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(By Clara Mulholland
“Truth,

ey Say, ''is  strangel

than fiction and so 1 verily be
leve that, had | been writing a
purely imaginary tale, 1 should have
hesitated to make the liberal use ol

find in the
1o relate 1o You

colncidence

story I an
It all

when, as

that you will

aboul
happened
4 youhg one
summer to Canterbury to take the
place of the good rector of St
Thomas' church, who had gone abroad
for a well-earned holiday I went
as a complete stranger to the town
But, being a man of quiet tastes,
and also a Jover of books, this did
not trouble me, and 1 setiled down
happily in the cheery little preshy-

many vears

1 went

ago
priest

tery, well pleased to be so near the
beautiful old cathedral, so close 1o
the spot wiere centuried ago the

blessed St Thomas-a-Becket had suf
fered martyrdom foi the faith

Afser a while, however, the Ca-
tholics of the wneighborhood began to
call, and I was drawn gradually into
the social life of the place I began
t0 make friends, and to frequent In
my leisure hours two or three pleas-
ant houses, becoming intimate with
their owners and interested in their
affairs

Among the people [ visited most
constantly were Mr. and Mrs. Rem-
ington, of Andover Hall. Miles Rem-
mgton was a man of filty or so, very
shy and retiring, and caring little
for society. He appeared, however,
content with his life, without any
ambition beyvond a desire for peace,
and leave to spend his days in  his
quiet library among his books His
wife, restless and dissat sfied, was of
a difierent order of beiags, and seem-

ed as eager for the society of her
fellow-creatures as he was to avoid
it.

When ! was in the humor for grave
and learned discussions I made my
way to Miles in the seclusion of his
big, airy study; and here it was |
first discovered that, despite their air
of well-doing and freedom from trou-

ble, myv poor friends had a great
SOITOW They had one son, and this
son, dearly as they loved him, wasa
disappointment and a grief to them
They seldom mentioned his name
even to each other, and no one in
*Canterbury had heard of his exist-
-ence. The Remingtons had, some

six years before, taken up their abode !

in Andover Hall, and were believed
by all who knew them to be a child-
less couple It was not till I had
known Miles intimately ior SO
weeks that he told me he had a son

““Poor Essie!"" he remarkeq one
day, as from the library window we
watched his wife drive off in her car

riage. ‘‘She lacks occupation and
goes restlessly to and fro trving to
jorget.’

“To forgel? I looked up with
stari “What can Mrs. Remington

have to forget?
His ’ace grew black as night, and

he drew in his lips
“A bad, ungrateful son,”” he said,
fiercely. ‘‘Surely that is something

o forget?’'”

“Yes. But—why, Remington, old
fellow, 1 never guessed, never sus-
mm_l’

“That we had a son? No. We

do not speak of him. FHe treated us
badly. But’’ (dashing his hand across
his eyes) ‘‘it is a painful subject.”
And, turning suddenly, he walked out
of the room

I sat alone by the window, sadden-
ed and distressed, wondering what 1
should say to comfort him on his
return. But when he entered the
room again he was smiling as pleas-
antly as ever. It was evident that
‘he wished nothing more to be said
upon the subject of his son; and, rcon-
siderably relieved, I felt obliged to
hold my tongue.

*‘Poor Remington!'' 1 reflected, as
1 walked through the cathieural close
“He's the last person in the world
~hut, alas! in this vale of tears who
is without some sorrow?’”’

The next time I found Mrs
ington alone; she looked at me
tearful eves, saying:

“So Miles has told you about Hu-
bert, Father?”

“Mr. Remington mentioned that
you had a son, who is a trouble to
you."’

“The poor lad!"" She went up and
down the room, her color coming and
going, trembling with emotion.
“Miles is, I often think, too hard on
He was disappointed, and so
We wanted our son, Father”
(sinking into an arm-chair, and mo-
tioning me to take one by her side),
“to go to the bar. Miles felt sure
he would shine and do us honor as a
barrister. But Hubert was stage-
struck, and, to our horrer, took an
t as a super in an East
End theatre. His father was en-
raged and ordered him to give it up;
no son of his should be an actor.
Hubert refused firmly. He had a
right to choose his own life, he said;
and, white and resolute, he left his
. He changed his name, and
where he is, or how he is getting on,
we know not.  Oh, it bhreaks my
heart! And Miles is often miserable,
too. But he will not give in. Hu-
bert must come and crave forgive-

Rem-
with

i

. ness, he says; and that, I know, he

is lost to

will never do. Our boy
; must one

~us; and our home, that
day be his, is desolate.
My eyes wandered round the bright
drawing-room, full of exquisite furni-
ture, fine pictures and gay with many
flowers.
“I mean our home in Dorset’ she
said, noticing my glance;, ‘‘the dear
Pouse—not this small
, ours only on a lease of afew
. It became hateful to us when
son went forth to such a life,
nd we left it.”’
&1 think,”’ I answered, speaking as
as possible, ‘‘that you have
somewhat nafair to your son and
his profession.”’

SX

~ “Bat, surely, vou do not approve of

the stage, Father?”
“The stage is a distinet power for
1, T replied. “And 1 have
le to be deeply moved and
nearer to God bv a good
®. There are excellent men—men
ht and honorable—among our ac-

me the great actors, ves; but
the supers—the poor—"'

Jis not a vice, and every-
: - *» = mh“‘q'
oo

¥
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L
reason why you should have kept n
CAN" RY touch with your son A word of lov-
ing encouragement, his home to come

have helped, perhaps sav-

the dangers you dread
vour backs upon him gnd
and a

1o, would
ed him, irca
Ly turning

ireating blmu as an outcast

pariah you left him open 1o lhe
temptations vyou  deplore so much
And, Who AROWS, vyOu may even now
be previ the thing you most
ecaruestly desire—namely , that b
should give up the siage and go 1o
the bar? Subpposing he did wish o
do so, how could he manage 1t with-
oul mouey or inends? I'he lad may
have been foolish, headstrong, wrong
if you please;, but—l trust vou will
forgive me, for 1 must say it—vou
his parents, have acted, to put it as

mildly as ]nu\\lbl(‘ most unwisely

Mrs. Remington grew pale as death
Her eves were full of woe

“Tel! Miks that’ (wringing her
hands “1e will listen to vou, per-
h.ﬂlx Anu oh, I long for mv bov—

I long for my hoy!”

“1 will speak strongly to vour hus-
tand when an opportunity occurs i
said, deeply moved by the mother s
anguish;, *“‘and please Gud, he will
soon agree 1o look for his son and
forgive him Meanwhile we must
pray To-morrow morning I'll ofier
the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass for
{you all; and we will begin—you and
I—a novena in honor of our Blessed

Lady, begging her, the Mother of
Sorrows, to watch over your son and
{bring him back safe and good 1o hi
{home."’

““Oh, Father, vour words ill me

with hope!! 1 will begin the novena
without fail to-moriow after Mass

I did not see Miles Remington that
day; and nex¢ morning 1 was tol!
ylh.n he had been called into Dorset-
|shire and would not retarn 1o Aud-
over Hall for some time

“Never mind,”” I said, encouraging
{ly to Mrs. Remington “We'll wait
[{ill he comes home Our Blessed La

'dy will bring things right very soon
So keep up vour heart

I One morning, a fortnight later d
note was brought to me It wa:s
from & very old friend, the widow
of the Hon. Charles Dimsdale i
schooliellow long since dead, 10
whom [ had been much attached. It
had been left by a messenger; and
as Mrs. Dimsdale lived in London, I
was astonished to see her writing on
an envelope brought to me from
Sturry, a pretty village barely two
miles from Canterbury I opened

her letter, therefore with a feeling of

wonder and surprise

“Ivy Cottage, Sturry
“Dear Father Cresham Molly and
I are here. It is- a charming, {
cluded nook. and suits us well for
[the moment Do please come and
see me I have much to tell yo
and am anxious for a few words ol
advice Yours very sincerels
“Elvira Dimsdale.’
Hastily laving aside my bhoo |
gol out bicvele and et ol lot

Without anyv aifliculty ]
Cottage; and, pushing open

Sturry
found 1Ivy

Lthe entered the garden L' pe
t! P under a wide-spreading
2ETT S sat M Dimsdale and
ker ¢ahics, between thewm a little
table iacrn with magazines, book:
and needlework The cottage was
covered with ros the beds jround
{the windows and down each side ol
the velvety sward were gay with
!Shirdley poppies and sweet-smelling

flowers of every hue. The whole place
looked bright and pleasdnt in the
sunshine—a perfect little paradise—a
|delightful retreat alter the fatigues
lof a London season. Truly Mrs
Dimsdale had chosen well. She and

| Molly would be very happy here, aund
it would be agreeable for me to have

them such near neighbors

At the sound of the opening gate
the ladies looked up, and, rising,
{came forward to greet me They
{were smiling, but as I took = then
hands in mine | saw, with sorrow

that taey were sad and dispirited
{Mrs. Dimsdale had dark rings under
{her eyes and a nervous, tremulous

{look about her mouth, while Molly—
bright, golden-haired Molly—was pale
{and worn, her once rosy, brilliant
{little face white as the dress she
| wore.

[ “Dear Father Uresham, how kind ol

[you to come so soon!'’ Mrs. Dims
{dale said. ‘“*After my long months
{of silence, you are indeed forgiving.’
i “Pooh! 1 Kknow you are a busy
| woman,"’ I laughed, *‘‘with vour

[rounds of gavety and a young daugh-
ter to take about. 1 was only too
glad to get vour note, and 1to learn
[that you were so neat I'd go far-
ther than Sturry, 1 assure you, 1o

{get a glimpse of you, and’ (turn-
{ing round, smiling) *“our beautiful
| Miss—""

But Molly was gone, and as 1 saw
ther slim, white figure disappear un-
{der the rose-grown porch 1 glanced in
Ixurpnsc and dismay at her mother.

“She knew 1 wished to talk to you
alone,” she said, hurriedly. *“'So
pray ait down, Father.”

I took the chair vacated by Molly
a few moments before; and, laying my
gloves upon the little table, looked

away across the fields toward the
river Stour and the thickly-wooded
hills.

“Molly does not seem well,” 1
said. ‘‘ Are vyou  here for her
health?"

“Molly is not well, Father. The

poor child is breaking her heart.”
1 started round i1 alarm.

l “But you must not allow that.

Give in to her. 1i she loves some

Mrs. Dimsdale sighed heavily.

given in where I did not approve.
Last Monday was to have been my
darling’s wedding day.”

“Last Monday?"’ 1 stared at her
aghast. “Then why are you here?
What has happened?”

““The bridegroom’’ (putting her
hand before her eyes) ‘‘diiappeared.
When the morning dawned he was
missing."’

I drew a long, deep breath and gaz-
ed in specchless sviapathy into  her

one you do mnot think good enough—'"|

‘I have done all that, Father — |
[deeply interested in beautiful Molly.” 'our poor Hubert, you can step out Ly |

|
!

!
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| white, agomized face A sob escaped
her, and she turned away her head
| “*The scoundrel!” broke ifrom e,

suddenh “Did he give no reason for
his conduct?
“None At their last meeting,

three weeks ago, he was still the ar-

dent, devoted lover As he bade her
‘Good-night he sad ‘1 asa going
the count: to-morrow When
I return, which shall be very soon,
sweetheart |  hope to have good
new s to tell vou—news that will
please 3o and add, if possible, to
our happiness She never saw him
again In vain she wailted and

watched Every morning she would
cry, ‘He will=he must come to-dayl’
and continued her preparations for
her marriage. But. alas' she
doomed to bitter disappointment. He
never returned Fown became un-
bearable iriends and answer-
ing questions, heartrending Con-
stance Levia, who was going abroad
~she and 1 were at school together
—Gfiered me this cottage, and 1 car-
ried my darlng off to it at once
But, oh, Father Cresham, her life is

steing

wrecked, her heart broken! What
her future will be ! tremble to
think Sometimes 1 fear for  her
reason

“My poor friend! 'Tis indeed a
terrible trial. What is this man?”’
“An actor—voung and handsome,
and a gentleman 1 felt sure; but only
taking poor and badly-paid parts
I used to fear he wanted my sweet
Molly for her money—for she has a
good fortune, vou know."

“Yes. What is the feliow’s name?"’
“Stanley  Westertor Oh, would

that we had never heard it!

“You made inquiries at his lodg-
ings and at the theatre?”

“Yes, over and over agair But
no one knew anvthing about him. He

had vanished

“Who are his people? Where did
he come from?”’

“That | do not know He was very
reticent, so r1eserved about his past,
that 1, in my anxiety for my child
was very unhappy, and imagined all
kinds of things about him and his
He had been badly treated by his
parents, she said, she did not care
10 hear anvthing more

“And he never told her who aad
what they were?

“Never Hi past was a secaled
hoo! Now 1 know why It was so
He had some black secret ja it that
he did not dare reveal. Some one

Knowing it must have turned up un
expectedly and, 1terrified, he fled
away

“ a Irange tory truly,” I
said, feeling sad and heavy at heart;
‘and most mysterio I'l young
man may have bee the tim  of
ftoul play

“That 1 cannot believe for, if so
we hould have en all about it in
i ,’u. 1M |
Seeing 1t was 1 I | argue that |
point, 1 did t. but devoted
myself 1 oothing and ¢ forting the

happy mother as far as 1 could. It
was a diflicult ta and at last,
Indimmg that no words « mine were
Ol the alle I bade her
‘Good-bye,” promising to call to see
her again very soon. ‘

. . » L »

As 1 went quickly down the path

toward the gate Molly flashed out

suddenly from hehind a great clump
of ronododendrons and stood belore
me, her sweet face now red now
white, her eyes full of eagerness and

\\as!

ed to meet tlom at dinner the even-
ing after their arrival

“Oh, I'l crrizinly come'!™ 1 re-

plied “Nothing could ghe wme
| greater pleasure.’
To my surprise, 1 was shown. on

my arrival inte Mrs. Remington's

{private  boudoir—a small but exqui-
(sile room opeaning nlo 1he rose gar-
| den As | walked over to the win-
{dow 1o get a nearer view of the love- |
Iv blossoms, wondering a little why
I had been taken in there, the door
{was flung open and the lady of the

house appeared upon the threshold
She was flushed, and trembling with

agitation and excitement; and as she '

took my hand | saw that her eves
were brimming over with tears.

“Oh, Father,” she gasped, before 1
had time to speak, ‘‘the most wonder-
ful thing has happened'”

Nothing  bad
{with Molly or her mother?”’

“No, no! They are here;, you will

them presently in the drawing-

!
See

| room But 1 felt I must tell vou
my news Oh, Father, our prayers
have been heard’ This morning
Miles arrived, and the friend i1s—Hu-
bert!"’

“Your son? Well and forgiven?”
“‘Forgiven, thank God and our La-

dy! Wel! in a sense, but not as we
should wish to see him He has
lost his memory; can tell nothing of
himseli=his life.”’

““A strange thing! lave the doc-
tors examined him?"

“Yes, some of the first men in

{London have been to our dear old
home in Dorset to see him.”

“lHow did he come there?”

“In an extraordinary—and, only for
the fatal result, 1 should say a pro-
vidential=way. The day Miles went
nome, five weeks ago, the train he
'was in ran into amother. No one
was killed and very few were injur-
ed. Miles escaped absolutely unhurt.
As he went about seeing if there was
thing he could do for those less
fortunate than himself, he came upon
ta voung man lving white and uncon-

an\

ious upon the ground le bent
down, and, with an overwhelming
feeling ol anguish and remorse, re-

ized his son At first he was
{convineed that he was dead But a
doctor who had hurried to the scene
ol the ddsaster, assured him

lived, and as soon as Miles

could find a conveyance he drove the
poor fellow home to Remington Ma-
nor, some ten or eleven miles away

His first impulse was to telegraph
for me, but the doctor, who accom-
panied them to the Manor, persuaded
him to wait In a few hours, he!
declared, Hubert would be conscious;

day or two, quite himself again;

it was useless to alarm me or
lany one else Anxious to spare me,
Mil followed his advice, and never
eyt mentioned the accident in  his
“Th next dav JHubert recovered
Co clou . > .'.l} wWas 0oon .Al)in‘ 10
up and walk about e knew

at home, spoke to his father

i ough they had never quarrelled
( i and seewed pleased with
evervthing But of his life since he
left in anger, three years ago, all
|x---.-.m1.u:. had passed away This
ent on for some weeks, the doctor

and Miles always hoping for a change
But it never came The poor fel
low’s memory was gone At last

the doctor, who had hitherto advised
against telling me of his state, coun-
elled bringing him here Do not

anxiety ! Wtell his mother of his arrival,” he
“Don't believe one word against said to Miles ‘Merelvy mention that
Stanley!” she cried, in a low, hus- you are bringing a friend to And-
ky voice “He left me, did not come over Hall, and take him suddenly in-
back;, but ‘twas no fault of his. lle to her presence Her surprise and
i1s dead, Father Creshham Nothing Jov at the unexpected sight of her
but death would keep him from me. son may have a good eflect—rouse and
He is dead, and 1—oh'" (tears chok- restore his lost memory
e her), “God alone knows how “And did 1t do 50?1 asked cager
desolate 1T am! Ivly “Ind he know you and te
“My dear child | took both her member all”
hands in mine carcely able to speak ““Alas’ no' =her eves brimbing
for emotion), *‘vou must be brave over with tears “He spoke to e
and strong Your trial is a severe as he had doune to his father, as
one God alone can give vou though he had seen me a few hours
strength to bear it before, but he can tell me nothing

“And you'll not believe—not think

ill o1 Stanlev?

“No, not till | know more I
would be wrong to condemn him too
readily

**Oh, thang you, Father'" He:
lovely eyes filled with tears, her
lips quivered “I ouly my mother
woula speak like that! ‘lTime must
clear his memory but she will not

think so.

“Her great love for vou, dear child,
makes 1L hard for her 10 look calml:
aud dispassionately at the matter
I she loved you less—"

“1 know=—l know! And, oh
(wringing her hands), *“1t is all an
awful and horrible mystery!”

Sad and perplexed, 1 sat up far in-

to the night pondering over the
!young girl s unhappy Iate Her
constancy and faith in her lover
pleased me much, but her mother's
jview of the case scemed the more

probable A living man can some-
| times disappear completely if he will,

{a dead man generally tells his own
tale.  liad Stanley Westerton died
suddenly or had he been murdered,

{his body must be found, and the mys-
tery of his apparent cruelty and de-
sertion eventually cleared up.

i Feeling sure that a sympathetic
{woman would be of immense value
{to the sorrowing mother and her
heart-broken daughter, 1 told Mrs
! Remington their sad story, and ask-
ted her to visit them. Greatly in-
| terested, she said she would go to
{Ivy Cottage that very day.

| “*You are very kind, and | am sure
iyou will like them.”

| “So am I. And Miles, too—will be

““When does he return?”’

“I can't say. His business has
{taken much longer than he imagined.
{ But he may turn up, he writes, any
|day, and is bringing a friend wth
him. I am to have our best spare
room ready.’”’

'So there is ne fear of his arriving
while you are in Sturry?”’

“None. 1 really don't believe he'll
come for a week or so vet This
friend of his has been ill and is not
lquite ready to travel.”

{ ““An invalid?  That will be trouble
{for you?"”

She smiled
| “Miles says he will be no trouble,
land is altogether amiable. So,T as-
{sure you I am anxious for him to ap-

| pear.”’
l “You and Miles are a wonderiul
pair. Well, I hope they mayv soon

‘arrive, and make you happy.”

The result of Mrs. Remington's vis-
it to the cottage was far happier
than T had ever hoped or expected.
m ladies took to eah other at
mee.  Their aequaintance develo

pidly into  iriendship: and :

4 . L
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of all that must have happened to
him during the last three vears."

“ "Tis verv sad—a great trial. Does
the doctor hold out any hope of his
ultimate recovery?

“Yes, but in a vague way. He now
says that if some one he knew and
liked during his time in London
were suddenly to appear, great good
might be done; and, even at the
worst, time will surely do much for
him."’

“A perplexing state of affairs, tru
ly. And meanwhile how does he
seem? Is he happy. or troubled and
anxious?

“l can hardly say. At times he
smiles and talks cheerfully. Then,

again, 1 fancied just now, when he
thought no one was observing him,
that he had a strained look in  his
eyes, as though he were striving to
recall something to his mind But 1
would !ike vou to see him, Canon,
without his knowing that you were
looking at him.’

“That will be a difficult thing to
accomplish.”’ :

“No, not at all difficult, if you will
do what 1 ask, and that is to go at
once into the drawing-room and take
your stand in the big bow window,
st behind the large pals and
ferns at the side near the sola. They
will shelter you completely, and you
will be unseen by any one entering
the room. I'll send Hubert in as
soon  as possible.  But if one or even
two of our guests come in first, pay

no attention, but remain in yvour
hiding-place. Thke palms will con-
ceal you completely, and when you

have secen and formed an opinion of

the
as-

the open window and re-enter
drawing-room, when we are all
sembled in the usual way."”
Anxious to do anvthing I could to
please myv poor friend, 1 hurried off
to the drawing-room and stepped in-
to the secluded corner she had men-
tioned. As I did so the door opened
and dropping my book, T turned quick-
iy round, eager to catch a sight of
the voung man's face in the full light
of the large window as he entered. It
was not Hubert Remington how-
ever, who came in, but Molly Dims-
dale A\s myv £7¢8 rested on the sad
icountenance of the sweet gzirl, 1
{breathed a fervent praver. begging
'our dear Lord and His Holy Mother
to console her in her great sorrow.
Relieving herseli alone, Molly passed
slowly on and sat at the piano. She
ipassed her fingers lightly over the
keys and played the opening bars of
a soft melody. Then her hands fell
away from the notes, and a sob es-

u’u her.
‘Not that!" she muirmured.
A :: e . firm steps hur

“lt

—nothing wreng |

that he |

t the piano. |
"o her eves

_—
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and, pushing aside the music stool,
stepped into the middle of the room

As she did so the door burst open,
and a voung, fine-looking man, an ex-
pression of eager joy and happy ex-

pectancy in his eves, sprang toward
her across the floor

‘*Stanley!

The name fell soitly from the girl's

of mingled wonder
and delight, a advanced with
outstretched hands, her radiant
and quivering with emotion
“Molly—sweet Molly—at last'"’
His were round her, her head
upon his breast; and, scarcely seeing
t, 1 turned and staggered
out through the open window

lips, in a 1tone
she

lace

arm

where 1 went
- . - - L

Thus was the mystery solved at
last Stanley Westerton and Hubert
Remington were one and the same
person His great love for Molly
and his anxiety to place her in her
right and proper position when she
became his wife made him resolve to
give up the stage and go to the bar
To do this it was necessary to see his
father ard obtain his forgiveness and
approval. With this intention, not
knowing that his parents had taken
up their abode at Andover Hall, he
stepped into the train and set out for
Remington Manor
cident cut short his journey, the care
and attention bestowed upon him by
his father saved his life His sud-

The railway ac- |

|

There's never a
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The Silver Lining

There was never a day'so sunny
But a hittle cloud appears,

There's never a life so happy
But has had its time of tears

Yet the sun comes out the brighte
When the stormy tempest clears

There's never a garden
With roses in every

growing
plog,
heart so hardeneu

But it has one tender spot,

|We have only to prune the borde:

den meeting with Molly restored his |
lost memory, and soon everything
was made clear Their marriage |

was not long delaved, for they haa
nothing to wait for

At Remington Manor, an ideal Ca-
tholic home, with its beautiful old
chapel, in which, during all the dark
vears of persecution and suffering, the
sanctuary lamp has never been ex-
tinguished, surrounded by their chil-
dren and friends, their days pass rap-

idly; and 1 know of few people so
happy as sweet Molly and her Dbig,
good-looking husband, Hubert Rem-

ington —The Ave Maria

Do You Keep up Your Corres-
pondence

Certainly if the above question were
addressed to one hundred persons we
might confidenily expect that ninety-

”
|

To find the forget-me-not.

Ihere's never a cup so pleasant
But has bitter with the sweet;

{There's never a path so rugged

There's never a

”

!
|

That bears not the print of feet
And we have a Helper promised
For the trials we may meet,

sun that rises
But we know 'twill set at night

The tints that gleam in the morning
At evening are just as bright,

And the hour that is the sweetest
Is between dark and light.

There's never a dream that's hapys
But the waking makes us sad;

There's never a dream of sorrow
But the waking makes us glad;

We shall look one day with wonde:
At the troubles .we have had.

There's never a way so narrow

nine would reply by asking another. | But the entrance is made straighb:
“Why should we consume time in do- | There's always a guide to point u

ing anyvthing so useless?’’

, That second question indicates the
general view of letter writing. Itis
a bore, more or less;, the kind of
thing one is forced to do in some
' measure, but not one to be cultivat-
(. So we hastily scribble a few
lines to our relatioas, or, if we be
long to the masculine persuasion, we
|dictate the letter to a clerk, who
(rattles it off on his typewriter, and
we bre~the again.

In spite of the general tendency to
Iregard letter writing as a bother, we
adhere to the notion that most of us
would be all the better if we practic-
ed it a little more. We are not re-
ferring to the educational aspect of
|the matter, we mean that it would
afford us a method of obtaining re
laxation of a soothiug nature
We are constantly on the lookout
for some relaxation, we go to the
theatre, the “variety entertainment”
'and what not, we play cards, cro-
lquet, ping-pong, tennis and other
games, we cycle, we read sensational
land realistic novels—in fact, we do
|everything or anvthing that will ex-
|cite, but we omit the majority of
"things that soothe.

Well, letter-writing 1s one of the
lattcr.  We have an opportunity of
unburdening our minds to friends or

{relatives who will sympathize with
our worries and share our pleasures
It is human nature to seek sympa-
{thy and to wish that others shall
| participate in our jovs The work
of writing would pass the time and

lwould form an agreeahle form of re-
laxation In return we should re-
ceive letters—and who does not listen
for the postman’s knock? Do you no.-
confess to a feeling cof disappoint-
ment if, when the postman has thrust
a letter through the slit in the front
door, vou find that the maid has ta-
ken it to the kitchen? It is not for

ou!

’Yu. we should most probably de-
ve considerable benefit if we were
¢ 1o write more letters to friends,

a money exx

|

|
!

To the “little wicket gate."
And the angels will only be zeare:
To a soul that is desolate.

There's never o heart so haughty
But will some day bow and knee!
There's never a heart so wounded
That the Saviour cannot heal,
There's many a lowly forehead
That is bearing the hidden seal
—Sacred Heart Review.

While more prevalent in winter,whe:
sudden changes in the weather trj
the strongest constitutions, colds and
coughs and ailments of the throat
Inay come in any season. At the
first sight of derangement use Bic-
kle's Anti-Con'umptive Syrup. lo-
stant relief will be experienced, and

use of the medicine until the cold
disappears will protect the lungs
from attack. For anyone witt
throat or chest weakness it cannot
be surpassed.

We cannot, indeed, ignore the ten-
dencies in our nature that would
bring us to a higher, broader, truer
life without ignoring that which is
best in our being.  We wonld there
by clip the wings of our soul in the
unholy attempt to keep it grubbinz
on the earth for ever. The progress
of the world, the human conscience
the stamp of nobility impressed upor
individual men are all the effect o
the unending aspirations of the so
to reach a higher state He, indeed
is wise who sees his life lving in the
path above
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Rheumatis

when drugs and doctors fail 4o care .
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