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snow. Two men came out after him to 
pick him up and holp him off home. By 
the light from the window 1 saw his face 
an' ’twas the face of p man 1 knew well, 
one of the neighbors just up the alley. 
1 know for a fact that his children were 
starvin’ an' his poor wile fcryin' to earn 
a few cents doin’ a day's washin’, an' 
her with a baby not a week old yet. 
Yes, indeed, 'twas 1 that knew it, for 
wasn't 1 there in her little kitchen the 
day before when some folk from the 
church come down with baskets of coal 
an* provisions ? I suppose you won't 
believe it, but the poor children wore 
that hungry they just grabbed the raw 
potatoes from one of the baskets an' ate 
’em up, skin an* all. An' the father 
couldn’t feed his starvin' family because 
all his money went for whiskey. They 
can't find a penny to buy bread for the 
little ones, but they can always get a 
dime for a drink.

“ Well tly* sight of him set me think- 
in' of my own poor boy, an’ when I got 
home, somehow I couldn't get him out of 
my head. The storm was beat in'fierce 
against the window, just as it's doin’ now, 
an' wonderin' if my lad was out in it, I 
was beggin’ God to keep a watch over 
him wherever he might be.

“ Then, all of a sudden, the door opened 
an* in he walked. I knew’ it was the lad 
the minute I set eyes on him, but 1 guess 
none but his mother would have known 
him, so terribly changed he was. 1 knew, 
too, why God had sent him home to me, 
for death was in his face even then. 1 
guess he knew it himself, though he had 
little to say in those first days after 
coinin' home.

“ Well, winter wore away an' the 
warm weather was cornin’ an’ 1 began to 
worry about him. He was failin’ fast, 
but never a thought would he give to 
seeiti' a priest an' inakin’ his confession.

“ One evenin' 1 was sittin* right here, 
with him lyin' in the bed there as weak 
as a baby, an' I just made up my mind to 
have it out with him. We talked an' we 
talked, me pleadin' with him all the 
time ; but no, he wouldn’t listen to 
seudin’ for a priest. At last he says to 
me :

“ ‘Mother,’ says he, “ (ain't no use 
talkin' to me of confession. I’m too black 
a sheep to lie washed white now. Why, 
mother,' says lie, there isn't a sin you 
could name that I’ve not committed.

“ ‘Oh yes there is, lad,’ says 1. ‘You 
never committed suicide.'

“ ‘No.’ says he, ‘but I tried three- 
times.'

“ Well, that in a way staggered me for 
a moment an' 1 couldn't think of a word 
to say. Then he says kind of tierce-like 
an' usin' words I couldn't repeat :

“ ‘An’ you can just bet that if 1 don't 
get rid of this pain pretty soon, I'll try 
my hand at suicide again an' I'll take 
care not to fail this time.

“ Well, lad, says I, ‘when was the last 
time 3rou tried it an* failed ?’

“ ‘Back there in the winter,' says he. 
“ Just before I come home.’

“ 1 Too bad !’ I says, sliakin* my 
head. “ Too bad you didn't succeed 
that time, if you're bent on suicidin.'

“ ‘Why ?' says he, lookin' real sur
prised.

“ ‘Why !' says I, quite calm-like. 
‘Hell’s a pretty hot place, they say, an* 
the thought of facin' it mightn’t seem so 
bad in fhe cold winter as it would now 
coinin' on hot summer weather. That is, 
if one was really bent on goin’ there. 
Still, says I. ‘I dunno but what hell's a 
pretty fearsome place to think of goin* 
to at any season of the year. It's a 
great pity, so it is, that people insist on 
goin’ there when the good God is tryin* 
so hard to keep them out of it. He must 
want us to go to heaven pretty bad when 
He'd send His own Son down into the 
world as a little baby to grow up an* 
suffer an' die for us as He did. Just 
think, lad of all He suffered : the agony 
in the garden, the blows an* stripes and 
cruel scourgin' ; His Precious Blood 
pouring down like water. Then the 
long, wicked thorns they druv into His 
Head, an' His sufferin' for three long 
hours on the cross. An' all that, lad, to 
keep us from goin’ to hell and make us 
able to save our souls an' be with Him 
in Heaven. Then what do these same 
people do that He died for ? They just 
turn around an’ saj- to Him : “ I don’t 
care if you did suffer all that for me. 
I’m goin' to hell anyway, even if you 
have tried to save me."

“ Dann}*, boy," I says. “ Do you sup
pose it was for nothin' that you failed, 
these three times you tried to kill your
self ? It was the good Lord, Danny, 
who wouldn’t let 3*011, for He wanted to 
give you one more chance to save >'our 
soul.

“ ‘Look, Dan,' I says to him, pointin’ to 
a little picture I'd always kept hangin' 
on the wall. Do you remember that 
picture, lad, the picture of the Good 
Shepherd ? Well, it’s the Good Shep
herd Who’s had you in His keepin’ all this 
time an’ has followed after you an’ 
brought you back to me. I've prayed to 
Him for you day an' night, Danny, an* 
sure He’s brought you home at last. Do 
you mind the day you first asked me 
about that picture ? A wee chap 3*011 
were then, the top of your curly little 
head no higher than that table there. 
It seems but yesterday, lad, that you 
stood an’ .looked at that picture an’ 
asked me what it meant. Nothin' would 
do you but for me to tell 3*011 the 
whole stor}*. So I sat just here, 
you on m3* lap with your big eyes 
Axed on the picture, an’ l told 
3*ou the story of the poor, foolish little 
lamb who stra3*ed away from the fold 
<nie day an’ wandered off to have a good 
time in the world outside. At first 
everything seemed lovely an’ he skipped 
over the hills and the valleys 
au’ plaj'ed with the flowers au’ listened 
to the birds singin*. He thought how 
beautiful the world was and how foolish 
were those good sheep to sta>r cooped 
up in the fold. The sun shone bright 
an it was all just grand, au’ when he 
saw the Shepherd following after to take 
him home, lie kicked up liis little heels 
au’ galloped off farther an’ farther. Then 
the dark night came au’ the poor little 
lamb began to shiver with cold an’ fear. 
% this time he was ever so far from 
home, wanderin’ in a great forest where 
the branches of the trees caught and 
held him an’ big thorns scratched an cut 
him an’ at last the poor lamb fell down 
amid the brambles an’ briers an’ hid his 
little head an’ cried. He could hear 
the howlin’ of the wolves as they come

nearer an’ nearer an* 0I1! how he 
wished lie had sta>'ed safe at home.

‘*'Then, when the wolves were almost 
011 him, he heard the Shepherd callin' 
to him an' lit- wanted to jump and run to 
him, but the thorns in the bush held him 
down an' he couldn't get away from them. 
Then the Shepherd come who had heard 
the bleating of his little lainb and had 
seen his blood 011 the leaves an' pulled 
away all tin- thorns an' took the poor 
tired little thing in His arms an* started 
home with him. .At first the lamb was 
afraid to look up, for ho was sure the 
Shepherd would be angry, but soon ho 
heard the kindest, sweetest voice sayin' 
to him : “WI13' are 3*ou frightened, m3*
poor little lamb ? Didn’t I know3*ou by 
the pitiful sound of your voice, and 
didn’t 1 call you b>* your own name? 
Do you not know that I am the Good 
Shepherd and would lay down My life 
for My sheep ?"

Then the lamb caught sight of the 
Shepherd’s hand and saw the}* were wet 
with blood and he looked up into the 
Shepherd’s face an* beheld there nothin' 
but a wonderful love an' pity an’ ho 
knew he was forgiven.

“‘Do you mind that story, Daiiny ; 
says 1. do you mind it now, ‘an’ do 3*ou 
mind how often you made me tell it to 
you in the days so long ago ?'

“‘Well, Dan, that's >*ou all over. 
You're just like that foolish lainb, but 
the Good Shepherd has found you an’ 
is bringin’ you home. Look up into His 
face, lad, and see the blood on His hands 
and on the garment near His heart an’ 
be forgiven. Don't fight against Ilia 
goodness any longer.’ "

“Well," continued the old woman, 
“we never said another word that night 
an* for several da>*s confession wasn’t 
mentioned between us. Still, I noticed 
that when he thought I wasn't lookin’ 
he’d keep his eyes on that little picture, 
an’ once I saw his lip movin’ as if he 
were prayin.' It was early in June that 
his sufferin' was ended an' the good 
Lord took him home. Confession ? Of 
course, he went to concession. Received 
all the last sacraments an'.the priest 
standin’ over him when he breathed his 
last in the arms of the good Shepherd.

“Well, when they laid him away be
side- his father an' tin* two little girls 
that left me go to God when they were 
babies, I said a great prayer of thanks
giving 1)3* the grave. 1 could lay 1113* old 
head on the pillow at night now an’ 
sley> in peace, for I'd know where 1113* 
bo3* was. The Good Shepherd had heard 
my prayer and brought him home safe. 
That’s why I sax* to you an' to every 
one :

‘•‘Hold hard, trust the Lord, an' He 
ain't goin’ to forget 3*ou.'"—Isabel 
Williams in the Messenger of the 
Sacred Heart.
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EVEN THE LAST.

There was intense, \ret suppressed, 
excitement in the Pasteur Institute of 
Mercy Hospital that afternoon. The 
long, wide corridors echoed the noise of 
scurrying feet, and from the operating 
room came sounds of weeping, with now 
and then a shrill note of painful protest. 
A large crowd of boys—there were six 
of them -had been bitten by a mad dog, 
and their terrifli-d parents had rushed 
them to the institute for treatment that 
would prevent the dread hydrophobia.

They were all more or less severely 
bitten, and the dog, which had been 
killed, undoubtedly had the rabies.

They were all placed in position to 
receive the treatment —injection of the 
serum— and both from fright and 
nervousness the lads gave vent to loud 
weeping and wailing. Their mothers 
were almost as bad, and altogether the 
worried nurses and doctors had their 
hands full.

One of the patients was a sight never 
to be forgotten. He was a colored boy 
of twelve. George b.v name, a frightful 
object as lie lay in his “niamm'y" lap, 
quivering but silent, while big tears 
splashed down her black cheeks as she 
rocked him to and fro. It was found he 
must be put on the operating table at 
once. His upper lip and part of his nose 
were torn off. one eyelid and cheek were 
hanging by shreads of skin, and his arm 
on the same side was horribly lacerated. 
Tenderly they lifted him and placed 
him on a stretcher carriage and rolled 
him to the operating room, where his 
gashes were washed and closed, and 
twelve stitches brought him to the 
appearance of humanity, albeit swollen 
and disfigured.

The other lads were taken home by 
their parents, to return daily for treat
ment. But George was not able to be 
moved, so weak was lie after his double 
treatment. A little cot was placed for 
him in the surgical ward, and so grate
ful and patient was he under his suffer
ings that he soon became a general fav
orite. Surprisingly soon his wounds 
healed, and he began to beg to be allow
ed to get up. It, was found, too, that his 
poor “mammy" had no place to keep him, 
and it was charity to allow him to 
remain where he was. So he went here 
and there, doing little turns for every 
one who asked them, and always with a 
jolly little humor of his own that made 
every one smile.

Many a weary face smiled a ghost of a 
smile from its pillow as George, with 
his grotesquely seamed countenance, cut 
some caper in the middle of the ward 
when he thought no one was looking. 
No one scolded him. His mammy came 
at intervals, and, with uplifted hands, 
“blessed the Laxvd foil dem ladies call ob 
dah 111’ raskill !” One da}r the Sister 
asked George if he said his prayers, and 
what church lie attended. George knew 
no prayers, and had never been in any 
church before he saw the hospital 
chapel. He was “too bad to jine a 
church." By degrees he learned he had 
an immortal soul, and it was pathetic to 
sec his great eyes looking out of the 
disfigured face as ho drank in every 
word that Sister spoke to him of God's 
love for even the least of His creatures.

“Ah never knawed dat de Lawd had 
much time foh lil’ nigs like me," he said. 
“An* if I be baptised, am you ladies 
suah dat ah can sniggle into hebben ?"

He was assured that such was the 
promise of Him who never breaks His 
divine word. “An* will mail black soul 
turn white ?" He was told that there 
were no black souls in heaven. It took 
much patience and instruction to give 
George the spiritual side of the matter,

but at last)it dawned on him, and after 
that lie seemed to grow thoughtful and 
often said he wanted to be baptised and 
become pleasing to tin- good God who 
saved him from death when h<- knew 
nothing about Him. Twenty da}*s of 
the treatment were now over, and there 
wore great hopes that all danger of 
hydrophobia had passed. George found 
oat from his mammy that lie had “never 
been christened, she had no time." 
So it was decided that George should 
be baptised in the hospital chapel when 
he was a little better instructed. 
George went home to the poor shanty 
his mother occupied when she was not out 
washing or scrubbing, but In- returned 
every day for examination and treat
ment.

The other boys were pronounced 
immune, but the doctors wore not so 
sure of George, he had been so fright
fully bitten. Three da.vs passed, and 
Georgv had not put in an appearance. 
The sisters and the doctors were dis
tressed ; not knowing what to think.

On the evening of the third day two 
colored men who belonged to a lively 
stableNpppeared at the hospital door 
with George between them. He was 
snapping and growling, with saliva 
flowing out of his mouth.

Poor little fellow ! After all the 
efforts that had been made he was 
doomed. It was the dreaded hydro
phobia.

He was perfect^* conscious and im
mediately recognized the sister in 
whose care he had been.

“Ah is gwine to be baptised right 
soon, Sister. Ah feel powerful surh dat 
ah is a orful sick boy, all has such a 
orful misery in de treat."

“Yes, George, " said the Sister, deep
ly sympathetic ; “we shall have you 
baptised veiy soon."

Her practical eye saw evidence at 
once of the awful paralysis of the throat 
that prevented swallowing even the 
saliva.

George was carried to the isolated 
ward, where an orderh* and a nurse were 
detailed to watch him. It was now 
nearly midnight, and soon his convul
sions were frightful to witness. He 
was strapped to the bed, but he would 
work out of lied onto the floor, while the 
terribly infectious spittle flew in all 
directions. Twice he was rolled in a 
linen sheet ly the attendants and laid 
oil the bed. It was courting death to 
go near him ; the infection might be 
communicated through some little cut 
or abrasion of the skin, and the poison 
that dropped from the poor swollen lips 
never ceased.

Between the convulsions he was per
fectly conscious, and would cry out 
pitifully that “he con'd,i t help it" ; that 
“he was so sorry" and “when would he 
be baptised?" Poor little George ! 
About three o'clock Sister came to the 
room, and, leaning over the head of the 
bed, looked at the poor lad. He was in 
an interval of quiet and exhaustion, but 
she saw that the end was near.

“Georgp,” she said, “I am going to 
get the priest to baptise you. I will 
go at once, and then you will soon see 
God and the angels in heaven."

“Bress de good Lawd !" said the poor, 
d>*ing bo}* between his gasps. Po black 
George is a-gwine to see you in hebben. 
Po' lil’ nigga will hab a white soul."

The priest came hurriedly. George 
was in a terrible convulsion. It was 
almost impossible to touch him, and the 
sight of the water visibly increased his 
agony. “Close your e}*es, George," said 
the chaplain, “I am going to baptise 
3*011."

George made a strong effort. “Bress 
de good Lawd ! Ah is longin’ to lie 
baptised—oh de good Lawd !" He lay 
quite still, and quicklx* and reverently 
the priest, leaning over the head of the 
bed, poured tin- waters of regeneration 
on the poor little negro. He had indeed 
a “white soul" now, and with a sigh of 
relief he was quite calm and still. 
“ He may last a few hours," said tin- 
priest, as In- left the room. “I will come 
back after Mass."

At six o’clock the Mass bell was 
ringing, and as the priest crossed over 
to the sacristy he1 met the Sister who 
had charge of George. She whispered :

“Remember George in your memento, 
Father; lie has just died."

The Lord had taken to His Sacred 
Heart one of His least.—Rev. Richard 
W. Alexander, in the Catholic Standard 
and Times.

THE “YOUTH’S COMPANION'S" IDEA 
OF PURGATORY.

TYPICAL SPECIMEN OF CHEAP AND IGNOR
ANT HNEKRS CONCERNING A CATHOLIC 
DOCTRINE.

From the Sacred Heart Review.
Cheap sneers about the Catholic 

Church's doctrine of Purgatory are 
usually the result of ignorance. That 
is at least the most charitable assump
tion. Such ignorant sneers were once 
far more common than at present. Of 
late years 11011-Catholic writers are less 
given to condemning, or sneering at, 
Catholic doctrines or practices which 
they do not understand. Present day 
scholarship demands exact knowledge 
of even Catholic matters, and exact 
knowledge of Catholic matters is not 
to be found in old-time Protestant no
tions concerning the Church. This be
ing so, we are rather surprised to find 
in the Youth’s Companion of July iKl 
an anecdote which looks harmless 
enough, but which contains a very un
worthy slur at the Catholic Church's 
teaching 011 Purgatory. It is of a cer
tain Catholic Indian woman who went 
to consult the priest about getting her 
husband (sanap) out of Purgatory. 
Here is how the Youth’s Companion 
tells what follows :

“ The priest told her to put down her 
money, which she did without retaining 
any for herself. He then prayed for her 
husband. When he had concluded, Moll 
asked :

“ ‘Is he out?’
“ ‘Yes.’
“ rAre you sure?'
“ ‘Yes.’
“She then snatched up the coins and 

started to leave.
“ ’Hold!’ cried the priest. ‘ If 3*011 

take that money I’ll pra3* your husband 
back into Purgatory.’

“ With a twinkle in her 03*6, she an
swered ;

“ 'Oh, no; 1113* sanap cunning! When
ever he gut into a bail place he always 
stuck up a stick.' "

This anCedote gives a false and slan
derous impression of what the Catholic 
Church teaches and practices concern
ing Purgaforv, and we hope the editors 
of the Youth's Companion will be 
manly enough to confess their fault in 
printing such an unfair and offensive 
anecdote, and give the Church's true 
teaching on this matter. We do not 
know where the Companion found the 
story, but it has not even the nuii-it of 
being original. It is simply an adapt
ation of a story put into the mouth of 
“ Mickey Free" by Charles Lever in his 
novel, “Charles O'Malley, the Irish 
Dragoon." Lever was an entertaining 
writer, but lie wasn't a Catholic, much 
less a Catholic theologian, and we 
would warn the Youth's Companion 
against accepting “Micke)* Free" as a 
correct exponent of Catholic teaching 
on Purgatoiy or anything else.

©intentional.

CATHOLICS AT THE THROTTLE.

EXPERIENCE ACQUIRED THROUGH ENGINE 
RIDE.

^ Some 3*ears ago that erratic genius, 
Klln-rt Hubbard, wrote a paper styled 
The Bigotry Bacillus, directed at* the 
A. 1\ A. movement, says R. C. Gleaner, 
in the Catholic Columbian. Though orn
as a rule is loth to quote from him—as 
he too often wallows in the mire of mere 
materialism and worse yet, sensualism— 
still as a drop of water will often glisten 
even in a mud puddle, in a similar man
ner lie often bears witness to a truth or 
edifying incident. In the course of this 
paper lie says ;

t “Once it was my pri vilege to ride from 
New ^ urk to Alban}* 011 tin- engine of 
the Empire State Express. The engin
eer was a little, bronzed, weather-beaten 
man of nearly fifty. I showed my permit, 
ami without a word he motioned me to 
the fireman’s seat in the cab. He ran 
around his engine with oil can in hand, 
then climbed to his place and waited for 
t he conductor's signal to start. 1 was 
watching, too, and back in the crowd 1 
saw the hand swung aloft. At the in
stant, the engineer turned and made a 
quick motion as if crossing himself, 
seized the lever, and we were off. For 
exact h* three hours the telegraph poles 
sped past, and we rolled and thundered 
onward through towns, villages, cities ; 
over crossings, switches, bridges, cul
verts and through tunnels and viaducts 
at that terrific rate of a mil© a minute. 
Tlie little man at the throttle looked 
straight out ahead at the two lines of 
glistening steel ; one hand was on the 
throttle, the other ready to grasp the 
air brake. I was not afraid for I saw 
that he was not. He spoke not a word, 
nor looked at me nor at liis fireman, who 
worked like a Titan. But I saw that his 
lips kept moving as he still forced the 
flying monster forward. At last we 
reached Alban}*. What a relief it was ! 
My nerves were unstrung. I had enough 
for u lifetime. The little engineer had 
left the cab and was tenderty feeling the 
bearings. I turned to the fireman :

“Bill, why does lie keep moving his 
lips when there at the lever ?"

“ \\ ho -tlV ole man ? Why, don't 3*011 
know, lie's a Catholic. He alius prays 
on a fast run. Twentx* x*ears lie's run on 
this road with never an accident, never 
touches a drop £>f ain'thing—the nervi
est man that ever kicked a gauge cock, 
he is ’shelp me !"

Hubbard adds that it is a fact that 
nearl3* one half of the men in theemplox* 
of the railroads in the United States are 
Catholics.

I kuoxv of one old engineer xvlio told 
me he alx\rax"s watched the passengers as 
they entered the cars, prior to starting 
on his “ run," for he alxvays felt some
how a bit more comfortable when he 
noticed a Catholic priest or even a Cath
olic Sister going on the journey with 
him. He also told this bit of a joke on 
himself. His fireman was not a Catho
lic, but had become accustomed to his 
engineer's moods, and alxvax*s knew a 
priest was aboard by the apparent good 
humor of his friend.

“Well, Tom," the fireman said one day, 
“what priest is aboard to-dux*?" “Oh," 
replied Tom, “ I don’t know his name. I 
only caught a glimpse of him as he en
tered the coach—but it 13 all right." 
Notwithstanding cIlls assurance, matters 
did not- jog along as usual, said the en
gineer; “ a few miles out a spark from 
the locomotive tired the top of the mail 
car and xVe had to stop to put the five 
out, delaying us about fifteen minutes. 
I tried to make up the lost time, but t in- 
engine did not respond. She was a bit 
balky. Steam was not up to the notch 
and we pulled into the depot at the end 
of in\- run nearly txventy minutes late. 
Jumping off the cab, 1 met the train
master. He smiled and said: ‘Ilello! 
Tom, late to-day no priest aboard, eh ? 
‘Yes, there is,' t said. Just then the 
passengers began moving out of the cars 
and along the platform to the depot exit ; 
there was my priest, but he happened to 
be a High-Church Anglican one, so I 
said, ‘that accounts for it; wasn’t the 
genuine article. I knew something was 
wrong.’ "

These veteran railroaders deserve 
kindly consideration at the hands of the 
public, for much depends upon their 
judgment and courage. 1 have often 
noticed the supreme look of satisfaction 
upon their faces as they end their 
journey, safely landing their train.

Wno comes to us in Holy Communion ? 
Who offers Himself at Mass, really and 
substantially, Body and Blood and 
Sacred Heart ? Jesus who died for 
us, Jesus Who loves us.
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High School course—preparation or matriculation 
and professional studies. College or Arts course— 
preparations for degrees and seminaries. Natural 
Science course—thoroughly equipped experimental 
laboratories. Critical English Literature receives 
special attention. First-class hoard and tuition only 
$150,00 per annum. Send for catalogue giving full 
particulars.

REV. A. L. ZINGER. C. R.. President

IS, The KENNEDY SCHOOL
of Shorthand and Business

The best preparation for commercial 
life. Booklets free.

9 Adelaide St. East, - Toronto

1 .Stf 1

THE NEW HOME OF

The Canada Business Colleg
CHATHAM, ONT.

Canada’s Greatest School of Businei
500 Students in attendance during year.

It stands In a class bv itself.
FALL TERfl OPENS SEPTEMBER FIRS

$100 Saved in board alone, by attending 
Chatham, as compared with any of the lar? 
cities, besides getting your training In Canada
Greatest Business School.

RaUways bring our long distance studen 
and take them home again for half rate, while 1 
make a furtherallowance up to $8-00 on travelllr expenses.
R pay» to go to tile beat. 400 Studen 

placed lust year
„r °U.r j*p!®ndid. catalogué C te'.fs all about th 
great s hool, and its grand work at Chatham.

h^0U.Far^not come to Chatham, we can teat 
you Shorthand, Bookkeeping and Penmansh 
at your home.

Catalogue H telle about the Home Course». 
M ITrui AX, .e-one y°u want, addressing ] McLACHLAN & CO., CHATHAM. ONT. 8
Worth Its weight 

in Gold

To your boy o 
girl. Get one. 

It has been largely Instrumental in build! 
up this splendid school, and is now in 50-pa 
book form arranged for Home Study.

Send 30 cents for a copy, addressing 
above, and mentioning this paper 6


