great 
saints burled themselves in deserts 
or in lonely caves, there to do 
penance and to spend long hours In 
prayer for the sanctification of the 
world. Men worked for it to their 
laet breath, men shed their blood 
for it amid unspeakable torments. 
Not so far hack, in our own day, 
our forefathers suffered persecu
tions and trials to conserve it for us 
who should come after them.

The trend of the world today is 
not toward Heaven, but toward the 
abyss of darkness. Money and 
fame, pleasure and ease, are sought 
with a zeal that borders on mad
ness, while the things of Eternal 
Life are cast aside as of no worth.

Have we no cause to reproach 
ourselves ? What are we doing to 
prove our love for that which we 
proudly claim as a precious heri
tage ? Life is indeed an uncertain 
voyage over an insecure and shift
ing ocean. We sail in a frail 
barque and without the grace of 
God, without infirite precautions 
and unceasing vigilance, we can 
never arrive in * ',afe harbor at the 
end of the voyage.

Confidence in God and distrust in 
oneself—with these two amulets, 
man can sail in tranquillity and in 
safety over the most turbulent sea 
of the soul. Lacking these, it ia 
impossible that be should not suffer 
shipwreck.—The Pilot.

A soul has a capacity which can
not be filled by the things of this 
earth, but by God alone, for whom 
it was made.—St. Francia de Sglea.

1 Bronchitis/
—and all affections 
of the respiratory 
passages, quickly 
relieved by—
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tficwcteb
Manufacturée! by

Pottcsr & Clarke, Lid., London, Eng. 
Soir Canadian Agent*

- ‘ V-= Harold F. Itilebie & Co. Ltd., 2 
Toronto, Ont.

The link 
that binds 
friendship

French Oi^andie
Writing JPaper

Cuticura Talcum 
ForYoung And Old

After a bath with Cuticura Soap 
and warm water Cuticura Talcum 
is indispensable in soothing and 
cooling tender or irritated skins. 
They are ideal for all toilet uses.
Simple Each Free by Mall. Address Canadian 
Depot: " Cnttcun. P 0. Box 2616, Montreal." 
IJjicPjSoap25c. Ointment26and60c, Talcum25c.

Try our new Shaving Stick.

Therese (Soeur) 
ol Lisieux

The Little Flower ol Jesus
A complete translation of L’Hletolre 
d’une ame, with an account of some 
favors attributed to the intercession 
of Sœur Thérèse.

Edited by Rev. T. N. Taylor
D'Une*! before the Tribunal of the HeaUfl- 
oatlou. With IV full-' Hire llluiiuatlona in 
photogravure. 8th edition.

$2.50 Postpaid

The Catholic Record
LONDON, CANADA

AnldealGift
Gold
Plated
Rosary
$1.00

Horary 18 Inchee 
long and went In 
Hultably ca-e. Can 
be sup tilled In 

,, Amethyst, 8ap-
phlre. Topaz, Cryetal, Garnet and Jet. 
Mailed anywhere on receipt of price. Bet- 
1er quality In Amethyst. Sapphire, Crystal 
and Jet with lone oval bead, at |z postpaid

The Catholic Record
LONDON, ONT.

FOR EVERY

TRY
CANADA CHURCH GOODS Co Ltd

14» CHURCH ST - TORONTO

. O'.'LR SC YEARS IN BUSINESS

ELE0NARD&S0KIS
. ONOON C AN A DA. . L •

B01LERMAKER5&ENGINEERS.
Wr.tfc For Heating Boiler Catal an

Church Windows
Of Highest Quality. Made In 
C la by Competent Artists.

J. K O'SHEA & co.
16-19 Perreault Lane MONTREAL

F

BEDSIDE Tf-LE
20 Styles to choose jm.

A lull line ol Hospital 
Equipment

We are not a Jobbing House. We manu
facture all the goods we sell Let us make 
yours. Ask for quotations.

The Metal Craft Co. Ltd.
GRIMSBY, ONT.

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
John Ferguson & Sons

180 KINO ST.
The Leading Undertakers & Embalmors 

Open Night ana D»y
Phones—House 373; Factory 643

E. C. Killingsworth
DIRECTOR OF 

FUNERAL SERVICE
Open Day and Night 

I 389 Burwell St Phone 39711

Established Ovoi 80 Years

J. SUTTON & SON
Funeral Director«

621 Ouelette Ave. Windsor, Ont 
Phone Sen. 835

WE STEADFASTLY ^ 
4 STRIVE TO PLEASE THOSE & 
! WHO EMPtOY US |
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