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not remain if she was present, she
went into the next reew. Throwgh
the open door she watched them.
She could not help watching ; she
bad been deprived of all her girlhood
and row she wanted fo enjoy theirs.

Dorothy, s dimpled, laughiog girl,
with great brown eyes and masses of
curle which were always rumpled,
threw ber hat iuto a chalr sand was
800n seated batween the two boys,
showing them the posters she bad
made for Floyd, The sister saw
Floyd move very cloge to the girl and
lny o her sboulder with a
caress' ng movement ; ske caught the |
glance thnat be gave—a glance fall of
both admiration and meaning, Rowss
stood nesr the walching the
other girl. In ber ey-s was & look of
longing. ard yet it was mingled with
fear. The three on the sofa soon
drew her nto sheir ofecle. John wes
open in his sdmiration of beth girls ;
he fried to distribute bis caresses
with an imparsisl hand, but the lirtle
Rose drew eway with that expression
of drend in her eyee. Fleyd was not
80 bold ; he lightly laid his hand on
her band, acd whsn ske did nos
resent id cinsped it more flemly, Herx
face flusbed, but she suffered the
band to remain,

Elizabeth was ealled from the
room by some visitors. When they
bhad filoally gone she came back o
her former seat. She saw a new
brother, a different one from the one
ehe knew. He was talking in a bois-
terous tone.

" When are you going te kiss me
good bye, Dot ?” he ssked.

“Right at the station,”
answered laughingly,

" Honor bright " he asksd.

" Honor bright,” she promised.

“You are sll right,” he exclaimed. |
“ Rose is teo bashfel for that.” Then |
be binted, " bat you see I am to take
her bome tonight,”

Roee colored as be gave her a sig- |
niflcant loock. She pushed his hand |
from her arm and walked $o the
pigro. But there wes a wavering,
and upncertainty in her face. He hed
b en her comrade so long and ghe
really liked bim,

The watcbing sister made & quick
decieion. When the girle recse to|
g0, the s'ood wmp, taying, " Floyd, I
want you and Jobn %0 watch the |
house. I have to see Roee’'s mother |
tonight ; fomorrow you caua see the |
girls again.” |

There
on thea

is hand

table,

she

came a flash of annoyance |
boyieh face, followed by one
of anger. He kpew his sieter had |
been listening. But ha was st¥ill too |
loyal to criticize her to John, who, |
when they were alone, openly de |
nounced her for meddlirg,

When ehe returned Floyd was |
alor He sat sulky and eilent. She |
bugied bersel! wisth the houseshold
cares for m few minutes. - Soon she |
went over $0 the lounge and sat down
beside him. She put her arm around
bim d kissed hie forehead. Let's
don't s0gry on eur last night,” |
€he hegged,

' Why @id youm do it ?” he seked. |
“I know yon heard what I eaid to
R 8, bnt whut 18 she to you ?"

"A greant deal,” she responded, |
“bus not €0 much se the boy I love |
80 dearly —the boy I have been a !
mothber to, and yet I have 't been a |
true mother, for [ never have talked
to you of these things because they
were hard., You see I have failed in
my duty.”

Inetantly he was all temdernees.
He drew ber down into his boyish
long arms and iaid his head againet
here, You heve not failed in any- |
thing, you d:rling !"” he cried,  but

wouldo's hurt mé. I'm a man,.

v do you know ?"'

y+ell abous it. We don't talk
tin & crowd, bué jost when
ro all together, like John and

" Does John treat Roge that way ?"

The bov grew warm in a minute,
“Ha'd batter not ; ho went too far to |
suit me tonight.” {
" Why did he ?"
You were rather
othy."”

" Dorothy is different; she’'s a—
she's a jolly good fellow, but Rose— |
well, I like Roese, and every fellow |
better ke¢ep his hande off her. I
don't want & girl ail the fellows can |
love ; but I'm different. These |
thirgs don’és hurt a fellow; he's |
coarser and—Well, it's expected of |
him,”

“ But t}
‘The lit
Rose gave
little

she asked quietly, |
free toward Dox- |

‘

10y do huré you,”
le book of

ehe snid,
maomories that
u this sfiernson told a
y of its own. Iam giing
to t«1) sou this y.'
Ha lorked away into the distanoce
and she begun.

stioy

Onoee there was a man who went
a gar All around him were
beau:ifal roses of all eolors  Bus he
chose a liktle white bud for his. He
chose i it was d
white ; but moat of all hecauss it was
closed, No other pverson could sce
into its heart. While he was waiting
for 1 fld h a'ked around to
enjoy t er flowers. He studied
their coloring and he bresthed sheir
perfume. For a long time he enjoyed
this; then he wanted to get nearsr to
these roses, to handle them. Other
traveole were haodling them and
the med to enjoy themselves
more than he did., So he touched
C ralber timidy ; others he was
not 8o onreful with., At iast he grow
tired wander«d back to his ownp
roeebud and lo! is had opencd. It
etond th whit nnd most fragran
in the garden, and i%s heart was the
dewiest and most tender. Bat he
remembered the orimion roses nnd
it seemed too white. Then he could
not de‘esct its fragrance, for he had
killed his sense of smell by its abuse

int

becaues pure s

18 0%

| wounded petals.

| #onighs,

| seems lees of a picture.
| & while it becomes a mere habit ; it

Y

with the other roses, some of which

stood ne high and benautiful as before,
but ethers were left bruised and
broken by his ruthless desire to
please, yor, f0 Indulge himeelf, As
he plucked bis own rose, he was
aware of no wenss of joy over it,
exceph from pride, for many travelers
cast him envious glances. Bul he
could not see its unusual beauty ; he
could not get the fragravce from ite
bear!, bacsuse his sense of sight had
been dulled by the brillinncy of other
flowers and his sense of smell by
their odor

‘Nor aid he think of the little
bude in the gerden that he bad
towched and then left. They would
perLinps cpen, but the petels he bad
touched wonld slways be brown and
torp, The passerby might not see
them when the flowers bad opened
and revealed their hearts but the
men who had plucked them would-—
not at oncs, but when they had
become less eniranced and were
seeking for defects. Then perhaps
they would throw the roses away.
Bub the man who had the pextect
rose—the one which was perfect
because it had been well protected—
aid not know of the havoc he had
wrought, He was #oo0 much inter-
ested in wondering why he did not
enjoy his rose, why it seemed so
commonplace and really tiresome,
He did not know thab it was he who
had bscome unable to appreciade if,
though his own indulgence began in
an idle moment, while be had waited
for his flower to blossom.”

*

She paused to look into his face.
He' was listeniog. Then she went
oD :

" You say you are a man : you have
ounly thought of one side ; you hava
only wanted the perfect rose. You
may get one, but if you do it will be
one which has been cavefully guarded.
You are not intending 8o break or
bruise the other roses ; you are just
going to handle them bscause the
other beys do. You will enjoy their
fregrance, but you will leave
Then after s time,
it you travel far enowgh into the
garden, you will grow indifferent to
the havoc you are deing and will
carefully crush the flowess. You
mey grow &o cruel that you will
spjoy it. There ave men who do,
and they have started out as free
from intention to harm as you were
You caressed Dorothy ;
John caresged her. The nex$ boy
shat comes along will find it easier
t0 ba free with her, and unless there
is some one who cares enough to

| guard her she will be toxrn from the

etem before she bas blossomed. If

| you had kissed Rose tonight it would
| have

been easy for you to kies her
sgsin. You haven't yst, have you ?"
He shook his head., ' I am go glad,”
she continued. “ It will bs r0 much
better for her. If she permits you
these familiarities shs will permit
others the same ones. ShHe moey
bscoms 88 reckless a8 Dorothy. and
then we dare not think of the future.

| You can see now what a wonderful

flower she promises to make.
o perfecs little bud.

She is
Would you not

| hate to think that you were spoiling

the promiee of that bud ?”

“ Forgive me for being so cross,”
he begged.

" Yes, dear,” and she kisred his
lips. " But we are going to look at
your side now. God made you so
that you bave certsin cravings, that
you are o control. Many men will
say that they axe only to be satisefled,
but we know better. The first kiss
you give to a girl thrills you—really
it is one cf the greatest winutes of
your life. The nex$t girl you kiss
Then after

loees all sense of enjoyment — the
holinese has long since besn done
away with, Stronger dssires than
kiseing arise and soon you are not
the msn God intended you %o be.
You will have a low idea of women.
Even your wile, if you get the sweet
est, pureet in the world will not
ssem g0 fo you. Marriage will not
be & eaored fulfilldent ; it will be a

| commonplace evend."”

His arms tightened around her,
but he wae silent.

"And,” she continued, “youb future
career a8 & man will be touched.
‘ou cannob think cleaxly er ac
qeickly when any of the senses of
your body have bsen impaired. Lust
kills ambiiion, ability and power. I
do not mean that every hoy that
starts that way has the same fatal
ending, but a greas many do. Thers
is the halfway place where meany
men efop; yet you will find that they
are not real men. It will be much
holier and bester to stay at the
begioning.”

She eat eilent, waiting for him to
fpesk. At logt he did. * Of course,
Beth, I wouldn't want to g0 even half
way, now ; I wouldn't even want to
touch” —and a tender smile played
around bis lips—" any roses but one.
But I osnnot see why I can’t let her
know that I care for her; I will be
jonssan I want to like her and I
want her to like me.”

She drew a sharp breath,
mean you will crush
your own ro#e, and then enjoy the
heavt t is opened. When you
come back you may not even want to
es that hears ; you ace juet a boy,
It you do, there will be times when
you will gee thoee crushed petals and
gorry. You may blame yoursalf,

ut yon will probsb'y blame Rose.
You may grow eo discontented that
you will blame another man. If yon
know she allowed you $hese caresses,
hese little familiarities, you will
think she would allow others.”

He spoke with pride. “ I know
Rose.”

" We will look at it from her side.
After, she renlizes those petals have
been crusbed by you she may he
afraid of the future. She may,be

“

You

wb

1]

the patals of |

afrald that you have wandered far |

into the garden and come back o
her a worn ou$ teaveler. She may
be afraid that you will nof appreciate
her and that you will not deal rightly
with her.”

He lnughed,
that,"”

“Other girls just ms consbent in
their friendship as Rose have felt
that way,” ehe gald in & low voice.

" What do you mean ?" he askead,

“Tam not afrald of

¢chools in this city, and when the
voluntesr army was orgenized, ke
insisted on going with " his boye,"”
with whom he was euormously
popular, belng their Jeader in eports
and athletics ne well ss their
spiritual mentor. He went into the
flght with fhem, as a matter of
course, But i§ was so terrible sn
ordenl thas they faced, so withering
8 fire from the red gune, that even
in spite of the awful fate of Msgrace

"My deer bay, I bave a few wilted/| end death meted oud to their defeated

petals and I know how they feel,
You see, I wasjust like you mre,
There was no one o guard me and
I did just what any girl will do who
does not think, But I realized in
time to save myeelf from only a few
brown ones, and ut to eave every
girl 1 can, We were young end
thought we knew our hsarts. My
bow they chenged! Buat we couldn's
change those bruised petals "

|

|'bumen spirit, even

She gave a burs cry, bus he saw |

8 face free from suffering,
only love for him,

" Floyd, 1 wans fo give the world a
noble man, That is the dearest wish
of every woman. I want to give some
woman a pure husband; and, oh,
my dar'ing boy, I put the first litile
garment on your little body; I
changed you from o little angel fo a
buman being, and I must care for
that human being.”

“You angel,” he murmured.

She lifted his chin and looked into
his clear eyes.

"1 promige,”’
voica.

"It will not be easy, dear. You
will have o refuse to listen to other
boys, you will have to read only good
books, and you will have fo think
pure thoughts. Roee’'s little book
will help you. You can see the baby
that I am trying to keep pure and
help me to do i#; you can ses thoge
doll shoes and remembsr how
you suffered on the night you wanted
to be happy, because you wanted to
do a8 " the fellows” did.
anxious to know what was in the
beart of the rose book. I do. no
know, but she did tell me thie. On
the second petal—and you must look
ot il avery day—is the little picture
of Sir Galabhad which your firet
teacher gave you.
is?2”

The boy emiled dreamily as he
quoted :

It held

he enid in o low

You were |

l

in
WAVar,

predecessors
began fo

the adteck, thsy
Homan flesh and
o ardent ss that
but young
vot  endure

of thore untried
volunteers, could
blaze of flame and wetesl that con
fronted them, An Amarican cofficer
here who witnesssd the attack,
which began about 1 o'clock Sundsy
morning, told ms that never on the
western frond, when the Germans
were relying slmost wholjy
machine-gun warfare, had he/een so
formidable and bitter w fife as the
Bolsheviks put up at Radzymin,

PRIEST

guring

d

<

FALLS IN VICTORIOUS CHARGE

The Poles wavered. Father Skor-
upka saw the wavering. Not alone
Poland and Wareaw, but the honor
of his regiment, " Nis boys,” wae at
stake. With his surplice and stole
over bis uniform, and suddenly
holding his crucifix high in the air,
he leaped ahead of the front line,
ehouting todhem to come on.

One of the officers of the regiment,
& seasoned veteran of the last six
years, eays: o I have geen many
courageous officers in battle, but
never have I seen a mon lead troops
ahsad as Father Skorupka did
then "

Under the shock of his magnetic
voice and action the troops advanced.
But the Bolehevik fire mgain drove
them back. Again the chaplain led.
Again they advanced—and again
fell back. Still again. And yet
once more. Four times, with his
crucifix high above his head, where
all might eee it, and with his voice
shouting in the names_of Jesus and
Mary to come on afld wsave thelr

| homes and sheir people, the young

Do you remember |

| was no falling back.
| retaken,

" My strength is a8 the strength of |

ten,
Because my heart is pure.”
—Mabel A. McGee, in the Continent.

———

THE RED TIDE
FATHER SKORUPKA HOLDING
CRUCIFIX ALOFT LED CHARGE

THAT ROUTED BOLSHEVIKI

(By N, C. W, C, News Service)

By Captain Charles Phillips, A. R. (

The miracle, so hard to believe in.

80 humanly impossible, has happened, |

and it bappened on the feast of the
Agsumption. Wareaw is saved.

It is difficult o write the story of
the turning of the red tide which just
one week ago was poised a$ its crest
to crush and inundate Poland. So
many of the elements of a wonder.
tal§ are in i, the air is still so
charged with ite supernatural
vibrations, that one is at a loss where
to begin.
plain enough, (That will be
news to readefs of this by the time it
is printed). The Bolsheviks are on
the run, on their way back to red
Russia—"0On their way back to
Jerusalem !” the Poles ardently mur
mur—while tens of thousands of
prisonere and innumerable cannon
and other spoils bave already been
captured by the Polish forces. The
Soviet armies are irretrievably cut
up and surrounded. From every
point along the entire front, which
extends bundreds of miles from the
German boundary to the northwest
of Wareaw to the Dniester river in
the south, news comes of continuous
Polish swccesses and the complete
routing of the enemy,

What happened ? And how did it
happen ? Many things happened, of
course, but it was the heroic action
of a young priest, a chaplain in the
army, that turned the tide at the
last minute and wrought the miracle.
Leading his regiment into the thick
of ths fight when gure disaster
threatened, this priest fell, riddled
with red bullets and pierced with
red “bayonets. But his men were
victorious, and from that crucial
moment of the eacrifice of his life,
the die was cast for the red defeat
and Poland's vistorious defense of
her capital. It was one of those
fateful history-making mcota which
jmet tip the balance and send events
all eliding in the right direction at a
moment when conly a miracle can
save.

Last Sunday, the 15th of August,
the red armies had penetrated ns far
o8 Radzymin, their nearess point of
spproach %o the capital. Radzymin
(sa I think I have slrendy written
you) within twenty-four hours had
ohanged hands four or flve times.
One Polieh regiment, giving up with
out sufficient struggle, was disci
plined, dispersed in disgrace and its
officers execcuted, while a second
(the 236th Warsaw Volunteers) was
sent to replace it and take back the
town.

Father Ignatiue Skorunka, a volun-
teerchaplain with that volunteer regi-
ment, went into the fight with his
men., They were decidedly ' his’
men, for scores of the young fellows
in the Warsaw 236th were his pupile
in echool. He personally knew
practically every man in thé regi.
ment, He wae a teacher of Christian
Doctrine in one of the largest public

| 8pot where the body

prieet led bis regiment. Four $imes
—and the fourth time there was no
wavering. They went on.
Radzymin was
3ut it was taken over the
bullet
Ignat Skorupka

When the fisld was clear, General
Huller, nosified of the baroic action
of the young priest, hastened to the
lay, a guard of

| honor—a heartehaken and sorrowful

WARSAW MENACED BY|

| The

guard of honor—standing wbout i,
action of the genewmnl
characteristic. He kaelt fivet,
blesging himgelf and offeriog a silent
prayer ; then he roee, and conferred
on Father Skorupks, to the glory of

the ,
| Poland, shaken to Jer inner founda

|

There

pierced and bayoneted body of |

was |
| army of aver 100,000, which, tnker

his and Poland's name forever, the |
highest military hovor'in the gits of |
the republic—the "' Virtute Militaire," |
which has been won by less than a |

eccre ol men in all its history.

The etory of Father Skorupka
spread quickly to Wareaw, being
mentioned in the official communique
of the day following,
picture is exbibited everywhere,
while plans are already proposed for
the erection of & monument to him

| in Palace Square, the centre of the

|

The ending, of course, is |
old |

|
|
|

city. This monument is to be cast
from metal captured from the Bol
shevike on tho fleld of
All the pictures of the young priest—
bhe was only twenty - seven—
reveal a comely boyish face,
with an expansive
mouth that has much sweet
nees and gentleness in its lines. The
brow tells the story of a man that

Teday his |

|

ing remark of the Poles now, when

they discuss the question—and no
one slee does anythivg elee, day or
night, but discuss it, I bave heard

even young Poles of the blase

moderniss sype (there are plenty of
them here, the sort that Sienkiewicz

warned the country figainet in his
novel " Whirlpools ")—I1 have !u-ur(ll
even these, all their up !u-xwl‘
foolishness avidently torgotten, qitet

ly snd eeriomely argument and)|
demonegtratiog that it is & miracle.

A MIRACLE

The whole affair is, courde,
vaet miracle of Christian faith and
common In the ficet place, |

OF FAITH

|
of '

BeD8e.

fione, never has let go the hand of
God in this terzible crisis. Perhaps
some Poles (it is not undsnisble)
bave been inolined to elip away from
$bat sure guidance, a listle bit lured |
by the siren volces of socialiem,
naturalism, materialiem, who can |
88y ? There are heavy undercurrents |
running in the world these days from |
the nether universe, pulling nations |
a8 well a8 individuals towards rhe"
deepr. Bat Poland—Poland as a
pesople—hss etuck, and when the|
blackest hour came, hope and faish, ‘
not despair, wers her first rewurd».i
That hundred shousand, marching, |
singing, and praying through the |
streets of Warsnw three weeks ago— |
that crcwd kad a supremely con-\
fldent faish. On that day there
doubiless were offerings made to
heaven of which only heaven will
8ver know. But it is not difficult to
imegine the offer Father Skorupka
made, It is not difficuls to see him,
eweph with the twin fires of religion
and patriotism, leaving his studies,
dropping his books and his plans for
the next term's school work, going
out #0 jein " his boys,"” and saying to
Ged in the secret of his hears: " Take
me, use me, but eave my country "
Well, as the Poles will tell you
quite frankly now, the prayers ¢f the
bhundred thousand (and the prayer
of Father Skorupka) were heard.
The good God who stood back of
Ferdinand Foch, fighter and man of
prayer, when France waa baing
crucifisd, sent another Foeh #to
Poland in the person of Weygand,
Fach's close friend and chief of staff
The eame good God likewise had
one General Joseph Haller, Polis
patrio$, on hand for the ocrasicon
another fighter and man of prayer,
whoee daily presence at she altar all
during the ved days in the flaid
arcund Warsaw was a4 constant
inapiration to his men. Haller
Poland's own man of-the-kour,
part of the mirscle was tc raise
equip in three weeks a

WA
His
and |
volunieer
4]
the front wisth soarcely training
enough §o mold it ié into A unified
whole, nevertheless gave tbe reds
their flrsd #aste of the resurreci
Polish epiris—though how &h
green boys were siaughtered only |
figuree, yet to be revesled, can tell! |
And so through sll ite details, the
miracle was worked out, piece by |
piece, and can be 80 scrutinized now,
wilh always the one man ready anc
into the breach when the crisis |
came, |

The crisis came on the 155h of
August, the fenst of the Assumption,
1920—a date which, I think, will go
down in the history of the world |

d

| marking a milestons in the War of |

Radzymin. |

Two Worlde. That wae one week

| ®go today, the day announced long

| ahead

brow and a |
| bergh

by Trotsky (who in bhis |
arrogance more and mors resembies
every day Father Benson's ' Felson-
) fox the fall of Warsaw. So

| well programmed was the red atiack |

was {ar from the ordipary ; the mouth |

beepeaks the kindly traits of human
fellowship and love whica made him
worshipped by all in his echool and
in his regiment.

SKETCH OF FATHER SKORUPKA

Born in Warsaw in 1893,
of a Government officia), much of his
sehooling was received in Russia,
where the duties of his father took
the family, But that family, like
many others forced oy circumstances
into the service of the Tzar's govern-
ment, never lost its Polish ardor.
Taking a special interest in Polish
literature, particularly Polish poetry,
the young student Skorupkas organ.
ized at the aocademy which he
sttended nt Petrograd, a Polish
literary oirole, called * Polonfo,”
which did much #o keep alive in the
hearis of bis fellow Polish

| on thay day

| of the hundred thoushnd, the G)d
the son |

school- |

' |
mates tha secres fires of their patriot- |

ism,- When hi¢« mother
Moscow, the young man
eolemn promisa over her grave
some day bring her body bask
Poland for burial in her
earth,

died
to
native

Father Zslezowski, a fellow semi-

in |
made al

that, humanly speeking, the entry of
the Muscovites into the Poligh capital |
was inevitable. Whas
wae to gtop them ?

There was nothing to step them,
80 far a8 their reckoning went, Baut
they reckoned without God— the Gos
of
Foob, Weygand, Haller, the G d ‘of
young Ignatine Skorupka—the God
of infinite power, grace and miracles,

e ———

THE RELICS OF ST. JULIEN
RESTORED TO BRIOUDLE

By N. C. W, C. News

Serwc

Paris, Oct. 10.—Ab the time of the
Terror, in 1793, some revolu'ionariss |
bad carried away from the Brioude i
Bagilice a very rich gold carved and
gem-itndded reliquary, whioch con
tained the remains of S Julien.
They ftook it to Parie, where the
religuary was melted away at the |
" Monnaie.,” Fortunately the relics

| of St, Julien were saved and hidden

to |

narian of Father Skorupka's and hig |

bust friend, speaks of him ws & man
possessing & remarkable mind,
wae, on the one band, absolafely
orderly, praciee and clear-seeing, and
at the same time he had all the flr
and delicacy of a highly ssngitized
soul, It was an wunusual
bination.”

com

Warsaw's bewilderment at the
ffupendous and unhelievable chagge
in ber fortunes within the course of

i foew houre has steadied a little, I |

the story of
has becoma
happened ?"

think, esince
Skorupka
' What has

Father
known.
with =n

Poligh state of mind during the flvet
two or three days 'following #he
sudden turn of the tide. No one
knew what bad happened. We only
knew that the Bolshevike, whose
guns have been in hearing for days,
had not come in—were not coming
in—couldn't get io. They were

faced about and on the run. “It's a | may be carried up to heaven in the
miracle,” is invariably the conclud- | angels' pure hands.—S8. Chrysostom,

“ He |

in a safe place by some Christian
They were aftexwards entrusted to |
the care of the Augustine nuns, |

Th# Catholics of the Brioude coun- '
try have lately made a demand thet |
thers relice of S* Julien be given |

back §o tsem. The Paris diocese, of |

| couree, has agreed to their wishes |

spirits, who raise the voices in honor
blank for answer, best describes the |

and aiffer one hundred and twenty-
seven years’ exile, they are sbhout to
return to the Brioude Basilica.

e —

WHEN AT MASS
When the priest at the altar offers
the sublime Sacrifice the angels
stand beside him, and all around the
altar are arranged choirs of heavenls

of the Victim who ie immolated.
Whercfore if thcu dost unite thy
prayers during Mass to those of the
angels, they will together with them
pierce the clouds and will obtain a
favorable hearing more certainly
than if thon didet offer them at home
alone. Let use do what in ug lies to
hear Mass daily, that our prayers

CUTICURA HEALED
BABY'S RINGWORM
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Soap and Qint-

) I had used one cake
of Cuticur ) and two boxes of
Cuticura Ointrr she 8 healed.”
(Signed) Mrs. Lelah rgent, Nam«
pa, Idaho, Feb, 24, 1019,

Use Cuticura Soap, Ointment and
Talcum for all toilet purposes.
Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50c,
throughout theDominion nadian Depot:
Lymans, Limited, St, Paul St., Montreal.

uticura Soap shaves without mug,

Sold

\

14-PIECE TEA SET
JUST THE SIZE FOR GIVEN

CHILDREN'S TEA PARTY
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Do You Want a
Lovely Rosary
Free of Cost P

If you want one
yourself or if
You want to get
onetogl.etoa
friend or rela
tive, send
your name and
address We
will then send
you Three Doj
lars worth of
lovelv emboss-
ed Xmas Post
Cardes
four
cents When
they are sold
gend us our money and we wili immedi
ately sen
Rosary with Amethyst colored beads
Write us today so you can get your
Rosary quickly.

HOMER - WARREN CO.
Dept. 77 TORONTO, ONT.
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Marriage
and Divorce

By Rev. A. P.Wahaney

Professor of red_Scripture in St

With a foreword by
Rt. Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D.

Bishop of Landon

Single Copies..

3 Copies

100 Copies....

500 Copies . $25.00

ALL POST PAID
ADDRESS
The Catholic Unity League

of Ganada
St. Peter’'s Seminary LONDON, ONT.

MOUTH ORGAN

Free to Boys

This '‘Royal Harp’
Mouth Organ has 14
double holes, extrasqual
ity reeds, nickel plated
covers, heavy brass reed
plates. Excellent qual-
ity of tone, rich, power-
ful and sweet Easy
blowing and very dur
able

Send us your name
and address and we will
send you Three Dollars
worth of lovely em
bossed Xmas Post Cards
to sell at four for ten
cents. When sold, send
vs the money and we
will send you the Mouth
Organ, all charges pre-
paid.

HOMER-WARREN CO.
DEPT, 78 TORONTO, ONT.
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| Now It Can _
Be Told

BY

PHILIP GIBBS
PRICE $3.25

Postage 16¢c.
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Every Blemish
Removed In

IWIll Tell Every Reader of This
Paper How FREE
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A
SWELL
TIME« N
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Philip Gibbs has startling things
to say that he could not tell the
world until now, and he has singled
the permanent values out of the
bewildering world panorama of the
past few years. He comes to a new
vision to which the world just
awakening.

Catholic Record
LONDON, CANADA

18

m all
Wri
1ES Limi

1000 in one yearx
S REMED

Adelaide S8

over
H'

1

e world te
to YTRENQC TED

407 St, James' (

at or

'Ursuline College
of Arts

The Ladies’ College and
Residence of the Weastern
University, London, Ontario

’

Under the patronage of His Lordship

The Right Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D.
Bishop of London

All Courses Leading
to Degrees in Arts

For information, apply to the

Ursuline College
“The Pines', Chatham, Ont.

87 YONGE ST., TORONTY®
Phone Main 4030

Hennessey

More, Than a
! ’ ’ra
DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES
Order by Phone — we Deliver
Watch Our Ads. in Local Dailies Thursday

Drug Store™




