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vicious into Frankie's stocking, "I |that I knew had the Man's picture in
had enough o' religion and poverty | it. Well, my own heart just ached
when I was a girl. 1 won't go back | for her, to think what she'd suffer
to it. 1 got a right to my happiness. ;‘"hl‘l‘ way
And, O Mis' MecNeil, surely I got a | I got her down to the chapel in one
right to give him his!"”

of the back pews ; and me between
Now. laws are cruel things—they | her and the aisle, so she couldn't
have to be sometimes or they well get out. But by that time, if
wouldn't be laws. But you can't says she'd been my Frankie, I'd've expected
that to a young thing with her mouth | her to stamp her feet and yell, from
all twisted up with pain. And, thinks | the set of her mouth; and one
1 to myself, what if it was my Helen? minute I'd want to shake her, and
So I got up to put my mending | the next my eyes would be full o
awhy, and patted her shoulder soft |

tears.
like. She caught my hand and held I tell you that meditation was all
it gight.

mixed up for me. The Agony in the

‘1 wish you'd let me finish those Garden was the subject o' course,but

stockings for you,” says she, kind of mostly it was about God’s love for us
laughing and crying together. g

and the way'we ought to Him.
promised Father Kelly I'd stay till the | I never was no hand to tell what the
end, and I'm going to; but I'm near

about, but two or three
crazy thinking It'd be relief to | things out of that one kind o’ struck
have something to do.’ in my mind He
“You poor child! I. “"Of | God's love seem y real,
course yvou're going to stay. Andit's | priest did. He had all along
glad rn’ullu_h I'll be not to have 'em on | that matter ; but that night,
my hands.

about the Passion, and all these years
But the last thing before we

Qur Lord's staying with us in

to sleep, she calls to me real soft the Blessed Sacrament, he made you
“Mis' McNeil, don't pray for realize what it
I'm past that meant, And he said those of us that
So I was mothers could understand when
he said that the biggest part of that
love the on
know, keeping on,
and after
loving us and watching over us
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a
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says prenty

ut
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me. something about

could see she thought her
mind was made up.

Well, 1 didn't what to
indeed. Looked to me like it was
of Hands off! And
couldn't bear to that poor child
throw her religion away like that,
and her happiness with it. No more k
did 1 know what to say to her.
took the thing where I
most things to be settled
lord in the Blessed Sacrament

to our Blessed Mother
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nd of restless, mind goes
off on a tangent thinking about he
Dear Lord ! the poor child! Seems
as if folks do have all the hard things
to do world. sat there
with her lips shut tight and her eyes
That was Tuesday night, and the | hard, trying not to listen to the
retreat was to end Friday morning. | priest. But 'twan’t easy. [ guess it
All day Wednesday she was in and | never is, turning you:
out of the chapel more or but And the truest the
mostly less, I'm sorry to say world,” the priest was saying when
The gseemed to the | my mind came back to h "is that
hardest for her ; she'd sit a minute God each wnd
quiet, then she'd get restless and | that He wants your love. build
finger her prayer-book, and then | your life on any other notion and
she'd get up and slip out. I didn't | you'll build it on a lie. He wants
gee how she could ; for I love a good | your real love, not the praying, long
the prayers kind, but the that jest
Once twice, | keeps on from day to day, doing the
I'd find her walk hard things for Him
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big.
to sleep with
and I went
the Hour
I come to know
packed and her
laid out on

turning
the mirror as I opened the door, and
just a flash the color in Well that the end it, or
and the sparkle in her almost. She went home with me
hen, like pulling down acul Friday morning after she had a long
tain, her face chahged. talk with and the
didn't want to talk te week she went to New York.
didn’'t need nobody to tell me a letter from her there only
heard from the Man, and week, signed ‘‘Pitchy-Patchy,
coming to take her away that gay and bright as you please.
stead o' Friday morning, as they had what they call nursery
planned. And all the love and kind- | day nursery in the
ness and patiente Our Lord had been Quarter. And says she
thrown back | for me, Mis’ McNeil.
Sometimes | mending to do now,
helping me to just keepon, no matter
how ! feel. Our retreat master wrote
me that he'd jest received the Man
into the Church.”

But the thing I can't get through
my head is her thinking Dickie and
me is the cause of it all.
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the priest next
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“Be glad
I have heaps o’
and Our Lord is

me,

H
was
night

giving her just wasted,
in His face, so to speak.
[ wonder how Our Li yrd can stand to
have us underfoot, the way we treat
Him.

Says I to myself “You'll go down
there and be decent to Him this once,
Miss Irene Blair—you in His own
house, and all,—If I got anything to
say about 1t And 1 walks over and
takes holt of her arm.

“Wait till I get my Beads, and we'll BE TENDER TO THE OLD
go together, I told her,
as pie, never letting on I'd noticed.
Dickie's got My
mostly have gone to sleep that way,
cause it seemed if that the
only hour in the day I could get ten
minutes quiet to say 'em. Like ly as
not, 1 got more'n two
dect then, what with their
little onto 'em ;

hanging
but 1 Blessed Mother
unders

as innocent

How few in the hurly-burly of the
world's affairs pause to reflect upon
the sadness, the sorrows, the loneli
ness and heart-hunger of those who
have aside by the
rent of the years into the neglected
old ? Surely, though
has egantly
on the beduties of the evening of our
human life, there is more of melan-
choly than of philo-
gsophic joy in the period of physical
decreptitude. Divorced from the
active pursuits of the teeming, vital,
enthusiastic tumult existence
about them, the aged sit apart with
| helpless hands and dream upon the
agone with all the vanished
hopes, loves, aims, and glories of
their youth.

'em. youngsters

as was

been swept cur

wouldn't eddies of

age

even Cicero discoursed 80 ¢

hands
the

at
guess
tands.” reminiscence
I was just talking against time, so
couldn't edge in a “No,” and I
never let loose of her arm. Her face
wain wonderful when she
looked down at Dickie, where he lay
with my Rosary hugged against his
cheek Dickie's a pretty baby, but I
declare I don't know which was the
prettiest then him all flushed and
gsweet with his nap, or her with that
warm rosy light shining right | ant retrospect! Too often it occurs
straight from her heart. And her | that some old couple hve toiled and
hand went up to the locket she wore, ‘\ slaved and sacrificed during all the

she

goftened ol

years

Happy they who have such pleas-

fyt-m‘u that make up the three score |
| and ten, only to have the shadows of

| loneliness and desolation make
night of life before the night of
death.—N. Y. Freeman's Journal.
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CARDINAL O'CONNELL
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ON GENUINE CHARITY

To grasp the real import of human
life one must have sentiment as well
as intelligence. He must, in a word,
have soul as well as mind. Intelli
gence, mind, always to
reduce everything to a formula, the
dead level of mere abstraction, with
the result that the whole world is
converted into schoolroom, and
very uncomfortable one at that.

I'o the mrén of mind, all the
wonderful experiences of life are
data from which abstract
deductions are drawn with the inflex
ible logic of the grim pedagogue, and
these rigid
grimly

is seeking

a a

mere

mere
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Do vou he 1
lovely it
its
The
ariety, means imequal
itv. You, with your stupid avera
and tabulated would
ruin the glor nature by }
it all a dull
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infinitely
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splendid, than
others.
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think
to b human

to b

there must
hills ?
11

ay

there are any

the schoolmaster can

his
will

nave

Ay the beauty of human life

consist in putting us all on perfectly
symmetrical bench
getting all to in perfect
unanimity the multiplication table
first forward and
and for complete
th somew hat
should at
be allowed in our places, our
hands and our heels
well together, and say with perfect
ly well regulated voices, "The Origin
of Species.” What a world this
would be if the perfect pedagogue had
his perfect chance !

Now, we are in real danger of this
sort of thing in American life unless
we are well on guard. When the
mother gives up her rightful place to
the schoolmaster, alas for the child
There lurking behind
exaggerated material prosperity. It
is the extinction senti-
ment.

s before him and
us recite
then backward;
relaxation

fatiguing task
perfectly intervals,
to rise

rom
18 we
exact
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by our

is a lty

pens

of human

REPORTS NOT EVERYTHING

When men are too
money to play with their children
they must pay for it. When they
have finished the counting they will
have lost their children. When a
community is 8o occupied as to turn
over its human problems to the pro

busy counting

fessional social worker, trained along
purely mathematical lines, it will
find at the end of a certain period of
time that all the problems of crime
and poverby unrest have been
solved completely—on paper—the
reports are all perfectly accurate, and
if it then gets a moment to put
its spectacles and look out
window instead at the report
will find that the same problems arve
gtill there and nothing much really
has accomplished, except the

and

on
the
it

of
of

been
| printing.
I am perfectly aware that it will be
“1111'11 to get this into some people’s
| heads. With schools for the tabula
ting and classifying of ever evil under

\ the

sun and the advertising they get | unfatbomable

and the well paid posts they fill, the
people are growing into a silly sense
of security that reports are every- |
thing.

Now, 1 do

not want to be mis-
understood, I do not believe that
reports are everything. 1 do not |
believe that reports are nothing. I

think they between everything

and nothing-—something, They
a beginning; of themselves

gsettle nothing. They may a
gource of information if read aright
They may be completely erroneous if
not read aright. The whole differ
ence lies in just that which
between the attitude toward human
ity of the exacting, perfectly mathe
and that of the
intelligent, « kind -hearted (
mother. It is the which
exists between the exceedingly clever
perfectly U social
worker and the Sisters of Charity.
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If only all the parlor philosophers
and the parlor sociologists and the
glasshouse optimists could be ordered
to go to’the front and stay there long
n

enou to become genuine and sin

cere, and lose their false halos in the |

blaze of artillery, the world would be
rid, for the
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the will to aid
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We have right among us wonderful
examples of both, the well-to-do who
never forget their duty to others, and
the poor who give themselves because
they have not money God will bless
them both, thein both
abundantly.

does bless
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The Captain of the Club, Valentine Wil-
liams.

The Countess of Glosswood. Translated.

Rev. A. M., Grussi.

Cecilia M, Caddell.

Drops of Honey.

e Lisle

The Feast of Flowers and Other Storles.
Selected.

The Lamp of the Sanctuary and Other
Stories. Cardinal Wiseman.

The Little Lace-Maker and Other Stories
Miss Taylor

Lost Genovella

The Little Follower of Jesus.
Grussi

The Miner’s Daughter, Cecilia M. Caddell,
Nanette’s Marriage Aimee Mazergue,
Never Forgotten. Cecilia M. Caddell.

One Hundred Tales for Children, Canon
Christopher Von Schmid
Oramaika, An Indian Story.
Qur Dumb Pets — Tales

Animals, Selected
The Orphan of Moscow, Mrs. James Sadlier
The Pralrie Boy. Rev. John Talbot Smith
The Pearl in Dark Waters. M.
Caddell
The gueen’s Confession. Raoul de Navery.
Rosaiio. Translated by Sister of Mercy
The Rose of Venice. S. Christopher
Marion J. Brunowe.
Countess de Segur
Rev. A. M

Cecilia M. Caddell.

Rev. A. M

Translated.

of Rirds and

Cecilia

Seven of Us

Sophie’s Troubles.

Stories for Catholic Children.
Grussi,

Tales of Adventure.

The Two Cottages.
lerton L

The Two Stowaways. Mary G. Bonesteel,

Uriel, Sister M. Raphael

Virtues and Detects of & Young Girl at
Home and at School. Ella M McMahon

LAUGHTER AND TEARS by Marion J
Brunowe. It should ‘e added to all our
libraries for the young

IN THE TURKiSH CAMP a 1d  Other
Stories. By Konrad Kuemmel. From the
German, by Mary Richards Gray.

BLUE LADY'S KNIGHT, THE.,
F. Nixon.

Selected
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Other Stories. A Book about Real Live

American Boys. By L. W. Reilly.
PRINCE ARUMUGAM the Steadfast Indian
Convert. By A. v. B. A beautiful littie
story describing the obstacles which a
Brahman Prince was forced to surmount
in order to become & Christian
CHILDREN OF MARY. A Tale of the
Caucasus. By Rev. Joseph Spillmanu, S.

MARON. The Christian Youth of the Leb-
anon By A.v. B

THE QUEEN'S NEPHEW. By Rev Joseph
Spillmann, 8.J. “This good little work, an
historical narration from the early Japane e
missions, is another contribution to juvenile
literature that deserves a welcome. We
hope it will be read by many of our boys
and girls."

WRECKED AND SAVED.
boys by Mrs. Parsons.

THREE INDIAN TALES. Namameha and
Watomilka, by Alex. Baumgsrtner, 8

Tahko, the Young Indian Missionary,

By A. v. B, Father Rene's Last Journey,
by Anton Hounder, S.J Translated by
Miss Helena Long

THE SHIPWRECK. A story for the Young.
By Rev. Joseph Spilim. S. J. Trans,
lated from the German by Mary Richards
Gray

CHIQUITAN FESTIVAI
CHnISTI DAY

A st for

OF CORPUS
A Tale of the Old Mis
sions «f South America. By Rev. Joseph
Spillmann, S Translated from the Ge
man by Mary Richards Gray
CROSSES AND CROWNS, by Rev Joseph
3pillmann. 8. J, Translated by Mary
hards Gray i
BLESSED ARE THE MERCIFUL
Tale of tre Negro Uprising in Haiti
Rev Joseph ¢ mann, 8 J
by Mary Richards Gray
THE TRIP TO NICARAGUA
the Days of the Conquistadores
Jos. Spi! mann, 8.J
Richards Gray
THE CABIN BOYS A Story for the Young,
By Rev Joseph Spillmavn, S.J. Trans
lated by Ma y Ricoards G ay
| LOVE YOUR ENEMIES. A Tale of the
Mao i Insurrections in New Zraland. By
Rev Joss b Spillmann, S. ]
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