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sipid mind of Mr. Tibbot O'Lear

they were in her natural life-time on
the very ill-bred gentlemen whom
they called Octavius  Cwsar. Al-
though habits of retireraent and
absence of mind, had made him very
unobservant of the manners of his
own time, and he was apt to make
awkward mistakes oceasionally, both
at his own table and at those of
others, yet he could hardly be taxed
with a want of breeding, for he would
have known to a nicety how to con-
duct himself at the tables of Lucullus
or Macoenas, when those who now
laughed at him for his ignorance,
would have looked looked like fools
or clodpoles by his side.

But the darling object of his affec
tions was a round tower. What
especially charmed him about these
singular buildings was, that nobody
in the world could tell for what pos
sible use they were intended. Vol
umes on volumes had been written,
all proving the great learning and
acuteness of the different writers, yet
the subject still remained as much a
mystery as ever., What in thé world
could they be for ? That was the
question which constantly recurred
to his mind, alone or in company,
silent  or conversing, sleeping or
awake. There they were, round,
lofty edifices, as cylindrical inside
and gutside as the barrel of a gun
exact in all their proportious, and
admirable in their masonry, vet of
no possible use that anybody could
divine—no steps—no way of getting
up to the top either inside or outside,
no apartment underneath, nothing
but its small doorway, and the tall
circular wall, as if the sole object of
the founder had been, to show
high it was possible to build a round
wall, which could not be of any
earthly use to himself or to anybody
else. Theycoulc -~arcely have been
watch towers, seeing that some (as
at Glendaloch) were at the bottom of
a valley, and surrounded by hills,
any one of which would give a better
view than at the top of the round

how

tower. Norcouldtheyhavebeen Stylite |

coluhns, since that was acknow-
ledged to be almost exclusively an
Oriental institution. Nor could he
see that great resemblance in struc
ture, which others professed to dis-
cover between them and the Pyratheia
of the Persian Gaurs which are still
to last
were at least habitable and access-
ible, What earth could they be
for ? There was no knowing, and
that  was the very circumstance
which wed his mind, and kept
intellectual powers for ever
the stretch.

Absorbed by such pursuits, he
not for a long time the

be seen in the east, for those

on

fascn
his on
felt
loneliness of
house with no other company than
that man, Tom Nash, and a
moving antique in the shape of an
old who his
housekeeping. Tom felt no great in
for ruins old new,
had a much keener taste for a
corned round beef, or a cheek
pork and than for all

round towers between Scattery Island
and the Persian Gulf. However,
always or seemed to listen
attentively, while his master spoke,
and latter, in their rambles
from place to place, unfolded to his
mind’'s eve the most recondite learn-
ing of was careful to
mark at the same time his attention,
and his astonishment at every new
piece of information by such intelli-
gent observations as “Se that!”
“"Murther, murther !" “Well, well,
there’s nothing can surpass the art
o' man !”

In this complacency he found hig
account. An attentive or patient
pair of ears was an article which his
master valued in proportion to its
rarity, and as amongst the few which

of his

wolinan, took care of

terest either

and

or
of

greens,
listened

the

past ages, he

flourished iy his vicinity, still fewer |

were at his service as often he
could wish, his esteem for those
which adorned the head of Tom Nash,
made him liberal to their owner.
And if ever any piece of neglect or
awkwardness occurred to

as

always treated him, Tom had it
always in his power to restore him-
to favour, by taking the first
opportunity to ask as if from a rev-
erie : "Why, then, I wondher, mas-
ther, what in the airthly universe
could them ould towers be built for?”

This was certain to bring back
good humour, and in the learned dis-
quisition which followed, all traces
of displeasure were sure to be for-
gotten.

I have
O'Leary

self

already said that M.
lived almost alone, nor,
though yet young, did he seem to
have any idea of (as the phrase is)
“ changing his condition.” Rumour
said, indeed, for ramour will find its
way even into a wilderness, that it
had not always been so, and that a
disappointment of a nature which
least of all could be suggested by his
present character and pursuits, had
much to do both with his present re-
tirement and studies. It was
whispered, moreover, that he owed it
all

his

to an unreasonable exercise of

the same spirit of restless and fid- |

getty curviosity, which had been a
leading feature in his character from
childhood, and many thought
present m'vu’m!i(m were no more
than a new direction taken by
ruling passion. The manner in
which first met with this
Nash, furnished a proof that he had
been afflicted with it long before it
took its nresent turn,

his

1
ne

Mr, Tibbot O'Leary was left early
in possession of his property ;
early that he was compelled to be-
come o man of hssiness almost be-
fore he was a man at all. Even at
this period, however, and indeed long
before, he was the same
systematic, prying, inquisitive, untir-

g | her
his position, living in a dilapidated

| without

' | with casement windows, at
of |

the |

he

| tainly am glad to see you !

diminish | ..
the cordiality with which his master |

|

| to
the |

man |

i\ some for the digestion,”

80 |
| better cook in Kentucky State,”

to his neighbours that he was all his
life, until his rver of curiosity hap-
pily emptied itself into the boundless
ocean  of  antiquarian  rvesearch,
There was scarce o sentence left his
lips, or a thought passed through his
mind, which might not have had a
note of interrogation placed at e
end of it. i

TO BE CONTINUED
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THE HOSTESS OF
CLOVER INN

*

Clover Inn stands in a triangular
garden with an outlying meadow, at
the fork of the roads to Clinton and
Greenbrier. It is a one-story build
ing with slanting roof in which blink
many garret windows, a roof far pro-
jecting and shadowing the porch
which extends on the four sides of
the hostelry.

The Clover, befare the building of
the railway had been a famous inn,
and in these latter days, though
little money is taken in except in the
summer season, it has not degener-
ated in its keep. The house remains
uniformly neat and clean, the garden
paths and flower beds trim and weed
less, and from the kitchen still come
the soups and meats that have made
the culinary art of the Widow Rob
bins noted far and near. There were
diversities of opinion among the
people of Oakwood on many subjects
but everyone agreed that the widow
was a first-rate cook and a thorough
Iv upright woman,

“She fwould be a saint if "twarn't
for her temper,” said Miss Pinky
White to Mr. Hoddle, who kept the
“"general” store, that modest country
counterpart of the great department
stores of the city.

"An' it 'pears to me, Miss Pinky,
that that's modified considerable of
late,” said Mr, Hoddle.

"It have ever since Louis did
part for places unknown,” declared
Miss Pinky ; continning in a tone of
reflection, "Dear seuses, how time do
fly ! I was quite a young girl when
that event transpired.”

“A lady is as young as she looks
an’ there is immortal flowers,” re
sponded Mr. Hoddle gallantly.

Miss Pinky, turned fifty, received
the compliment with a blush, and de-
cided to take a dress of that polka
dot calico which hadq
wavered for upwards of an hour

It was a warm June afternoon and
on her way home, Miss Pinky, wad
dling along the path exposed to the
rays of the sun, decided in her mind
that, as she had to pass the inn,

de

over she

she
would pay a “pop visit” and exhibit
purchase to the widow
for whose opiniou she had great re-
spect.

Making ber way without ceremony
the far end of the hall that cut

inn in two, Miss #inky entered
knocking, the widow's
ting-room, a spruce little apartment
one end
of which sat the widow in a rocking
chair, hemming an article of wearing
apparel.

"Pinky White ! exclaimed,
bundling up her work in her lap, and
jumping up from her chair. I cer-
I'd a’ sent
for you if you hadn’t come. But
right down here where it's cool, an’
take this palm leaf. You are flesh
not that I'm casting reflections ; it's
healthy an’ keeps back the appear-
ance of years, but one does get hetted
up, one certainly does.”

The widow herself was thin and
wiry, and possessed a pair of sharp
eyes that had never needed what she
would have denominated as

Robbins,

to
the

St

she

set

“spees.”

| The acute sharpness of her eyes be-

lied, though, a heart big and bound-
lessly hospitable.

"You've got something particular
on your mind ?” queried Miss Pinky,
sinking back in the companion chair
to the widow, and wielding the fan

| presented her.

“I have,” sni(l‘lho widow with em-
phasis. "I have had a dream and it
upset me !"

Miss Pinky raised
the palm leaf in
“Mattie Robbins !" she ejaculated,
“of all the unreasonable women
you're the unreasonablest, a believin’
in  dreams! Don't you know its
against the catechiz, puttin' faith in
dreams, omens, an’ all such like ?"

"I know my catechiz, Pinky, an’ I
never misdoubted aught that is there-

her hands and
consternation.

| in containin’, only I know if 1 eats

green apples, it's bound to give me
cramps, but the eating of 'em is my
fault, but it ain’t my fault I dream’
that dream, and no such dream but’s
bound to give you indigestion, so to
speak.”

“What was it you did dr
asked Miss Pinky, her curiosity
ting tho better of her orthodoxy.

“T dream that Louis was dead !”
replied the widow, looking about her
in awe,

“Well, that ain't going to kill him,”
smiled Miss Pinky.

“No, it ain’t ; but I never saw

e
get-

as | see you now, Pinky White, 1 saw
him stretched in his coffin”—here
the widow broke down and cried a
little.
“Now, now, Matty, don't give way
such foolishness,” entreated Miss
Pinky. “Your eatin’ for supper
mayn't agreed with you.’

“"What I eat I prepare myself, and
[ reckon to cook my victuals whole
retorted the
widow, a little snap in the tone of
her voice.

"It's well known there ain't no
Miss
Pinky made haste to declare.

The widow~ sighed. “It wasn't

| eatin’ as done it, it was a guilty ton-
busy, |

she said.
no,” continued

science,”

“No, the widow,

ing burthen to himself, and plnguel “you never, no one ever did know the

| asked

whole truth but Father Browne, God
vest  his soul! And Father Nelson
when he come to take his place,
Louis never ran away ; 1 droye him
from the shelter his father provided.
I drove him from the Clover, that's
his home by rights,”

Miss Pinky stared at her friend,
not sure but that she was out of her
mind. “"How could you do that
she faltered, scarcely knowing what
she said,

“"How could 1!"
“you may well

cried the widow,
ask that question.
Pinky White ! But I did, an’ if he's
Aead for want of anything 1 could
a-helped, 1 killed him just as sure as
if 'd-shot him with that vifle of his
father's a-hanging over the chimney-
piece.”

She paused to take breath, and
then hurried on. “It's ten vears ago,
come Assumption Day, since I drove
him out. You and the folks think
me a good woman, me whose heart
and soul was set on things of this
world to that extent that | drove my
only son from me., 1 was proud of
the Clover, proud of what his father
and me had made it, but his mind
didn't lay that wayv—he wanted to
go to college. First I quarrelled
with Father Browne, who sided with
Louis, and he died without my ever
having made it up with him.”

Again the widow paused, and when
she continued to speak her voice was
choked and sung to a whisper, so
that Miss Pink with white face bent
forward to egteh what she said.

"One day Louis came to me and
said Father Browne would get him
in a college, if I'd help him a little.
I wouldn't listen to him, and 1
daren't think of the cruel words |
said to him, and 1 told him he'd have
to learn to run the Clover or get out
of the inn altogether, an’ when he
said he'd have to go and wanted to

| explain, I put him out of the house

with my own hand. 1 didn't mean
to be harsh with him ; I thought I'd
scare him and he'd come back in the
morning, his will broke. He didn't
come, as you well know, an’ I got to
make myself believe he'd
me ; and when letters come
hand write, T burned

then when they didn't
when 1'd a-given all I got, an
fair fortune,
didn't know where to go to look
him. Punished cried,
I've been punished, but not

an

deserted

in
up. an
come, an
that

ws of hi

his
‘em

to get ne
she
aho
beyond my deserving.

She lay
moaned,

and
Pinky

all

in her chai
and frightened Miss

if Father Nelson knew

that she had been told.

“"He does,” said the widow,*
months has been all
could to find t of Louis, but I'm
convince use., If I'd only
mvelopes he sent

back

an’ for
doing that he
rack
it's no
of them

me with something

kept one
printed on 'em !
wailed the unhappy w

Miss Pinky sat thinking. NOW,
Matty, she burst out suddenly, “what
ever you may think, I feel
all right ; an’ for sure if
earth, as he certainly is,
Nelson 11 find him.'

Although unconvinced, the widow
allowed the prophecy of Miss Pinky
to hearten her gradually, and, by
the time her visitor to leave,
she had boen roused to take a fleet
ing interest in the polka dot calico
Miss Pinky had been so anxious to
display.

The widow was well aware that
the idiosyneracies of her erratic tem
perament were commented on by her
neighbors, but what they would say
if they the truth concerning
the abrupt departure of Louis from
Oakwood up to this time we had
scarcely dared to think. Hitherto,
a certain  amount of pity had
been accorded her when the matter
was discussed, people taking into
consideration to all appearance that
Louis had run away from home.
But of late this undeserved commis
eration had bitter to the
widow, and she was constrained to
let the truth be generally known.

iman.,

Louis is

he's on

rose

knew

become

Miss Pinky happened in on her at
a moment when she felt keenest the
evil wrought by her stubborn, un-
curbed will, and her revelation of the
truth was made. Not, though, bhe-
cause she hoped to receive from Miss
Pinky the condemnation that she
felt would be a balm to her in her
wrefchedness. “"Pinky would only
pity one the more, the slimier and
deeper down he'd had a fall,” she
mused when her friend left her.
“"But she's that innocent she’ll tell
the first one she meets—not that
she's a gossip, for a slanderin’ word
did trouble her tongue or give speech
to her lips. She'll suspicion I'm
goin’ to tell such as drop in to call,
an’ she'll want to be aforehanded
with their judgment, making little of
what I done, an’ strivin to keep me
up in the opinion of all.”

The Widow
her conjecture,

Robbins was right in

Miss Pinky spoke

hin |
{ other than alive before, an’ as plain

|

out of a full
whom she
band's

heart to Mrs.
met, coming in her hus
buggyv from Greenbrier. 1
never did see one so broke down, for
a fact, an’ we're just got to turn
an' give her all the comfort we can,

| for if it do turn outthat Louishas de-

parted this life in peace
boy than he in
never did see it's just

was every way 1

going to
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break his mother's heart,” agseverat-
ed Miss Pinky.

right to think
turned him  out
mercies of a cold and thankless
world,” responded  Mrs.  Ouram,
"Law me, it's like it were vesterday,
it's that clear to my mind ! she pur
sued. "You remember we all was
a-goin’ to Miss Norah school ? As
sweet and patient a4 woman as ever
lived, an’ she with consumption in
the blood of her veins a-wearin, her
self out ! Well, Martha Greene, the
Widow Robbins is, was kep' in
for spellin, or maybe 'twas her sums,
I don't remember vightly which ; an’
I was keepin' her company for my
letters, for I was a little thing, an’
Martha was in the graduatin® class.
All on a sudden she got up and fiung
her slate across the room—mnow 1he
member 'twas her sums, she'd a had
no need for a slate for spellin’ ‘1
won't be kep' in with babies," she
says, an' gives me a look that
me crying——it do make me laugh to
think of it now—an' Miss Norah
comes an’ puts her arms about her,
an’ says how it's for love of her she
insists on the doin’ of the sums, for
she wants her to shine when she
quits school. 'l love Matty ;
don’t you vour teacher she
says. ‘No, 1 don’t! an' I'm goin’ to
quit  school right now! roared
Martha, an’ snatched up her sunbon-
net an’ tears out an’ she never did
return no more, It ain't no wonder,
with such a temper, she turned Louis
out to starve or

"Oh, but 1

"She'd a
afore

that
the

of

she on

as

sets

vou,
love

worse,”
remember,”  pleaded
Miss Pinky, “"when Miss Norah got
she could work no more, Matty
took her in her best front room with
real checkerberry furniture, an kep
her till she lay down and die.”
"I ain't denyin’ she's got a
Lheart when she can put vou
obligation to her—but sakes alive !
the down, an’ I've got
Mr. Ouram’s light bread to make up
for supper. Come up, soon, Pinky,”
invited Mrs. Ouram cordially, and
whipping up the horse left Miss
Pinky to meander her way home,
That evening a number of Mrs.
dropped in
Greenbrier, and
the evil thing done at
the Clover Inn ten vears a4g0 was re-
lated in I'he

Robins

50

;_((n)(l
under

sun's goin

neighbors

story of
wondering ears,
the Widow
abroad early to see about a

1nnyg was
maid
whose services she expeeted to en-
for the inn, and in the
of the few women she
read he

averted
!
condemnation. "Pink’y
thought to herself, and
bumility, a strange:

told, he
felt a
rjoyvinent
her

strange
at being at last estimated
proper worth, Attrition
peace ol
tion was hers for the first

Father Nelson had gone Loouis
ville to see the Bishop: and inciden
tally to seek idings for
and, the sexon
the church hurrying down the
in her direction, the widow
for him under the shade of
to learn if he knew the

she
contri
time,

to
for t Louis
of
road

Robbins, seeing

oak,
the

an
hour of

| priest’s return.

The sexon had evidently
nothing, for as he neared the widow,
he bade her a brisk and cherry good
“An
to Muss, ma

“"Why, has Father Nelson returned,
Mr. McBride 2 exclaimed the widow,
in a tremble.

niorning. you're on your way

un ? he asked.

"He have this morning, ma'am, his
reverence an' another strange priest.
They come by the night train, an’ a

to come that same. But 1 musn't
be standin’, ma'am, Tom Dorrey run
over for me with a
reverence as I
breakfast, an’ 1
with the keys,

Masses, an’ him

was
told
for
an

sittin’ down
Tom to run
therve'll be
his brother

to
on

ma’am, if we won't be toc late.”

The church was but a
tance off, and, as the
after the sexton, she made up her
mind to wait in the churchyard for
Father Nelson after Mass. She did
not wish to detain him, in all prob-
ability he had no news. In that
case a nod from him would suffice.
But should there be news! Then
she would ask him to appoint an
hour for her to éome to hear it.

The Church of the Holy Name is a
simple rustic structure framed in
the shape of a cross, and is not with-
out beauty. Each arm of the cross
forms a chapel, the ;right arm being
the Chapel of the Sacred Heart.

The widow knelt before the high
altar to offer the homage of her
humbled heart to the ever-living
presence of the King, and then pro-

short dis-

ceeded to the chapel on the right. |

There were to be simultaneous

Masses, probably one would be offered |
“Come to me, all you who are |

there.
weary and heavy laden,”
golden and rubridated
stained window
altar of the Sacred
weary and heavy
burden of repeated sin.

gleamed in
letters on the
behind the
Heart. She was
laden with

glass

Soflt footsteps entered the chapel. |

The attended
came to offer the

priest, by

sacrifice.  She did

; | not raise her head, but presently she
an’ a better |

was attracted by
priest’'s voice as he made that an-
nouncement of mighty import, for
ever and without ceasing being made
here on earth, Introibo altare
Not alone was she attracted
by the melody of the ennunciation
and the majesty of the words, Going
to the altar of God to offer Him the
unbloody sacrifice of the body and
blood of His Son, the Christ of a
non-glorious Calvary for the unjust
that they may be made perfect, for
the just that they may be made just,
for re-pentant sinners like herself
that they be washed utterly clean,
She remained bent, her face
hidden in her hands, $ill the “Gloria”

the quality of the

ad

to |

next |

met, she |

| the moulding and

waited |

heard |

the
| the
deal of a hurry he must have been m |

message from his |

two |
will |
serve, an’ we'll be steppin’ out lively, |

widow hurried |

{ would arouse them.
| works

the |

his server, |

was reached. Then when it rang
forth buoyant jubilance of praise in
the voice of he voung priest, she
raised her head and gazed with all
her might, "The Lord be with you,"”
he turned to pray and bless,

She knoelt in
wall, hid from his view,
could see him well, and
cried out to her son,

This, then, was the goal he wished

ch, and in her love of
mastery, her pride of self-will, her
turbulance of temper, would not
listen to him, She had been very
blind, very foolish, very wicked, and
now she felt herself to he very old,
and humbled, and penitent, and she
wept sorrowfully,

There was an inner and an outer
sacristy, and to the latter shegerept
when the Mass was ended, and stood
trembling in a corner awnit
coming forth,

She had long to wait till his
thanksgiving was made, and when
he appeared, tall and slender, and
walking swiftly, she had only strength
left to put out her hands, and gaze
at him with straining eves,

He called her “Mother,” 'and sob-
bing, caught her to him.
from him down on her
clutching in a quavering voice,
"God has been very good to me, a
miserable sinne H. T. Byrd, in
Calendar of the Sacred Heart.

the shadow the
she

heart

of
but
her

she,

to his

She slipped

knees, and,

——
THE POWER OF EXAMPLE

The Catholic Sentinal quotes the
following from Professor John Mason
Tytler's book “Growth and
tion"

The child
manners and almost
peculiarity of teachér and parent
with like results. Not only habits
of speech and action, but preferences
and aversions, esthetic and moral
standards arise, grow and take form.,
as the result of surrounding condi
tions. He knows not how. But
these habits of speech, action and
thought become fixed and un
changeable, and fashion his whole
life. impressions are deep
and and often consciously
remembered in old age, when all else
has been forgotten,

Our  hrethren
Chureh can teach

Eduea

imitates the

any

gait and
striking

soon
These

lasting,
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not
value most

school is not so much
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With a w
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forgotten, but

habit will be permanent.
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RELIGIOUS

.

DRONES

On  the first Sunday of Advent

Archbishop Glennon paid his respects |

to religious drones or “sleepers
These are to be found
nothing ex
His remarks follow:
the beginning
the ecclesiastical year. It is called
Advent the firs ‘\nl‘uln_\v
because we are invited to begin pre
paration for the adven{ or coming of
Christ  King, the Child
whose first advent to the world was
on the Christinas night  of
" And the epistle of to-day
that this is the occasion to ‘rise from
sleep,” for ngw our salvation is at
hand.
e
think, begin
and need of this
know our duty:

as he termed.

everywhere. Good for
tocriticize,
To-day marks

(this

\ing
being

Jesus,

would be

to

most
wifh

interesting, 1
the character

An awakening sup
poses a sleep. The sleep that St.
Paul refers not, however,
sleep of the body, but what is
important, the sleep of the soul.

"1t was from the sleep of paganism
and the sleep of sin that St. Paul
"Cast aside the
of darkness,” he tells, ‘and
walk honestly, as in the day. Put
aside,” he says, "the thraldom of sin,
of impurity, of riotous living : break
the bonds that bind you and put on
the Lord, Jesus Christ.'

"My dear friends, the paganism
and the sins that in St. Paul's day
afflicted the world afflicts it still, so
that the preachings of St. Paul apply
to-day just as much as then. He had
paganism (it is another name for
worldliness) to contend with., So
have we. 1In thesleep of worldliness
our people are bound as with chains,

“Yet the tissue of it all is of this
world bodily pleasure, of mental
recreation. It is
around with paganism, which no di
vine sun can penetrate.  In its dark
the night wanderers, come
and go, filled with the conceit of vain

to is

of

ness they,

accomplishments and trifling dec
“There is a vast

the

army constantly

marching to grave whose souls

become so steeped in sleep’s nepenthe |

be

to
igible

regarded

quantity,

as
a8 of doubtful

"1t it interesting tonote the antics
of the grand army
Some them
and a fit of philanthropy seizes them.
They will prove that they are awake
by the energy they display, by
money they donate or solicit ; but as
they have nosoul to give it, they soon
lapse into sleep again.,

“And some of the sleepers there
are who try to make their world
fairer by promoting literature, art or
science,  With these, however, their
enthusiasms chill, their disillusions
vanish and the soulless production
proves to be empty and generally
vicious.

of the sleepers.

of

the |

the |

of |

long ago. |

tells us |

awakening, and to |

| old

altogether a |

start in their sleep, |
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are entirely different from
others both in their composi-
tion and their effect—complete
evacuation without purging or
discomfort
25c. a box at your drug

MATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED

THIS MONEY-MAKING
BOOK IS FREE

: Tells of an Investment Safer and
the |

More Profitable Than Bank
or Railroad Stock.

Endorsed by Leading Bankers
Government Officials and the

A valuable book of interest to and |
for circulation only among Catholics |

has just been issued, and will be sent
free and postpaid to any reader
the CaTHoLic REcOorD who has $20 or
more to invest.

The book tells of a line of business |
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and

that has
dividends,

paying enormous
which is being sup-

ported by Catholics to the extent of |

$75,000,000 a year. It contains most
complete facts and figures relating to

| this particular business and the as-
encompassed

tonishing dividends paidstockholders.
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If you would like to have a copy of |

this book, address Philip Harding,
Dept. 614 1, Box 1301, Philadelphia,
‘a.

Mr. Havding requests that no one
write simply through idle curiosity
and unless you are a member of the
Catholic Church the book will be of
no interest to you, because only
Catholics will be permitted to hold
stock in this particular institution,
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A Guide Book for Catholics

Contains a list of Feast and
Fast Days, Gospels, Dai
Calendar, Etc.

Justification

By Anna Blanche McGill

The Festival of the Rose

By Isabel J. Roberts

The Worst Girl in the School
By Karl Klaxton

Iin St. Martha’s Country
By Grace Keon

Maxims and Counsels of Saints
and Spiritual Writers
By Rev. F. X. Lasance

By M. E. Walton
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in the New Campanile at Venice

Pamela’s Suitors
By A. Raybould

| St. Joseph's

By Mary E. Mannix
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By Mre. Francis Chadwick
How We Should Live Our Life
By Rev. Gabriel Palau, 8. J
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By Rev. K. J. Devine, 8. J.
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