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But this was'no time for hard thoughts.
He Lad never been able to consider
some of these things without choking,
and now as they came over him in one
burning flame of recollection, the rub-
bish in his heart tlireatened to take
fire. She had been that miracle of God
—a good woman. And yet—yes, an
Irish woman and a Catholic. The ways
of heaven were past finding out.

The poor old deacon turned his head
as the bell tolled another pitiless
stroke. An eternity seemed to have in-
tervened since the first, and the metal
vibrated with some of the unexpected-
ness of death itself. There was quite
a crowd crawling up the steps now.
The church would be comfortably filled
notwithstanding Hannah's humble sta-
tion. He was glad of that.

With a twinge of conscience John
turned so as to face the cross that glit-
tered so conspicuously above the door-
way. There was no need to carry dis-
respect too far at such a time, and the
cross, although he mistrusted all mater-
ial symbols, was the one thing with
which he could find no fault. Perhaps,
he mused, it was the leaven of truth in
their lump of error which would save
their souls at the last—Hannah’s soul,
at least. Of that he was sure.

Had a bell been tolling for him he
was not so confident that Hannah’s theo-
logy would have been as far-reaching.
He and she had never spoken to each
other of their religion. The gulf be-
tween them was too awful. Deacon
Henry—John’s nearest neighbor—could
have held forth eloquently upon such a
point, but his opinions were vitiated by
his being a Baptist. So allthat Deacon
John had hazarded was a word or two
with his own wife.

“Think, Mary,” he said one day, after
the ministering angel had helped them
to leok unflinchingly into their first
open grave, “ Hannah must believe—if
her religion means anything to her—
she must believe that Bobbie wasn’t—"

“Don's | Don’t !” sobbed the mother.

And John had gone out to the barn to
wrestle alone with the stern facts of the
case.

Another time, while they were at
Hannah's, offering the first fruits of
their strawberry pateh, John, in jocular
mood, nudged his wife and whispered :

“ I suppose she thinks that the priest
could make berries like them grow on
the table by just waving his hand.”

But now John fingered the crease in
a black trouser leg. He wondered what
had prompted him to dress thus—since
he meant to plow. Was it simply re-
spect ? The bell added stroke to stroke,
as if to make an anvil of his heart. It
seemed to break through his opinions
and to beat upon the great fundamental
cords. From being terrible it had be-
come inviting—and now it pleaded :

“ Come !”

Long, tremulous, like a voice calling
in the night, it rang out from the belfry.

And John wanted to yield. That he
finally admitted was the secret reason
for his putting on the black clothes. He
had not meant to plow—had only meant
to cheat himself up to the last moment.
But he would take himself in hand.
There was now a great blotch on the
steps where the people were packed,
‘waiting until those ahead of them had
passed in that slow march through the
doors. It was too late for a newcomer
to get in. Temptation’s opportunity
was lost.

So, letting his hypnotized legs carry
him, he slipped from the wall and skirted
the edge of the crowd. No one seemed
to notice him ; but his eyes, alert
with self-consciousness, soon caught
gight of—whom but Deacon Henry,
towering on the opposite edge of the
blotech. Here was a new problem. Had
Deacon “John, the oldest officer in the
Presbyterian church, a right to tamper
with things sacrificed to idols while the
oldest officer of the Baptist church was
at hand to spy? What an example such
backsliding would be to the young
people ; what an argument in favor of
immersion and against sprinkling ! And
Deacon Henry might exaggerate a
glimpse until it appeared as if Deacon
John had actually gone into the church.
John turned and stalked past on the
sidewalk. The heart of the man must
not lead the head of the deacon astray.

Yet the heart ached. It was jealous
of those who were permitted to mourn.
To be shut off now increased the world’s
new emptiness. Of all that it held, what
did he not owe to her? Yet he had
never voiced his appreciation. If he
could but do something—even now, it
was not too late. Somehow the dead
would see and understand.

He recalled the occasion upon which
he had come nearest acknowledging to
the good woman that, in spite of ‘doc-
trine, she had hit upon the essential
things which make for salvation. But
her youngest boy had stalked in most
inopportunely.

% James was confirmed to-day,” said
the unthinking Hannah.

 She’s going to make a priest of him
flashed through Deacon John’s be-
wildered head, sealing the lips that had
been abuut to extend what he understood
to be the limits of the covenant. Of
course, Hannah would teach her children
to fall down and worship the image
which Nebuchadnezzar, the king, had
set up! But at last—so he reasoned—
she was where the sound of the sackbut
and psaltery could no more confuse her
understanding. And he decided that he
would go and stand bare-headed before
her church—as a monk doing penance,
had he but known it.

The deacon walked on around the
bloek, but when the cross once more
looked down upon him, his feet, instead
of standing still, suddenly turned, taking
him up the steps, through the erowd—
thinned now to a small number that
stood waiting for something—on past the
vestibule with its marble fonts, and up
the deserted middle aisle.

He bad meant to drop inconspicuously
into a back seat. But the chureh did
not econtain the decent scattering of par-
ishioners he was accustomed to associate
with funerals. Not only were the back
seats filled, but the whole edifice was
tense with the pressure of an astonishing
multitude. It ecrammed every available
space and emanated a strange magnetism
which affected the imagination like wine.
People were everywhere—by the doors,
in the gallery, in the choir-loft. They
stood along the walls, hiding the Stations
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of the Cross that John did:not know
were there. Only that one aisle—and a
block of pews near the front,cut off from
the rest by their sharp emptiness—
afforded even a breathing space.

If the truth must be told, he had al-
ways regarded this simple Irish woman
a shade patronizingly, as if she were his
own particular discovery; and he had
rather feared a scant testimonial in her
behalf. The assemblage, s8 much larger
than the congregations he was used to,
moved him with a sense of loss. His
private benefactress proved to have
been the village saint.

Yet he thanked God that Hannah had
not gone unappreciated. Yes, face to
face with the trappings of that alien
worship—in spite of the strange, white
construction that gleamed beyond a
railing in front of him: in spite of the
candles, which he had expected, and a
motionless red light hanging from the
ceiling, which was a surprise: in spite of
the crowned image of a woman which
stood on high to the left—he thanked
God.

Deacon John was accustomed to sit
well forward in church. The empty
pews caught his eye as he moved on,
and a boy in a black cassock lifted a
wand which had been laid to block the
passage. Without realizing it, Deacon
John was seated in the place reserved
for the mourners.

The strangeness of his surroundings
had no time to arouse the theological
ire before there was a stir, insbantly
giving place to a yet more graven still-
ness. Something was being brought up
the aisle—something which made the
very idea of 'mummery impossible. No
matter what the priests and the congre-
gation might do, it would be converted
into solemn symbolism, even for Deacon
John, by the calm presence that was
soon installed by the altar-rail. A
score of men and boys in vestments filed
from a panel in the back of the chancel.
An unseen choir struck up a solemn
chant. But since she had wanted it—
since she had loved all this—John de-
termined not to disapprove. He did not
wince even when an acolyte began to
swing a brazen bowl from the end of a
chain, and the aromatic breath of in-
cense stole upon the air.

But as the service went on the spell
gradually wore thin. Deacon John had
almost come to himself, and was begin-
ning to glance around, when the unin-
telligible Latin was interrupted by ‘a
startling English sentence :

“ Although it is contrary to our cus-
tom on these oeccasions, I feel bound to
say a word or two of my own.”

It was the priest. He had come te the
head of the coffin. A group of youths
in vestments stood by him. John
scanned the pale face in a vain search
for the mark of the beast. Had he been
aware, the face was not unlike his own
—furrowed with years, yet sweetened
with deep experience.

“If I were to preach a funeral ser-
mon,” the priest went on, “I should
take for my subject some such words as
might be found in a paraphrase of the
thirty-fifth verse of the twenty-fifth
chapter of St. Matthew : ‘I was hungry
and she gave me meat; thiesty, and she
gave me drink; siek and in prison, and
she visited :me.” That is what you all
are saying to yourselves. Many
strangers are here—strangers to the
Chureh she served, yet not strangers to
her. I feel that she did not belong al-
together to us. We pour our charity
into little vessels. She had a vharity as
wide as life. To visit the fatherless in
their affliction, to help the poor, t6 com-
fort the bereaved, to lift up the fallen,
to pray for the dying—these things, she
told me—it was only last Thyrsday—al-
ways seemed to her the essentials of re-
ligion. The °‘worth-while things,” she
called them. To how maay of us has
she done the ‘worth-while things!’ I
remember—"’ o

What did the old priest remember ?
It remaimed unsaid. His voiece
wavered, and he stood silent. Even
Deacon John could not deny the name
holy water to the salt drops that fell on
the eoffin.

And in the graveyard back of the
church it was the same story, told again
and again in the hushed group.

% She came to me when my man took
to drink.” :

“It was her helped me when I couldn’t
get a job nowhere.”

“*She nursed Willie through the
small-pox.”

“] don’t see how her children bear
their loss. It’s lucky for her husband
that he died'first.”

And there were some strange-eyed
girls who did not say anything, bub
dropped flowers on the grave, went one
side, and wept. .

Everybody was testifying in some
way. Deacon John—who had the most
to thank her for—felt that he alone had
done nothing, said nothing, showed
nothing. He might have been a spy
like Deacon Henry, for all that his
stifi-necked presence shadowed forth.
What would she like ? What could he
do to indicate that he was taking some
part ? How might he appease his own
soul hunger ?

The old man stood again in front of
the steps. Slowly he ‘made his way to
the deserted vestibule. He had seen
people dipping - their fingers in the
fonts and crossing themselves. If he
were to touch the holy water, would she
understand ?

Sweat stood out on his brow as he
dragged himself forward. The contents
of the marble basin seemed icy cold to
his shaking fingers. But he carried the
ordeal through. He crossed himself,
awkwardly, uncanonically. But he had
taken part.

Eyes were upon his back. He
wheeled around. There stood Deacon
Henry.

“ I wanted to do something like that
myself, but could'nt think of what to
do,” said Deacon Henry.

And before Deacon John’s amazed
eyes the Baptist went forward and re-
peated the ceremony, as if he had been
following an approved model.

Arm in arm the two old men, who had
not spoken across their own little theo-
logical rift for thirty years, left the
church.

“ 1 liked that—what the minister said
about the ¢ worth-while things,””’ said
Deacon Henry.

“ Yes, it was just like her,” said

Deacon John.
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Careful tests that have been
made prove the fact that baled hay well kept is
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THE OLD MAN KNEW.

the stock brother’s daughter.

“What does he talk about ? ” inquired
her father.

“ Why, he's ever so well posted in
Shakespearean quotations.”

“Young woman,” said the financier
sternly, * don’t you let him deceive you. !
Don’t you let him make sport of your
ignorance. There isn't any such stock |
on the market. I ought to know, for |
T’ve been on the exchange long enough.”
—An Exchange.

HLE © ¥ove oM see=

Barber—Try a bottle of this pre-
paration, sir. Splendid thing for bald-
ness.

Customer—Don’t doubt it; but I've
got all the baldness I want, thank you.”

A crotchety old farmer had trouble
with his neighbor,and as a result sought
his solicitor.

“ ] want yeow ter write him a letter
an’ tell him this here foolishness hez
got ter stop,” he declared firmly. “1I
know what I want to say but I ain’t got
the larnin’ter put it just right.”

“What do you want to say?"” the
lawyer asked.

“Waal, begin by tellin’ him that he’s
the blackest, lyin’est, thievin'est, low-
downest scoundrel on airth—and then
work up.”

Willie had tried by various means to
interest his father in conversation.

“ Can’t you see I'm trying to read?”’
said the exasperated parent. * Now,
don't bother me.”

Willie was silent for almost a minute.
Then, reflectively :

“ Awful accident in the tunnel to-day.”

Father looked wup with interest.
“What'’s that ?”’ he asked. “An acci-
dent in the tunnel 2 ”

“Yes,” replied Willie, edging toward
the door; *“a woman had her eye on a
seat and a man sat on it.”

e

.. "FEATS WITH A MASS-BOOK.

Running through the latest “novel
magazine,” I came across a “first story”
with which the censor has “no serious
fault to find.” It is an Italian story. A
priest is brought on the scene. He, of
course, is dubbed a “padre” just ds if he
were a mere Jesuit or a Protestant milit-
ary chaplain. Let it pass. But now,
how about this? “The priest, who had
just come out from the inner room, one
finger inserted between the leaves of his
IMass book. . . And how about
this: “The good ‘padre’ had only time
to slip his Mass-book into his pocket?”
And the editor of the “novel magazine”
has “no serious fault to find” with this
rubbish! %

Can you imagine a priest walking about
the streets with a huge book, a folio vol-
ume, possibly bound in pigskin and bear-
ing heavy claspsand corner-pieces, ‘“one
finger inserted between the leaves”? Can
you? Then it will not cost you the
slightest effort to conjure up a picture of
that priest slipping that folio into his
cassock pocket. Itismore than I cando,
foritis simply an inconceivable feat.

When will Protestants tear away the
veil with which their governors and
tutors, grandmothers, ministers, and Sun-
day school teachers have covered their

“ Algernon is very interesting,” said | @

WIT AND HUMOR. o

Altars. Pulpils, Fonls,ele
. Send for Calalog of
Terws Brass Goods
The Blonde Lumber & Mfz.Co. Limited,
| — Chatham. — Ont. —

faces? When will they use their eyes
and their ears and their judgment—yes,
their private judgment—and see their
Catholic neighbors as they are? When
will non-Catholic novelists and journal-
ists make themselves acquainted with
the alphabet of Catholic customs, tenets,
and ritual before they write about us?
This contemptuous disregard of the de-
tails which make up the right imagina-
tive setting of a Catholic and Italian
story is to my mind a very serious fault,
though it must be borne with, I suppose,
in those whose only chance of salvation
lies, it seems to me, in their inconceiv-
able ignorance.—Sacerdos, in Liverpool
Times.

QUEER ANGLICAN UNITY,

A VICAR REMOVED FOR RITUALISTIC
PRACTICES,

Anglican unity is amply illustrated in
the case of the Rev. Mr. Partridge
Henly, ‘of Stony Stratford, Bucks.,, who
is being pursued by his Bishop for
“ritualistie,”’ or, as the Kensities would
say “Romanizing” practices.

The Dean of Arches, Sir Lewis Dib-
din, gave formal judgment in the case.
Mr. Henly was deprived of all his ec-
elesiastical promotions within the Pro-
vince of Canterbury, and especially of
his curacy or vicarage, and condemned
in costs.

The Dean said that after Mr. Henly
had been pronounced guilty of an ec-
clesiastical offense, and a monition had
been issued against him to refrain in
future from a similar offense, he, on
Sunday January 10, kept in his church
over the “holy table” part of the bread
that had been “consecrated’” at a cele-
brution of “Holy Communion,” in dis-
obedience to the monition. On the same
day he kept burning a light immediately
in front of the * conseerated” bread,
also in disobedience to the monition.

At the conclusion of evening service
the defendant, vested in a cope and ac-
companied by two acolytes and a thuri-
fer, placed the ‘consecrated’ bread in
a vessel or monstrance so constructed:
that the * consecrated ” bread was vis-
ible to the congregation. This was fol-
lowed by a metrical litany to the Blessed
Virgin, and a ‘‘ solemn and ceremonicus
benediction” of the congregation by the
defendant with the ** conseerated ” bread
contained in the monstranee.

By the commission of the several
offenses the defendant was guilty of con-
tumacy and contempt of the Court of
Arches, and of incorrigibleness and ob-
stinate disobedience to the Church. .
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Canada’s Greatest School of Business

21 STUDENTS of this, and our Grand Rapids, Mich., school secured th

following positions during the tw

o weeks ending Oct. 16, 1909.]|

PERCY MILLIKEN, Bkpr. (Temp.) C. R. Wilson Body Co., Detroit, Mich.
CLIFFORD ']-}OUSﬁ. Asst. Bkpr., Valley City Milling Co., Grand Rapids, Mith.

H. KRAHLING, Bkpr., Canada Flax Fibre

Co., Wallaceburg, Ont.

BESS WOOSTER, Steno., G. R. Electric Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.
NELLIE"ARNOLD, Bkpr. & Steno., Brass Works, Wallaceburg, Ont.
HELLIS VAN SLUYS, Steno., Jno. Raab Chair Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.
E. C. BUCHANAN, Reporter, Planet, Chatham, Ont.

ETHEL WINCHESTER, Bkpr., Maple Cafe
BESSIE DODDS, Steno., Thomas Bros., St.

. South Bend, Ind.
Thomas, Ont.

MAMIE HENSHAW, Steno., New England Life Ins. Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.
FANNIE PETERSON, Steno., Firm in.Seattle, Wash.

LILA FENNER, Bkpr., Mr. Peck, Jeannettes

Creek, Ont.

BLANCHE McNAMARA, Steno., Consumers Lighting Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

FRANK P. MERRILL, Steno., Canada Iron

Furnace Co., Midland, Ont.

LLOYD BIGLEY, Bkpr., Cargill Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

MARION GRAHAM, Steno., Firm in Detroi
FLOSSIE WIXSOM, Bkpr., Hallock Cockere

t, Mich.
tte Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

JOHN E. TEETER, Steno., Great Northern Baggage Department, Seattle, Wesh.

MARK DAMSTRA, Clerk, Kent State Bank,

Grand Rapids, Mich.

A. E. GILMOUR, Bkpr., W. G. Gilmore, Detroit, Mich.

WM. RICE, Solicitor, McLachlan Business U

N
niversity, Grand Rapids, Mich.

414 STUDENTS PLACED IN TWELVE MONTHS is what our last published Ilist shows, Send

for a copy of it

NINE male and female COMMERCIAL TEACHERS were placed between July 1st and Aug. 16th.
Eight of these in new pcsitions and one promoted.

Their earnings average considerably over $900.00 per aunnm.

It pays to get your training in a college where they place you when ready.

Our Magnificent Catalogue C tells about the work at Ghatham,

Our Handsome Catalogue H tells about HOME COURSES in Bookkeeping, Shorthand, Penman-

ship, Arithmetic and Pen Lettering.

We bring long-distance students for half fare and allow full fare up to $8.00 to all.
Good board and room in Chatham at $2.75 to $3.00 per week, with private families.
McLACHLAN'S SYSTEM of PENMANSHIP in 72 page book form at 50c.

WORTH MANY TIMES ITS WEIGHT IN

GOLD. Get a copy. ' It would make a penman of you.

We offer $1550.00 to Public and Separate School Inspectors, Teachers, aud pupils for prizes in

Penmanship. Send for a list of these prizes and be a competitor.

Write for what vou want, addressing,

D. McLACHLAN & CO.,

Canada Business College, “""Oxtak

ONTARIO
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CHATHAM, ONT.
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MODERN EQUIPMENT
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TUESDAY, SEPT. 14th
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This should prove interesting matter
for the Protestant Episcopal paper
which calls itself Catholic and which
contains a list of churches in which “the
sacrament ” is reserved.

THE APOSTOLATE OF GOOD
EXAMPLE.

From the Missionaiy.

In this present day, when the import-
ance of the lay apostolate is so widely
preached, it is more and more brought
home to the people that every man is
called to the work of saving souls.
Many there are who are unable to carry
on an active campaign of preaching or
instructing, and therefore they think
there is no field for their endeavors.
This is an error. There is not a moment
in which a man may not be spreading
the kingdom of God by the silent potent
lesson of a good life. Actions speak
louder than words. The value of things
is judged by results, and unhappily the
vast majority of our non-Catholic friends
judge of the truth or falsity of the
Church by the conduct of her children.
As long as we are not noted for our
civie or moral virtues, as long as the
word' Catholic is connected in any way
with what ' is low and corrupt in
polities, so long as we remain dishonest,

unclean, untruthful, the way to conver- |

sions is being made harder and harder
for honest souls. We know of a woman
who was kept out of the Chureh for
years by the irreverence of a certain
congregation at Mass. “These people
cannot believe in the real presence of
the Saviour,” she said. Another was
rudely shocked by the ﬂippa‘mt way in
L 4
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STRATFORD, ONT.

The great practfcal tiaining school of Ontario
Catalogue FREE concerning Commercial, Short-
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J. W. Westervelt, J. W. Westervelt, Jr., C.A.,
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which some young women spoke of their
rosaries, and of holy water. These are
rather small things, but they go to show
that none of ouracts are indirerent, and
that they are all sharply serutinized.
It matters not what station of life one
may oceupy; it may be the lowliest in
the land, nevertheless the world will be
the better for his virtuous conduct.

Two of a Kind.

The Christian Register says : “It is
a notable fact, in countries where the
Church allows no divorce, illicit and
mmoral unions most abound.” Which
reminds us of the famous definition of
a crab as ‘ a red fish whieh swims back-
ward ” —correct in every particular
except that a crab isn’t red, it isn’t a
fish and it does not swim backward.—
Saecred Heart Review.

There is no way of making a thing
harder to do than for it to be your duty.

The THORNTON-S:MITH CO

Church Decorators
I King St. West TORONTO

Send $I

years. Give altse
for postage. N.
London, Ont.

receive 4 wool remnants suitable
for Boys' knee pants, up to Ir
and we will cut pants free; add 20c.
Southcott & Co. 16 Coote Block,

up-to-date.

time, labor and money.

to your wife on the dreaded wash day ?

bills—that racking drudgery over the wash tub
that deadly steam arising constantly from the di
enough to wreck the strongest constitution.

Notice when you go home the next wash day
- your wife is, how pale and haggard she logks.

You take a pride in your business—your wife
home. How often has she wished she owned one
machines, a

will save your wife.

The #1900 Gravity” Washer runs so easily

i will send you a “1900 Gravity” Washer,
‘wife can test it thoroughly before you pay a cent,
at my expense. .

Is not this a fair offer? Write me personally,
357 Yonge Street, Toronto, Can.

The above offer is not good in Toronto or Mo;
or these districts.

SAVE YOUR WIFE FROM
WASH DAY DRUDGERIES

Your interest is in the office, or in the factory. You pride your- 3 3 /
self on having everything pertaining to your business modern and

You do not hesitate installing some new device that will save you
You deem it a necessity, because old-style
methods are too slow for the down to-date business..

Do you realize what a labor-saving device means in the home—

The old-style wash-day methods are the cause of many doctors’

“1900 GRAVITY” WASHER

Send one home. Just think how much hard work, how much
drudgery that is ever attendant on the wash tub and wash board. It

woman, but also the clothes, and washes them as cle::n ff:.md as white as snow.
Write me to-day. Take advantage of my special offer.
" freight paid, for a MONTH'S FREE TRIAL. Your

and wash board—
rty, soapy water is

how tired and worn

takes a pride in the
of our labor-saving

that a child can operate it. It not enly saves the

and if not entirely satisfactory return the Washer
C.R. A. BACH, Manager The “1900" Washer Ce.,

ntreal and suburbs. - Special arrangements are made
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